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        It’s more than chemistry, more than love: it’s electric.

      

        

      
        Remy Davis does her best to live in the now, never sure when she’ll be forced to run again. Everything changes when a man from her past, the man she never stopped loving, reappears in her life.

      

        

      
        J.D. never thought he’d see the girl he’d once loved, the woman who betrayed him. Old wounds need time to heal, but time is running out on second chances.

      

        

      
        A villain intent on using them for his twisted experiments has resurfaced. But this time, J.D. will harness every ounce of his abilities to rescue the one woman who turns electric in his arms.

      

        

      
        Warning: There are misunderstandings, angst, and love lost and regained. Sparks fly when two special people with extraordinary abilities overcome science gone awry and some freakishly villainous bad guys.
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      Remy Davis quickened her pace down one of Savannah’s seedier streets, noting the late hour, as well as the thinning crowd. Her hair swayed in the cold December wind as she ducked around the corner and moved in the opposite direction of her small apartment. She felt him following behind her, could feel his gaze burrowing into her back.

      “Watch it, lady!” an angry voice yelled as she accidentally plowed into a large body. She murmured her apology and continued. The streetlights ended in another block, bringing her closer to a rundown section of the city she normally avoided.

      As the moon slowly escaped the confines of dark gray clouds, a sliver of light illuminated the gravel before her. She glanced around, not surprised to see a few men warming their hands over a small barrel fire and a prostitute leaning in the window of an old Buick, sizing up a potential client. Remy dared to look over her shoulder and saw in horrified amazement that the man following her loomed closer.

      At this distance, she could make out cold, dark eyes and a grim mouth marring an otherwise average male face. His shaggy hair flapped in the wind that now carried hard drops of rain. The menace in his stare made her shudder more than the cold soaking through her clothes. She gave up all pretense of ignoring him and ran as though her life depended on it.

      Listening to the man’s harsh panting drawing nearer, she suddenly ducked to the right and ran to the fence at the end of the alleyway. Coming to a locked gate, she considered climbing it, but she could hear him behind her. She was out of time. Remy stopped, out of options, and turned to face her pursuer.

      He slowed when he realized he had her trapped. He stopped with a good ten feet between them and drew a weapon from beneath his overcoat.

      “Lizzie.” He shook his head. “There was no need to run. You know who sent me, so why not come along quietly? I don’t want to hurt you, and he only wants to see you again. It’s been over ten years.”

      She glared at the man sent to take her back. It had been exactly ten years, four months and three days since she’d been imprisoned in that hellhole. She refused to go back. Time to get that message across, so there’d be no confusion.

      “I’m not going anywhere with you. But I do have something I’d like you to take back. Make sure you give it to him for me, would you?”

      The man cocked his pistol, and to her dismay she realized it wasn’t a gun with bullets, but tranquilizer darts. Something to keep her alive, useful, for…him. Before he could pull the trigger, Remy pointed her finger.

      A visible jolt of electricity shot from her fingertip and enveloped him in a web of eerie blue light. He stared at her in horror—another casualty in the war between those who would oppress and those who sought to remain free.

      “Forgot to warn you about that, did he?” she asked with cold amusement. Then, with a flick of her hand, she increased the power flowing through her. Her pursuer shrieked in pain before he slumped to the ground and slid into death’s embrace.

      “Brava, my dear. You’ve exceeded even my expectations.”

      Her throat dried and terror balled in her stomach. That voice. God, it had been so long. But not long enough. The sounds of a lock turning and the gate opening were overly loud in the sudden quiet. She had to face him. She knew that. But her feet refused to move, fear holding her stock-still.

      “It’s time to come home, Lizzie,” he said in a smooth, cultured voice. “I’ve missed you.”

      Energy flared through her entire body as six hundred milliamperes of direct current coursed through her. It was more than enough to kill a normal person, but Remy simply soaked up the flow, managing her resistance and the voltage with ease. A living, breathing conduit for electricity who could gauge it without trying, she shut down into a hazy state. The way he expected her to. The way he needed her to. This way she was his to be captured and controlled once more. And the foggy disorientation swiftly turned to pain…

      

      She bolted awake in a sweat, still feeling the pinpricks of shock all over her body. No. Never again. He’s not here. I’m Remy now. Lizzie’s dead. Gone. She did her best to calm herself and mentally prepared to greet the day. Friday should have been her ticket to a fun-filled weekend with nothing to do but party. But Remy didn’t do crowds or strangers or dating. She couldn’t afford to.

