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This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, events, places, businesses and incidents are either the products of the authors’ imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

As for content, this is a fictional book and as always, every effort has been made to cleanly edit the text. However, typos do happen.  If you find any errors, please accept my apology and bring them to my attention, so I can provide a better book for all future readers.  Thank you!

“You don’t always win your battles, but it’s good to know you fought.”  ~ Lauren Bacall
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Previously...
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I got my tea and sat down at the island.  Pulling a drawer open, I took out a pad and pencil.  Closing my eyes, I did my best to see the woman in my mind.  Once I had the image, I quickly sketched her...both as she walked and how she looked sitting across from me.  

Then, I decided to sketch my mystery man as well.  I hadn’t up until now because part of me wanted to keep him at a distance.  I realized I didn’t have that luxury anymore.  It was time to find out exactly what was going on.

Climate change and computers were not my area of expertise.  This was.  I’d been sketching and painting since I was five years old.  Traveling with my father, I’d toured some of the finest museums in Europe and began appraising art professionally as soon as I’d finished college.  This was my specialty and looking down at the papers I smiled.

I had them.  Now, I just had to find them.
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Chapter 1


[image: ]




I walked through the hotel lobby, following the blonde woman as she entered the dining room.  I had been waiting for the elevator and saw her as soon as she came through the main doors.  She went over to the windows at the far end of the dining room and sat down at an empty table.

Glancing around, I saw the man from the shop the day before.  Still handsome.  He’d asked me to join him for dinner not five minutes earlier.  I’d been tempted, but he was not my assignment.

“You are back,” he said, looking up from his menu.  “Does that mean you have changed your mind about dinner?”

“Do you know that blonde woman by the windows?” I asked, not looking in her direction.

“I’ve seen her at the hotel.”  He smiled.  “She’s difficult to miss.”  Setting down the menu, he asked, “Why did you come back?  Surely, not to discuss some woman sitting across the room...unless, you are already jealous?”

I shook my head and couldn’t help a small smile.  “No.  She sat down at my table last night and I have no idea who she is.”

“That is interesting,” he replied, indicating I should take the chair across from him.  “Why don’t you join me, and we can discuss it.”

I glanced quickly over at the blonde and sat down.  “How long has she been at the hotel?”

“How long do you plan to be here?” he asked, his eyes looking directly into mine.

“My plans are not that definite,” I replied, casually waving a hand.  “I’m here visiting some friends.  What about you?”

“Now, you want to know my schedule?” He smiled.  “I would be happy to write it down for you.”

I turned as the waitress approached us.  “Just coffee, please.”

When I looked back, he was still smiling.  “Why don’t you stay and order dinner?”

“I’m not hungry.”  We looked at each other for a long moment.  “Actually, I should probably leave.”

He reached across the table and put his hand lightly on my arm.  “I wish you would stay.”

As he touched my arm, I felt a jolt of electricity run through my entire body.  I looked into his eyes and could see he felt it as well.  “Maybe, I will finish my coffee,” I said.

“You have not told me your name.”  He moved his hand back to his side of the table.

“Jazzmyn,” I replied. “Jazzmyn Storm.  It’s very nice to meet you.”

“The pleasure is mine.”  He looked at me and for a moment, time seemed to stop.  “My name is...”
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