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What People Are Saying





"For edge-of-your-seat suspense and sizzling hot romance in the bayou - readers will love Bayou Treasure." Best selling Author, Robin T. Popp

5Angels! "Georgia Tribell spins a magnificent rollercoaster read with strong characterizations and a remarkable storyline." - Linda, Fallen Angel Reviews 



5 Lips! "Bayou Treasure is an appealingly suspenseful novel with a light touch which enwraps the reader in excitement, romance, mystery, and thrills, while at the same time weaving a tapestry of romantic attraction and emotional intensity." -Frost, Two Lips Reviews﻿ ﻿



4 Cups! "This story was a fast and furious adventure." - Lototy, Coffee Time Romance



Bayou Heat – Bayou Nights Book 2




"With definitive descriptives that painted vivid pictures which played almost movie-like through my mind and a light touch of humor to leaven this suspenseful tale of realistic murder and mayhem, she has done a fine job of crafting a really good book. I think I'll keep it.﻿"  - Witch Giggles Alternative-Read.com



﻿4.5 Stars! "Bayou Heat was a superb paranormal romance that had a very interesting plot and memorable characters.﻿"     - Silvermage﻿, Night Owl Romance.

Bayou Heat


There’s a killer lurking in the shadows of the French Quarter and he’s already killed Eris’ friend and mentor. With her unique psychic gift, Eris can follow trails that have long grown cold for the police. But first she must ditch the sexy bodyguard hired to protect her because he’s cramping her style and messing with her concentration. 

Rob has seen a lot of oddballs in his life, but nothing could prepare him for his latest assignment. Eris DuBose is as crazy as she is beautiful, and despite Rob’s best intentions to keep their relationship strictly business, he can’t resist the attraction burning between them. She manages to pull him into her crazy world and soon he finds himself dreaming of things he’d never considered possible. Now it’s going to take a miracle and a huge leap of faith on his part to make his dreams come true. 















  
  
Chapter One 




Nights like these reminded Rob of his mother—may the sorry bitch rot in hell. 

He swirled the amber liquid in his glass, watching it catch the light before throwing it back in one swallow. The bourbon hit his tongue sharp and smoky, burning a path down his throat. It didn’t help. It never did. The bar was alive around him—laughter, flirtation, the clink of glass, the lazy hum of jazz—but none of it touched him. It was just noise. Empty smiles and shallow pleasure.

Christ, he hated nights like this.

He leaned back in his chair, scanning the room. Men and women tangled in cheap desire. People pretending they weren’t lonely. Pretending the world didn’t grind them down a little more every day. He’d done the same thing once—hell, he’d been good at it. But lately, the act had lost its shine. Maybe this was all life really was. Assignments. Deadlines. Bodies instead of connections. And the dull, choking quiet that filled the spaces between them.

Indulgence. The name fit too damn well. One of the oldest bars in the French Quarter, draped in its dim, red-glow of seduction. He liked it because it was close to his loft, which meant he could drink until the world blurred and still stumble home without risking a DUI. And tonight, that sounded like a solid plan. One last night to indulge before his next babysitting gig began.

Fuck, he hated these assignments the most.

LD Carmouche had called earlier, telling him to be in the office by ten. They'd acquired another high-profile client who thought danger could be warded off with a hired gun. Rob did his job, and he did it well, better than most, but these assignments left a sour taste in his mouth. Half the time he felt more like a trophy date than a protector. When he’d told LD that, the bastard had just laughed and hung up.

He took another drink, slower this time. The burn was familiar, grounding.

The front door opened, and a gust of warm air rolled in with a group of women. Their laughter sliced through the low jazz like glitter through smoke. They were the kind of women he used to notice—tight dresses, expensive perfume, smiles that promised trouble for a night. His type once upon a time.

Now? Nothing.

He watched them take a table near the stage, all legs and lips and breasts, and waited for the usual reaction—that primal flicker of interest that reminded him he was still alive.

It didn’t come.

He huffed out a humorless laugh. “Guess the equipment’s retired,” he muttered under his breath and tossed back the rest of his drink.

Eight months without sex. Not by choice, exactly. Just…disinterest. Disconnection. No one had caught his interest. He couldn’t fake the spark anymore. Not when every woman started to blur together.

He stood and made his way to the bar, the weight of his solitude clinging to him like a damp raincoat in all the wrong ways. 

“How’s it going?” Larry, the bartender, slid a fresh bourbon his way, wiping down the counter like they hadn’t had the same conversation a hundred times before.

“Could be worse.” Rob took a sip. He didn’t want to talk and Larry usually got that. Except tonight it seemed.

The older man chuckled, jerking a thumb toward the back of the room. “Yeah? You could be like that one.”

Rob followed the gesture.

A woman stood alone near the wall, her back to the crowd. Low-rise jeans, black biker boots, a cropped top that left a tempting strip of skin visible. Her hair was a wild shock of hot pink that caught the dim light like neon, and a collection of leather and studs glinted at her wrists. She didn’t belong here. Too sharp. Too untamed.

“All she’s done is stand there,” Larry said. “Staring at that wall.”

Rob’s brow furrowed. “That’s a hell of a way to spend a night.”

He turned back to his drink—but curiosity itched at the edge of his control. Out of habit, his mind started cataloging her posture, movement, situational awareness. She wasn’t drunk. She wasn’t lost. She was…studying.

A man approached her from behind, with the usual predator’s swagger. Rob knew the type—entitled, full of liquid courage. The guy slid his hands around her waist, leaned in to whisper something.

The woman turned slightly, said something back—Rob couldn’t hear what—but whatever it was made the guy pale. He jerked his hands away and backed off fast enough to nearly topple a waitress. Rob couldn’t stop the low chuckle that escaped him.

His interest sharpened as Larry moved to help others.

He watched her for half an hour, unable to look away. She shifted occasionally—three steps right, four left, fingertips grazing the brick as if searching for something unseen. Purposeful but strange. There was a rhythm to her movements, almost like a dance only she could hear.

The logical part of him called it bizarre. The human part of him, the male part…couldn’t stop watching.

And for the first time in a long time, something in Rob stirred.

Not lust exactly. Not yet.

Curiosity and maybe, just maybe, the faintest spark of interest.

“Whatever your problems are,” Larry said, coming back to stand opposite Rob at the counter. “At least you haven’t succumbed to that.” 

Rob glanced at Larry, who stood polishing a glass. “So, what’s her story?” 

