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			Praise for the “passionate, all-consuming” (PopSugar) Inside Out series

			“If you haven’t started this series yet, run to grab the first book and dive in! This easy-reading series is compelling—sucking the reader into a dark and seductively dangerous world of art, BDSM, and murder.”

			—Fresh Fiction

			I BELONG TO YOU

			Book Five

			“Compelling and riveting with enough heat generated on the page to start a fire! . . . Vivid writing.”

			—RT Book Reviews

			“A book of revelations. . . . Lots of dark, suspenseful twists.”

			—USA Today (A Must-Read Romance)

			“Lisa Renee writes great characters, angsty and real, that draw me in to their worlds, and storylines that hook me every single time.”

			—Smut Book Junkie Book Reviews

			“Another great story with plenty of hot heat. . . . Well worth the wait.”

			—Smut and Bon Bons

			NO IN BETWEEN

			Book Four

			“Darkly intense and deeply erotic. . . . All the characters are surprisingly real; each demonstrates the potential darkness in us all.”

			—RT Book Reviews

			“Sucked me in, twirled me in circles with the intricate plot, and dumped me out at the end clamoring for the next in the series. Write faster, Ms. Jones!”

			—Fresh Fiction

			“At the core of the story is intense passion, with plenty of scorching love scenes.”

			—Romancing the Book

			“Intimately erotic. . . . Jones did not hold back on the steam factor in this book. . . . It was hot and infused with a lot of emotion.”

			—Under the Covers Book Blog

			“If you haven’t read Lisa Renee Jones’s Inside Out series then you are seriously missing out on something fierce! It’s a great blend of sexy, suspense, and kink.”

			—Talk Supe

			“Just when I thought this series couldn’t take any more turns . . . Boom . . . I was as enthralled with this book as I was with the very first one. . . . I am eagerly awaiting the rest of the series.”

			—Up All Night Book Addict

			REVEALING US

			Book Three

			“The best book yet. . . . A sexy, suspenseful romance.”

			—Fresh Fiction

			“I read this book in one sitting. I pretty much devoured it.”

			—Scandalicious Book Reviews

			“This is one series that will completely captivate you—heart, mind, and soul.”

			—Romancing the Book

			“Powerfully written. . . . A tumultuous journey.”

			—Guilty Pleasures Book Reviews

			“These stories just keep getting better and better. . . . Every single one of them leaves you wanting more!”

			—Ramblings From This Chick

			BEING ME

			Book Two

			“A crazy, emotional roller-coaster ride. . . . I was glued to the pages.”

			—Fiction Vixen

			“Brilliantly beautiful in its complexity. . . . This book had my heart racing.”

			—Scandalicious Book Reviews

			“Breathtaking in its suspense and intrigue.”

			—HeroesandHeartbreakers.com

			IF I WERE YOU

			Book One

			“This book’s plot will keep readers guessing.”

			—RT Book Reviews

			“Leaves you begging for more!”

			—Tough Critic Book Reviews

			“This book is incredible. I loved it. If I Were You made my pulse pound, my insides clench, and left me breathless. Lisa Renee Jones writes a dark and edgy erotica that hit all my buttons just right.”

			—Romantic Book Affairs

			“Absolutely enthralling. . . . Jones has me eating in the palm of her hand.”

			—Under the Covers Book Blog
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			Amy

			MY NAME IS ALL THAT’S WRITTEN on the plain white envelope taped to the mirror. It wasn’t there when I entered the ladies’ room at Manhattan’s Metropolitan Museum of Art.

			The laughter and pleasure of tonight’s charity event evaporate as fear and dread slam into me, adrenaline shooting through my body. No. No. No. This can’t be happening—but it is.

			Suddenly the room begins to fade, and everything goes gray. It’s been years since I had a flashback, and I try to fight it, but I’m already right there in it. The scent of smoke burns my nose. The sound of blistering screams shreds my nerves. And all the pain and heartache, the loss of all I once had and will never have again, threatens to overwhelm me.

			Fighting the meltdown, I swallow hard and shove away the gut-wrenching memories. I can’t let this happen. Not here, in a public place. Not when I’m certain that danger is knocking on my door.

