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        He’s enough to tempt a Sainte to sin.

      

        

      
        Telekinetic Alexandra Sainte is through serving time behind a desk at Buchanan Investigations. Tired of waiting, she turns a sudden opportunity into something more. There’s a reason Hunter Greye can’t take his gaze off the sticky-fingered woman he catches ruining his investigation. She bears a striking resemblance to a string of kidnapping victims. And she stirs a wildness within him he thought he’d learned to control a long time ago.

      

        

      
        Thrown together in an undercover operation to find the mastermind behind the kidnappings, Alex and Hunter fall in lust, in love, and in danger. Only by trusting each other can they save the girl…and each other.

      

        

      
        Warning: Beware psychics with attitude, a killer red dress, a ruthless villain with an angel obsession, and rivals who can’t figure out who’s better on top.
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      The warehouse stood apart from the rest of the run-down buildings on the wharf. One side of the building appeared brand new, the windows and doors polished and set as if constructed yesterday. The rest of the structure appeared as if out of a war zone, with large chunks of concrete and shards of glass strewn about the side streets with the rest of the trash.

      Vagrants and prostitutes lined the outlying streets, giving subtle character to the aging monstrosity. The only saving grace the warehouse possessed was its view of the waterfront. On a clear day, sunlight glistened off the Savannah River, and sailboats and small motor craft raced through the water.

      This particular evening, clouds blanketed the blue-gray sky. The trees whistled and whispered, the leaves seemingly turning from a dark green to a dull brown as the wind punished them ceaselessly. The scarred parking lot adjacent to the warehouse lay mostly empty, save for a few scattered and run-down cars.

      A sharp glance at his watch showed the hour had reached eleven o’clock. Sweat trickled down his back, saturating his black cotton jacket. Even in September, Savannah possessed the ability to drain both energy and stamina from the most trained of men. Hunter Greye was no exception.

      He willed his body to relax, to blend in with the environment. Opening his senses, he listened to the alien silence, looked through the lingering blackness, and tasted the tang in the moist air. His gaze narrowed. Right…there.

      At the northwest corner of the building, a security light had conveniently burned out. Dark shadows flitted through the night. Attuned to his environment, Hunter watched as two figures suddenly disappeared into a masked doorway, a hidden stairwell on the side of the building.

      With a preternatural burst of speed, he cut across the parking lot and followed the intruders inside. In the stairwell, he stilled, listened for movement, and followed the faint noise above him.

      Interesting that they bypassed security. Hunter kept close to the walls as he climbed the stairwell, careful to keep his image on the periphery of the cameras he hadn’t disabled. Though the outside of the building projected a familiar air of helplessness and poverty, the inside boasted quite the opposite. Brick crumbled, but the mini-cam security system had been installed by the very best in the business—an unknown subsidiary of Westlake Enterprises, his employer.

      He exited on the fourth floor, instinct guiding him toward Peter Omaney’s office. Hunter listened with a forbidding sense of unease. Another set of sounds came from the hallway behind him. He darted into a shadowed alcove while four of Omaney’s thuggish guards advanced on his mystery quarry.

      Despite the glass frame around the closed office door, Hunter needed more than perfect vision to see in the dim light. He took a moment to focus, and the office space brightened. High-quality leather furniture and expensive art decorated Omaney’s space. Photographs of the slick businessman shaking hands with prominent politicians graced the burnt orange walls while a state-of-the-art computer whirred to life on Omaney’s solid-oak desk. Where two masked figures waited.

      The arrival of security stopped the intruders’ hasty search. The door burst open, and the largest guard waved a gun at them. “What the hell do you two think you’re doing? Get away from the damned computer, on your knees.”

      The guards surrounded them, obviously expecting the masked figures to stop whatever they hell they had planned and kneel on the floor. Clad in black from head to toe, only one of the prowlers looked big enough to successfully engage his opponents. The other was smaller in comparison, a slim figure huddled behind the bigger male. So it came as a surprise to watch the smaller man attack first, taking down the largest guard with a kick to his gun hand and a punch to his neck. The intruder’s partner moved with an efficient grace. He looked as if he spared little more energy than needed to subdue the guards, working in tandem with his companion.