Larry tilted his head toward Goth-girl. “She’s been coming in here every night for the past week and it’s always the same thing. She talks to no one except that damn wall. Really wish people wouldn’t send their mental cases and homeless to our town.” 

Rob was about to argue that the woman looked too well put together to be mentally unstable or homeless when Larry moved away to serve another customer. Turning his attention back to Goth-girl, he found himself intrigued by her actions. 

Without thinking, he stood and crossed the room to stand next to her. Crossing his arms over his chest, he attempted to examine the wall but spent more time scrutinizing the woman next to him. 

This close, it became obvious she was not a transient. Even though she was punked out, it was apparent she took great care in the way she dressed. She was clean, her clothes pressed, and she smelled of vanilla and cinnamon. 

He read the words splashed across the front of her shirt in bold hot pink letters. 

Party Favor. 

The woman was defiantly unconventional in her ways. 

“What?” 

Rob lifted his gaze and focused on the dark green eyes that were silently daring him to make a comment. She challenged him with a single word, and he, bored enough with life, accepted. “The Contemporary Arts Center has some wonderful walls. They even have the novel idea of hanging pictures on theirs. You might give it a try for variety.” 

She smiled—a wickedly innocent smile. “Yes, they often show great works, but my personal favorite is the Ogden Museum of Southern Art, which is currently featuring Martin Gray. He’s a fabulous photographer. If you haven’t seen his work, you really should, but maybe the Children’s Museum is geared more toward your intellectual level.” 

Goth-girl turned and walked out without a backward glance. 

Rob laughed as he returned to his barstool. It wasn’t often he met a woman who could handle his dry sense of humor. Usually, his jokes earned him a disdainful laugh or a “don’t do that again” glare. He’d met no one who’d responded so quickly intellectually or hit the mark the first time out. The woman zinged him good. 

He finished his drink and stood. With Goth-girl gone, there was no reason for him to hang around. Besides, it was well after midnight and he did have a morning meeting. 

Out on the sidewalk, Rob soaked up the sounds and smells of the French Quarter. At one time, he had wanted nothing more from life than a one-way ticket out of this town. He finally accepted the fact this was where he was meant to be and he was content with that decision. Now, if he could just figure out how to get rid of the empty feeling plaguing him day and night, he’d be one happy camper. 

Turning toward home, he dodged pedestrian traffic and kept an eye out for pickpockets. He grew up running these streets, even relieving a few of the less observant tourists of their heavy billfolds a time or two—maybe more. It was a skill that still came in handy. 

He stopped a couple of steps back from the corner to let a large group of people pass by. He’d been seven when he’d learned not to get caught next to an alley without a means of escape. There’d been a group of innocent-appearing boys walking past him as he crossed in front of a dark alley. Two of the boys had grabbed him and dragged him into the darkness to take his money. He was lucky to come out of the alley with only a broken nose, but he’d learned his lesson. 

He continued his journey, and as he crossed in front of the alley, movement in the shadows of the dark street caught his attention. He paused and wondered if an unsuspecting tourist had been lured into a trap. 

The sound of shuffling feet, a heartfelt moan and a few colorful curses from two people reached him. The voices were young, male and no concern of his, Rob thought as he took a step forward. 

“You boys need to run along home before one of you gets hurt.” 

The third voice that drifted out of the alleyway caused Rob to pause mid-stride. Surely Goth-girl wasn’t stupid enough to go down a dark side street alone and in the dead of night. 

“You’re the one who’s going to get hurt, lady,” a youthful male voice responded. 

“I don’t think so.” Goth-girl’s voice was confident and strong. 

Oh yeah, that deep, sultry voice could only belong to the pink-haired lady. Her actions in the bar had made him wonder if she was a brick or two short of a load. This stunt confirmed it. He wasn’t in the mood to rescue a damsel in distress, but his conscience wouldn’t let him walk away either. 

He made his way down the alley, careful to stay in the shadows. As he approached, he noticed a teen with green hair was trying to distract her while another young male, adorned with chains and a studded dog collar, attempted to circle behind her. The pair was failing miserably because despite her heavy boots, Goth-girl was quick on her feet and in constant motion, making it impossible for the boys to flank her. He was too far away to help when the teen wearing the chains and studs rushed her, but she nimbly sidestepped the attack and watched as the boy tumbled to the ground. 

Stud-boy rolled to his feet and glared at her. “Look, lady, all we want is your money.” 

“Money that I worked hard for? You expect me to just hand it over to you? Don’t think so.” 

Before Rob could say or do anything, the green-haired punk charged her from the left as the other thief came at her from the right. Instinct took over and Rob lunged forward, attempting to put himself between Goth-girl and the two hoodlums. 

Green-hair got by him, but Rob punched Stud-boy, sending him to the ground hard. Rob heard a scuffle behind him and only had time for a quick glance. Goth-girl appeared to be holding her own for the moment, which was a good thing because Stud-boy came up fast, wielding a knife. Keeping an eye on it, Rob reached into his own pocket and pulled out his blade. With a flick of his wrist, Rob opened the six-inch butterfly knife and saw the flash of doubt cross the kid’s face. 

Such moments solidified Rob’s satisfaction with leaving the FBI. He gave a short, bitter laugh and moved forward. “It’s been a long time since I was in a good street fight. Let’s party.” 

From beside him, Rob saw a lightning-fast kick, then heard a sharp cry of pain as a knife flew past him and landed on the pavement. The teen he was facing blanched then turned and ran, leaving his partner in crime behind to take the heat. With that threat gone, Rob turned his attention to the pair beside him, expecting to intervene. He was more than a little surprised to see Goth-girl standing and Green-hair down on the ground cradling one wrist. 

“I think you broke my wrist!” 

Goth-girl stood there with hands on hips, looking down at the boy. She reminded him of a goddess with pink hair who’d been wronged. 

“Good. I hope I did. Maybe while it’s healing, you’ll think about how stupid this was. Next time you attempt to rob someone, you risk getting shot.” 

The kid’s gaze snapped to Rob, a silent question in his eyes, prompting Rob to discreetly slide a hand beneath his jacket, a gesture that didn’t go unnoticed. The kid’s eyes bulged out as he tried to scoot away on his butt. 

“I’m sorry. Really. Don’t hurt me.” 

“Get out of here.” Rob’s words were hard and cold. “If I catch you doing this again, I won’t be so kind.” 

The kid scrambled to his feet and ran in the direction his friend had escaped. Rob closed his knife and returned it to his pocket as he walked over and retrieved the kid’s forgotten weapon. 

“What did you think you were doing?” 