      On a groan, she left the bed and headed toward the shower. Yeah, today definitely called for a triple-shot espresso.

      Make that two.

      

      Arriving to work a half hour late, she darted past security with a wave and gave the elevator a little extra juice to move faster. Exiting onto her floor, she brushed past Cole Sainte, her boss’s nephew and one of the firm’s top investigators, and ignored his raised brow.

      Like he’d never been a few minutes late. Of course, she’d made it a habit of always being early, doing her best to earn her keep. But she thought she’d done a fairly decent job as Buchanan Investigations’ IT rep.

      She hurried to her office and stopped short at the sight of a yellow sticky note. A summons from her boss. Terrific.

      Racing down the hall and up the stairs, she made her way to his office. At a nod from his secretary, she knocked on the door.

      “Come in,” he barked, not sounding at all happy.

      “Sorry I’m late,” she said, trying to catch her breath, and gave him a hesitant smile.

      As always, Max Buchanan looked dashing, his dark hair threaded with bits of silver, his features enhanced by the power that caged him like a living thing. He could read minds and influence thought. But, frankly, he was a hot mess when it came to network security, spreadsheets and databases. She hoped her skill with electronics would compensate for her miss today.

      He gave her a half smile, as if reading her mind. And with Max, who knew? Then his gaze shifted to the man seated on the couch along the far wall of his office. “Our guest specifically asked for you.”

      Surprised, because for the duration of her time at Buchanan Investigations she’d made sure to stay out of the limelight and away from anyone but Max and his employees, she turned.

      Remy watched as Jurek Westlake stood and came toward her, holding out a hand. She hadn’t seen him in years, not since the fire that had changed her life. Like Max, he had an aura of competence and power he wore like a second skin. A thick head of dark hair framed a masculine face any woman would have a hard time denying as handsome. He had to be close to Max in age, yet like her boss, he seemed almost ageless. His perpetual smile—as well as the ability to charm the skin off a snake—had enthralled more than one bad guy into turning himself in to the police. As the brains behind Westlake Enterprises, Buchanan’s rival investigative firm, he made an odd guest for a Friday morning.

      She wondered what he thought while they shook hands. As she’d expected, she read nothing from his face he didn’t want her to see. A pleasant smile, a polite greeting. But no hint of loathing, disgust, or the dismay he must feel at being near Dr. Benjamin Carter’s niece.

      The door opened behind her and a deep voice apologized, “Sorry I’m late, I…”

      Ripping her gaze from Jurek, she turned to see who’d joined them, stunned by the familiarity in his voice.

      A handsome blond man stood in silence, a grown version of the boy she’d once loved and ten times as overwhelming. He stared back at her with eyes wide with shock. But when he spoke, he said no more than what she could have expected.
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      “You cold-hearted witch. You’re still alive?” J.D. had trouble thinking straight as the object of his darkest fantasies and deepest pain stood before him, in the flesh.

      She’d grown more beautiful, were that possible, in the years since he’d last seen her. At fifteen, she’d been sweet, innocent and adorable. He’d been with her for two years and had seen her mature into a lovely young woman. On the outside, at least.

      But now, ten years later, at twenty-seven, she was simply stunning. Those big blue eyes looked impossibly innocent in her heart-shaped face. Cropped black hair showed the fragile lines of her neck and chin. She was both lovely and vulnerable as her full lower lip quivered, and damn if he didn’t want to hug her tight and protect her from the world.

      No, I’m not that stupid. Not again.

      He took a few steps back, needing to maintain his distance. To come any closer might put Jurek and Max in real danger, since he felt hot enough to blast through the room—a loss of control he hadn’t experienced in ages. He could feel the energy building inside him, aching to be set free. His confusion and anger grew, and he worked to contain them. “What the hell, Jurek?”

      Jurek glanced from J.D. to Remy and his eyes narrowed. “Ah. It’s her, isn’t it?”

      J.D. glared at Max, then back at Remy again, unable to look away from her for long. What the hell was she doing here, in this office? Then he put the pieces together. Remy. Max’s IT rep. It fit all too well.

      “Elizabeth Remington Sinclair.” Unable to stop himself, he approached her. “Do you know who she is?” he asked Max, his voice hoarse with contempt.

      Jurek placed a hand on J.D.’s arm—to calm him or stop him, J.D. couldn’t say. He shrugged it off.