			On wobbly knees, clumsy in the four-inch black strappy heels that made me feel sexy only minutes ago, I step forward and press my palms to the counter. I can’t seem to make myself reach for the envelope, and my gaze goes to my image in the mirror—to the long, white-blond hair I’ve worn down tonight in honor of the heritage of my Swedish mother that I’m tired of denying. Gone, too, are the dark-rimmed glasses I’ve often used to hide the pale blue eyes my parents shared, making it too easy for me to see the empty shell of a person I’ve become. If this is what I am at twenty-four years old, what will I be like at thirty-four?

			Voices sound outside the door, and I yank the envelope from the mirror and rush into a stall. Two women enter the bathroom, and I tune out their gossip about some man they’ve been admiring at the party. Leaning against the wall, I open the sealed envelope to remove a plain white notecard, and a small key drops to the floor. Cursing my shaking hands, I bend down and scoop it up. For a moment, I can’t seem to stand up. I force myself to my feet and blink away the burning sensation in my eyes to read the few short sentences typed on the card.

			I’ve found you, and so can they. Go directly to JFK airport. Do not go home. Do not linger. Locker 111 will have everything you need.

			My heart thunders in my chest as I take in the signature: a triangle with some writing inside. The same symbol that was tattood on the arm of the stranger who saved my life and helped me start a new one—and who’d made sure I understood that seeing that symbol means that I’m in danger and I have to run.

			I squeeze my eyes shut, fighting a wave of emotion. Once again, my life is about to be turned upside down. Once again, I will lose everything—and while it’s so much less than before, it’s all I have. I crumple the note in my hand, desperate to make this all go away. After six years of hiding, I’d dared to believe I was safe—but that was a mistake. Deep down I’ve known that, ever since I left my job two months ago as a research assistant at the central library to work at the museum. Being here is treading water too close to the bridge.

			Straightening, I listen as the women leave and the room goes silent. Anger erupts inside me at the idea that my life is about to be stolen from me again. Inhaling, I tear the note into tiny pieces, flush them down the toilet, and shove the envelope into the trash. I want to throw away the key, too, but some part of me won’t let that happen.

			Unzipping my small black purse, I drop the key inside. I’m going to finish my party. And maybe I’m going to finish my life right here in New York City. The note didn’t say I’d been found; it only warned me that I could be found. I don’t want to run again. I need time to think, to process, and that is going to have to wait until after the party.

			Decision made, I exit the stall, cutting my eyes away from the mirror. I don’t want to see myself right now, when I have no idea who “I” am or will be tomorrow. In the numb zone I’ve used as a survival tool before, almost as many times as I’ve tried to find the meaning of that symbol on the note, I follow the soft hum of orchestral music, entering a room with a high, oval ceiling decorated with magnificent murals. I tell myself to get lost in the crush of patrons in business attire and waiters offering champagne and finger foods, but I don’t. I simply stand there, mourning the new life I’ve just begun, and that I know is now gone. My “zone” has failed me.

			“Amy, where have you been?”

			Chloe Monroe, the only person I’ve let myself consider a friend in years, steps in front of me, a frown on her heart shaped face. From the dark brown curls bouncing around her shoulders to her outgoing personality and fun, flirty attitude, she is my polar opposite, and I love that about her. Now I will lose her. Now I will lose me, again.

			“Well,” she prods when I don’t reply quickly enough, shoving her hands onto her hips, “where have you been?”

			“The ladies’ room. There was a line.” I hate how easily the lie comes to me, how it defines me. A lie is all I am.

			Chloe’s brow furrows. “Hmmm. There wasn’t one when I was there. I guess I got lucky.” She waves off the thought. “Sabrina’s freaking out over some donation paperwork she can’t find and says she needs you. I thought you were doing research—when did you start handling donor paperwork?”

			“Last week, when she got overwhelmed,” I say, and perk up at the idea that my new boss needs me. I need to be needed, even if it’s just for tonight. “Where is she?”

			“By the front desk.” She laces her arm through mine and pulls me forward. “And I’m tagging along with you. I have a sixty-year-old admirer who’s bordering on stalker. I need to escape before he hunts me down.”

