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What People Are Saying




Fire Starter – Elemental Elite Book 1


4 Cups! "Ms. Tribell’s book has everything; murder, intrigue, mystery, romance, and very hot sex." - Sherry, Coffee Time Romance


​4 Angles! "Firestarter is a hip urban-based drama where clandestine agents and lifelong friends come together in an explosive story." - Rachelle, Fallen Angels Reviews

​"An array of authentic supernatural characters gives weight to this distinct paranormal story. Firestarter demands reading." - Romance At Heart

Bayou Treasure – Bayou Nights Book 1



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

5 Angels! "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. 



















  
  

Prologue


May 22, 2507 AD




Centuries after a meteor reduced Earth to ash and silence, the American survivors rose again—dividing the land into thirteen brutal territories modeled after the nation’s proud past. But this reborn world is anything but pure. Humanity has evolved…and with it, the power to command the elements. Fire. Water. Air. Earth. A gift to some. A curse to others. To the devout, these abilities are heresy—evidence of a godless plague that must be eradicated. And now, the cleansing has begun.  







  
  
Chapter One 




The rain fell so hard, Dustin Martinez’s window‐cleaner was of little use this morning. If he weren’t due at an early meeting at the Elemental Elite headquarters, he would have rolled over and gone back to sleep when his alarm went off. Now, he wished he had. 

He cursed as a large utility‐glider cut in front of him, causing him to slam on his brakes and skid on the slick road. He started moving again and watched the crazy driver dart in and out of traffic as they approached the bridge spanning Lake Lanner. 

The utility-glider veered in front of a student transporter, slamming into its nose. The impact sounded like an explosion—metal screeched, glass flew and the transporter lost air traction on the slick road. It spun out, helpless, before crashing back into the glider. Both vehicles slammed into the rail with a thunderous crunch. Inside the transporter, the students screamed. The utility-glider’s nose tipped toward the lake—suspended for a breathless moment in midair, hanging like a question with only one answer—then plummeted into the black, poisoned water below. No one surfaced. No one survived even a drop of deadly meteor water.

Dustin steered his glider to the side of the road and jumped out as the transporter came to a precarious stop half on, half off the bridge. Darting around cars, he ran toward the transporter as it tilted toward the black, murky liquid below. Rain drenched him in a matter of seconds. He ignored the deluge as screams filled the air, sending a chill up his spine. 

Leaning over the rail, he held his hands out in front of him and used his powers to create a small whirlwind of air to keep the vehicle from sliding off and over the edge. The wind tunnel touched the inky water and sucked up the deadly liquid. 

Glancing back at the transporter, he noted it was no longer descending toward the lake. But it also wasn’t moving back toward the street. 

It would take a much larger burst of air to get the vehicle back on solid ground, but he couldn’t increase the size of the wind tunnel. If he did, the poisonous black water would rain down on them all. Even the smallest amount of the inky liquid coming into contact with one’s skin could kill. It wasn’t worth the risk. 

“Get the children off the transporter,” Dustin yelled over his shoulder. 

The world around him froze. People stood slack-jawed, unmoving, but he couldn’t tell if it was the sight of the transporter—crammed with children, swaying on the ragged lip of the bridge—or the raw, unnatural pulse of his power holding it there. Didn’t matter. None of them were helping. It was him. Only him.

The metal beast trembled, a deep groan reverberating through the air and into his bones. His grip faltered, sweat slicking his palms, power burning through muscle and marrow. God, no. Don’t fall. Please don’t fall. His chest seized so tight he could hardly breathe, his heart pounding a frantic rhythm in his ears.

The transporter jerked, tilting farther forward. For one gut-shredding instant he saw it—saw the plunge, the screams, the black water swallowing them whole. His vision blurred. His knees threatened to give.

Then—movement. The impossible kind. A scrape of metal against metal, the weight dragging not forward towards death but back, inch by fragile inch, as though the bridge itself had taken pity. His throat closed, relief flooded him sharp and violent enough to hurt. He forced every ounce of himself into that moment, into that miracle, refusing to let go. Not now. Not ever.

“I’ve got it. Get the children off.” 