      In minutes, all four of Omaney’s sentries sprawled bruised and unconscious on the floor, their guns in a pile on a nearby chair. The intruders had yet to speak. The larger of the two hurried back to the computer desk and plugged in a thumb drive. He typed at the keyboard, then waited, glancing repeatedly at the clock on the wall. The smaller figure remained still, vigilant while he—or was that she?—watched the doorway.

      Hunter had sensed something odd about the smaller male, and now that he concentrated, he could make out a woman’s form under all that black. She had taken on her attackers with ease, dispatching them quickly. Her large partner had been equally skilled at hand-to-hand combat, and Hunter reevaluated his assessment of the pair, wondering exactly why they sought to invade Omaney’s space. These weren’t ordinary burglars.

      Nor was Omaney an ordinary businessman. Due to new evidence Hunter’s team had unearthed a mere week ago, he had no doubt Peter Omaney was involved in their current case. But he didn’t know where these prowlers fit into the equation. It had taken his agency time and exhausting effort to get even a whiff of Omaney’s involvement. The philanthropic businessman was squeaky clean. But obviously someone else knew there was more to Omaney than met the eye.

      What the hell had they copied? Hunter needed a bead on the computer, but knew he had little time. Though he’d kept out of the way of the security cameras, these two had activated the motion sensors in Omaney’s office. Even now, others rushed to investigate the warehouse’s silent alarm. He needed to get his ass out of here. Yet…how had these two known to come here, to this particular site? Omaney kept this place off the radar.

      Unfortunately, nothing about the masked pair seemed familiar. Running out of time. He willed them to reveal some important detail as to their identity before he was forced to flee. Westlake Enterprises couldn’t afford to be linked to this break-in, or they’d blow their case.

      As if hearing his plea, the man behind the computer did something fairly strange and decidedly stupid. He removed a black glove and placed his hand directly over the keyboard, lightly stroking the keys with his fingertips.

      A chill bristled Hunter’s spine, even as he scented the faint trace of extrasensory miasma—a cloying aroma Hunter associated with anything remotely psychic in nature. Holy shit. Jurek needs to know about this, pronto.

      The man placed his hand back in the glove, pulled out and pocketed the memory stick, and turned off the computer. His accomplice tossed him a spray bottle and rag and waited while he wiped the keyboard clean of prints.

      Saying nothing, they moved together out the office door. Hunter remained still, watching with great curiosity as they backtracked their way to the exit. They paused while the large man listened at the top of the stairs. He nodded and exited, swallowed by the darkness.

      Who the hell were they? More importantly, who were they working for? Hunter needed to get J.D.’s ass out here right away to look at that computer.

      He waited for the woman to follow her partner and took a second shock to his system. She turned and looked right at him. Even in the dim light, Hunter could see her gray-green irises. With grudging respect, he studied those eyes that slowly examined his form hidden in the shadows.

      When he remained unmoving, the woman disappeared into the darkness. He allowed her a small lead before he followed, his curiosity growing in leaps and bounds while he burned to know the woman’s identity. But, when he reached the ground level, he found the exit door stuck in place. Swearing under his breath, he wrestled with it until the frame cracked and the door swung open.

      He pushed through and swept the perimeter. To his immense frustration, they had vanished.
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      Alexandra Sainte shook her head upside-down as she blew it dry, wishing her hair resembled golden silk instead of a dirty mop. So much for highlights giving her character. She whipped her head up, felt the blood rush from her brain, and swore. A knock at the front door distracted her.

      “I’ll be out in a minute,” she yelled as it chimed open. “You’re early,” she called out to her brother. Fastening the sad mess of her hair into a ponytail, she finished dressing in tan slacks and a short-sleeved sweater and joined Cole in the kitchen.

      Glancing at his watch and then at her, he shook his head. “You’re never on time.”

