
	Hunter’s Guild: Elite Bounty Services

	 

	The thrill of the chase is nothing to the thrill of new love. These bounty hunters are in hot pursuit of their marks.

	 

	If you run, they will catch you.

	 

	This romantic suspense series of standalones is a collaborative effort, featuring authors you won’t want to miss!

	
For a list of books, visit: https://books.bookfunnel.com/huntersguild
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	From the glamor of being a rising star to the gritty adrenaline of being a fugitive…

	I clawed my way out of poverty only to find myself trapped in the golden, glittering world of the people who helped get me there. I trusted the wrong people and now they’ll do anything to keep me from talking. 

	I’m a wanted woman, my face plastered on screens everywhere, every billboard a potential betrayal. 

	The only thing I can do is hide, maybe buy some time to unweave myself from this mess I’ve gotten tangled in. It’s an impossible task, between the threats from the people who set me up and the relentless pursuit of the law.

	Even worse than the threats and the law, though, is the irresistible allure of the bounty hunter on my tail. He says I can trust him, but I’ve heard those words before. My mind tells me to keep running, but my body—and even worse, my heart—say I’m already his.
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	Excerpt from: 

	The Bounty Hunter and the Girl from the Coffee Shop 

	Lincoln Kyle thought bringing Angelique Donovan in would be a routine job, but that doesn't turn out to be the case. Angelique is feisty, silver-tongued and so damned sexy it takes all of his restraint to keep from touching, tasting and caressing every inch of her curvy body. Lincoln is stubborn, determined and such an alpha male he borders on being a jackass, but there is something about him that draws Angelique unlike any other man she's known. In the days and nights that it takes them to travel across country, the fugitive and the hunter come to realize there is a fine line between love and hate.
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	Prologue

	 

	Dylan

	“Your new assignment is on your desk,” my assistant, Sarah Wallace, called to me the moment I stepped into my small office. “Came in from the Hunters’ Guild and it’s a doozy.” She shrugged, giving me a guilty grin. “I took a peek before putting it on your desk.” 

	“Perfect. I was saying to myself this morning when I was trying to convince myself to get out of bed that today might be the day they send me a doozy and I didn’t want to miss out on that by sleeping the day away.” 

	The entirety of my office included a waiting room with six black plastic chairs and her desk. There were rarely more than two people in the waiting room, let alone six, but I liked to be an optimist. To the left of her desk was my personal office. A ten by twelve-foot room. Nothing spectacular, but it suited my purposes. Being a bounty hunter meant I was on the road more often than not. I wasn’t a flashy person, never had been. Paying rent for something I rarely used just to appear important didn’t make sense to me.

	“I think this is your lucky day.” 

	Looking back at Sarah, I rolled my eyes. Her green eyes sparkled with amusement in response. She was way too cheery for a Monday morning.

	Her upbeat attitude only made me growl under my breath. We were a textbook example of a yin/yang pairing. Maybe that’s why she was such a good assistant for me. We balanced each other out. Some days—days like today when I was battling the effects of too much alcohol from the previous evening—I wished I had her demeanor. Instead, I was a jaded, lonely, grumpy fuck and had no intention of changing that anytime soon.

	“You really don’t want to miss out on this assignment. Trust me.”

	“Yeah, I kinda caught that drift. Thanks.” Crossing the room, I stopped with my hand on my office door and looked back at her, a brow lifted. “You’re acting weird.” 

	She was most definitely more over the top this morning, like a child waiting to open a present on Christmas Day. My gaze lowered to her ring finger, wondering if her partner had finally popped the question after five years together. 

	No ring.

	“I just can’t wait to see your reaction.” 

	Now she had my curiosity piqued. Was there a prank set up on the other side of the door? Some asshat in a clown costume poised with pie, prepared to slam it into my face the moment I opened the door?

	No, she wouldn’t. She knew I wasn’t one for practical jokes. 

	“My reaction to what?” My brow creased as I looked at her with increased suspicion. 

	“The case.”

	“Okay, weirdo.” Chuckling for the first time today, I opened the door and stepped inside, cautiously looking around—just in case. 

	The coast was clear, but as promised sitting on top of my desk in a beige envelope was a stack of papers. 

	Now I was really curious. Shrugging off my jacket, I tossed it onto the chair across from the desk and rounded it, plunking myself down. Grabbing the folder, I opened it up and after the surprise wore off, I chuckled. 

	“Well, I’ll be. This is a shocker.” A smile spread across my lips. This was going to be either the most enjoyable case I’d ever gotten, or the most annoying. One thing was for sure, it would be a piece of cake to track her down. Two days tops. 

	“Elle Beck…” Placing my feet up on the desk, crossing one ankle over the other, I leaned back in the black, leather chair with the folder in hand. Everything I needed to know about my newest bounty was in these pages.