			Her light words go deep. I’m the one being hunted. I’d thought I was safe—but I’m not, and neither is anyone around me. I’ve lived that firsthand. I felt that heartache and loss and while being alone sucks, losing someone you care about is far worse.

			I stop dead in my tracks and pull Chloe around to face me. “Tell Sabrina I’m getting the forms and will be right there.”

			“Oh. Okay. Sure.” Chloe lets go of my arm, and for a moment I fight the urge to hug her. That would make her seem important to me, and someone could be watching. I turn away and rush for a doorway, feeling sick to my stomach that I’ll never see her again.

			I finally exit at the side of the building into the muggy August evening and head for a line of cabs, consciously not rushing or looking around me. I’ve learned ways to avoid attention. Going to work for a place with a direct link to the world I’d left behind wasn’t one of them, and now I’m paying for that luxury.

			“JFK airport,” I say as I slide into the back of a cab and rub the back of my neck at a familiar prickling sensation. A feeling I’d felt often my first year on my own, when I’d been certain danger waited for me around every corner. Hunted. I’m being hunted. All the denial I own won’t change my ­reality.
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			THE RIDE TO the airport is thirty minutes, and it takes me another fifteen to figure out what the location of locker 111 is once I’m inside the terminal. I pull it open and see a carry-on roller suitcase and a smaller brown leather tote bag with a large yellow envelope sticking up from inside it. Having no desire to be watched while I explore what’s been left for me, I gather up the bags and head for a ladies’ room.

			Once again in a stall, I pull down the baby-changing table and check the contents of the envelope on top. There is a file folder, a bank card, a cell phone, a passport, a notecard, and another small, sealed envelope. I reach for the note first.

			There is cash in the bank account, and the PIN is 1850. I’ll add more as you need it until you get fully settled. You’ll find a new Social Security card, driver’s license, and passport as well. You have a complete history to memorize, and a résumé and job history that will check out if looked into. Throw out your cell phone. The new one is registered under your new name and address. There’s a plane ticket and the keys to an apartment. Toss all identification and don’t use your bank account or credit cards. Be smart. Don’t link yourself to your past. Stay away from museums this time.

			A new name. That’s what stands out to me. I’m getting another new name. No. No. No. My heart races at the idea. I don’t want another new name. Once again, I’m losing part of myself. After living a lie for years, I’m losing the only part of my fake identity I’d really accepted as me.

			I grab the passport and flip it open, and my hand trembles at the sight of the current photo. How did this stranger I met only one time get a picture this recent? I’d once considered him my guardian angel, but I’m freaked out by this. Has he been watching me all this time? I shiver at the idea.

			My only comfort is that my first name won’t change. I’m now Amy Bensen, rather than Amy Reynolds. I’m still Amy. It’s the one piece of good news in all of this and I cling to it, using it to stave off the meltdown I feel coming. I just have to hold it together until I get on the plane. Then I can sink into my seat and think myself into my numb zone, which I can’t seem to find right now.

			Flipping open the folder, I find an airline ticket. I’m going to Denver, and I leave in an hour. I’ve never been anywhere but Texas and New York. All I know about Denver is it’s big, it’s cold, and it’s the next place I will pretend is home, when in reality I have no home. The thought makes my chest pinch, but the fear of what might await me if I don’t run pushes me past it.

			I turn off my cell phone so it won’t ping and stuff it, with everything but my new ID and plane ticket, back into the envelope. I have my own money in the bank, and I’m not about to get rid of my identification and access to that resource. Besides, the idea of using a bank card that allows me to be tracked bothers me. I’ll be visiting the bank tomorrow and removing any cash I can get my hands on. When I’d been eighteen, naive and alone, I’d blindly trusted the stranger who’d rescued me. I might have to trust him now, too, but it won’t be blindly.

			Making my way to check-in, I fumble through using the kiosk and then make a beeline to security. A few minutes later I’m on the other side of the metal detectors, and I stop at a store to buy random things I might need. All is going well until I arrive at my gate and hear my new name paged from the desk.