Rob dropped the closed knife into his pocket as he turned and tamped down his temper. “Saving your hide, that’s what.” 

“If that’s your idea of help, then please, next time, don’t help me. Because of you, I took a hit.” She rubbed her jaw as she condemned him to hell with her eyes. 

“A ‘thanks’ would be nice.” His words only made her glare harder. Then she turned and started walking away. 

“By the way, I saw that kick and it was good and solid, but luck won’t always be on your side. It was stupid not to give them what they wanted.” 

He watched as she stopped and turned back to stare at him, shoulders squared. “That kick wasn’t luck and I’m not stupid.” 

He closed the distance between them. “That’s debatable.” 

He shadowed her moves as she took a step back and to the left. Her gaze roamed over him and he saw a flicker of unease cross her face. Her body language let him know that he’d gone from friend to foe in the blink of an eye. Good, she needed to learn a lesson. 

He moved in close enough that she was forced to tilt her head back to look him in the eyes. The dim light reflected what might have been fear in her eyes, but she held her ground. 

He could once again smell her vanilla and cinnamon scent, and it pulled at him. His eyes fell to her mouth, now temptingly close. “You need to be more careful walking these streets without a companion. You never know what dangers might cross your path.” 

Rob dipped his head, planning to show her how vulnerable she was. Then his lips met hers and, for a fleeting moment, he wondered if she was the one truly at risk. Then he stopped thinking at all as he deepened the kiss. 

“Ouch! You bit my lip.” 

The handsome stranger jerked away and his hand moved to his mouth. Eris DuBose clenched her fists at her sides to keep from crossing them in front of her and forced herself not to move away from him. She didn’t want to let this man know he unnerved her more than the two hoodlum wannabes. She was confident she could have taken both of them, but she wasn’t so sure about this guy. 

Eris did what she always did when meeting new people, she studied their aura. His was a mix of dark, almost midnight blue and deep hunter green. Despite the darkness, she didn’t pick up on any ill intentions toward her. The two punks, that was a different story. Turning her attention away from his aura, she studied the man.

He was wearing khaki pants, a dress shirt and a leather bomber jacket, like ninety percent of the businessmen who worked in this town. That was where the similarities ended. It could be the long blond hair that was carefully tied back, or the diamond earring that flashed in his ear, but more likely it was the air of danger, self-confidence and power he emitted that told her he was a born fighter. 

The source of her unease wasn’t the situation, but rather the overwhelming sexual awareness he aroused in her. It was all she could do not to jump him right here, and that angered her even more. 

“The kiss was uncalled for.” Eris was thankful her voice came out strong and didn’t crack. 

“That might be true, but you didn’t have to bite me. I will not hurt you.” 

“And how was I to know that?” 

He held up his hands in surrender as he stepped back. “You have me there, but that was the object of this brief lesson.” 

“I don’t need you to teach me anything.” Eris stayed out of arm’s reach as she made her way past him and moved toward Bourbon Street. Once they left the alley and returned to the open, she would feel more in control. She kept an eye on him as he followed her to the street. Then she turned, purposely putting her back to him, and started walking away. She’d only taken a couple of steps when he caught up and fell into step beside her. 

“What are you doing?” she snapped as his arm brushed against hers and fire traveled through her body. 

“Walking with you, making sure you’re safe.” 

Eris stopped and turned to face her self-appointed bodyguard. “I don’t need anyone taking care of me.” 

“Well, I think you do. Where are you headed?” 

“Home. I’m tired and my very large, professional-body-building, gun-toting family is expecting me at any moment. Don’t feel you need to come along. It’s only a few blocks.” She hoped he would take the hint, but doubted it. 

“Sounds good,” he said, matching her stride as she continued on her way. “Maybe I can tell them they shouldn’t let you roam about alone late at night.” 

“Excuse me?” The man made her want to scream.

“It’s not a safe area, especially in the dark alleys. What the hell were you doing there anyway?” 

“I’ll have you know I grew up right here, in the middle of the French Quarter,” she answered, ignoring his question. “I know it like the back of my hand.” 

“Then you must be a few bricks short to ignore the dangers.” 

She ground her teeth as they rounded another corner. “You’re out all alone.” 

“Yeah, but…” 

“Let me guess—you’re a man. That automatically makes doing stupid things acceptable.” She stopped in front of an old apartment building, which had seen better days, and turned to face her nemesis. “You’re not my father, brother, husband or lawyer—so I don’t have to explain dick to you.” She smiled up at him. “Good night.” 

She tried to go inside, but before she could turn her back on him, the hunk stooped so she was looking into vivid blue eyes that, at the moment, flashed with suppressed anger. “I was simply trying to do a good deed. Shoot me for being concerned that you might end up as the town’s next crime statistic.” 

Eris took a step back from his penetrating gaze and away from the citrus scent that threatened to lure her in for another taste of those sinful lips. “Well, I’m not your concern, now am I?” 

With that said, she turned and entered the building. The screen door slammed behind her. She hit the stairs, taking them two at a time. Unfortunately, in her haste, she almost ran over Pixie, who lived on the second floor. She mumbled a quick apology as she passed, but wasn’t even sure Pixie knew she was there. By the time she reached her third-floor apartment, her nerves were down to a slight tingle. Maybe, in another hour or three, she would forget the irritating man and be able to sleep. 

“Don’t tell me you live here.” 

Her keys fell to the floor and her heart skipped a beat as she whirled around. “Make some noise the next time you sneak up on me.” 

“I didn’t walk quietly, but a herd of elephants could come through here and you wouldn’t know it with all the moaning coming from the pair on the second floor.” 

She met the hunk’s gaze and refused to blush. “Pixie’s clients are sometimes in a hurry.” 

“I understand urgency, but couldn’t they at least make it inside?” 

The heat in her cheeks was unavoidable. She knew exactly what he’d seen. She’d seen it too, and unfortunately it put ideas into one’s head, but she refused to turn away. “I agree with you. We might live in a town where sex is a major business, but that doesn’t mean we want a front-row view to every performance. Some things are better shared in private.” 

He gave her a slow, sexy smile that reached his eyes and made her heart quiver. For the first time all evening, she relaxed and pushed her current problems to the back of her mind. It felt so good not to be strung tighter than a piano string. In a passing observation, she found it odd that every time she was close to this man, a feeling of being safe washed over her. It was like being wrapped in her favorite worn bathrobe. She’d never felt this way around anyone, not even her ex-fiancé. Suddenly, she didn’t want the evening to end. “Would you like to come in?” 

He didn’t answer as he bent to retrieve her keys and handed them to her. Then he gave her that smile again. 