Dustin turned at the distinctive female voice. The woman was tall, but so thin she looked as if a strong wind would blow her right off the bridge. Rain plastered dark hair to her face. 

“Are you sure you can hold it?” If she couldn’t, the children would plunge to their deaths. 

“Yes! But not forever. Hurry!” 

He watched her as he reduced the whirlwind. The woman increased her pull on the transporter to keep it nice and steady. This woman was one hell of a MetalShaper, but he didn’t have time to ponder the fact as he ran to the back of the vehicle. 

Opening the door, he jumped up on the bumper and yelled, “Everyone, move this way! We need the weight at this end.” 

He helped two of the older students off first and instructed them to gather the rest in a group away from the vehicle. He picked up a small girl wearing a pink dress and turned to drop her onto the pavement. Thankfully, his action motivated other bystanders to move, and he could pass the child down without fear of harming her. One by one, the children exited the transporter until only he and the driver remained. 

Dustin glanced over at the MetalShaper noticing the strain on her face. He looked back at the driver. “The children are off, come on. We need to hurry.” 

“My left leg and ankle are broken,” he said, his voice barely a whisper. “I can’t make it.” 

Dustin moved toward the man, and the nearly empty transporter groaned under the sudden shift of weight. Metal shrieked as it tilted further over the edge, the nose dipping toward the churning black water below. One wrong move and they’d both be dead. 

“No! I can’t hold it!” The woman’s voice carried to him above the pounding rain and ripping metal. 

He froze and backed up to the open door. “Can you get yourself into the aisle and lie down?” 

“I think so.” After several loud curses and slow movements, the man accomplished his task. 

Dustin squatted down and created a small layer of wind that raised the man about two inches off the floor. Slowly, he forced the bottom layer of wind toward the driver as he pulled the top portion to himself, creating a conveyor belt effect. 

“Can you hurry it up?” Fatigue and stress laced the woman’s voice. 

“I’m going as fast as I can,” he called back. 

“You need to move faster.” Her voice waivered under the strain.

“Almost done.” He sped up the airflow. It seemed to take forever for the man to reach him. The vehicle tilted, and he knew they were running out of time. 

“Get off! Get out now!” The woman’s voice sounded above the scream of emergency vehicles. 

The transporter started a slow slide toward the water. The screech of metal against metal filled the air. Dustin grabbed the man under the armpits and jumped out backwards. He landed hard on the street with the driver beside him and watched as the transporter fell from the railing and plunged to the murky, deadly water below. Not the best exit or landing he’d ever made, but it was one of the timeliest. 

He looked over at the old man. “How are you?” 

“I’m alive. So, I’m thinking I’m damn good. Thank you.” 

Dustin rolled to his feet as medics converged on the driver and cut off their conversation. He understood how the man felt. Dustin knew he would be bruised and sore as hell tomorrow, but he wasn’t complaining. 

Turning, he scanned the area and spotted the children huddled together as two police officers spoke with them. He walked over to the group, knowing he’d need to give a statement. His stomach tightened in anticipation of talking to the woman who’d boldly helped. It took a hell of a lot of courage to do what she had done. To expose power that strong.

As he approached, he surveyed the crowd again before stopping beside the children. “The woman, the MetalShaper, where is she?” 

One of the first two children off the transporter spoke up. “I was standing next to her when the transporter fell. When I looked back to thank her, she was gone.” 

Dustin turned and ran to the top of the bridge. He scanned both sides but couldn’t see the woman. Cursing, he walked back in the direction he’d come. Disappointment at not meeting her was strong and sharp, but it was also mixed with an uneasiness he couldn’t explain.


      [image: ]Lexi didn’t stop until her legs threatened to buckle beneath her. Eight blocks—maybe more—blurred behind her, swallowed by the rain hammering down in relentless sheets. Her hair clung to her face, water streamed into her eyes, but she couldn’t bring herself to care. The only thing she felt was the deep, dragging ache pulling at her bones. Every step was borrowed strength. Every breath scraped like glass.

The next solar-bus stop glowed faintly through the storm haze. She slipped onto the bench, shivering, heart still galloping from the accident she couldn’t unsee. Her mind replayed the screech of metal, the terrified voices of the children, the pulse of power she shouldn’t have used. God, what if someone saw?