			“I’m so sorry, Ms. Bensen,” the fortysomething gate agent begins. “We had an administrative error, and seats were double-booked. We—”

			“I have to be on this flight,” I say in a whispered hiss, my heart in my throat. “I have to be on this flight.”

			“I can get you a voucher and the first flight tomorrow.”

			“No.Tonight. Give someone else a bigger voucher to get me a seat.”

			“I—”

			“Talk to a supervisor,” I insist. Avoiding attention means I’m usually not a pushy person, but I have no death wish. I am alive, and plan to stay that way.

			She purses her lips, but finally she turns away and makes a path toward a man in uniform. Their heads dip low and he glances at me before the woman returns. “We have you on standby, and we’ll try to get you on.”

			“How likely is it you’ll get me on?”

			“We’re going to try.”

			“Try how hard?”

			Her lips purse again. “Very.”

			I let out a sigh of relief. “Thank you. And I’m sorry. I have a . . . crisis of sorts. I really have to get to my destination.” There is a thread of desperation to my voice that I can’t contain.

			Her expression softens. “I understand, and I am sorry this happened,” she assures me. “We are trying to make this right. And so you don’t panic, please know that we have to get everyone boarded before we make any passenger changes. You’ll likely be the last on the plane.”

			“Thanks,” I say, feeling awkward. “I’ll just go wait.” Flustered, I turn away from the counter and head to the window, where I set my bags on the floor beside me. Leaning back against the steel handrail on the glass, I position myself to see everyone around me to be sure I’m prepared for any problem before it’s upon me. And that’s when the room falls away, when my gaze collides with his.

			He’s sitting in a seat facing me, one row between us, his features handsomely carved, his dark hair a thick, rumpled finger temptation. He’s dressed in faded jeans and a dark blue T-shirt, but he could just as easily be wearing a finely fitted suit and tie. He’s older than me, maybe thirty, but there’s a worldliness, a sense of control and confidence, about him that reaches beyond years. He is money, power, and sex, and while I cannot make out the color of his eyes, I don’t need to. All that matters is that he is one hundred percent focused on me, and me on him. A moment ago I was alone in a crowd, and suddenly, I’m with him. As if the space between us is nothing. I tell myself to look away, that everyone is a potential threat, but I just . . . can’t.

			His eyes narrow the tiniest bit, and then his lips curve ever so slightly and I’m certain I see satisfaction slide over his face. He knows I can’t look away. I’ve become his newest conquest, of which I am certain he has many, and embarrassingly, I’ve done so without one single moan of pleasure in the process.

			“Inviting our first-class guests to board now,” the gate agent says over the intercom.

			I blink as he pushes himself to his feet and slides the strap of his duffel bag onto his shoulder. His eyes hold mine, a hint of something in them I can’t quite make out. Challenge? But what kind of challenge? He turns away, and just like that, I’m alone again.

		

	
		
			TWO
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			EVERYONE HAS BOARDED THE PLANE BUT me. I’m alone in the gate area aside from a few airline personnel, and I feel vulnerable and exposed with no crowd to hide me. I’m already thinking through my options for the evening if I don’t make this flight, when my new name is called.

			“Your lucky day, Ms. Bensen,” the agent says as I approach the counter. “You’ve been bumped up to first class.”

			I blink in surprise, and not just at the oddity of being called Ms. Bensen. “Are you sure? First class?”

			“That’s right.”

			“How much extra?” I ask, unsure of how much money I have on the card I’ve been given, and unable to use my personal savings for fear of being tracked. I’m not even sure the little bit my extra holiday jobs allowed me would cover it.

			“No cost to you,” she assures me, smiling and motioning to my ticket. “I’ll just print out your new boarding pass.”

			“Thank you,” I say quickly.

			As I rush down the Jetway to the plane, and despite my relief at scoring a seat, the reality of leaving New York punches me in the gut. Everything I’ve come to know as my world is here, and I haven’t felt this helpless since . . . a long time ago.

			I can’t think about what happened then. I don’t think about it. That’s when the nightmares start, and so does the fear. This isn’t the time to let the terror control me. I have no idea what I’ll face in the next few days.

