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      For Suzanne Simmons,

      with thanks for an extraordinary

      and enduring friendship.

      I’ve said it before and I’ll say it again,

      you are not only a fantastic writer,

      you are one of the sisters I never had.

   
      
      Prologue

      
      Eight months earlier …

      
      Clare Lancaster sat in the café of a large bookstore in Phoenix, Arizona, waiting for the half sister she had never met. A
         chaotic mix of anticipation, anxiety, longing and uncertainty churned her insides to such an extent that she could not drink
         the green tea she had ordered.
      

      
      Even if she had not seen photographs and read articles about Elizabeth Glazebrook and her wealthy, influential family in the
         Arizona newspapers and house-and-garden magazines, she would have recognized her the moment she walked through the door.
      

      
      It certainly wasn’t because there was much in the way of family resemblance, Clare thought. At five feet three and a half,
         she was accustomed to having to look up, not only to most men but to many women as well. She was aware that, like Napoleon,
         she sometimes tended to overcompensate.
      

      
      Friends and those who were fond of her called her feisty. Those who were not friends tended to go for other descriptors: difficult,
         stubborn, assertive and bossy. On occasion the words “bitch” and “ballbuster” had been used, often by men who had discovered
         the hard way that she was not nearly as easy to get into bed as they had assumed.
      

      
      Elizabeth was her polar opposite: tall and willowy with a cloud of honey-brown, shoulder-length hair brightened by the desert
         sun and the discreet touch of a very expensive salon. Her features had a lovely, patrician symmetry that gave her an elegant
         profile.
      

      
      But what one noticed most of all about Elizabeth was her style. Her half sister did not have merely good taste in clothes,
         jewelry and accessories Clare thought, she had exquisite taste. She knew the precise colors to wear to enhance her natural good looks, and she had an unerring eye when it came to
         detail.
      

      
      Until her recent marriage to Brad McAllister, Elizabeth had been one of the most successful interior designers in the Southwest.
         Things had changed dramatically in the past few months. The once thriving business had fallen apart.
      

      
      Elizabeth hesitated briefly in the doorway of the café, searching the small crowd. Clare started to raise a hand to get her
         attention. There was no reason why Elizabeth should recognize her. After all, she had never had her work featured in glossy,
         high-end magazines and she’d certainly never had her wedding photographed for the society pages of a newspaper. She’d never
         had a wedding. But that was another issue.
      

      
      To her amazement, Elizabeth stopped scanning the room the instant she noticed Clare sitting in the corner. She started through
         the maze of tables.
      

      
      My sister, Clare thought. She knows me, just as I would have known her, even if I had never seen a photograph.

      
      When Elizabeth drew closer Clare saw the barely veiled terror shimmering in her hazel eyes.

      
      “Thank God you came,” Elizabeth whispered. The beautifully crafted leather handbag she carried shook a little in her tightly
         clutched fingers.
      

      
      Clare’s anxiety and uncertainty vanished in a heartbeat. She was on her feet, hugging Elizabeth as if they had known each
         other all their lives.
      

      
      “It’s all right,” she said. “It’s going to be okay.”

      
      “No, it’s not,” Elizabeth whispered, tears drowning the words. “He’s going to kill me. No one believes me. They think I’m
         crazy. They all say he’s the perfect husband.”
      

      
      “I believe you,” Clare said.

   
      
      Chapter One

      
      Jake Salter was standing in the shadows at the far end of the long veranda, all his senses—normal and paranormal—open to the
         desert night, when he felt the hair stir on the nape of his neck. It was the first warning he had that something was about
         to put his entire, carefully laid strategy in jeopardy.
      

      
      The hunter in him knew better than to ignore the disturbing sensation.

      
      The ominous indicator of disaster took the shape of a small, nondescript compact car turning into the crowded driveway of
         the big Glazebrook house.
      

      
      Something wicked this way comes. Or something very, very interesting. In his experience, the two often went together.
      

      
      “It looks like we have a late arrival,” Myra Glazebrook said. “I can’t imagine who it is. I’m sure that everyone who was invited
         tonight is already here or sent regrets.”
      

      
      Jake watched the little compact crawl slowly forward. The driver was searching for a parking place amid the array of expensive sedans, heavy SUVs and limos that littered the drive. Like a rabbit approaching a desert watering hole that had already attracted a lot of mountain lions.

      
      Good luck, Jake thought.

      
      There was no space left in the wide, circular court that fronted the big house. The Glazebrooks were entertaining this evening.
         Archer and Myra Glazebrook called their annual July cocktail gala the Desert Rats Party. This evening, everyone who was anyone
         in the affluent community of Stone Canyon, Arizona, who had not fled the merciless summer heat for cooler climes was here.
      

      
      “Must be someone from the caterer’s staff,” Myra said. She watched the compact with growing disapproval.

      
      The little car finished one complete circle of the drive without finding a place to alight. Undaunted, it scurried around
         for a second attempt.
      

      
      Myra’s jaw firmed. “The caterer’s people were told to park at the back of the house. They’re not supposed to take up space
         in front. That’s for the guests.”
      

      
      “Maybe this particular member of the staff didn’t get the word,” Jake said.

      
      The compact was sweeping toward them again, headlights bouncing off the gleaming fenders of the larger vehicles. Jake was
         sure now that the driver was not going to give up.
      

      
      “Sooner or later he’s going to realize that there is no room left in the drive,” Myra said. “He’ll have to go around to the
         back.”
      

      
      Don’t bet on it, Jake thought. There was something very determined about the manner in which the driver was searching for a parking space.
      

      
      The compact abruptly came to a defiant halt directly behind a sleek silver-gray BMW.