She switched buses again. Then again. Four times in total—routes layered like armor, each change meant to shake off the ghosts she imagined at her back. By the time she finally stepped off, six blocks past her usual stop, her nerves were frayed threads ready to snap.

Her street was quiet. Too quiet. The kind that made her skin itch. She checked behind her once. Twice. A third time. Streetlights blurred in the rain, no one there—but she’d learned not to trust silence. Years of running had carved that instinct deep. She didn’t look over her shoulder because she wanted to. She did it because she had to. Because staying invisible was survival.

Her sanctuary waited ahead—her flat, her carefully constructed life, her false name etched in steel on the door. But even that safety felt paper-thin at the moment. The power she’d used…it could ruin everything. If the media found her again, if her face made the feeds—no, she couldn’t start over. Not again. Not after clawing her way to this fragile sense of stability.

By the time she reached the lobby to her building, her limbs felt like they were chained to lead weights. She pressed forward anyway, each step through molasses, her vision tunneling. Just a few more feet. Elevator. Home. Lock the door. Breathe.

“Lexi!”

Her name cut through the fog like a blade. She flinched, heart slamming hard enough to hurt. Turning, she found the building manager striding toward her, concern etched across her face.

Lexi forced a smile. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Haywood, but I’m soaked. Can we talk later?” 

“I’m afraid not. Your morning escapade is all over the news.” 

Damn it, Lexi thought as she pasted a smile to her face. “It is? How? No news cameras were there.” 

“A bystander took a video with a Portable Communicator Device.” The manager’s voice was soft and caring. "You can't do anything these days without someone capturing it."

So much for going unnoticed. Lexi ground her teeth and cursed. Maybe Mrs. Haywood wanted to tell her what a brave thing Lexi had done, but she wasn’t counting on it. She shivered, reminding herself how soaked and cold she was. “What did you want?” 

“The building rules state clearly we don’t rent to those with abilities above the acceptable normal levels.” 

Lexi sighed. From past experience, she knew this was only the start of the downward spiral her life was about to take. “I remember.” 

Mrs. Haywood held out a sheet of paper, and Lexi took it. “You have twenty-four hours to leave. After that, your access code will be changed.” 

“Twenty-four hours.” She scanned the paper. 

“If it were up to me, you wouldn’t be leaving, Lexi. You are a hero, my dear, but rules are rules.” 

“Thank you.” There wasn’t anything else to say as Mrs. Haywood turned and walked away. 

Lexi crushed the damp sheet into a ball and shoved it deep into her raincoat pocket, as if hiding it could erase the morning. The paper crackled against her fingers, a reminder of everything she’d done wrong. Today was supposed to be her day—her one day. Breakfast at her favorite café. Then sketching some new clothing designs beneath the glass canopy at the Fine Arts Museum. Peace. Normalcy.

Now, all she could think about was how fast she could disappear.

Her wet boots squeaked against the polished lobby floor as she trudged toward her elevator. Every sound made her flinch—the hiss of lobby doors opening and closing, the hum of the elevator descending, the distant voices. Each one felt like it was coming for her. Her throat was tight, her thoughts a chaotic loop. 

You should’ve driven. 

You should’ve stayed home. 

You should’ve done anything else.

If she’d taken her own car instead of the transit line, she’d have missed the wreck entirely. She wouldn’t have been seen, wouldn’t have lost control, wouldn’t have used that part of herself she kept buried. But then she saw the image again—the transporter tipping, children screaming, deadly water beneath them. Without her, they’d be gone. All of them.

So what if she had to move again? What was one more life dismantled, one more name abandoned? She told herself it didn’t matter. But God, it did. It mattered too much.

By the time she reached her apartment, her hands were trembling. She stripped off her wet clothes and showered until her skin burned, trying to wash off the fear clinging to her like oil. When she finally emerged, wrapped in an old sweater and soft leggings, she turned on her ViewScreen—and froze.

Her own face stared back at her.

Her image. Her power. Caught on a dozen feeds and replayed with commentary that twisted her stomach into knots. “Unidentified woman displays unnatural abilities…” “Is she dangerous?” 

She couldn’t watch. Couldn’t breathe. She turned the screen off, the silence slamming into her harder than the noise.