      Ignoring him, she moved into the kitchen to grab a yogurt and thrust a cup of coffee at him. Cole, like most of the males of Buchanan blood, couldn’t boil water without specific, step-by-step instructions. The one time she’d tasted his coffee had been enough to scar her for life.

      “So, what exactly do you have to complain about? It’s Friday,” she grumbled around a spoonful of breakfast.

      “I still can’t believe I let you talk me into going to that warehouse Wednesday night. You could have been hurt,” he repeated.

      “Enough, Cole. We’ve talked this to death. I’m a grown woman and I make my own choices.” They’d been discussing this for two days. Frankly, she was sick of trying to defend her right to live her life as she chose.

      Cole scowled at her. “Fine. Can we get a move on? You know how he gets when we’re late.” He gulped down his steaming coffee. The dark circles under his eyes concerned her. She had a feeling his upset had more to do with what he’d learned than what she’d done.

      “What did you get off the keyboard, Cole?”

      “Nothing.”

      She didn’t have her brother’s psychometric abilities, but from what she knew about Omaney, touching anything that slimeball encountered would probably give her nightmares. On the outside, he seemed like the perfect gentleman. But from what they’d been told, Omaney was anything but. She could only imagine what Cole had seen. After several days of pestering, he still wouldn’t tell her.

      Wednesday night had gone like clockwork. They’d been in and out of Omaney’s office in less than half an hour. The anticipated security gave them no problem. The only fly in the ointment, as far as Alex could tell, had been the golden-eyed observer watching them from the shadows.

      Thanks to her handy work with the stairwell door, he hadn’t followed them. Always careful, they hadn’t left any identifiable clues or prints at the scene and had worn masks. Still, that observer bothered Alex on a number of levels. Not wanting to alarm Cole, she hadn’t mentioned him. And if she tried really hard, she could almost forget the odd trembling she’d felt seeing those eyes fixed on her. Could ignore the way her heart had raced and her body had raged in uncontrollable, unexplainable lust the past two nights after dreaming about him.

      Oh yeah, nothing to worry about. Just leftover adrenaline from the job mixed with a pathetic, nonexistent social life. That’s all it is.

      After finishing her breakfast, she poured herself a cup of coffee and then followed her brother out to his car. They arrived at work early for a change, easing her brother’s foul mood.

      “You rushed me for nothing. We’re early. I hate being early,” Alex muttered on the way up the elevator to her uncle’s office.

      Cole shrugged. “Yeah, well, I hate Uncle Max when he nags. And ‘Late again?’ is wearing thin. Besides, it’s not as if you’d use the time to pretty yourself up.” He sneered at her, as irritated with early mornings as Alex. “Try a little makeup, why don’t you? No wonder you’re perpetually dateless.” They both knew she didn’t hurt for male companionship when she wanted it. Alex, like her brother, had been blessed with good genes.

      Giving her brother the argument he wanted, she followed him off the elevator, and they bickered down the long hallway toward their uncle’s suite.

      “Just because I’m choosey about who I date doesn’t mean I can’t get one,” Alex said as they walked through the door to Max’s outer office. “You nail anything in a skirt.”

      Cole snorted. “Please. I’ve never nailed a woman. I wine, I dine. I can’t help it if they love me. I’m pretty, Alex. Just ask Christine.”

      Alex waited for Christine to join in the long-standing joke when she caught the cautious look on the secretary’s face. Christine Harris had been with Max since the start of Buchanan Investigations over twenty years ago. She was calm in a crisis and withstood Max’s odd moods without fault. Without her, Alex feared the firm would crumble.

      That worried gleam in her ice blue eyes meant trouble.

      Christine motioned them toward her. At the same time, Alex noted her uncle’s closed door. Max rarely closed his door from Christine. The few times he had boded trouble.

      “Jurek Westlake is in there with two dangerous-looking men,” Christine whispered.

      Alex stared wide-eyed at Christine before glancing at her brother, not surprised at his apparent shock. Before either of them could voice an opinion about Max’s guests, his door opened.

      “I need you two in here, now.” Max glared and moved back from the doorframe, waiting.