      “Let him go, Jurek,” Remy said in a soft voice. So sweet sounding, yet so contemptuous underneath. She obviously knew Jurek.

      J.D. cared less about their byplay than about the emotions passing over her traitorous face. He felt too much sensation, like a live wire exposed to the elements, as all the pain and fear and fury from that day so long ago raced back, sizzling in his blood.

      “I know who she is,” Max answered quietly. “So does Jurek. The question is, who is she to you?” Max motioned subtly for Remy to stay still when she would have moved away.

      J.D. saw the motion, and the room literally crackled. Blue sparks danced in the air.

      Jurek calmly folded his arms and watched the scene unfold. J.D. had the insane urge to laugh. Nothing, not even Jurek’s normally easygoing computer whiz having a nervous breakdown, could shake his boss’s cool resolve.

      “Let me tell you who she is.” He took a deep breath and strove for control. He moved another few steps back from her, glad when Max and Jurek finally showed some sense by stepping clear of them.

      The last time he’d seen Remy, she’d been staring down at him through a wall of Plexiglas after literally setting him on fire. “She’s a liar, a user and an unfeeling bitch out for number one—herself,” he said concisely, not to be misunderstood. “She’s probably a plant for the ISPP. No doubt, right now she’s planning the capture of just about everyone working for you, Max.”

      The ISPP, or Institute for the Study of Psychic Phenomena, had been shut down ten years ago by the man watching him with concern, his boss—Jurek Westlake. The Institute had been conducting inhumane experiments on its test subjects, not to mention breaking several laws regarding kidnapping and murder. All led by Dr. Benjamin Carter, Remy’s loving uncle.

      Unfortunately, not everyone involved in the organization had been found. Rumors circulated every now and then about a new ISPP, one funded privately rather than by the government subsidy it had once enjoyed.

      Watching Remy, J.D. felt all the hurt and torment of those years spent within white walls, unable to break free. She had been his one enjoyment, his one source of freedom from the relentless tedium of confinement. And then he’d found out she’d been working against him all along. “I’m doing this for your own good, Joshua,” she’d said before trying to end his life. God, what a joke. She might not have liked her uncle, but she’d only ever been about helping herself. The agonizing pain, both physical and emotional, returned to him in waves, and a hazy blue light enveloped his hands.

      He could see her understanding and wondered how she’d respond. Part of him wanted her to fight back, so that slapping her down and ending her once and for all would bring the closure he’d been needing for so long. Yet the other part of him he’d thought long buried wanted to protect her and wrap her in his arms. What a fucked-up mess.

      

      The hair on her forearms stood on end, as did the cropped silken cap on her head. She shot Max a warning look, and both he and Jurek cautiously retreated behind the desk.

      “Go ahead, Joshua,” she said quietly.

      “You don’t think I’ll do it?”

      “Do what you need to.” The guilt in her big blue eyes turned him inside out.

      His rage warred with shame—that he’d succumbed to this, the beast that lived buried deep, that only Benjamin Carter had been able to bring out of him.

      To his shock, a bead of greedy energy flickered within her. He sensed it rather than saw it, a ball of power licking at his. “Cut it the fuck out.” Didn’t she realize how close he was to killing her?

      “Do your worst,” she goaded while he struggled to hold on to his precious control.

      And why bother? She wanted him to hit her with it? She could have it.

      “Fuck that. You want it? You got it.” Tired of holding himself back for her, confused and ashamed that his intense feelings hadn’t faded as they should have, J.D. let forth a burst of power that would instantly have killed a normal person.

      Max and Jurek ducked as a thunderclap preceded an explosion of electricity. But Remy, his target, flew back into the wall with enough force to break through the drywall. Instead of succumbing to the blow, she slowly picked herself up and dusted off her arms, breathing hard.

      Her eyes glowed neon, likely as bright as his own. Using their powers always made them into obvious freaks. Suddenly his world shifted, and everything looked slightly blue, patterns of energy coloring the world around him.

      Christ, he hadn’t seen this in ten long years. Yet it felt like only yesterday when he’d played in the world they’d created for themselves, together. He wanted more, to let the river of energy swirl and take him up in it, to rally in the chaos of entropy.

      “J.D.,” he heard Jurek yelling. “Shut it down. The wall is on fire. Shut it down.”