			“Welcome aboard,” a flight attendant says cheerfully as I reach the plane, and somehow I muster a half-smile before making my way to Row 7, where there are only two seats.

			My aisle seat is empty—even though they told me the flight was overbooked—and the one by the window is empty, too. The hope that I might be alone is dashed when I note a bag stored beneath the seat. I sigh. I just want to slip into my seat and shut my eyes before whoever it is returns, but that’s not an option. I have luggage to store and a file to study.

			With a shrug, I let the oversized tote bag fall into my seat. When I try to stow my carry-on suitcase, I discover the bin above me is full. Apparently nothing is going to be easy tonight. Pushing myself to tiptoe, I try to adjust some bags to make room for mine, and it’s as much a struggle as breathing is right now.

			“Let me help you.”

			The deep, slightly husky male voice has me turning to my left, and I’m captured in a familiar stare. My heart sputters. It can’t be. But it is. I made a fool of myself by gaping at a gorgeous man, and now I’m going to pay in buckets of embarrassment. The man from the gate area towers over my five feet three inches by close to a foot, and standing so close that I no longer have to guess the color of his eyes. They are blue,  a piercing aqua blue that’s almost green, and they are once again focused one hundred percent on me.

			“I . . . ah . . . Thank you.”

			“My pleasure,” he says with a quirk to his mouth that, along with the dark stubble shadowing his strong jaw and his barely-there goatee, makes me think pirate. The kind that steals a girl’s senses and ravishes her body, leaving her incapable of anything but a whimper as she watches him walk out the door.

			Mr. Tall, Dark, and Potentially Dangerous reaches over me into the compartment, his T-shirt stretching over a perfectly sculpted broad chest. I don’t move—me, a person who believes wholeheartedly in personal space. I know I should, but I don’t seem to have control over my legs, let alone anything else, tonight.

			He glances down at me as he shifts the luggage. “Just this bag?” he asks, and there is heat in his eyes. Or maybe amusement. And conquest, definitely conquest, which must get old for a man like him.

			The thought is enough to make me step back, probably a bit too obviously. “Yes. Thank you.” He slides my small suitcase in, muscles flexing, tall torso stretching deliciously, and I don’t even try to look away. Admiring him keeps me from thinking about the hundreds of other people on this flight who could be trouble.

			“We’re all set,” he says, motioning to the seat. “You want the window?”

			“Window?” My belly tightens and I feel breathless. “We’re seated together?”

			“Appears that way.” Humor lights his eyes, and his mouth quirks again as he adds, “Small world.”

			My cheeks heat at the reference to our little encounter in the terminal. “Too small,” I say.

			An announcement over the intercom urges us to sit, saving me from some witty comment I don’t have.

			 “Last chance,” he says. “Window?”

			About to decline, I realize that an aisle seat exposes me to all the other passengers behind me. The only person who will ravish me while I’m trapped between this man and the wall is this man. “ Do you mind?”

			“Not at all.”

			“Thank you.” I grab my tote bag and move to the window seat. “Do you want your things from under the seat?”

			He slides in beside me, and he is big and broad and too good-looking for the safety of womankind. “Why don’t I just put yours under my seat?” he suggests.

			He smells spicy and masculine, and the scent stirs a distant memory. I shove it away, frustrated that I’m back to every little thing triggering flashbacks. Today has undone the strength I’d spent years creating in myself, made me weak as I once was.

			“Okay,” I agree. “I’ll just grab a few things for the flight.” I quickly remove my file folder and my purse and hand over the tote bag, my hand brushing his. A jolt of electricity darts up my arm and I quickly turn away, buckling myself in. Maybe being locked in a corner with a man I’m powerless to control my reactions to isn’t so smart.

			“Champagne?”

			I glance up to find a pretty twentysomething flight attendant holding a tray, looking at my seat partner with unabashed approval that makes me think of the bold way Chloe lives her life. And suddenly it’s hard to breathe. I will never see Chloe again.

			“Why yes, we will,” my travel partner says, accepting two glasses and turning to me, successfully dismissing the flight attendant.