      Alex followed her brother, immediately seeking the enigmatic Jurek Westlake. A legend in the security business, he had a dangerous reputation that, according to Max, he’d earned. Roughly the same age as her uncle, like Max, he wore his years well. Close-cropped gray hair framed a masculine face full of arrogance and appraisal as he studied her and her brother with undisguised interest.

      She shifted her glance to the men flanking him and did a double take. She knew those golden eyes, had seen them two days ago and each night since in her dreams…

      “That’s it, baby. Open for me,” he murmured as he pushed her legs apart and slowly entered her. The heat, the stretching fullness, and the sense of union brought her close to begging for more. So attuned to her lover, she clutched him tight for a kiss and was rewarded when he began taking her in earnest. Thrusting in and out, harder and deeper. He angled himself so that every push grazed her clit, and before she could say his name, she seized in an explosive climax just as he tensed and spilled inside her.

      She blinked to shake free of last night’s dream and prayed her inner shields held her thoughts at bay. To her relief, her uncle, the mind reader, remained focused on Jurek.

      The tall, dark stranger on Jurek’s right was just as intense face to face as he was in her dreams—where he’d taken her again and again in ways that made her want to blush. He’d commanded her, body and soul, demanding everything while he fought through her defenses. In person, she could readily believe him capable of the same. The gleam in his gaze warned her to tread warily, because he looked as if he wanted to throw her over the couch and to hell with everyone else present.

      Her brother took a step closer to her. “Alex?” he asked in a low voice.

      Praying her sweater hid the effect the stranger was having on her body, she folded her arms over her chest and tore her gaze away. The tall blond on Jurek’s left sat on Max’s overstuffed sofa, oblivious to the strain in the room.

      “Please, Jurek, Hunter, sit down.” Max motioned to the couch, then frowned at Hunter, who had yet to look away from her.

      Hunter finally blinked and, like a large cat, padded to the couch and sat gracefully next to the man already seated. Jurek sat on the other side, caging the blond between them.

      Max waited for Alex and Cole to join him in the seats facing the couch. Together, the six of them sat in a large circle, staring at each other. Alex could literally feel the energy thrumming between them. The enemy, as she likened the men of Westlake Enterprises, resonated power.

      Jurek Westlake owned and operated the rival investigative firm. Whereas Buchanan Investigations catered to private, discreet clients, Westlake’s firm often worked high-profile cases and did occasional government work.

      Alex found it telling that Jurek’s people could get away with just about murder, cutting through legal red tape with ease, whereas Buchanan Investigations had to move creatively, dancing around the fringes of legal propriety. Max didn’t have the government connections that Westlake did, nor did he want them, as he’d said on more than one occasion.

      She didn’t know details, but her uncle had at one time worked for Uncle Sam. “I know better than to trust Big Brother,” he was fond of saying.

      “I’m sure we’re all curious to know what exactly you’re doing here before eight o’clock on a Friday morning,” Max said pleasantly, his deep voice soothing while he verbally nudged Westlake for answers. “But please, forgive my manners. My nephew and niece, Cole and Alexandra Sainte.”

      Westlake grinned, charisma fairly oozing out of the snake charmer. No wonder he gets so many clients. Hell, I’d do anything to keep him smiling. And that’s damned weird.

      “Pleased to meet you both,” Jurek said in an equally pleasant voice. “I’m Jurek Westlake. These are two of my finest men. J.D. Morgan.” He pointed to the handsome blond sitting closest to him on the couch. “And Hunter Greye,” he added, nodding at her mystery man with the predatory eyes.

      Hunter certainly fit. He had yet to project an air of calm. Even sitting, he seemed dangerous, as if poised to spring at a moment’s notice. Though he lounged indolently on the luxurious couch, he had an air of stillness about him at odds with his lazy grace.

      “You two look familiar,” he murmured, his gaze shifting from Cole to Alex, and lingering. His voice settled over her with uncomfortable appeal, and she fought the urge to squirm in her chair.