Her fingers shook as she rummaged through the kitchen, finding a half-eaten box of chocolates. She didn’t even care if they were stale. She shoved one into her mouth, the sweetness cloying, grounding her just enough to move. It wasn’t even noon. Too early to fall apart. Too late to stop.

At the kitchen table, she opened her Household Computer and pulled up listings for flat rentals. Every new search result felt like a punch. New name. New address. New life. Again.

Her gaze drifted, unbidden, to the memory of him—the WindHandler. His calm amid the chaos, the impossible steadiness in his eyes, the raw power he welded. She wondered if he was out there somewhere, dealing with his own fallout and if his hands were shaking too.

Because hers wouldn’t stop.








  
  
Chapter Two




Dustin replayed the footage for the third time, though he wasn’t sure why. The office ViewScreen filled with rain, chaos, flashing lights—and her. The woman in the coat, hair plastered to her face, power crackling in the air around her like a living thing. 

The clip didn’t start until after he’d already boarded the transporter. Small mercy. No one had seen what he’d done to help steady the wreck before she arrived. His superiors would call it luck. He called it survival. Because exposure meant investigation. And investigation got people like him killed—or worse, used.

But it wasn’t himself he was worried about.

It was her.

Whoever she was, she’d stepped out of the shadows and right into the lens of half a dozen feeds. The net was already chewing her up—slow-motion replays, armchair experts dissecting her every breath. They always do.

Dustin leaned forward, elbows on his knees, the muscles in his jaw tight. The woman’s expression stayed with him—the fear she tried to hide, the exhaustion that clung to her even as she fought to keep those kids alive. He’d seen it before. The look of someone who’d been running too long and finally tripped.

“Have we identified her yet?” His voice came out rougher than intended. He cleared his throat and tried again. “Her picture’s everywhere. Someone’s going to find a name.”

Grady, his partner and fellow Elemental Elite agent, glanced up from his desk. “Nothing so far. Ran her through our recognition program—zero hits. Expanding the search to the other agencies.”

Dustin nodded, but it didn’t help. The unease didn’t ease; it deepened. Something about her—the way she moved, the sharpness in her gaze right before she vanished into the rain—it hit too close. She wasn’t just another case.

He forced himself to look back at the frozen frame on the screen.

“Who are you?” he whispered.

And why did he feel like if he didn’t find her soon, something terrible was going to happen?

“Alora, have you noticed how she’s dressed?” Miranda, Grady’s wife, pointed to the screen. 

Grady’s sister, Alora, turned and studied the picture. “She’s wearing Meteor Design clothing from head to toe.” 

“Which tells us what?” Dustin did not know how this could help them. 

“Meteor Design is a local business, very exclusive. You can only buy items at the Meteor Design Studio and Store,” Miranda replied as if they should all know this. 

“You might get an ID from the owner or a sales clerk,” Alora added. 

Dustin studied the best image of the rain‐soaked woman on his PCD. “Where is the store located?” 

Miranda sent him the location to his PCD. His unit vibrated on his desk. 

“I’m going to track her down.” His heart pounded at the thought of finding her; he just prayed she was safe when he did.

“Let us know what you find out,” Grady called as he turned back to his computer screen. 

Dustin grunted something that passed for agreement and pushed through the lobby doors. The cool air hit his face, but it did nothing to clear the image burned into his mind—her face in those final seconds. The raw strain in her eyes. The way her body shook from the effort it took to hold everything together. He knew that look too damn well.

The memory of it crawled under his skin like fire as he crossed the parking lot. The kind of power she’d wielded didn’t come cheap. He’d hit that limit before—when everything inside him went white-hot, then empty, and he’d woken hours later feeling like death had dragged him halfway across hell. If she’d spent that much energy…she’d be running on fumes. Vulnerable.

He slid behind the wheel of his cruiser, rain pattering against the windshield like static. The city blurred past in streaks of gray and silver as he drove, his jaw locked tight. Logic said to wait for intel. His gut said she was in trouble. And his gut was rarely wrong.

By the time he reached the shopping district, the drizzle had turned into a steady downpour. Every solar parking slot was taken, glowing green indicators mocking him from the distance. He circled once, twice, before finally shoving the car into a side spot a block away. Figures. Nothing about today was going to be easy.