      He didn’t care. He watched Remy, waiting to see what she’d do next. He could feel the concentrated power in her and realized she must have absorbed most of his energy. Her uncle had never understood how the pair of them could share so well. Unfortunately, it seemed that hadn’t faded with time.

      Remy released the energy he’d rocketed into her, blowing several fuses while rays of light leaked from her eyes, forming a nimbus of energy that slowly settled over the room.

      As the last of it left her, she gasped and fell to her knees.

      Unable to help himself, he hurried to her side and brought her to her feet. But the moment his hands touched bare skin, a waterfall of energy passed back into her, recharging her.

      The memories intensified. Her lovely smile, the feel of her soft mouth under his. So innocent, so young and stupid to believe anything he thought she’d been.

      He forced himself to regain control. It wasn’t easy when everything inside him demanded he either kill her or take her, body and soul, until she made matters right again. Yet J.D. refused to be held hostage by his abilities or emotions. Not again.

      He yanked his hand away and eventually the world righted itself. A few of the pillows on Max’s couch had caught fire, so he grabbed a pitcher of water from the desk to put out the flames before the overhead sprinklers took charge.

      Remy looked ill, and he felt her distress as if it were his own.

      “Are you…” He stopped himself and scowled.

      “Is she all right?” Max asked, sounding shakier than J.D. had ever heard him. The man took a step in her direction before Jurek grabbed him and held him still.

      “Damn it, she’s fine,” J.D. snapped. He refused to touch her again and shoved his hands in his pockets. “She’s a witch. And nothing kills a witch, not even fire,” he mocked before turning on his heel and storming out of the office before he blasted her again.

      Or kissed her. Even worse. Kissing—not killing—the woman who once left you to die. You are one fucked up idiot, for sure.
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      Remy sagged against the wall, amazed at Joshua’s outburst. He’d worked so hard while imprisoned in her uncle’s laboratory not to hurt anyone. And he’d had good enough reason to kill back then.

      The knowledge that he’d lost control must have enraged him. It saddened her as well, that she’d brought him to this state. Once again she’d caused him harm, and she felt no better knowing that now, as then, she hadn’t done it intentionally.

      Before she could speak, Cole burst into the office and gaped. “Holy shit,” he exclaimed as he stared at the three of them.

      “You can say that again,” Max said wryly. He moved to assist Remy, but she quickly righted herself, needing an immediate escape. Her eyes misted, and she had to leave before she broke down. Or worse, unleashed the energy she’d just absorbed.

      Max shook his head, his expression compassionate. “Remy, we need to talk.”

      She stepped around Cole, who made no move to stop her, and passed through the doorway. “I know, but not now, Max. Later,” she said over her shoulder and fled.

      

      “Well, Max, that was more than interesting. You know, working with you Buchanans is never dull, I can tell you that,” Jurek quipped as he ran his hand through his hair.

      Cole didn’t know what to think. He grabbed the nearly empty pitcher of water, hoping to pour himself a drink—and nearly fell to his knees when a burst of emotion hit him hard.

      His psychometry—his ability to know things by touching objects—suddenly overwhelmed his conscious mind. J.D. must have handled the pitcher, because Cole got an eyeful.

      What the fuck? J.D. frying people with electricity shooting from his palms? Remy taking the hit and living and breathing afterward? The pure emotion driving J.D. and Remy was crazy—a dysfunctional history filled with love, hate, longing and guilt. What the hell had he stepped into?

      Cole pulled himself together and shook his head free of the visions.

      “Glad to know we amuse you,” Max answered Jurek. “We live to please. You okay, Cole?”

      “Just great,” he rasped. “I love seeing my friends nearly fried to a crisp.” He staggered to one of the chairs not scorched and sank into it. “What the hell, man?”

      Jurek raised a brow at Max. “Remy Davis? Really, Max. How long did you think you could hide her here before I found out?”

      Cole glanced from one man to the other, aware of the intense energy that existed between the powerhouses. His uncle—the man behind Buchanan Investigations, a telepath with seemingly limitless power—and Jurek Westlake, a man as charming, mysterious and well-connected as the president.

      “Cole, I need to talk to Jurek. Would you mind giving us some space?” his uncle sent him.

      “Hell no,” he sent back along the mental path Max had created. Cole refused to budge until he had some answers.

      Max sighed and took a seat behind his desk while Jurek sat next to Cole. “I knew you’d find out eventually. I’d planned on telling you, but not quite like this.”

      “Entertaining as always.”