      What the hell is wrong with me? Irritated by her strange reaction, Alex frowned. “Wish I could say the same,” she muttered. By the look on Hunter’s face, he was anything but fooled.

      Max cleared his throat, drawing everyone’s attention. “Let’s quit screwing around. You’re here for a reason, and we’ve all got better things to do than play twenty questions.”

      Jurek chuckled. “You know, Max, it’s funny we haven’t personally crossed paths before now. It’s been what, ten years?”

      “What do you want, Jurek?” Max asked again. He stared at Westlake in silence.

      Alex could feel the power struggle through the tense air.

      “Damn, Max, you’ve still got it,” Westlake rasped.

      She exchanged a glance with her brother. Could Westlake have been testing her uncle in that way? Her skin tingled, and she turned to find Hunter focused on her. His gaze didn’t soften or stray from her face. He stared fixedly at her eyes.

      Alex felt a curious weakening in the pit of her stomach and an almost overwhelming urge to escape the room. Cole rested a protective hand on her shoulder, and his touch jolted her to break eye contact, concentrating on Westlake and her uncle once more.

      Westlake sighed. “Fine, Max. I’ll get right down to it. We believe one or two of your folks may have intruded on a case we’re currently working. Wednesday night, one of our men saw two figures break into a private warehouse.”

      “A burglary? Why not call the police? They’re friends of yours, aren’t they?” Max asked pointedly.

      “Let’s just say this particular warehouse has been under our surveillance for a while. If we inform the police of our suspicions, we risk exposure and the possibility of tipping off our target.”

      “Who’s your target?” Cole interrupted.

      “Yes, who?” Max seconded.

      “That’s confidential information,” Westlake answered. “Suffice it to say that anything obtained in that warehouse was done so illegally, and that in doing so you might be interfering in a government matter. We all know how much Buchanan Investigations dislikes doing business with Uncle Sam.”

      “Not so, Jurek.” Max paused. “We just don’t like the back-stabbing bureaucrats and candy-assed politicians more concerned with making a name for themselves than protecting the innocent.”

      “Amen,” J.D. Morgan muttered.

      Westlake scowled at him, and Alex watched in amusement as J.D. nudged Hunter with an elbow to the ribs and rolled his eyes. Apparently, Westlake’s men had a bit of irreverence in them.

      She studied J.D., noting the differences between him and Hunter. J.D. had model good looks—blond hair, bright blue eyes, and the high cheekbones and sharp features of a Scandinavian ancestor.

      Hunter, on the other hand, looked like a tomcat dragged in off the street. Where his partner looked like he’d just stepped off the cover of GQ, Hunter looked like a suspect off America’s Most Wanted. His dark hair and the hint of shadow along his jaw only added to his menacing air. Though he sat quietly, Alex could almost feel his impatience and frustration for some answers.

      “Right, Alex?” Max said again. “Get your head together, girl,” he whispered in her mind.

      “Right, Max.” She had no idea to what she’d just agreed. She ignored her brother’s pointed stare and tried to follow the conversation.

      “So you see, Jurek, there’s no way my people could have been in that warehouse Wednesday night,” Max repeated. “Tell me whose warehouse it was. What exactly was taken?”

      “I should have known better.” Westlake shook his head, surprising Alex when he gave Max a sincere smile. Even more disturbing, her uncle returned the grin, looking happier than he had in months.

      She knew her uncle and Westlake had a history, but she hadn’t thought them amicable.

      “Damn, but it was a good excuse to see you.” Westlake and his men stood. “I’ll look forward to our future run-ins.”

      “As will I.” Max met him at the door and held out his hand.

      They shook, then Westlake and J.D. filed out. Hunter paused next to Alex’s chair.

      She didn’t want to look, but refused to take the easy way out. She deliberately met his gaze. A mistake. His eyes gleamed like gold, capturing her with his intensity.

      “I’ll be watching for you,” he murmured. He nodded to both Cole and Max. When Westlake called after him, he left without looking back.
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      As soon as Hunter left the office, Max breathed a sigh of relief. “Damn. Those are some powerful people.” He rubbed his temples and yelled for Christine.