      
      Out of all the cars here tonight, you had to pick that one to block, Jake thought. What are the odds?

      
      The part of him that he did not advertise to the world—the not-quite-normal part—was still running hot, which meant he was
         flooded with parasensory input in addition to the information collected by his normal senses. When he was hot, data came to
         him across a spectrum of energy and wavelengths that extended into the paranormal zones. He was aware of the wild, intoxicating scents and the soft sounds of the desert night in a way that he would not have been if he were
         to close down the parasensitive side of himself. And his hunter’s intuition was operating at full capacity.
      

      
      “He certainly can’t park there,” Myra said sharply. She looked down the veranda. “Where is the attendant who was hired to
         handle parking this evening?”
      

      
      “Saw him go around to the back a few minutes ago,” Jake said. “Probably had to take a quick break. I can handle this for you.”

      
      Oh, yeah. I want to handle this.

      
      “No, that’s all right, I’d better deal with it,” Myra said. “There’s always the possibility that it’s someone who was accidentally
         left off the guest list. Once in a while that happens. Excuse me, Jake.”
      

      
      Myra went briskly toward the veranda entrance, fashionable high-heeled sandals clicking on the tiles.

      
      Jake clamped down on his eager senses. Try to act normal here. He could do that fairly well most of the time. He had learned long ago that people, especially those who possessed a measure
         of psychic ability and who understood exactly what he was, got nervous when he didn’t. Others, which included the majority
         of the population—most of whom would never admit to believing in the paranormal—simply became uneasy for reasons they could
         not explain. He wondered which group the new arrival fell into.
      

      
      He leaned against the railing, absently swirling the whiskey that he had not touched all evening. He wasn’t here tonight to
         relax and enjoy the hospitality. He was here to gather information with all his senses. Later he would go hunting.
      

      
      The door of the compact popped open. A figure emerged from behind the wheel. The newcomer was a woman. She was not dressed
         in the uniform that the other members of the catering staff wore. Instead, she had on a severe black-skirted suit. A pair
         of black, heeled pumps and an oversized shoulder bag finished off the outfit.
      

      
      Definitely not from around here, Jake thought. This was Arizona and it was July. No one went beyond “resort casual” at this time of year.
      

      
      He prowled quietly forward along the veranda. When he reached a deep pool of shadow at the side of one of the stone pillars
         that supported the overhanging roof, he stopped. He propped one shoulder against the pillar and waited for events to unfold.
      

      
      The newcomer’s neat black pumps echoed crisply on the paving stones of the drive. She walked boldly toward the main entrance
         where Myra waited. Jake could see that the somber black suit skimmed small, high breasts, a trim waist and hips that, if one
         wanted to get technical, were probably too generously proportioned to suit the scale of the rest of the petite frame. He,
         however, had no problem, technical or otherwise, with her curves. They looked just right to him.
      

      
      This was the kind of woman you looked at twice, even though you knew she wasn’t beautiful. At least she was the kind that
         he looked at twice. Make that three times, he decided. The big, knowing eyes, proud nose and determined chin were striking in
         a compelling, unconventional way. The veranda lights gleamed on lustrous dark hair that was secured in an elegant knot at the back of her head.
      

      
      But it wasn’t her looks that grabbed his full attention across the spectrum of his senses. She had something else going for
         her, something that didn’t depend on physical attractiveness. It was in the way she carried herself, the angle of her shoulders
         and the tilt of her head. Attitude. Lots of it. It would be a mistake to underestimate this woman.
      

      
      Automatically he cataloged and analyzed the data that his senses were collecting, the way he always did when he was hunting.

      
      She wasn’t prey. She was something a lot more intriguing. She was a challenge. You couldn’t charm a woman like this into bed.
         She would make the decision based on whatever criteria she had established. There would be some fencing involved, certain
         negotiations, probably a few showdowns.
      

      
      He felt the blood heat in his veins.

      
      Myra stepped into the woman’s path. He could see that she had dropped the gracious hostess role. It didn’t take any paranormal
         sensitivity to detect the tension and wariness vibrating through her. The first words out of Myra’s mouth told him just how
         much trouble he was looking at.
      

      
      “What are you doing here, Clare?” Myra asked.

      
      Well, damn. Jake mentally sifted through the files he had been given to read before he was sent to Stone Canyon two weeks
         ago. No mistake. Right age, right gender, right amount of hostility from Myra.
      

      
      This was Clare Lancaster, Archer’s other daughter, conceived in the course of a brief, illicit affair. The probability analysts employed by Jones & Jones, the psychic
         investigation firm that had hired him for this job, had estimated that the likelihood of her showing up here while he was working undercover was less than ten percent. Which only went to show that just because you were
         a psychic with a special flair for probability theory didn’t mean diddly-squat when it came to predicting the behavior of
         a woman. Plain, old-fashioned guesswork would have yielded better results.
      

      
      He knew he should be worried. Clare’s presence here was seriously bad news. If the rumors about her were true, she was the
         one person in the vicinity who could blow his cover to pieces.
      

      
      According to the Jones & Jones files, Clare was a level ten on the Jones Scale. There was no level eleven, at least not officially.

      
      The Jones Scale originated in the late 1800s. It was developed by the Arcane Society, an organization devoted to psychic and
         paranormal research. Back in the Victorian era a lot of serious people took the paranormal very seriously. The period was
         the heyday of séances, mediums and demonstrations of psychic abilities.
      

      
      Of course the vast majority of practitioners in those days were charlatans and frauds. But the Arcane Society had already
         been in existence for two hundred years at that point, and its members knew the truth. Paranormal talents did exist in some
         people. The Society’s goal was to identify and study such individuals. Over the years it had acquired a large membership of
         psychically talented people. Those who joined got tested, and they brought their off-spring to be tested.
      

