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      Chloe Goodman sat bolt upright in the motel bed, tossing her covers off even as she gasped for air. She would have screamed if she'd had the breath to do it.

      Her brain raced, suddenly wide awake. It felt as if she’d been right there with the little boy. She’d seen him being shoved into the car earlier, but now as she dreamed it all again, she’d felt his pain.

      In her dream, Chloe had caught glimpses of the man but not enough to know his face. It was insanely frustrating. The old fear reared its ugly head, just as it did each time. What if she wasn’t fast enough? What if she didn’t follow the right clues? What if …?

      But she couldn’t give in or she’d definitely lose this deadly game. She’d seen something, but no one involved knew she’d been a witness. She wanted to yell at the boy, tell him to scream, tell him how to kick, to bite, to fight back. But the boy didn’t know she could see him. Wasn’t that the way it always was?

      At work, her hunches were legendary. Most of the time she only got bits of useless information—small things that weren’t meaningful until other pieces came into play. It meant she got to see all kinds of things, but couldn’t tell when she had the right perp. Things she saw made her heart race with worry that it wouldn’t be enough. Still, they did aim her the right direction most of the time. She could only hope she was in the right direction now, too.

      Being an FBI agent specifically assigned to missing children’s cases didn’t stop the things she saw in her dreams. It only made them worse. It made her question if she was seeing real bits of information: subtle connections her brain put together for her while she was sleeping. Or was she subconsciously remembering things from other cases? Sometimes she couldn’t tell.

      Standing barefoot on the old worn carpet, she paced the motel room to get her blood flowing. There was nothing useful from the dream except the danger. But she wouldn’t be getting any more sleep tonight.

      Tonight was one of the nights she wished she could put a stop to it.

      Two nights ago, she’d seen the boy get abducted—or she was pretty certain that was what she’d seen.

      Some people seemed to have a knack for getting the best parking spots. Others for knowing the best gift to give someone. Her mother told her that magic was all around them, it was just often tiny or subtle, not the grand trick everyone expected. As for Chloe, her gift was being present for accidents and crimes.

      She’d watched seven different car crashes in real time in her life. She’d been on a hiking trail when a rope swing broke over the river and the child on it had plummeted into the rapids. The one time she’d skied, she’d had an avalanche run down the mountain next to her and overtake two other skiers. She wouldn’t be skiing again any time soon.

      But she’d saved at least four lives simply because she’d been there at the exact moment things had gone wrong. Chloe now traveled with an emergency kit because she had to assume it was going to happen again sooner or later. Lucky her.

      She had driven home two nights ago in a daze and taken an odd wrong turn. As she realized she didn’t recognize the neighborhood she was in, she’d started to make a U-turn and watched the boy being grabbed and shoved into the car.

      It all looked very sketchy.

      But she was a trained FBI agent! As much as people wanted to talk themselves out of things being as bad as they appeared, she knew they often were. She also knew that an adult shoving a kid into a car wasn’t always an abduction.

      As an agent, if she interfered, she’d be sued to hell and back. She knew the edges of the legalities and that she would be assaulting an adult over a child that might be their own. It didn’t matter if it was abuse or not, she would have to admit in court later that she knew it might be the case.

      So she’d observed and memorized everything about the scene. Then she’d trailed the car for almost two days.

      Now, she catalogued what she could from memory as she peeled her night shirt and changed as quickly as she could. Stuffing her feet down into boots that were inappropriate for the warming summer nights, she headed out the door, keys in hand. She’d already located the Redemption Police Station was, and she now aimed her car that direction. The stars overhead were either leading her on or yelling at her to drop it, to go back.

      It was incredibly frustrating that she’d managed to trail the car for several days across more states and then lost him on the long straight roads that offered her no cover. He’d made too many ninety degree turns and she was hanging too far back. Chloe had made it this far only to wind up with nothing but a general area and small clues from her dream.

      Though she’d called her boss immediately, and continued checking in, still no one had reported a child missing from the neighborhood where she’d seen the incident. Nor even from the surrounding area.

      It was stupid to be here. She stood in front of the station, keys in hand, heart in her throat. But her damn hunch told her everything about this was wrong. Her dream told her that the child was in extreme danger … maybe even already dead.

      It was three a.m. and this was not in the plan. But she was dressed, and she was here. She'd done this kind of thing before—but in a sane, orderly fashion. And not with officers who didn’t know her, didn’t know about her track record with her hunches.

      As she drove to the local station and headed in the front door she wondered, how was she going to convince the local police to look for a missing kid that wasn’t even reported missing?

      “Can I help you?” The officer at the front desk looked up, unalarmed by the fact that Chloe was storming into the station in the middle of the night. Officer Balero, by her nametag, had soft brown eyes that had seen too much but still found the strength to be kind. Clearly, she’d dealt with three a.m. before.