      “Max?” She appeared in the doorway as if she’d been waiting for his call.

      “Would you mind grabbing us some coffee and the files on Mitchell?” he asked Christine. She nodded and left. Alex and her brother exchanged a knowing glance.

      “What?” Max grumbled, any softness gone as he stared in vexation at his family. “Now, maybe you’d like to explain what the hell you were doing in Omaney’s warehouse Wednesday night?”

      There would be no getting around this one. Not with Westlake’s men also involved. Alex resigned herself to an unpleasant lecture. “Well, you see, Cole accidentally touched the lipstick from Rebecca’s purse—”

      “Accidentally? You mean you accidentally took a piece of hard evidence from the police station?” Max’s voice rose. “What’s the matter with you two? Didn’t you think there was a good reason I hadn’t handed you anything of Rebecca’s before now, Cole?”

      Cole hung his head. Even at thirty, he couldn’t escape his uncle’s wrath, which amused Alex to no end.

      “And you.” Max glared at Alex. “I know you put him up to this.”

      No matter that Alex remained the younger sister by three years, or that no one forced her brother to do anything he didn’t want to. Somehow, she’d garnered the reputation as the troublemaker in the family. Though, to be fair, taking the lipstick had been her idea.

      “Yes, but—”

      “No buts. Alex, you work in the office, not out in the field. Gathering information, doing research. I won’t have you risking your neck when you’re not ready for this kind of work.”

      “Uncle Max, I can do it.”

      “You haven’t been trained.”

      And I never will be, not with you and Cole constantly mothering me.

      Max continued to rant. “I knew Omaney had some involvement in Rebecca’s disappearance. Hell, don’t you think I do some work around here besides ordering everyone around?”

      Christine entered with their coffees and three folders, giving Cole and Alex a moment’s peace. But Max started in on them the moment she left the office.

      “Now, where were we?” he asked after a large sip of coffee.

      “It’s my fault.” Cole spoke quickly to fend off another attack. Always her protector, her brother strove to intercede. As usual, his protection irritated her.

      “No. It’s my fault.” Alex turned to Max. “I know Mrs. Mitchell came to see you Tuesday. I overheard her mention Rebecca’s disappearance before she left your office. I just thought that if we could get a jump on Rebecca’s past whereabouts, it could only help matters.”

      Grabbing the lipstick from the police station had been easy. A little flirting, a bit of telekinesis, some sleight of hand, and she’d pocketed Rebecca’s lipstick without touching it once. Once in Cole’s hands, they’d learned about Peter Omaney. And after some more digging—and her cousin Luc’s help—they’d found out about his dirty little warehouse.

      “‘Only help matters?’” Max repeated. He swore, but as he stared at her, his ire faded. “This is partially my fault for trying to keep a secret from you two.”

      Cole agreed. “You know keeping secrets around here is damned near impossible.”

      “Yes, well, for a bunch of psychics, we don’t seem to be doing very well. Regardless of the danger, the reason I didn’t want you checking on Peter Omaney is that he’s been under Westlake surveillance for a good while.”

      “Damn.” Alex shared a guilty look with her brother. “Then I guess it’s a good thing we wore masks. They can’t prove we were there.”

      “I’m afraid they will be able to.” Max ran a hand through his hair. “While Rebecca’s mother wants us to look into her disappearance, her father, the head of Mitchell Dynamics—which just happens to hold several large, government contracts—has contracted Westlake Enterprises for help. Boys and girls, we’re not the only psychics working this case anymore.”
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      Over steepled fingers, Jurek Westlake tracked the wild creature pacing in front of his desk and pondered Hunter’s intensity. No longer having to put up a calm front in front of Max and his people, his agent reverted to form as he tried to contain that raging energy.

      Hunter was large of frame and sound of mind. His predatory instincts made him a natural fit for Jurek’s private security firm. A successful operation from its inception, Westlake Enterprises hired only the brightest and the best. Since hiring those men and women fell to him, Jurek naturally felt great confidence in the firm’s ability to succeed.