      
      The Jones Scale was designed to measure the strength of a person’s psychic energy. It was continually being updated and expanded
         as modern experts in the Society created new methods and techniques.
      

      
      It wasn’t just the knowledge that Clare was a strong sensitive that raised red flags. According to the files, her talent was
         extremely rare and highly unusual. The strength of a person’s pure psychic energy was fairly easy to measure these days, within limits, at least. Identifying the exact nature of an individual’s talent
         was often far more complicated.
      

      
      In the vast majority of cases psychic abilities fell into the realm of intuition. Those endowed with a measurable amount of
         paranormal talent were often good card players. They got lucky when they gambled, and they were known for their very reliable
         hunches.
      

      
      But there were some major exceptions. Among the members of the Society, such exceptions were usually termed “exotics.” It
         was not a compliment.
      

      
      Clare Lancaster was an exotic. She had a preternatural ability to sense the unique kind of psychic energy generated by someone
         who was attempting to prevaricate or deceive.
      

      
      In other words, Clare was a human lie detector.

      
      “Hello, Myra,” Clare said. “I can see from your expression that you weren’t expecting me. I was afraid of that. All I can
         say is that I’ve had a bad feeling about this right from the start. Sorry for the intrusion.”
      

      
      She didn’t sound sorry, Jake thought. She sounded like a woman who expected to have to defend herself; a woman who had done
         just that frequently in the past and who was fully prepared to do so again. A scrappy little street fighter in conservative
         pumps and a badly wrinkled business suit. He was a little surprised that she didn’t have “Don’t Tread on Me” tattooed across
         her forehead.
      

      
      “Did Elizabeth ask you to come here tonight?” Myra demanded.

      
      “No. I got an e-mail from Archer. He said it was important.”

      
      Now, that was interesting, Jake thought. Archer had said nothing at all about his other daughter, let alone bothered to warn him that she might show
         up unexpectedly.
      

      
      Clare turned her head quite suddenly and looked straight into the pool of shadow where he stood. A small shock electrified
         his senses. Something had alerted her to his presence. He hadn’t intended for that to happen. He knew how to blend into the
         background. He had a predator’s talent for concealment when he chose to use it and he had been using it instinctively for
         the past couple minutes.
      

      
      Aside from the rare handful of other sensitives who possessed exotic psychic abilities similar to his own—other hunters—there
         were very few people who could have detected his presence in the shadows. Clare’s intuitive awareness was especially impressive
         given the amount of highly charged emotional electricity that was vibrating in the air between her and Myra. If nothing else,
         the tension alone should have distracted her.
      

      
      Yes, indeed, here comes trouble. Can’t wait.

      
      “I was not aware that we had gotten a call from the guards at the front gate,” Myra said stiffly.

      
      Clare turned back to her. “Don’t worry, there was no major breach of security. The guard called the house before he waved
         me through the gates. Someone on this end vouched for me.”
      

      
      “I see.” Myra sounded uncharacteristically nonplussed. “I don’t understand why Archer didn’t tell me that he invited you.”

      
      “You’ll have to take that up with him,” Clare said. “Look, it wasn’t my idea to come all this way for a cocktail party. I’m
         here because Archer said that it was very important. That’s all I know.”
      

      
      “I’ll go and find him,” Myra said. She turned and walked quickly across the veranda, disappearing through the open French
         doors.
      

      
      Clare made no move to follow. Instead she switched her attention back to Jake.

      
      “Have we met?” she asked with a chilly politeness that made it very clear she knew they had not.
      

      
      “No,” Jake said. He moved slowly out of the shadows. “But I have a feeling that we’re going to get to know each other very
         well. I’m Jake Salter.”
      

   
      
      Chapter Two

      
      He’s lying, Clare thought. Sort of.

      
      She should have been prepared. She was always prepared for a lie. But this wasn’t a pure, full-on lie. It was a subtle, nuanced
         bit of misdirection wrapped in truth, the kind of lie that a magician might use: Now you see the coin, now you don’t. But there really is a coin. It’s just that I can make it disappear.

      
      He was Jake Salter but he wasn’t.

      
      Whatever he was, he was definitely a powerful talent. The strong but confusing pulses of energy that accompanied the half-truth
         jangled her senses. She had developed her own private coding system for lies. The spectrum ran from the hot ultraviolet energy
         that accompanied the most dangerous lies, to a pale, cool, paranormal shade of silvery white for the benign sort.
      

      
      But Jake Salter’s lie generated energy from across the spectrum. Hot and cold. She knew intuitively that Jake could be extremely
         dangerous but he wasn’t, at least not at the moment.
      

      
      Adrenaline flooded through her, making her edgy and hyper-alert. Her paranormal senses flared wildly, disorienting her on
         both the physical and the psychic planes. Her pulse kicked up suddenly and her breathing got very tight.
      

      
      She was accustomed to the sensation. She had been living with her rare brand of sensitivity since it developed in her early
         teens. Heaven knew she had practiced long and hard to learn how to clamp down on her physical as well as her paranormal reactions.
         But unfortunately her unusual senses were hardwired to the primitive fight-or-flight response. The Arcane House parapsychologist
         who had helped her deal with her unique type of energy had explained to her that psychic talents that triggered such basic
         physical instincts were exceptionally hard to control.
      

      
      When she did her own search through the genealogical records of the Arcane Society, looking for examples of others like herself,
         she had stumbled across two disturbing facts. The first was that, although human lie detectors popped up occasionally among
         the membership, the majority were fives or lower. Powerful level tens were extremely rare.
      