“Sure.” 

Her toes curled inside her boots as she opened the door and entered her small one-bedroom apartment. She spotted Drew asleep on the couch. Feeling the slight chill from the air conditioning, she went over and covered the boy. She turned back to her guest and motioned for him to follow her into the small alcove that was her kitchen. There they could have a drink and talk quietly. Lord, she didn’t even know his name, and she’d invited him into her apartment. She must have gotten hit harder than she thought. 

When she would have walked away, she noticed that he still stood frozen in the open doorway, his gaze fixed on the boy. 

When he finally turned to her, fire virtually shot from his eyes as he motioned for her to come back out into the hallway. She declined and pointed to the kitchen. In three steps he crossed the room, took her by the arm and pulled her back out into the hall. Before the door closed, he started in on her. 

“So where exactly are those body-building, gun-toting relatives of yours?” 

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” Eris pulled her arm free of his grip and wondered if she’d been mistaken about him. 

“Answer me. Is someone other than that small boy home or not?” 

Eris frowned because she did not know where this conversation was headed. “I lied about there being a bunch of people waiting for me. What is wrong with you?” 

“You left a small child here alone.” 

“He’s eight and I—” 

“You don’t even live in a complex with a secured entrance.” 

“I—” 

“Do you realize anyone could walk in here and be inside that apartment within three seconds flat?” 

“Well—” 

“You don’t even have a decent lock on the door.” 

“I—” 

“People like you disgust me. You shouldn’t be allowed to reproduce.” 

“Excuse me.” Eris started to blast right back at him, but before she could form a response, he turned and walked away. As he disappeared down the stairs, she found her voice. “Well, good riddance to you.” 

“Is that man going to come back and hurt us?” 

Eris swung back to the door to see Drew standing there holding a cooking pot by the handle. The pot was almost bigger than he was. Immediately, she reassured him. “He was angry, but he’s not going to hurt us.” Instinctively, she knew that without a doubt. 

She took the pot from the boy, then shut and locked the door. “I told you, as long as you’re with me, I’ll keep you safe. Now let’s get you back to sleep. In the morning, I’ll make us pancakes.” 

Eris tucked Drew into his makeshift bed and stayed beside him until he fell back to sleep. The poor child was fighting his own demons. His mother had her own priorities, and one of them wasn’t raising a son. A few months back, Eris had opened her home and heart to the little boy. Now he showed up whenever things got rough at home, which was a sad little apartment on the bottom floor of the building. 

When she finally heard his soft, steady breathing, she stood and tucked the covers around him one last time before heading to her room. Today was going to be another tough one, and there weren’t many hours before the sun would come up. She hoped to get at least a couple hours of sleep but doubted she would. Not after her encounter with a man who looked like a Roman god but kissed like the devil. 


      [image: ]The next morning, Rob paced the conference room of Titan Security Agency and inhaled a much needed cup of hot coffee. Sleep eluded him the night before, which wasn’t a tremendous surprise. It’d been months since his last peaceful night’s sleep. The restlessness he’d felt prior to taking a two-month overseas assignment hadn’t abated as he thought it would. Instead, he still wandered the streets in the wee hours of the morning. 

Last night was different. For a few precious moments, he’d felt connected to another human being. Something he’d never felt, not even with his mother. The emptiness that had plagued him his entire life had dissipated, and for a few minutes, he wasn’t an empty shell. 

By the time he arrived back at his place, he found it impossible to forget the woman and child he’d left at that apartment. Seeing the child hit way too close to home and brought back memories he’d just as soon remained dormant. It was the woman who haunted him, though. Something about her big, innocent green eyes seemed inconsistent with the negligent mother image he knew all too well. A part of him wanted to believe she was different. God, how stupid could he be?

Rob turned at the sound of a door opening to see his very late partner, LD Carmouche, walk into the room. Rob was more than ready for a distraction from his thoughts. “Can you give me some details about this case that you so graciously agreed to without consulting me?” 

LD gave him a sharp look and Rob could tell he was pushing his friend’s patience. “I agreed to take this case for a lot of reasons, one of them being income for the firm. As for the other reasons, we don’t have time to go over them at the moment because I saw our clients pull into the parking lot as I was walking into the building. I’ve assigned Matt to work the case with you. He is joining us this morning because it looks like this will be an around-the-clock assignment.” LD paused a moment. “I’m sorry I didn’t make it in earlier.” 

“Bad night?” Worry caused his gut to tighten.

LD took a long drink of his coffee and rubbed his eyes. “Not really, but I’ll trade you this client for one housebound and very pregnant Marie.” 

Rob didn’t miss the strained look on his friend’s face or the forced lightness to his words. “How are she and the twins doing?” 

“Good. The doctor is pleased with her progress, and the babies, but keeping her still and happy is like trying to lasso a tornado.” 

Rob laughed. “No thanks, padre. I think I’ll take this assignment, no matter what it is. Last weekend when I was over there, Marie was snapping out orders faster than most five-star generals.” 

LD chuckled. “Tell me about it.” 

“How’s Kayla handling all of this?” 

LD smiled. “She can’t wait until the babies are out of momma’s belly and she can play with them.” 

Voices from the outside corridor carried to them. 

“Is there anything I should know before we get started?” Rob asked as the voices grew louder. 

“A third party is hiring us to protect the subject, but it’s important that it appears to everyone that the police are paying our salary.” 

“Why?” Rob was more than a little confused, but he trusted his partner to know what was right. 

“Later,” was the only response LD got out before two police officers and Matt walked into the room. 

A lone figure, looking at the ground as if she didn’t want to be there, trailed behind the three men, and Rob could only assume this was their subject. He adjusted his tie as he moved closer to the conference room door and wished he’d opted for something more comfortable today. 

Rob liked being close to his new “assignments” when they were introduced for the first time. A person’s initial reaction to a situation often spoke volumes about their personality. As the woman passed by him, she looked up and vivid green eyes met his gaze. 

“Oh shit,” Rob muttered as he silently cursed his partner to hell—and then some. 








  
  
Chapter Two 




Rob stared at the woman. Today her hair was light blue. The same shade as the letters embossed across the chest of her yellow t-shirt that he couldn’t help but read. 

Not for sale. 

Inquire about lease options. 

“Please tell me you are not my appointed bodyguard.” Even though she whispered, her words carried a great deal of sarcasm. 

Rob rubbed his chin, deliberately delaying the answer. “It looks like you’ll be stuck with me some of the time.” 