	Gazing down at the first page, I was confronted by the stunning face of my newest target. The first thing I was surprised over was her sheer beauty, despite the desperate lighting and photography that came with mug shots. Her straight, long, light-blond hair was pushed back over her shoulders as her scared sky-blue eyes stared into the camera.

	What did you do…

	Twenty-three. 5’9. Occupation listed as model and actress. 

	She skipped court and disappeared several days ago.

	Bingo… There it was. 

	Possession of cocaine in an amount that would constitute trafficking. 

	Naughty, naughty girl. 

	I looked back to the picture. Her eyes were bright and clear. She was thin, it was hardly a secret that women in her circles used narcotics to remain thin. Not that I knew a hell of a lot about the lifestyles of the rich and infamous.

	But…

	The face looking back at me from her picture didn’t look like that of a drug smuggler. Or an addict. 

	But hell, what did I know? My job wasn’t to determine guilt or innocence, I just needed to get her ass to jail so she could stand trial and I’d get paid. End of story. I just hoped that she didn’t have a substantial horde of cash with her and connections to people who could make her disappear, or it may be hard to find her. If not impossible. The richer they were, the easier it was for them to hide if they had access to their money and were smart enough not to leave a trail.

	“Hey Sarah, can you come in here a moment?” I yelled from my office then stared at the open doorway waiting for my assistant to pop her head in. 

	She was quicker to respond than usual, appearing in the open doorway within seconds with a smile on her face. “What can I do for you Dayton?” 

	“I need you to start making some calls and book me a flight.”

	“Yes, Sir.” She started to leave, then turned back to face me. “When you catch her could you get me an autograph? I loved her in Animalistic Instincts.”

	 

	



	




	 

	Chapter 1

	 

	Elle 

	So this was my life now… 

	At one point everything the world had to offer was at my fingertips, but now… Now, I wasn’t sure if I’d even have a place to lay my head tomorrow. Maybe another rent-by-the-hour motel. It was only a matter of time before they caught up with me.

	It was just a question of which “them” would be the first to find me. 

	If it wasn’t for the fact that I’d cried what felt like a gallon of tears over the past few days then I’d be breaking down into a sobbing mess as I opened the door to the dingy motel room I’d paid cash for. This wasn’t the type of place that gave a shit about ID. It was more the place where every unsavory character in the city came to rest—among other things.

	A moldy smell assaulted my nostrils, making me gag a little as I stepped inside. The carpets were so old you could see the wear of feet from the doorway, around the bed, and moving toward the bathroom. 

	Oh, how the mighty had fallen. My arrest seemed to take my career from successful to a degree of infamy no success could ever garner. It had my face plastered here—plastered worldwide. Oh, how Hollywood and the paparazzi loved a scandal. Just months ago I was at a photoshoot, adorned with expensive jewels, and being told how stunning and lucky I was while waiting for the shooting of my latest movie. The sky was the limit. 

	And today. 

	Today, I was on the run after not showing up for my trial. 

	It had been a stupid and impulsive thing. Partially fueled by fear of being convicted and being hauled off to jail, but also fueled by the fact that my defense revolved around exposing people that no one in their right mind would expose. 

	I was in a lose-lose situation. 

	So I ran. At least on the run I had a fighting chance.

	Perhaps even a chance to figure out a way to achieve my freedom. Although going back to my old life, even if I could get out of this mess seemed like an impossibility. 

	I scanned the tiny room. There was a little double bed with a faded floral blanket that looked like it was something straight out of the 80s. Probably has bed bugs, among other things. Closing the door, I slipped the heavy duffel bag off my shoulder and then shrugged my backpack off my back, placing them both on the bed. There was no bounce as the bags fell onto the bed, just a soft thud sound. No more luxurious cloud-soft mattresses or Egyptian cotton sheets. 

	But I was still alive and not in prison. That had to count for something—didn’t it?

	Pulling back the blanket, I breathed a sigh of relief. The white sheets looked clean and just out of the wash crisp. Clean sheets and another day of freedom. I’d take it. 

	After showering in the surprisingly clean shower, I pulled on a hoodie and leggings, pulling the hood of the hoodie up and over my head. I hadn’t worn make-up since I made a run for it. Lucky for me, the images of me on the billboards and on television were an illusion of who I was. Without the magic of make-up artists, I could almost pass as an entirely different person.

	Opening the duffel bag, I grabbed a fistful of bills equaling a few hundred dollars and stuffed them into my purse. Food. I’d get something quick to eat at the diner down the road and back to my room. After a good night’s sleep, I’d figure out my next move. 
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	Elle

	Lifting my fist and knocking on the burgundy-colored door of the bungalow, in the middle of buttfuck nowhere Maine, was the last thing I wanted to do, but I had no other choice. She was my last resort and I knew I had a fifty/fifty shot that she’d slam the door in my face and call the police. I could only hope that she was a better person than I would be if the roles were reversed. 
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