      
      Disturbing Fact Number Two was that of the handful of level-ten lie detectors in the historical records, the majority had
         come to bad ends because they never learned to control their talent. They wound up in asylums or took to drugs to dull the
         effects of the steady barrage of lies that assailed them day after day, year in and year out. Some committed suicide.
      

      
      The truth was, everybody lied. If you were a level-ten human lie detector you either got used to it or you went crazy.

      
      If there was one thing she had taught herself, Clare thought, it was control.

      
      She pulled her senses—all of them—together with an effort of will and adjusted her psychic defenses.
      

      
      “I’m Clare Lancaster,” she said. She was proud of the fact that the words came out evenly and politely, as if she wasn’t on
         the downside of a mini–panic attack.
      

      
      “Nice to meet you, Clare,” Jake said.

      
      Okay, he wasn’t lying now. He really was pleased to meet her. More than pleased, in fact. She did not need her psychic sensitivity
         to detect the masculine anticipation in the words. Old-fashioned feminine intuition worked just fine. Another little thrill
         quivered through her.
      

      
      He walked, no, he prowled, toward her, a half-filled glass in one hand. She got the impression that he was factoring her presence into some private
         calculation. Fair enough. She was doing the same thing in reverse.
      

      
      “Are you a friend of the family, Mr. Salter?” she asked.

      
      “Call me Jake. I’m a business consultant. Archer hired me to consult on a new pension and benefit plan for Glazebrook.”

      
      Another lie wrapped in truth. Wow. This man was scary good. And scary interesting.

      
      He had moved into the light cast by one of the wrought-iron veranda lamps, allowing her a good look at him for the first time.
         She had the feeling that had not been by accident. He wanted her to see him. She understood why. Even his choice of clothing
         was an act of misdirection.
      

      
      She wondered if he actually believed that the black-framed glasses, the hand-tailored button-down shirt and the business-casual
         trousers that he wore were an effective disguise. The conservative cut of his very dark hair didn’t work, either.
      

      
      Nothing could conceal the watchful intelligence in those dark eyes or hide the subtle aura of controlled power that emanated from him. He was all fierce edges and mysterious shadows. She
         would have bet the tiny amount of money left in her bank account that, like any proper iceberg, the really dangerous part
         of Jake Salter was hidden beneath the surface.
      

      
      You didn’t have to be psychic to figure out that this was not a guy you wanted to encounter in a dark alley late at night.
         Not unless he was promising some very kinky sex.
      

      
      The last realization made her catch her breath. Where had that come from? She was definitely not inclined toward kinky sex.
         Actually, she wasn’t really into sex of any kind. Sex meant letting go, becoming vulnerable and taking risks with someone
         you trusted. When you were a human lie detector, you had a lot of trust issues. When she did go to bed with a man, she made
         certain she was in control.
      

      
      One of the great things about Greg Washburn was the fact that he had been quite content to let her take charge of the physical
         side of their relationship, just as he allowed her to control every other aspect of it. In fact, theirs had been a near-perfect
         engagement. She and Greg never argued about anything right up until the day he dumped her.
      

      
      “You’re a little late,” Jake observed.

      
      “My flight out of San Francisco was delayed,” she said.

      
      “Clare.”

      
      Clare jerked her attention away from Jake Salter and smiled at her half sister. “Hi, Liz.”

      
      “I just saw Mom.” Elizabeth swept forward, her attractive face glowing with delight. “She told me you were here. I didn’t
         know you were coming down to Arizona tonight.” She threw her arms around Clare. “For heaven’s sake, why didn’t you tell me?”
      

      
      “Sorry,” Clare said, hugging her. “I assumed you were aware I had been invited.”
      

      
      “Dad probably wanted to surprise me. You know how he is.”

      
      Not really, Clare thought, but she didn’t say it out loud. She had met the man who was her biological father for the first
         time a few months before. The circumstances had not been ideal. The truth was, she knew very little about Archer Glazebrook,
         aside from the fact that he was a legend in Arizona business circles.
      

      
      “It’s so good to see you,” Elizabeth said.

      
      Clare allowed herself to relax a little. With her sister, at least, she was on safe ground.

      
      “You look terrific,” she said, glancing down at Elizabeth’s elegant white sheath. “Love the dress.”

      
      “Thanks.” Elizabeth returned the survey. “You look—”

      
      “Don’t say it. You know I’ll know you’re lying.”

      
      Elizabeth laughed. “You look as if you’ve been traveling for half a day.”

      
      “Now that’s the honest truth,” Clare said.

      
      She smiled. It was so good to see her sister happy and cheerful. Eight months ago Elizabeth had been a woman in the middle
         of a nervous breakdown. The change was little short of miraculous. No doubt about it, widowhood had been good for her.
      

      
      Elizabeth, like her mother, was a registered member of the Arcane Society. Myra was a level two on the Jones Scale, which
         meant that, generally speaking, she had slightly above-average intuition. If she had not descended from a long line of Arcane
         Society members and been tested, she would have gone through life oblivious to the psychic side of her nature, taking her
         flashes of insight for granted, the way so many people did.
      

      
      Elizabeth, however, was a five with a strong sensitivity to color, visual balance, proportion and harmony. Her psychic abilities were one of the reasons she was so successful as an interior
         designer.
      

      
      “There you are, Clare,” Archer Glazebrook roared from the open doorway. “What the hell took you so long?”

      
      “My flight got delayed,” Clare said.

      
      She kept her voice perfectly neutral, the way she always did when she was around the larger-than-life Archer Glazebrook. Since
         their initial meeting she had spent very little time with him. She was not yet sure what to make of him.
      