“Great. Just great. I hope last night wasn’t a display of you at your best. If it was, then I’m in big trouble. Unless you can be taught to stand back and let me handle the situation.” She glared at him.

“Excuse me?” The woman’s audacity irritated and intrigued him at the same time. 

“Yesterday you were more of a hindrance than a help. Because of you, I have a bruise on my chin this morning. Look.” 

She took a step toward him, lifted her perfect small chin and pointed to a slight discoloration with one long, elegant finger. Her scent wrapped around him like a warm summer day. For a fleeting instant, he wanted to reach out and caress the spot, tell her how sorry he was, and then find the kid to teach the punk a lesson. Instead, he shoved his hands into his trouser pockets and backed away. 

“Do the two of you know each other?” Detective Randall Olson asked as he poured a cup of coffee from the side table. 

Rob could feel LD’s curious gaze. 

“Not really.” Rob thought his answer was more than adequate, but the woman felt otherwise. 

“And we’d rather we not get to know each other any more than we do. Thank you very much.” 

“Well, that’s too bad because you’re here and you’re going to do as we say for once.” Olson pulled out a chair and pointed to it with a jerk of his finger. 

Rob narrowed his eyes at the detective. He didn’t particularly like the woman either, but he really disliked hearing someone speak to her in such a disrespectful tone. 

“I’ve already told you I don’t want, don’t need, and don’t require a bodyguard. I’m perfectly capable of taking care of myself.” 

The woman stood her ground as she glowered right back at Olson. It was obvious she didn’t think highly of the detective either, which was the only thing in the universe they had in common. 

“Now, Eris.” Detective Charles Tarrington moved forward, placed a hand beneath her elbow before guiding her toward a chair. “Remember our agreement.” 

Tarrington’s softly spoken words worked their magic, and she reluctantly sat in the chair. Rob had met Tarrington only a couple of times, and Tarrington’s low-key nature always surprised him. So low, in fact, he’d all but forgotten the man was in the room. 

Rob watched as the woman they called Eris slumped in the chair in obvious defeat. The name was vaguely familiar to him, but he couldn’t place where he’d heard it. 

“Fine, can we just get on with it?” She grumbled.

Tarrington patted her hand. “Yes, now I’ll make the introductions.” 

When they were introduced, LD and Matt both greeted Eris DuBose with a handshake. Then it was Rob’s turn, but he didn’t offer his hand. 

“Don’t you own Moon Glow Finders Ltd.?” LD asked as he refilled his cup. 

Eris kept her gaze fixed on Rob’s. “Yes. I specialize in finding lost articles.” 

“You also have an impressive record for finding lost people,” LD continued as he took a seat across the conference table from her. 

“Thank you.” Her gaze moved to LD, and Rob could no longer see her eyes. The fact he couldn’t read her expression bothered him. Casually, he poured more coffee, then moved to stand behind LD. 

“If memory serves me correctly, you found a body about six weeks back?” Matt asked as he pulled out a chair next to Eris and seated himself. 

Eris’ eyes clouded as she crossed her arms protectively over her chest. “I did.” 

“That’s why we’re here,” Tarrington stated from his position at the head of the table. 

“All of you know about the serial killer running loose in our streets.” Olson walked right over his partner’s words, taking control of the conversation. “Ms. DuBose has found a few of the bodies.” 

“I’ve found all the bodies.” Eris’ tone was hard, but Rob noticed the way she rubbed her arms. 

“We are here to discuss your protection, Eris, not how many bodies you’ve found.” Olson’s tone was strained. 

Rob placed his mug on the table and walked across the room. 

“I think it’s information these men will want and need. I know I get really mad when people aren’t upfront with me. It’s their lives they’re putting on the line, and in my opinion—” 

Olson cut off Eris’ words. “Nobody asked for your opinion, girlie.” 

“That’s enough, Detective Olson.” Rob stood behind Eris with his jacket in his hands. “You can either speak in a civil tone to Ms. DuBose or leave. Either way, understand that I will not tolerate further disrespect. Do I make myself clear?” 

Olson turned red with suppressed anger, but gave a curt nod. 

“Good.” Rob looked down to see Eris watching him over her shoulder. Her emerald eyes were wide with surprise. He dropped his jacket around her shoulders and watched her eyes grow even wider. 

She pulled the jacket tight around her and flashed him a shaky smile. “Thanks.” 

Rob stepped back as she turned back to the others, confident lightning was going to strike any second. Briefly he wondered why he’d given her the jacket, because he didn’t like taking care of others. Then he turned his attention back to why they were there. “Why don’t you try telling us the complete story, then maybe we can decide how best to help?” 

Olson strutted around the room a few times, finally taking a seat at the table across from Tarrington. Rob took the empty chair to Eris’ right, putting her between him and Matt. 

“Ms. DuBose found the four known victims of our serial killer. If there are more victims out there, we don’t know about them,” Olson stated. 

“Serial killers normally work in a pattern or leave behind a signature piece. They want people to know it’s them,” Matt commented as he opened a notebook and started writing. 

“True,” Tarrington answered. “This one has left his calling card, so to speak, but we aren’t at liberty to tell you what it is. We are trying to keep that piece of information away from the news media. The fewer people who know, the less chance of a leak.” 

“I can accept that, but how are we to protect Ms. DuBose if you don’t give us enough information to work with?” LD asked as he studied the two detectives and continued. “Knowing something about the killer will help us protect her. Otherwise, we’re going to have to keep the entire population of New Orleans away from her and in the process of doing that, we’ll miss the obvious.” LD directed his statement to Olson. 

Reluctantly, Olson slid an envelope across the table. “This is the FBI profile of the killer.” 

The group sat silently as LD reviewed the information then gave it to Matt, who read it, then passed it to Rob. He started to read the contents, but was distracted when Eris laughed. He glanced up and saw Matt and Eris with their heads bent together as they whispered like old friends. 

The pair didn’t seem to have a problem getting along, which was great because Rob might convince Matt to take longer shifts. At that moment, Eris leaned even closer to Matt and the man’s eyes dipped to the low neckline of her shirt. 

Rob forced his attention back to the papers in front of him and reminded himself that Matt was a dependable employee. He was the least likely to do anything against company policy, such as sleep with a client. Not that he cared, Rob told himself. Eris wasn’t his type. 

Rob pushed the thoughts to the back of his mind and did a quick read of the document, then closed the file. “This could be any male who walks the streets of this town.” 