      Max chuckled. “Did you see that? I knew Remy still had power, but I hadn’t realized J.D. had grown so strong.”

      “Me either. Little shit’s been holding out on me.” Jurek stretched out his legs and rubbed the back of his neck. “I still feel tense from all this residual energy. It’s probably a good thing they hadn’t gotten together before now.”

      “You can say that again.”

      Cole felt the unspoken communication between the pair. They both turned toward him, saying nothing.

      Aware both men intended to remain mute around him, Cole fumed. “Don’t think I won’t find out what the fuck that was all about.”

      “Language, boy,” Max muttered.

      Cole refused to acknowledge the gibe. To Jurek, he said, “J.D. knew her. They had a history.”

      “A bad one, and one that’s not for me to share.”

      “Or me,” Max chimed in.

      Jurek deliberately changed the subject, not at all subtle about doing it. “I came today looking for some information I thought you might be able to provide.”

      “Oh?” Max sat back.

      “I’ve been getting correspondence from a wealthy oil capitalist down in Texas. Lee Brooks. The name ring a bell?”

      When neither Cole nor Max showed any sign of recognition, he sighed and continued. “Brooks has been hinting that he believes his life is in danger, and he wants Westlake to aid him. He’s aware of our particular services.”

      “You mean, he knows you’re not just a bunch of crazies spouting off about being psychic, but that your boys actually have skills, nearly on par with ours,” Cole taunted.

      Jurek shook his head. “So competitive. But yes, that’s the gist of it. I don’t really care that people talk about what we do. While we don’t advertise our unique abilities, we don’t hide them either. Successes are what count, not the methods we use to achieve them.”

      Max nodded. “I agree.”

      “Great. We all agree. So what does your new client have to do with us?” Cole asked, tired of the polite airs and his uncle dancing around the issue.

      Jurek answered without missing a beat. “I did some digging into Brooks.” He paused, and Max’s gaze sharpened. Whatever he was about to say interested his uncle, so Cole took note.

      “You’ll never guess what I found,” Jurek said. “Brooks has a convoluted connection to the new and improved ISPP.”

      Max sucked in a breath. “I thought you’d taken care of that ten years ago.”

      “ISPP?” Cole frowned. That sounded familiar.

      “The Institute for the Study of Psychic Phenomena,” Jurek explained. “We had them disbanded a decade ago. The ISPP was a small sect funded by the government that did experiments and tests on behalf of the defense department. They tried to use psychics as weapons to further our war efforts.”

      “At the time it started, we were busy battling a rogue band of drug runners in South America, a perfect test bed for the ISPP’s experiments,” Max added bitterly.

      Cole watched his uncle, more than curious about his animosity. Max sounded as if he had a personal stake in the ISPP.

      Jurek cleared his throat. “Yes, well, the ISPP—or the Institute, as we used to call it—was created to help our country. Unfortunately, in later years it did more harm than good to the poor people dedicated to the project.” Jurek glanced at Max, and Cole understood.

      His uncle had been hurt by the project. Enough said.

      Jurek explained, “I’ve kept watch for any rumor the organization might start up again. The Institute had too many contacts and clout for me to think they’d totally gone away for good. As it was, our first attempt to shut them down failed.”

      “Until Jurek got word from an inside source,” Max added. “A young girl afraid of her controlling uncle. A girl with an electric touch.”

      “Remy. Damn,” Cole swore.

      Jurek nodded. “I found a high-ranking military official who wasn’t tied to the Institute or its founders and made plans. He only needed enough evidence to put the ISPP down for good. When Remy contacted me, I knew we could end the organization.”

      Max sighed. “Remy never told me this, but I read it from her from day one. You know I’m thorough about who we hire,” he said to Cole. “The girl needed time to hide and heal. Her uncle did terrible things to her for years. None of it was her fault.”

      “Then why does J.D.…” He didn’t want to out his friend, but Cole wanted to know why his buddy hated her. Or rather, why he wanted to hate her so much. Because dislike hadn’t been the only thing he’d seen when he’d handled that pitcher.

      “Not our concern.” Max shook his head. “What’s between J.D. and Remy is their business.” To Jurek, he added, “And I figured it was time they had some resolution. That’s why I called Remy in here to deal with you.”