      
      Archer could have been cast as the aging, hard-bitten gunslinger in an old-fashioned western film. He was sixty-one, with
         craggy, sun-weathered features and shrewd hazel eyes. Appearances were anything but deceiving in Archer’s case. He was born
         and raised on an Arizona ranch located close to the border and had spent most of his life in the Southwest.
      

      
      Archer no longer rode the land. He bought and sold it, instead. And he developed it. He did all of that so successfully that
         he could buy and sell just about anyone in the state.
      

      
      Eventually he would turn over his empire to his son, Matt, to run. But for now he was still in charge. Clare knew that this
         summer Matt, who was in his late twenties, was managing a Glazebrook job site in San Diego.
      

      
      Clare had once asked her mother what she had seen in Archer Glazebrook that made her want to have a one-night stand with him.
         Power is an incredible aphrodisiac, Gwen Lancaster had said simply.
      

      
      There was no doubt that Archer wielded power, not only through his business empire but also on the paranormal plane. In fact,
         one was linked to the other. He descended from a long line of Arcane Society members. His particular psychic ability allowed
         him to map strategies in unique ways. Many sensitives with similar talents wound up in the military or in politics. Archer had applied his psi-senses to the world of high-stakes deal making.
         The results had been spectacular.
      

      
      At the sight of him tonight, flanked by two members of his legitimate family, Clare felt the old, familiar wistfulness well up inside her. She suppressed it with the same ruthless will that she
         used to control the psychic side of her nature. Just as she had since she first discovered that she had a father and that
         he did not know that she existed, she chanted her private mantra. Get over it. You’re not the only person in the world who was raised by a single parent. Worse things could happen to a kid
            and Lord knows they do, all the time.

      
      She’d been lucky. She had a loving mother and a doting great-aunt. That was a heck of a lot more than many people got.

      
      “Well, come on inside and get yourself something to eat,” Archer ordered. He started to turn back toward the doors, intent
         on resuming his duties as host.
      

      
      “I can’t stay long,” Clare said quickly.

      
      Archer stopped and looked at her. So did everyone else, including Jake Salter. Okay, so it had been an odd thing to say, given
         that she had just flown all the way from San Francisco.
      

      
      Elizabeth frowned in dismay. “You’re not planning on going back to San Francisco tonight, for heaven’s sake? You just got
         here.”
      

      
      “No, I’m not going back tonight. I plan to catch a flight home day after tomorrow.”

      
      “Forget it,” Archer growled. “We’ve got business to talk about. You’ll need to stick around longer than that.”

      
      “I have things to do back home,” Clare began, speaking through clenched teeth.

      
      Jake was suddenly beside her, taking her elbow, drawing her toward the French doors.

      
      “You could probably use a little food after that flight and the long drive from the airport,” he said.
      

      
      It was a command, not a suggestion. Her first inclination, as always in such circumstances, was to dig in her heels. That
         intention got even stronger when she realized that everyone, including Archer, was clearly relieved to see Jake taking charge
         of her.
      

      
      Jake must have felt her incipient resistance. He gave her a slightly amused smile and raised his brows, silently asking her
         if she really wanted to cause a scene over a trivial matter like hitting the hors d’oeuvre table.
      

      
      What the heck. She hadn’t eaten anything since the small carton of yogurt she’d had for lunch.

      
      “All right,” she said.

      
      “Where are you spending the night?” Elizabeth asked.

      
      “At one of the chain hotels near the airport,” Clare replied.

      
      Elizabeth was appalled.

      
      “It’s an hour’s drive back to the airport,” she said.

      
      “I know,” Clare said.

      
      “You’ll stay here,” Archer declared decisively. “Plenty of room.”

      
      Myra’s mouth opened and then closed abruptly on the objection. Clare felt sorry for her. Having your husband’s long-lost daughter,
         the product of his one-night stand with another woman, show up on your doorstep thirty-two years later had to be in the top
         ten of every wife’s worst nightmares.
      

      
      “Thanks, but I prefer the hotel. I’ve already checked in and left my suitcase in the room.”

      
      “If only I hadn’t just moved out of my apartment,” Elizabeth said, “you could have stayed with me. But like I told you on
         the phone last week, I’m here with Mom and Dad until the deal closes on my new condo.”
      

      
      “It’s okay,” Clare said. “I don’t mind the hotel. Honest.”
      

      
      Archer’s jaw flexed ominously but Jake had Clare almost to the doors.

      
      “She has plenty of time to decide what she wants to do,” he said, drawing her through the opening. “Let me get some food into
         her first.”
      

      
      Every head in the crowded room turned when Jake escorted her inside. A split second later, everyone looked away. The noise
         of hastily resumed conversations and false laughter rose rapidly, filling the large space.
      

      
      Clare had been prepared for the uncomfortable reaction but it nevertheless hit her like a psychic shock wave. She had to remind
         herself to breathe. She felt Jake’s hand tighten on her arm but he said nothing.
      

      
      He steered her toward a leather padded bar at one end of the long, spacious room, evidently unfazed by the covert glances
         and curious stares.
      

      
      “Let’s start with the drink first,” he said. “If you’ve been in the Valley of the Sun for more than five minutes at this time
         of year, you need water.”
      

      
      “I am a little thirsty,” she admitted.

      
      He brought her to a halt at the bar and looked at the attendant. “Sparkling water and a glass of Chardonnay for Miss Lancaster,
         please.”
      

      
      “Never mind the wine. I won’t be staying long and I’ve got the drive back to the airport.”

      
      Jake shrugged agreeably. “Just the water, in that case.”

      
      The man on the other side of the bar nodded, deftly filled a glass with bubbly water and handed it to Clare.