Olson rubbed the back of his neck with one hand while he tapped the fingers of his other on the table. “I know. It’s as if this guy appeared out of nowhere and started killing. The FBI doesn’t have any matches in their database. We’ve put out a bulletin to other police departments here in Louisiana and the surrounding states, but so far, all responses have been negative.” 

“Serial killers normally take years perfecting their skills. Once their signature is identified, you can backtrack to earlier unsolved cases,” LD stated. 

“Believe me, we know that. We’ve tried to find any connection to old cases that we could. But it’s like this guy has been planning this for years, then one day—bam, we have a fully matured serial killer on our hands.” 

“I worked a couple of these cases while I was with the FBI. If you’d like, I could review the files for you. A fresh set of eyes couldn’t hurt.” Rob noticed his offer appeared to make Olson nervous. 

“I’d like that, but we’re under strict orders from the police chief to keep the extent of Titan’s involvement to a minimum. The chief doesn’t want it to look as if we’re outsourcing our work.” 

“We are hiring Titan to protect Ms. DuBose. Nothing more,” Tarrington said. 

“We’re qualified to do a lot more than look after one woman.” There was the slightest hint of agitation in LD’s voice. 

“We know that, but our problem at the moment is we don’t have the manpower to devote to guarding Ms. DuBose. More importantly, we don’t want the public to know we’re having her guarded,” Tarrington added. 

“What makes you think that Ms. DuBose might be in danger?” Rob asked. 

Eris turned and met his gaze. “Orbit, the killer’s last victim, was my mentor and close friend. I’m going to see this monster captured and punished for what she’s done.” 

Rob turned to look at her. “She?” 

“The killer’s a woman,” Eris stated with confidence. 

Before Rob could reply, Olson continued. “We’ve agreed to allow Eris to continue working the case from a safe distance, but only if she agrees to protection.” Olson made it clear he didn’t like the idea. 

Rob didn’t miss the look of loathing that Eris gave Olson. “It’s obvious that you don’t want our help, Ms. DuBose, so why are you agreeing to it?” 

“Sometimes it’s best to go with the flow.” Eris stated.

“Were you going with the flow last night at Indulgence?” Rob asked, and watched her eyes dart over to Olson. 

“This conversation isn’t about last night,” Eris replied in a terse tone. 

Olson fumed. “You told us you were staying in, that you wouldn’t leave your place until we came for you this morning. Do I need to remind you of the consequences of not following our mandate?” 

“You’ve already made that perfectly clear.” Eris turned away from Olson and gazed out the window. 

“You went out alone even after being warned of the danger?” Rob couldn’t keep the censure out of his voice and knew she heard it by the way she turned to glare at him. 

“I had my reasons.” 

“Now you see why we need your team to focus on protecting Ms. DuBose while she’s off doing her thing. While you’re doing that, those of us on the task force will spend our time searching for the killer.” Olson looked overly pleased about her reaction as Tarrington fidgeted with a folder that lay on the table in front of him. “Now who’s taking the day shift and who’s stuck with nights? Tarrington and I don’t have all day.” 

Rob’s palms became sweaty at the prospect of being around this woman all night. 

“You said there was going to be someone with me during the daylight hours while I investigate the crime, not someone lurking over me 24/7.” Eris’ indignant voice broke the silence. 

“Do you think after last night’s escape we are going to trust you to stay put until morning?” Tarrington asked in a low-key, logical voice. 

Rob watched the muscles in her jaw work as she visibly forced her temper to stay under control. 

“Fine, I can deal with that so long as I don’t have to stay with him.” She pointed one perfectly manicured nail at Rob. 

He took exception to the way she emphasized her point and made it sound as if he were a plague to be avoided. Before he could add anything to the conversation, she kept going. 

“He cannot stay with me at night.” 

Yes, for once the woman was speaking clearly and they actually agreed on something. There was no way he could spend the night with her and keep his sanity. 

“Not a problem. Rob can stay with you for the rest of the day and Matt will relieve him at seven this evening. Is there a problem with either of you about this?” LD looked from one man to the other. 

“Not a problem for me.” Matt gave Eris his famous playboy smile. 

Rob sat there wondering if he should take the night shift, because the last thing their fledgling company needed was a reputation for seducing the clientele. 

“Is there a problem, Rob?” LD asked, waiting for his answer.

Rob pulled his gaze away from the couple whose heads were back together, busily holding a private conversation. He reminded himself again that Matt was a good employee and never once gave them reason to think otherwise. “No problem. It sounds like a workable plan.” 

“Yes, that will be acceptable.” Eris directed her words to LD. 

Rob arched an eyebrow at the woman and wondered if she ever kept her opinions to herself. 

Tarrington slipped a folder across the table toward Eris. “We need to get going, but we have something for you to look at, Ms. DuBose.” 

Eris opened the file and began reading the information. Her brows furrowed, and she started worrying her bottom lip with her teeth. 

“Is this another victim of the serial killer?” Rob asked as he watched her reactions to the information in front of her. 

“We don’t know, but she fits the killer’s general preference. There was a missing person report filed on her two days ago,” Tarrington continued. 

“You want me to find her?” Eris asked before taking a deep breath.

“We want you to do your magic and let us know what you find,” Olson replied as he stood. 

Eris frowned at Olson but, to Rob’s surprise, picked up the file and walked out of the conference room without saying a word. Rob watched her go, then stood and turned to Olson. “Does she always do this?” 

The detective laughed. “All the time. The two of you should have loads of fun working together.” 

Rob moved quickly to catch up with the irritating woman but figured with the wild hair, he wouldn’t easily lose sight of her. The elevator doors were closing as he entered the corridor, so he hit the stairs and descended the three flights in record time. He entered the lobby, expecting to chase the woman down. Instead, she stood by the windows, gazing out. 

She turned as he approached. “Sorry I left so abruptly, but I had to get out of there. Detective Olson has a tendency to get on my nerves.” 

“Really? I hadn’t noticed.” 

She gave a small laugh as she pulled his jacket off and handed it back to him. “Thank you for the use of the coat—and you don’t lie well at all, Mr. Jackson.” 

He took the coat. “You’re welcome, and please call me Rob.” 

“Only if you call me Eris.” 

“That’ll work.” 

She smiled. “Good, now let’s get to work.” 

He slipped the jacket back on as Eris walked toward the entrance. The woman irritated and enticed him concurrently. He checked his watch. It was eleven thirty, exactly seven and a half hours to go until his shift was over. 

He could do this. 

The scent of warm vanilla and cinnamon drifted from his jacket…her scent. Between trying to figure out the mess LD had gotten them into and following this strange yet fascinating woman around, he was about to face the longest seven and a half hours of his life. 