The rain soaked through his jacket before he hit the corner. He swore under his breath and kept moving, shoulders hunched, eyes sweeping the street for any hint of her—a flash of that raincoat, a familiar stride. Nothing. Just reflections in puddles and strangers who didn’t move out of his way.

By the time he pushed open the glass doors to the boutique, water dripped from his hair and the collar of his coat. Heads turned, he ignored the stares.  Polished floors, soft music, and the scent of something expensive greeted him. The racks of clothing looked too delicate to touch. The accessories were high end. It wasn't what he expected, but he’d learned long ago that instincts didn’t care about expectations. Somewhere in here, maybe, was the next step to finding her.

And he wasn’t leaving until he did.

A smiling young woman approached. “The sporting goods store is next door.” 

Dustin smiled back as he smoothed his damp hair. “I know. I’m looking for the store owner.” 

“She’s not here today. I’m her assistant. Maybe I can help you?” 

Dustin pulled his badge and PCD from his pocket. He flashed the ID before holding the picture up. “I’m looking for this woman. Do you know her?” 

The woman paled, swallowed, and glanced nervously around the store. 

“This is a formal investigation.” He added enough steel to his voice to make it clear to the woman that he was serious. 

“Could we talk outside?” 

“Sure.” Dustin held the door, and the two of them stepped out under the small awning, just out of the rain. 

“The picture is Lexi Corbitt. She’s the owner of Meteor Designs. Is she hurt?” There was true concern in the woman’s voice and eyes.

“No, she’s fine. This morning, she did a very brave thing. We have a few more questions we’d like to ask her.” 

“Oh, thank goodness. For a moment I thought something bad might have happened to her.” 

He didn’t miss the slight note of panic in the woman’s voice and perceived this woman considered Ms. Corbitt a friend. Or at least he hoped so. “Can you tell me how to contact her?” 

“Yes, I can.” 

Dustin took down Lexi Corbitt’s address and PCD number. He held the door for the assistant before heading back to his car through the rain. Ms. Corbitt’s home was only a few blocks away. With any luck, he could make it there before the assistant called her and she had time to prepare for his visit. 

His communicator blared a classic rock song, the signal that Grady was attempting to contact him. “Connect.” The one word patched the call through the solar‐glider’s hands-free system. “Whatcha got for me?” 

“We’ve ID’ed the woman. She’s…” 

“Lexi Corbitt,” Dustin cut his partner off. “The owner of Meteor Design clothing company.” 

“Damn, you’re good. We might actually keep you around for a while longer. So, what high-tech method did you use to get the information?” 

Dustin gave a brief chuckle. “I talked with one of her employees. And you?” 

“Heard it on the news.” 

“Damn, we’re good.” 

Grady laughed on the other end. 

“I’m a block from her apartment. Figured I’d drop in and see if she’s home.” Dustin slowed on the wet street as he rounded a corner. 

“You should know the story is now airing in all the colonies.” Grady’s voice turned serious.

“Fuck.” The situation would have been tough enough for the lady if people had only broadcast her identity locally. Now, there wouldn’t be a place she could go without being recognized. 

“Yeah, that’s what I said.” Grady’s tone went from serious to worried. “Try to convince her to come back with you. We can put her up in a safe house until this blows over. I’m concerned about her safety.” 

Dustin gripped the steering bar at Grady’s words and tried to ignore the tightening in the pit of his stomach. Pulling into a parking spot in front of Ms. Corbitt’s building, he cut the engine. “I’m here. I’ll see what I can do.” 

“Okay, keep us posted.” 

Dustin pocketed his PCD as he stepped out of the solar-glider, the chill air biting at his neck. Grady’s voice still echoed in his head — bring her in. He’d thought the same thing, but hearing it aloud made it too damn real. She wasn’t just a face on a ViewScreen anymore; she was a woman with a name, an address, a business, and a target on her back.

He reached her apartment and pressed the buzzer, half-expecting the silence of someone smart enough to check the intercom first. Instead, the door opened.

And there she was.

Lexi Corbitt.