      
      “Thank you,” she said.

      
      “Now we do a surgical strike on the buffet,” Jake said.
      

      
      He guided her to a rustic, wooden plank table that looked as if it dated from the early 1800s when Mexico controlled a large
         chunk of what was now Arizona. She knew the table was probably a genuine antique. Myra had excellent taste and could afford
         the best.
      

      
      The buffet was decorated with colorful, hand-painted pottery dishes that incorporated a variety of Southwestern motifs. A
         large, tiered ice sculpture with hollowed-out bowls held an assortment of cold hors d’oeuvres. At the other end of the long
         table stood a line of silver chafing dishes. Steam wafted up from the contents of the trays.
      

      
      It dawned on Clare that she was hungry.

      
      “You were right,” she said to Jake. “I do need something to eat.”

      
      “I recommend those miniature blue-corn tortilla things.” He handed her a pepper-red plate. “The filling may be a little too
         hot for someone from San Francisco, though.”
      

      
      “Obviously you don’t know much about San Franciscans.” She piled several of the tiny tacos onto the plate and moved on to
         the cold shrimp and salsa.
      

      
      Elizabeth materialized just as Clare collected a napkin and fork.

      
      “Everything okay?” she asked. She looked intensely relieved when she saw the assortment of food on Clare’s plate. “Oh, good.
         You’re eating.”
      

      
      “As you know, that’s one of the things I do well,” Clare said. “Don’t worry about me, Liz. I’m fine. Go back to your guests.”

      
      “I wish Dad had told us you were coming. We could have made some other arrangements.” Elizabeth glanced around uneasily. “I
         realize this must be very uncomfortable for you.”
      

      
      “I’m fine. Go mingle. Don’t worry, now that I’m here, I’m not going to skip town without spending some time with you.”

      
      Jake looked at Elizabeth. “I’ll take care of her.”
      

      
      Elizabeth clearly drew strength and reassurance from that statement.

      
      “Well, in that case, I’d better go talk to some people,” Elizabeth said. “If I don’t, Mom will be upset. Thanks, Jake.” She
         gave Clare a warm smile. “I’ll catch up with you later.”
      

      
      “You bet,” Clare said.

      
      Elizabeth disappeared back into the crowd.

      
      Jake did a quick study of the room. “I suggest we go outside. It’s a little crowded in here.”

      
      “Fine by me.”

      
      She munched a mini-taco, feeling remarkably better, and let him pilot her out a door on the far side of the room and onto
         another long veranda. This one fronted an elegantly curved pool. The underwater lights made the water glow a strange shade
         of turquoise.
      

      
      They left the veranda, walked across the patio and sat down at a round table that overlooked the pool.

      
      “Nice night,” Clare said around a mouthful of taco.

      
      “Hit a hundred five today. Supposed to be hotter tomorrow.”

      
      “Yeah, well, it is Arizona and it is summer.” She drank some of the sparkling water and lowered the glass. “Any idea what
         Archer wants to talk to me about?”
      

      
      “No. I didn’t even know you’d been invited to this party.”

      
      He was telling the truth, she realized. That made for an interesting change.

      
      “I got the feeling that you were taken by surprise,” she said. And you don’t like being taken by surprise, she thought. “You’re used to being three steps ahead of everyone else, aren’t you?”
      

      
      “Obviously I screwed up this time.”

      
      She smiled cheerfully. “Don’t blame yourself. Everyone else seems to be equally startled to see me. Looks like Archer played
         his cards close to his chest on this one.” She paused, thinking about that. “Which, I admit, makes me a little curious.”
      

      
      “Is that why you came down here? Curiosity?”

      
      “Nope. I’m here because Mom insisted.” She raised her brows. “You do know a little of my family history, I assume?”

      
      “Some,” he said. “I’m aware that you’re all registered members of the Arcane Society.”

      
      “You, too?”

      
      “Yes.”

      
      She nodded. That explained some of the aura of power that radiated from him. It also explained why Archer had hired him as
         a consultant. Society members often preferred to work with other sensitives. They tended to choose their closest friends and
         their spouses from the Arcane community, as well.
      

      
      “Actually, I was referring to the somewhat complicated aspects of my parentage, not our Society affiliation,” she said to
         Jake.
      

      
      “I know something about that, too.”

      
      “The thing is, I never met Archer or Myra or Elizabeth or Matt until this past year. We’re all still feeling our way. Elizabeth
         and I get along great and Matt is friendly. But my presence upsets Myra for obvious reasons so I try not to inflict myself
         on her very often.”
      

      
      “What about your relationship with Archer?”

      
      “Still under construction.”

      
      “Why did your mother want you to come down here tonight?” Jake asked.

      
      “It’s kind of complicated. The background is that Mom and Aunt May asked me to wait until I was in college before deciding
         whether or not to introduce myself to Archer. I respected their wishes. By the time I actually did go off to college, I had
         decided I didn’t want to establish contact after all.”
      

      
      “Why not?”

      
      She hesitated, uncertain how to put it into words. “Every time I saw a photograph of the Glazebrooks in a magazine or a newspaper
         they looked like the perfect family. I knew that would change if I showed up at the front door. I guess part of me didn’t
         want to destroy what they had.”
      

      
      “No such thing as a perfect family,” Jake said.

      
      “Maybe not. But the Glazebrooks sure looked like they had come mighty close. Earlier this year I finally did contact Elizabeth,
         though. Now that the damage has been done, Mom and Aunt May have decided that Archer and I should bond.”
      

      
      “Family,” Jake said. “Gotta love ’em.”

      
      She smiled and drank some more water.