      “I need to speak to the detective in charge of missing persons.” The adrenaline still zinged through her system and Chloe fought to slow her breathing.

      “You have a missing person to report? We have a form for that. Let me get it for you.” She turned away, but Chloe stopped her.

      “No. I have information about a possible missing person. A child.”

      “What's the person's name?”

      “I don't know.” She’d told herself she was ready for all the questions, but she wasn’t. Still, she gave what information she did have. “It's a boy. About five years old. Brown hair, brown eyes. I'm not certain he's from around here. In fact, I would guess that he’s not.”

      Now, the officer lost her cool, calm demeanor. Despite the perfectly pressed uniform and the badge, she was starting to eye Chloe sideways. “So you have information about a missing person whose name you don't know … who's not here? Then, where is he?”

      She wanted to say “I’m an FBI Agent,” but she wasn’t here in any official capacity. So Chloe tried again. “He is here now. I believe he’s not a local resident. I witness when he was kidnapped in Georgia and trafficked here to Redemption.”

      Chloe knew the right terms to use to get people to pay attention, even if she couldn’t use her badge.

      “Oh.” The officer seemed to catch on, but then her words showed that she didn't. “You have information about the kidnapper then?”

      Not what Chloe really had, but she gave what she knew. “Male, average height, brown hair, brown eyes.”

      There was a pause. “Name?”

      “Unknown.” Chloe sighed. This wasn’t going well.

      “Do you know where he lives?” To her credit, the officer was trying hard to make something normal out of Chloe’s very abnormal requests.

      “No. I need to see a detective,” Chloe pushed. Though in a small station like this, it might be the detective. They certainly didn’t look big enough to have a Missing Persons department.

      The sooner she got to the person she needed, the sooner she could begin convincing that person that her information was legitimate and accurate. The fact that she was an FBI agent but not officially on a case didn’t help. Her SAC had given her a few days off to run this down, because he knew what Chloe could do. How she seemed to always be in the middle of bad things happening. But so far, no one had reported the boy missing.

      Still, officer Balero wasn’t letting her through that easily.

      Chloe thought about whipping out her badge and ID anyway—she had it on her, always. She could explain later that this wasn’t official duty. But she wasn’t on an official case, so it was best that she didn’t. Not yet. Maybe if she had to.

      She went five more rounds before—finally!—the officer sat back into her swivel chair, picked up the phone and said, “Let me get you Detective Tavares.”

      Chloe nodded as though “Detective Tavares” meant something to her. All it meant was a real detective—someone who would actually investigate. She would have gone it alone, but she didn’t know the area, and stepping on the locals’ toes would be very bad. Especially if she hadn’t witnessed a kidnapping at all, but maybe an angry parent and a poorly behaved child.

      And a multi-state journey where the child rarely popped his head up to be spotted in the back seat? No. She was in the middle of something bad again. She just knew it.

      Five minutes later, she was ushered to a desk in the bullpen. She sat in a straight chair, facing a dark-haired, dark-eyed man with a jawline that belonged on a TV show. Sadly, this detective did not believe a single word she was saying. He seemed to understand that Chloe had been handed off to him.

      “How exactly is it that you came by this information?”

      Lord, she thought, and started all over again. Taking a deep breath, she said, “I watched the boy get grabbed and shoved into the back seat of the car. I believe he was kidnapped and trafficked here.”
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      Detective Orlando Tavares took his own deep breath to steady himself. He’d landed a genuine nutjob. He wasn’t supposed to get these cases anymore. This was exactly why he’d moved to Redemption.

      The woman told him a crazy story. She danced around the point enough to make him think she’d not really seen anything. But she sure believed she had. Lando wanted to dismiss her out of hand but he’d learned the hard way not to.

      The only wild and crazy accusations were supposed to come from Fred who lived under the bridge and thought the cell towers were emitting control signals.

      Lando always made sure Fred’s accusations had no basis in reality, then he’d go home and sleep just fine. He occasionally brought the man food and smiled and nodded when he talked about the microchip nanobots woven into his clothes.

      But here she was, this pretty woman with the reddish-blonde curls peeking out from under a knit cap that she’d clearly pulled on in a rush. Dark lashes framed wide, pale-green eyes. Her face was bare and her expression sincere. Maybe that was just because it was three a.m., and because everything else about her looked like your average college girl. Too much like that.

      Fighting the clench in his gut, Lando decided to start with the basics. If he made her mad first, she likely wouldn't give them the information his captain would demand. “Name?”

      “I don't know the boy's name or the kidnapper’s name,” she repeated, exasperated and clearly fighting to stay calm.
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