Not the rain-soaked, exhausted figure from the footage — this version was startling. Long auburn hair spilled over her shoulders, gleaming like copper silk under the corridor lights. Her skin was pale, lips parted just slightly as her gaze locked on his. For a heartbeat, neither of them moved. Then recognition hit her like a shockwave — those green eyes went wide — and the door slammed in his face.

“Damn it.” He exhaled hard, rubbing a hand over his eyes. Smooth, Dustin. Real smooth. He jabbed the buzzer again, holding it longer this time. Nothing. He pressed it again. Still nothing. His pulse was still a beat too fast, and he hated the reason why. If he hadn’t been so thrown by that look — that instant flash of awareness — he could’ve stopped her.

He stared at the door, jaw tightening, then reached for the leather packet in his back pocket. The decision wasn’t noble, but it was necessary. She was scared, powerful, and clearly running. That combination didn’t usually end well.

He peeled the thin electronic strip from the packet and pressed it against the access panel. Two red dots blinked, then shifted to green. A faint click.

He slipped his badge into his palm, pushed the door open, and stepped inside.

Silence.

The kind that pressed against his ears. He closed the door behind him, the sound too loud in the stillness. She was gone, maybe out a back exit—except his instincts told him otherwise. He moved slowly down the short entryway, his senses tuned to every creak and shift of the air.

When he reached the open living area, he stopped.

She stood across the room, framed by the massive window and a storm that looked like it was trying to tear the sky apart. Dark clouds spun in wild spirals behind her, lightning clawing at the ground beyond. For one breathless moment, he wondered if she was doing it — if the storm moved because of her. The air around her shimmered faintly, charged. Her face was all steel and warning. Beautiful. Dangerous.

“Who are you?”

The words cracked through the silence, sharp and calm at the same time. No fear. Just control. Enough of it to make him pause mid-step. He raised his badge slowly, forcing his voice to stay even.

“Police.”

He didn’t even see it happen. One moment, the badge was in his hand. The next, it flew out of his fingers like it had a mind of its own. She caught it mid-air without flinching, eyes flicking down as she studied it.

“Okay,” he said quietly, taking a cautious step forward.

A knife shot up from the floral arrangement across the room, whistling through the air. He jerked to the side, heart slamming into his ribs. The knife moved and stopped directly in front of him, hoovering like an angry hornet. And that’s when it hit him — the full realization of just how far out of his depth he was.

“I’d stay where I was, Mr. Martinez.” She closed the case to his badge. “You are not with the police, so why are you really here?” 

“I’m with a government agency that’s in charge of policing people with extraordinary powers.” People like you and me. 

“The name of this agency is?” Her tone oozed skepticism. 

“Elemental Elite, EE for short.” Dustin hated trying to explain his job to people. They never believed him. 

“Never heard of them.” 

This time would not be any different. “Good, then you haven’t been in trouble with the law before.” 

“And I still have done nothing wrong, but here you are. Now get out.” The knife moved closer to him.

His wallet flew across the room at him. He snapped it out of the air when it reached him and dropped it into his pocket. The knife continued to move closer to him, but Dustin held his ground. He forced his gaze away from the weapon and onto the woman. Wavy auburn hair framed her face, and stark green eyes dared him to move. 

He met her gaze and stood his ground. “I’m not here to arrest you, but we need to talk.” 

“Forgive me, Mr. Martinez, but I’m not in the mood for chitchat today. Call on me again tomorrow evening after seven, and I should be in a better frame of mind.” 

He spread his hands out in front of him in a sympathetic, nonthreatening gesture. “I’m sure you’re pretty much brain‐fried at this point. I was nearly comatose for hours the few times I had to push my powers to their limit. 

She arched one perfect eyebrow at him. “You are assuming I stressed my powers. Maybe I did, maybe I didn’t.” 

Dustin dropped his hands and studied her. “Look. I’m not here to debate the level of your gift. I came to check on you and let you know we can provide protection if you need it.” 

“Pro…protection?” 

The one word faltered on her lips as the knife clattered to the floor. He went to step on the weapon, only to have it slide across the floor away from him. A few feet from the woman, the knife lifted off the ground and floated to her. She wrapped her hand around the handle and then turned her gaze back to him. 