      
      “The situation with your relatives isn’t the only complication you’ve got in your life, is it?” Jake lounged back in the chair
         and stretched out his legs. “You’re a level-ten parasensitive with a rather unique talent.”
      

      
      She stilled. “You know?”

      
      “That you’re a human lie detector? Yeah. I did some background research on the family before I took this job. I may not have
         all the facts but I think I know the basics. Must be tough at times. People lie a lot, don’t they?”
      

      
      “Yes,” she said. “All the time, in fact.”

      
      She wondered if he had been testing her earlier when he gave her his name or if he thought he could beat her sensitivity.
         Maybe he just didn’t give a damn if she knew that he was lying. The more she thought about it, the more she was convinced that was probably the right answer.
      

      
      “What’s your sensitivity?” she asked.

      
      Jake didn’t answer. He turned his head to look back toward the house.

      
      “Damn,” he said softly.

      
      She followed his gaze and saw a stick-thin woman silhouetted against the lights of the house.

      
      The woman hesitated. Clare realized she was searching for someone. With luck she would not think to check the heavily shadowed
         sitting area on the far side of the pool.
      

      
      But at that moment the woman started purposefully forward. It was obvious that she was making for the table. So much for luck,
         Clare thought. Hers was not in good form tonight.
      

      
      “Valerie Shipley,” Jake said.

      
      “I know. Just what I need to make my evening complete.” Resigned, Clare put down the uneaten portion of a small taco.

      
      “You know her?” Jake asked

      
      “I met her once. That was the night her son, Brad McAllister, was murdered.”

      
      “McAllister was your sister’s husband, wasn’t he?”

      
      “Yes.” She watched uneasily as Valerie came toward them with an unsteady gait. This was going to get ugly.

      
      “Just so you know,” Jake said quietly, “Valerie drinks. A lot. I’m told the problem started after her son’s death.”

      
      “Elizabeth said something about it.”

      
      Valerie stopped near the edge of the pool. She had a glass in one hand. Clare could see that she was tottering on her high
         heels.
      

      
      Valerie was in her late fifties with dyed blond hair cut in a sleek bob. Six months ago she had looked fit and healthy. Tonight she appeared almost emaciated in her tight cocktail dress. The
         bones of her face were knife edges; the hollows of her cheeks were very deep.
      

      
      “I can’t believe you had the gall to walk into this house tonight, you murderous bitch,”Valerie said. The words were slurred
         but the rage embedded in them was unmistakable.
      

      
      Clare got to her feet. Beside her, Jake did the same.

      
      “Hello, Mrs. Shipley,” Clare said.

      
      “Who’s that with you?”Valerie peered into the shadows beneath the ramada. “Is that you, Jake?”

      
      “Yes,” Jake said. “I think it would be a good idea for you to go back inside, Mrs. Shipley.”

      
      “Shut up. You work for Archer. You don’t tell me what to do.” Valerie turned back to Clare. “You don’t give a damn about the
         pain you’ve caused me, do you? You think you can waltz back here to Stone Canyon as if nothing happened.”
      

      
      Clare started slowly toward her.

      
      “No,” Jake said in a low voice.

      
      Clare ignored him and came to a halt at the edge of the pool, facing Valerie.

      
      “I’m sorry for your loss, Mrs. Shipley,” Clare said.

      
      “You’re sorry?” Valerie’s voice rose, anguish and fury inextricably mingled. “How dare you say that after what you did. You murdered my son and everyone inside that house knows it.”
      

      
      Without warning, she dashed the contents of her glass across Clare’s face.

      
      Clare gasped and closed her eyes. Instinctively she took a step back.

      
      Valerie gave an inarticulate cry of rage. Clare opened her eyes in time to see the other woman coming straight at her, arms
         out-stretched. In the eerie glow of the underwater lights, Valerie’s face was a demonic mask.
      

      
      Jake was closing in with astonishing speed. He caught Valerie’s arm before she could strike but Clare had already taken another
         step back to evade the blow. The heel of her black pump found nothing but air to support her.
      

      
      She toppled sideways into the pool with an ignominious splash.

      
      At least the water was warm, she thought as she went under. On the rare occasions when she was in Glazebrook Territory, she
         was grateful for whatever luck came her way.
      

   
      
      Chapter Three

      
      Jake looked at Valerie Shipley’s twisted features.
      

      
      “That’s enough,” he ordered. “Go back inside. I’ll take care of this.”

      
      She jerked her attention away from the sight of Clare surfacing in the pool.

      
      “Stay out of this, Salter,” she hissed. “It has nothing to do with you. That whore tried to seduce my son. When that failed,
         she murdered him.”
      

      
      “Valerie?” Owen Shipley hurried toward his wife. “What’s going on?”

      
      Valerie started to cry. “The bitch came back here. I can’t believe it. She actually came back. After what she did, it’s not
         right.”
      

      
      She covered her face with both hands, whirled unsteadily and rushed toward the veranda.

      
      Owen came to a halt. He was an athletic man in his early sixties with strong features and a ring of neatly trimmed gray hair.
         Under most circumstances he appeared relaxed and confident. But at the moment he looked awkward and helpless.
      

      
      Jake felt some sympathy for him. Years ago Shipley had helped Archer found Glazebrook, Inc. The two men had been partners
         for nearly three decades until Archer bought out Owen’s share of the business. The pair were still close friends and golfing
         buddies.
      

      
      A year ago Owen met and married Valerie. It was a second marriage for both of them. Archer had told Jake that Owen and Valerie
         had met through the auspices of arcanematch.com. Jake had a hunch that the matchmaking computers at Arcane House, designed
         to help single members of the Society find life partners from among the community of sensitives, had failed to allow for the
         possibility that Valerie would morph into a full-blown alcoholic. It wasn’t the first time arcanematch had made a mistake.
      