      But as he watched one of his most dangerous field agents pace in front of him, Jurek started to wonder if he’d have to keep a closer eye on his people. “Hunter, would you sit down? You’re making me dizzy.”

      “You know they were lying through their teeth, don’t you?” Hunter asked in a hard voice. Everything about him was hard, from his muscular frame to his rough hands to his granite-like face.

      Jurek didn’t answer.

      Hunter huffed and threw himself into a chair on the other side of the desk. “So, what did they download from Omaney’s computer?” he asked, just as J.D., their resident computer whiz, entered the office unannounced with the answer.

      He sat next to Hunter, who regarded him with frustration. As usual, J.D. ignored him. “From the information Hunter brought me, I pieced together what little we already had on Omaney with what our thieves copied. After a quick look at that hard drive, I noticed activity in two large folders labeled Hotels and Properties. Considering much of Omaney’s fortune stems from his real estate ventures, those files shouldn’t have run a red flag. However, the security on those particular folders exceeds everything else on his computer, including his finances.”

      “And?” Hunter prodded.

      J.D. eyed him warily and continued. “And, after some scrutiny, some outstanding research, and brilliant deduction, I found a list of hotels he’s recently visited that match with the last seven reported disappearances, of which Rebecca Mitchell happens to be one.”

      Jurek nodded. “Good work, J.D., Hunter. As you’ve no doubt realized, Max’s folks are working this case. Rebecca disappeared Monday night. Harlan reported her missing Tuesday, when we took the case. This is definitely tied to the other missing women. No one witnessed Rebecca’s disappearance.”

      “No one ever sees anything,” J.D. grumbled.

      “So how does Buchanan tie in to this?” Hunter frowned. “We only got wind of Mitchell’s daughter recently. It’s not in the papers. No one outside our agency or the Bureau’s task force has tied Mitchell’s daughter to the other disappearances over the past month.”

      “Harlan trusts us, but his wife decided to use the help of an old school friend—her old flame, Max Buchanan.”

      J.D. whistled. “Great. Now we’re running a concurrent case with a bunch of amateurs. Granted, they have a reputation of getting the job done, but half the things they do border on being just this side of legal. You know that, don’t you? They could make a real mess of this case. What do you want us to do? Take ’em out?”

      Hunter snorted. “‘Take ’em out?’ How would you plan to do that? With a keystroke, maybe?”

      While his agents traded barbs, Jurek firmed his decision. Time to turn this odd glitch into an opportunity. “J.D., I want you to stay on top of Omaney’s files. See what else you can find without letting him know you’ve been there. Be careful. Hunter?”

      “Yes, boss?” Hunter’s laconic reply once again seemed at odds with the energy balled up inside him. One minute he was snarling, the next he was half asleep.

      “What’s wrong with you?”

      Hunter narrowed his eyes, a slight flush high on his cheeks. “Nothing.”

      After an awkward moment of silence, Jurek decided to let the matter drop for the time being. Hunter wouldn’t tell him anything until he was ready to. “Stick to the Buchanans. I want to know who they talk to, what they read, hell, what they eat for breakfast for the next few days. My gut tells me they’ll break into this, being fresh on Rebecca’s case. Not that our older info isn’t any good,” he reassured them.

      Though his agency had been doing their best, they’d been running off cold kidnappings. The latest disappearance prior to Rebecca had occurred a week before they’d gotten this case. In that time, the trail had turned stale fast.

      “I’m on it.” J.D. shot him a mock salute, stood, then left.

      Hunter waited, his amber gaze fierce. “Just how much do you know about Buchanan’s family?”

      “Quite a bit, actually. Years ago, Max and I worked together doing things I can’t tell you about for the government. He’s intelligent, built like a brick, and charming to those he wants to manipulate. And he has the ability to communicate telepathically.”

      Hunter didn’t look surprised. “His family, are they special too?”

      Ah, the crux of the matter. Jurek hadn’t imagined Hunter’s interest in the girl. “Max has a gift, his brother has it, and his deceased sister had it in spades. So, if I had to make a guess, on a psychic scale of one to ten, I’d say Buchanan and his brood rate an eleven.”