      [image: ]Eris stood in Debra Thorn’s apartment and looked around the room. Desperation clung to the walls like the yellow tinged cigarette smoke. Debra obviously lived hand-to-mouth and at some point, that small thread would break and she’d no longer be living here, but would become another street person. 

“I need something that belongs to Debra,” Eris told Sky, Debra’s gum-snapping roommate, who currently stood eyeing Rob. 

“Whatever. I don’t see what the big deal is. She’s only been gone a few days. Her parents are way overly protective. Debra is eighteen. There’s nothing they can do about her living here.” The girl picked up a shirt and tossed it to her. 

Eris caught and held it for a few seconds, then placed it on the dining-room table. “Someone else has worn this. I need something that only Debra would have handled.” 

“Look, lady, I don’t got time for this shit. Every minute I’m with you, I’m losing money.” The girl turned to leave. 

Eris watched as Rob shifted his tall, broad-shouldered frame and blocked the doorway. “You either give the lady what she asked for or I’ll make a phone call to a friend, and then it’ll be a long time before you earn anything but extended time in the exercise yard. Get my drift?” 

The girl stepped back and Eris didn’t blame her. She would have moved too if Rob was glaring down at her with his ice-blue eyes, which looked cold enough to cut steel at the moment. 

“Okay, man. Don’t get so worked up. I’ll be right back.” 

The girl disappeared into an alcove that was divided from the rest of the room by a large yellow curtain. Eris turned to Rob. “I appreciate the help because I’m really not in the mood to body slam a person to get what I want.” 

He shrugged. “I didn’t do it for you. I want out of here as quickly as possible, and getting you what you want is the fastest way to achieve my goal.” 

“This place bothers you?” Eris took in the tense set of his shoulders and the way his jaw was clenched.

“It reminds me too much of where I grew up.” 

That tidbit of information caught Eris’ interest, but before she could ask questions, Sky returned. “This should work. She only wore it on special occasions, said it belonged to her grandmother.” 

Eris took the delicate sterling silver heart pendant and closed her hand around it. The piece grew warm, then gradually the heat spread up her arm and expanded until she could see its colors—Debra’s aura. Now she had something to work with. 

“I’ll need to keep this until Debra is found. Please let the police know if she shows up.” 

“Fine. Can I go now?” Sky asked in an impatient tone as she popped her gum. 

“Yes, I’m done.” Eris started for the door. 

“No, I’ve got a few questions,” Rob stated. 

They spoke in unison, and the girl looked at them and rolled her eyes. Rob didn’t move from his position in front of the door. 

“I’m finished here,” Eris stated between gritted teeth. 

“Well, I’m not.” Rob’s words left no room for argument as he turned toward Sky. 

“I don’t give nothing away for free, mister.” The girl moved close enough to Rob that she could run a hand down his arm. “If you’re willing to pay for it, I’ll give you anything you want.” 

Rob flashed a smile of pure devilment at Sky, making the girl blush as he reached into his pocket. Eris rolled her eyes. 

“It’s really hard to turn down such an offer, but I’m working at the moment.” He pulled a twenty-dollar bill out of his wallet and handed it to the girl. “Does Debra have a pimp?” 

“She freelances like me. We don’t see no reason to give no guy half our earnings.” Sky responded.

“What about an unsatisfied customer?” Rob asked.

“Debra always left her clients happy. The best advertisement is a satisfied customer.” Sky smiled and nodded her head.

“Did she owe money to her dealer?” 

“She don’t do that kind of stuff. Now, I gotta get to work,” Sky stepped forward.

“When was the last time you saw Debra?” Rob pulled another twenty from his wallet.

“A week ago.” 

“And what was she doing?” Rob continued.

“Leaving for work.” 

“Are you sure?” Doubt tinged Rob’s voice.

“Yeah, ’cause that was the night I brought Tom-Tom up here.” 

“Tom-Tom?” Eris couldn’t help but ask, even though she was sure she didn’t want any additional information. 

“He’s a client that lives out of town. He makes it in a few times a month and pays well to stay here. I figure I might as well take his money instead of some hotel. That’s how I know when it was. Tom-Tom always brings some new toy that he leaves. That night he brought this whip, and he wanted me to—” 

“Enough. I’m sure you’ve got the night right,” Eris said as she turned and caught Rob grinning at her from ear to ear. Apparently, he enjoyed her discomfort. Well, she’d be sure that he didn’t see it again. “Can we go now?” 

“After you, princess.” Rob moved and opened the door. 

Eris clamped her teeth together to keep from telling this irritating man how much she hated the nickname of princess. She had the feeling if he knew, he’d use the word even more and she’d be damned if she’d give him anything to use against her. 

“Well,” he prompted when she stayed still too long, his lips twitching in amusement.

She kept one eye on him as she walked past, not sure what his next move would be and more than a little unnerved by the name he’d called her. Out on the street, Eris stopped and opened herself to the surrounding auras. Slowly she sifted through them, eliminating the obvious ones that didn’t correspond with Debra’s and then weeding out the near matches until she found the one she was looking for. Debra’s presence was powerful here. She passed through these doors almost every day, so there was a large amount of collected energy. 

After another couple of minutes, Eris found the strongest of the residual lines. She now knew which path to follow. 

“The file states Debra works at the Red Light Cabaret,” Rob said from behind her. “Not surprising. Debra’s only eighteen and that place is notorious for hiring them extremely young.” 

She looked over her shoulder to see him closing the folder. “Okay, we need to go this way.” She started walking in the direction the aura told her to travel. 

“Weren’t you going to question Sky?” Rob asked as he caught up with her. 

“No. I didn’t need to.” Eris concentrated on keeping a bead on Debra’s aura as it wound in and out with others that were similar. 

“Thought you were helping the police?” Rob’s voice drifted to her.

“I am.” She really wished he would be quiet. She needed to concentrate. 

“How? By gathering old jewelry and wandering the streets like a drunk?” 

His hand wrapped around her arm, stopping her from stepping off the sidewalk and into the path of an oncoming vehicle. The sound of a blaring horn snapped Eris back to reality. “Damn.” 

“What the hell’s wrong with you?” His words were hard, but his fingers lightly caressed the skin of her upper arm as he pulled away. 

Eris ran a shaky hand through her hair. “I’m sorry. Sometimes I have to concentrate so hard I don’t realize what’s going on around me or where I am.” 

“Concentrate on what—walking?” Rob frowned down at her.

Eris kept her facial expressions as neutral as possible. “No, on following a person’s aura.” 