      Jurek snorted. “That, and she and J.D. are the ones who know Carter best. When I first met J.D., he was near death. Remy and her uncle were missing, and the Institute was burning down around us. There was so much chaos that night, we assumed Remy had died. We found enough evidence on one of the burned bodies to indicate Benjamin Carter’s death as well, so we closed the case.”

      “Yet you’re here today,” Max murmured.

      “Yes.” Jurek sighed. “From the information Brooks gave me, I think our mad Dr. Carter is still alive. I’d hoped that with your IT expert’s help, and J.D.’s, we might get some answers.” He rubbed his eyes. “Instead, I think all we have are more questions.”
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      J.D. passed Cole like a charging bull and left the building before he did more damage. Thankfully, Cole had had enough sense not to get involved. God knew what else he might have done. He exited the elevator of the Buchanan building into the parking garage and swore as he stalked to his car. In a burst of rage, he pounded the hood, and sparks cascaded down his fists.

      Christ, he hadn’t been this out of control in years. Annoyed at his idiocy and the damage he’d done not just to Max’s office, but to his own car, he willed himself to calm down.

      Remy.

      He’d never thought to see her again, never thought he could see her again. He’d thought her dead. When Jurek had rescued him all those years ago, he’d been numbed by her betrayal and by the physical pain she’d inflicted to impress her fucking uncle. She’d nearly killed him that night.

      But seeing her again… Her laughter and light, their shared happiness and love which had kept him going when he wanted nothing more than to fade away—it all came rushing back. Why? She’d been brutal. She’d hurt him badly. Yet he dwelled on her haunting beauty and the glow of her youth.

      The truth had nearly killed him. How could she be alive? He needed to talk to Jurek again. But more, he needed to talk to her.

      Why here and why now? J.D. stared unseeingly at his car.

      Her pale, flawless skin had felt like silk when he’d touched her, and her hair burned like a dark flame around delicate features. Her small frame had blossomed into a womanly fullness. Still slim, her body now boasted a woman’s hips and perfectly formed breasts he’d been helpless to ignore. And her eyes. Her eyes had been his favorite part of her. He’d once sworn he could see the sun and the stars in those clear, blue depths. But today they’d been shadowed with pain and regret. With grief.

      Fuck that. It was too late for regrets.

      He turned his back on the memory of her sadness and entered the car. Without thinking about it, he put his finger against the ignition and started it—just a tiny jolt of energy. Once again, he reveled in that electrical connection with all things. He readied to leave, needing to take a breather from the mess in that building, when he saw a small figure hurtle out the door into the garage.

      He watched grimly as Remy jumped into a blue Jeep and shot out of the lot.

      Without thinking it through, he followed her, making sure to keep back so she wouldn’t know he trailed her. He frowned when they arrived at a deserted section of the waterfront, where Remy parked and got out. He pulled behind some large water oaks and waited, watching.

      She ran toward the water, looking neither left nor right.

      He froze as he realized what the repercussions her electrically charged body mixed with the ocean would have—a long and painful death should she discharge her energy while submerged. He grabbed the door handle, intending to stop her.

      But Remy seemed to recover herself at the same time and looked around wildly at the jumble of cars heaped in the center of the deserted, rundown lot. She flung her hands at the cars, and he watched as blue lightning snaked into the fiery pyramid of metal flesh, now smoking and sparking. The blaze roared for a few seconds, then vanished back into smoke.

      Remy collapsed to the ground, sobbing uncontrollably.

      He swallowed around a lump in his throat. Despite their troubled past, he felt the urge to run to her, to tell her that everything would be all right. In her agony he saw himself, his inability to control his power without damaging everything around him. Until she’d helped him. She’d shown him how to harness the power and use it for something positive.

      And then she’d tried to kill him.

      So he didn’t go to her, and he had no idea of what tomorrow might bring. He only knew that her pain tore at him until he felt his own cheeks wet with tears. Hating her for that, with an ache burning in his gut, he nonetheless waited until she scrubbed her cheeks and returned to her vehicle.

      Then he followed her to a group of apartments, where she quickly disappeared.

      He made a mental note of the apartment complex’s address, grudgingly admiring her for not parking below her apartment, and for the wary way she entered her place after unlocking her door…with an open palm.

      She shut the door behind her. Shut the door on him.

      He forced himself to ignore any wayward empathy. This time she would pay.

      Elizabeth Remington Sinclair—Remy Davis—didn’t have an innocent bone in her body. Fate had dealt him a bad hand the first time around, but he vowed not to fold this time until he held the queen.
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fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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