“Impressive.” 

She shrugged as if it were nothing. “Why do you think I need security?” 

“First-hand experience has taught me how harsh the world can be for those of us with unique gifts. EE can give you a safe place to stay until this blows over.” 

“I’m well aware of how cruel others can be, Mr. Martinez, but I’m not about to put myself in the position of being a lab rat for some secret government agency. Thanks for the offer, but no, I’d rather go it alone. Please close the door on your way out.” 

The determined look in her eyes and the set of her jaw told Dustin this meeting was over. Normally, he would have dropped the subject and walked away, but he couldn’t shake the feeling he was missing something here. He glanced around the room, and for the first time, noticed the boxes. “Moving?” 

Her reply was a silent stare and another arched eyebrow. 

“Fine. Do you mind if I download my contact information to your PCD?” 

Her eyes flashed with a steely glint, and he recognized she was irritated with him, but damn, her stubbornness was beyond belief. 

“Go ahead. It’s there on the table behind you.” He pulled his out of his pocket, jabbed at a few buttons and then pointed the infrared beam at hers. It was then he noticed the custom paint job on her device. Why would anyone paint flowers on a PCD when black was a perfectly good color? 

His handheld beeped when the transfer completed. He pocketed his communicator as he turned back to the very frosty Ms. Corbitt. “Call me if you need anything.” 

“I’ll move you to the top of my contact list.” Her words dripped with sarcasm, causing him to grind his teeth in frustration. He opened the door and then turned back to her. 

“I noticed your ViewScreen was off, so I’m guessing you don’t know your story has traveled across all the colonies.” 

He had the privilege of seeing her jaw drop seconds before he closed the door and walked away from the most frustrating woman he’d ever met. 


      [image: ]Lexi leaned her forehead against the cool glass of the picture window and watched him leave. Dustin Martinez—Mr. Martinez, she reminded herself, as if distance could dull the memory of the way he’d looked at her. He strode across the parking lot, tall and broad-shouldered, his dark coat plastered with rain. Even from up here, she could see the easy confidence in his stride, the kind that came from someone used to taking charge—and getting answers.

He stopped beside his solar-glider, and for one gut-twisting second, he turned.

Her breath caught.

It wasn’t just that he looked good—he did, in that maddening, controlled kind of way—but that he looked right at her. Straight through the glass, through her walls, through everything she’d spent years building to hide what she was. For a heartbeat, it felt like he could see her, the real her—the part that wasn’t supposed to exist. Her pulse jumped, her stomach twisting tight.

Then, mercifully, he turned away and slipped inside the vehicle. The glider eased down the drive, the sound fading until it was gone.

Lexi exhaled a shaky breath and let her head rest against the glass. The cold bit into her skin, grounding her, but it couldn’t quiet the pounding in her head. Each throb felt like meteor fragments ricocheting behind her eyes. She was amazed she’d stayed upright while he was here, let alone strung coherent sentences together. Her body ached, her nerves were wrecked, and she was one push away from collapsing.

She forced herself away from the window and made it as far as the sofa before her legs gave up. She fell into the cushions, lungs burning, heart still too fast. The ViewScreen flickered to life with a wave of her hand, newsfeeds filling the room. Her own image stared back at her—grainy, zoomed-in footage from the bridge, the rain, the panic. She found the segment Dustin had mentioned, listened just long enough to confirm the story was now reaching all the colonies, then shut it off before her stomach could twist any tighter.

She sat there for a moment, breathing, trying to think past the exhaustion. She couldn’t stay. Not tonight. Not after her location had gone public. She’d have to move—again. Fast. Pack light. Burn another life. Leave the home she'd built. The life she was just beginning to relax enough to enjoy.

Her legs trembled as she stood and crossed the room to grab her PCD. The device blinked to life, the glow harsh against her tired eyes. His name—his number—flashed on the screen.

Lexi stared at it, something sharp and unfair catching in her chest. Of course. The first time in years a man who wasn’t a total creep gave her his contact, and she had to vanish before she could even think about using it.

She saved the number anyway. Then cleared the screen.

“Perfect,” she muttered, voice dry. “Just perfect.”

The day wasn’t done wrecking her yet.
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