      
      “I’m sorry,” Owen said heavily. He looked at Clare. “Are you all right?”

      
      Clare stood shoulder-deep in the water. “Don’t worry about it, Mr. Shipley.”

      
      “Are you certain?” Owen asked.

      
      “Yes,” she said, her voice gentling. “It was an accident. I lost my balance and fell into the pool.”

      
      Owen’s features tightened. “Valerie hasn’t been herself since Brad was murdered.”

      
      “I know,” Clare said.

      
      “I’ve been trying to get her to go into rehab. But she refuses.”

      
      “I understand,” Clare said.

      
      Owen nodded humbly. “Thank you.” He looked back toward the house. Valerie had disappeared into the shadows of the veranda.
         “I’d better take her home.”
      

      
      He walked back toward the house, shoulders slumped.

      
      Jake waited until he was gone. Then he went to stand at the edge of the pool.
      

      
      Clare flung her wet hair out of her eyes and looked at him, hands moving rhythmically under the surface.

      
      “Don’t say it,” she warned.

      
      “Can’t help myself.” He crouched down on the coping. “I did warn you not to confront her.”

      
      She made a face. “I thought consultants were supposed to do something helpful and productive in a moment of crisis.”

      
      “Right. Almost forgot.”

      
      He rose, walked to the nearby cabana and opened the door. Inside he found a stack of oversized towels on a shelf. He picked
         up one and carried it back to the pool.
      

      
      “How’s this for helpful?” he asked, unfolding the towel.

      
      “Much better.”

      
      She took a deep breath and dove back under the water to retrieve her shoes. When she surfaced again she trudged toward the
         wide steps where he waited.
      

      
      “There’s a robe inside the cabana,” he said, draping the towel around her shoulders.

      
      “Thanks.”

      
      Clutching the towel, she made her way toward the small cabana. The black suit clung to her body, outlining her lush, rounded
         hips.
      

      
      She stripped off her jacket just before she reached the door. The thin, pale silk shell she wore underneath had been rendered
         transparent by the water. Jake could see the straps of a dainty bra.
      

      
      She disappeared inside the cabana. He considered his options. There was no question now but that Clare Lancaster was a spanner
         that had just been thrown into the works of his carefully crafted scheme. He had to decide how to deal with her, but first he needed more information.
      

      
      The cabana door opened. Clare walked out muffled from head to toe in a thick white terrycloth robe. Her hair was wrapped in
         a towel. She carried her sopping-wet clothes in one hand and her soaked shoes in the other.
      

      
      “I think the party’s over for me,” she said. She paused at the table to pick up her shoulder bag.

      
      “Looks that way,” he agreed. “I’ll take you home.”

      
      “Hotel,” she corrected automatically. “I don’t live around here, remember?”

      
      A small shock of awareness slammed through him. Talk about a slip of the tongue. He had spoken without thinking, meaning his home, or rather the house he rented. What the hell was that about? Probably something to do with seeing her in a robe and
         knowing that she was naked underneath the pristine white terrycloth.
      

      
      “I’ll take you back to your hotel,” he said.

      
      “Thanks, anyway, but I’ve got a car.”

      
      “It’s not a problem. It will give me an excuse to leave early. Cocktail party chatter bores me.”

      
      “Why come, in that case?”

      
      He shrugged. “Archer invited me. He’s the client.”

      
      She gave him an odd look. She knew he was lying to her, he thought. But he sensed that she wasn’t going to call him on it.

      
      She was trying to figure him out, he realized. Fair enough. He was doing the same thing to her. He smiled slightly.

      
      “What is so amusing?” she demanded crossly.

      
      “We’re like a couple of fencers,” he said. “Testing each other’s defenses. Looking for openings. Makes for an interesting
         game, don’t you think?”
      

      
      She went very still. “I didn’t come here to play games.”
      

      
      “I know. But sometimes the game finds you.”

      
      “I don’t know what you think you’re doing, Jake Salter, but whatever it is—”

      
      He took her arm. “Let’s get you back to your hotel.”

      
      “I told you, I’m fine. I can drive myself.”

      
      “Be reasonable.” He steered her toward the veranda. “You’re soaked to the skin. You’ve had a long day. You’ve been through
         some family drama and a major scene with a woman who seems to hate your guts. On top of everything else, you probably don’t
         know your way around Phoenix very well. Let me take you back to your hotel.”
      

      
      “No, thank you.” Polite but determined.

      
      “You’re as stubborn as Archer.”

      
      They reached the veranda. Clare halted abruptly and looked at the open doors.

      
      “I’m not going to go back inside,” she said, glancing down at her robe. “Not like this.”

      
      “No,” he agreed. He tightened his grip on her arm and drew her along the veranda. “We’ll go this way.”

      
      He walked her around the side of the house. When they reached the crowded driveway Jake saw the parking attendant. The young
         man was hovering over Clare’s rented compact.
      

      
      “Looks like my car is blocking another vehicle,” Clare said.

      
      “That would be mine.”

      
      She gave a small start and then smiled ruefully. “What are the odds, huh?”

      
      “I figure maybe it was psychic karma.”

      
      “You believe in psychic karma?”

      
      “Didn’t until tonight,” he admitted. He didn’t like the way the attendant was studying Clare’s car. “I think we may have a problem.”
      

      
      “What?” She looked up, keys in hand.

      
      They were close to the compact now. Jake could see the spider-web of cracks in the windshield. Clare noticed them a couple
         seconds later.
      

      
      “Oh, damn,” she whispered. “The rental agency is not going to be happy about this.”
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