      “Psychic criminals, terrific. They’re going to be a huge pain in the ass. I can feel it already, and I’m no psychic.”

      Again, with the denial. Jurek shook his head. “Haul that extrasensory ass out of my office and get to work.” Now, how to convince the Feds to let Max play ball…

      

      Hunter strode purposefully back to the office he rarely used and sat in his chair. Wiping absently at the dust that had settled on the arms, he noticed a folder on his desk. Yet he couldn’t stop envisioning the large gray-green eyes of the woman from the warehouse. Alexandra Sainte. An eleven on the psychic scale, Jurek had said. What the hell could she do?

      And why did the thought of a psychic female thrill instead of scare him?

      Because it’s another affirmation that you’re not a freak. There are more like you out there. Rafe, J.D., Jurek, now Buchanan and his family.

      Hunter had spent most of his life in hiding. But his innate gifts, his extraordinarily sharp senses and amazing speed, had made joining the Marine Corps a solid choice. Unfortunately, his consistently successful performance garnered him attention he didn’t want.

      From the Corps, he’d been handpicked to work in a covert sect of the CIA that protected the country from South American drug cartels and suspected terrorists. At first gratifying, the work had soon turned into more than he could bear. He’d begun losing himself in the primitive instincts of a true predator, killing without remorse, enjoying the hunt until all he could think about was killing again.

      Four years ago, when Jurek Westlake had requested a sit-in on his last military debriefing, he’d been nearly out of his mind. Overstimulated to the point of constant aggression, Hunter had feared he’d never be able to live a normal life again.

      Three months after meeting Jurek, the government released him. Jurek hired him before he’d realized he’d agreed to the job. And for the first time in his life, he didn’t have to hide his abilities. Jurek urged him to use his talent to help, not harm.

      Hunter soon found himself working alongside others with strange, unnatural abilities. Jurek applied his charm to make people do the right thing. J.D. harnessed electricity, a living conduit who had a knack for computers and the information held within them. Rafe foresaw the future. And there were others with lesser degrees of psychic ability.

      But the woman. What could she do? From the first moment Hunter had seen her, he’d known there was something different about her. And the dreams he’d had compounded it. Just thinking about them made him hard.

      He took her with a fierce need to possess. Not just fucking, but loving. Harder and faster, needing to spill inside her, to cement ties and own her. He came hard twice and still needed more. But that last time she surprised him. On her knees, between his legs, she’d moved closer, taking him between those thick, ripe lips, and sucked him deep.

      “Shit.” Hunter drew a deep breath and tried to ignore his horny subconscious. But no matter how much he tried to deny it, he knew she was different.

      Not simply intrigued by the startling color of her eyes, he’d been drawn by something else, something he couldn’t put his finger on. And still can’t. Focus on the goddamn case.

      Hunter had a job to do. He needed to organize the surveillance teams on Buchanan’s people. But as he sat there and thought about those eyes that alternated from jade to emerald green, his mind drifted. Unfocused, his vision grayed and he tasted something foreign, something very much like…chocolate?

      He blinked himself awake, irritated with his inability to stay on task. Worried, but not willing to admit it, he picked up the phone and ordered Williams to come up to his office for a ten o’clock meeting. Turning back to his case files, Hunter went through them line by line, looking for a clue he might have missed.

      At ten-thirty, Williams entered with a harried expression on his face.

      “Where the hell have you been?”

      Williams stammered an apology and glanced away, as everyone did when faced with Hunter’s displeasure. Only Jurek, Rafe, and J.D. maintained direct eye contact. And the Buchanans, his inner voice reminded him. They’re not scared of me.

      The smell of Williams’ fear forced him to rein in his temper. No use alienating fellow agents, not when he needed them at their sharpest. The Buchanans weren’t important. Rebecca was.

      Hunter took a deep, cleansing breath. “Okay, Williams. I have a job for you and your team. We’re people watching for a few days.”
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