There, she’d said it. She’d put it off as long as she could, but now the words were out in the open. Now she would wait to see what kind of snide, crass remarks he made. Then she would tell him she didn’t care what he thought. 

She watched a couple of emotions flicker over his face, then he shook his shoulder-length blond hair and smiled. 

“Guess I shouldn’t be surprised. Not considering where we live and the fact that you were working with Orbit. She was a local legend. I’m sorry for your loss.” The last few words were spoken with true feeling.

Eris was shocked into silence for several seconds at the honest sympathy she heard. “Thank you. Orbit was a family friend for years.” 

She waited, her patience stretched thin, for the usual sarcastic, hurtful words. “Well, don’t you have anything else to say?” 

“I’m sorry I broke your concentration. I’ll be quiet and watch for cars while you do your thing.” He motioned her to continue with one hand.

“Okay.” Eris turned and tried to pick up Debra’s aura. She slowed her heart rate and pushed the confused thoughts Rob created to the back of her mind. She couldn’t think about how he made her feel at the moment if she wanted to find their path. 

The woman was a certifiable fruitcake, Rob thought as he gently guided Eris to the left to keep her from bumping into a streetlight. Up ahead, he could see the rundown front of the Red Light Cabaret. 

This town boasted upscale clubs and dives. This one wasn’t at the bottom of the list, but it was close. Large red letters painted on the window identified the establishment. The rest of the window was painted black, so pedestrians on the street couldn’t see in. At night, large floodlights illuminated the windows from behind, making the words glow. 

They stopped outside the club, as if that were a big surprise, Rob thought. After all, the police report and her roommate both confirmed Debra’s last known location was at work. Why they couldn’t have taken his car instead of trekking through the heat was beyond him, but then again, so was this woman. 

“I guess you want to go in?” Sweat ran down his back, causing his shirt to glue itself to him and reminding him they could have traveled here in air-conditioned comfort. 

“Please.” 

He held the door, and when they entered, a blast of cool air greeted him. If he’d known he was going to be walking the French Quarter at high noon, at the end of July, he would not have worn a business suit to the meeting this morning. He put a hand on Eris’ back and guided her to the bar as he looked around and dared any of the patrons to approach her. 

“It’s a two-drink minimum. Man or woman,” the bartender stated as they took their seats. 

“Bring me two bottles of water,” Rob answered and immediately the man placed two bottles of warm water in front of him. He hated warm water, but he unscrewed the top to the first bottle and took a drink. 

“And what will the pretty lady be having?” The man smiled as his eyes traveled over Eris. 

Eris flashed the man a breathtaking smile. “Water.” 

The one word was deep and sexy and Rob paused with the water bottle halfway to his mouth. 

She placed her hands on the bar and leaned forward. “Is there any way I could get cold water?” 

“For you—no problem.” The bartender stuck his hand down into a tub containing iced-down beers and pulled out a bottle of water. 

Eris took the water and held the bottle to her neck, then rolled it across the exposed skin above her breasts. “Thank you so much.” 

The bartender laughed. “Anything for you, sugar. Let me know when you want the other bottle.” 

“I will ask for you when I’m ready, big boy.” Eris smiled.

The man roared with laughter as he headed down the bar to serve another client. 

“That was typical.” Rob grumbled.

“What was?” Eris turned to face him. 

“Another woman, flaunting herself to get what she wants, and here I thought you were different.” And it bothered him more than it should have. Damn.

Eris met his hard gaze with one as equally determined. “You’re one to talk. You did the same thing earlier.” 

“Did not.” His words were short as he held on to his temper. 

“Yes, you did. Back at Debra’s apartment. You smiled and talked all nice to Sky and then pulled out a twenty.” 

“I paid for the information. I didn’t do what you just did.” He ground his teeth as he spoke.

Eris waved a hand at him as she took another drink of water. “Suit yourself. If it makes you feel better to say you didn’t, fine by me. Denial is a lengthy and lonely river, you know.” 

“I’m not in denial.” 

She looked over at him and gave a quick snort of laughter. “Sure.” She turned away so she could lean across the counter to get the bartender’s attention. “Hey, big boy, can I have that other water?” 

The man pulled another bottle from the ice and placed it on the bar. “Anything else, love?” 

“Nope, that’s all.” Eris flashed another drop-dead gorgeous smile at the man. 

“I have a couple of questions,” Rob said before the man could walk away. 

“Questions will cost you another two rounds.” The bartender replied.

Rob pulled out his wallet and paid for all the drinks as the bartender retrieved another two warm bottles of water for him. 

“Whatcha needin’ to know?” 

“What can you tell us about Debra Thorn?” Rob pulled out a small notepad and flipped to a blank page. 

“She hasn’t shown up for work in a week.” The man replied.

“No calls?” 

“Nope.” 

“Any idea where she might have gone?” Rob would ask a thousand questions if it helped solve this case sooner.

“Last time I saw her, she said she was headed to that new club, Intempo.” The bartender answered without missing a beat.

“When is your next payday?” 

“Friday.” 

“Thanks.” Rob closed his pad and put the paper and pen back into his pocket as he stood. 

“Let’s go.” He walked to the door and waited for Eris to catch up. 

“You wasted your money. I could have followed Debra’s aura.” Eris stated as she reached him.

He opened the door for her and she walked through. “I like facts. The harder and the colder they are, the better.” 

“Things aren’t always concrete.” Eris tucked her hands into her pockets.

Rob slipped his shades on against the midday glare. “They are for me. I live in a black-and-white world.” 

“Must be really boring.” Eris turned to the right and started walking. 

“Intempo is this direction.” Rob pointed to the left and waited for her to come back. 

“I know that.” Eris stopped and turned to face him. “Debra didn’t go that way; she went this way.” 

“The bartender said she was headed to Intempo.” Rob clenched his teeth.

“I heard what he said, and I’m telling you he’s wrong.” Eris studied him.

The temperature felt as if it had risen another ten degrees while they were inside. Beads of perspiration formed on his body, causing his shirt to stick to his back. God, he would not follow her around the Quarter in this unbearable heat. “What are you planning to do? Wander the streets until you stumble over a body or drop dead of heat stroke?” 

Her smile was sugar sweet, but fire flashed in her eyes. “Bite me.” With that, she turned and sashayed away from him. 

“I’m not going that direction, so don’t expect me to save you the next time you walk headlong into trouble.” Rob called to her retreating back.

“Fine by me.” Her words were tossed over her shoulder at him as she rounded a corner and disappeared from sight. 
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