			I hold up a hand. “No, thank you.”

			“We have a designated driver.”

			“I’m afraid it will make me sleepy,” I protest, though I’m certain the visit from my guardian angel, or handler, has ensured I won’t rest well again for a very long time.

			“It’s a four-hour flight,” he points out. “Sleepy isn’t a bad thing.”

			Sleepy. This gorgeous, incredibly masculine man has just said “sleepy,” and it seems so out of the realm of what I expect from him that he manages the impossible. I smile an honest smile and accept the glass. “I suppose it’s not.” I sip the sweet, bubbly beverage.

			A glint of satisfaction flickers in his eyes, as if he’s pleased that I’ve done as he wishes, before he takes my glass from me and sets both our drinks in the cupholders between us. The easy way he assumes control of my tiniest actions, and seems to enjoy doing so, should bother me. Yet somehow it only makes him more tantalizingly male.

			He extends his hand. “Liam Stone.”

			My pulse jumps at both his ridiculously alluring name and the idea of touching him. I start to lift my hand, but hesitate with the oddest sense of this moment changing my life in some way. Pushing past the crazy thought, I press my palm to his. “Nice to meet you, Liam. I’m Amy.”

			His fingers close around mine and a slow, warm, tingling sensation slides up my arm. “Tell me what I did to make you smile, so I can do it again.” His voice is low, gravelly, as sexy as the man who owns it. I expect him to let go of me, but his fingers seem to flex around my hand, tightening as if he doesn’t want to let go. And I’m shocked at how much I, someone who avoids people I don’t know well, do not want him to.

			“Sleepy,” I manage.

			His brows furrow. “Sleepy?”

			“That’s what you did that made me smile. You don’t seem like a man who’d say ‘sleepy.’ ”

			He arches a brow, and he’s still holding my hand.

			I should object. I should pull away. He has the experience and depth I’ve long avoided, and craved, in a man. All I succeed in doing is melting into my chair, like I know I could easily melt for him.

			“Is that so?” he challenges.

			“Yes. That’s so.”

			He looks amused, and—reluctantly, it seems—releases my hand. Or maybe not reluctantly. Maybe he wasn’t holding it as long as it felt like he was holding it. I fear I have no concept of what’s real or not anymore.

			Liam leans in close, as if he plans to share a secret, and I want him even closer. “Just what kind of man do you think I am, Amy?”

			The kind that flirts with lost little girls who don’t even know their own names and then darts off to travel the world with a supermodel, I think, but I say, “Not the kind who says ‘sleepy.’ ”

			Laughter rumbles from his chest, the deep, masculine sound spreading warmth through my body. Impossibly, it’s both fire in my veins and balm for my nerves, calming me in an inexplicable way, when I know he’s too good-looking, too inquisitive, and absolutely too controlling to play with. Not that I’d even know how to play with a man like this—or any man, for that matter. Men, like friends, have been risky propositions for me.

			“Why are you headed to Denver, Amy?” he asks, and the soothing balm becomes shards of glass splintering through me.

			“Excuse me,” the flight attendant mercifully interrupts, saving me an answer that’s still in the file I haven’t read. “Can I take your dinner orders?”

			“Chicken,” I say.

			Liam glances at me. “How do you know they have chicken?”

			“It’s the go-to food for hotels, parties, and airlines.” And there was a time in my youth when all those things had been in my life. I glance at the flight attendant for confirmation, and she nods.

			“Make that two orders of chicken,” Liam says with another rumble of that powerfully addictive laughter, and while I like his easygoing nature, I can almost feel the band of control he wields over everything around him.

			A muffled ringing sound fills the air and the flight attendant warns, “Whoever’s phone is ringing, you have about one minute until electronic devices are off.”

			She moves down the aisle, and since the sound is coming from Liam’s bag, I bend over to grab it, dislodging my folder from my lap in the process. My heart lurches as it tumbles to the floor and spills open, the contents flying everywhere. I grab for them, shoving papers inside the folder as quickly as I can.

			“Your résumé, I believe,” Liam says, and I freeze at his obvious nosy inspection of the document I have yet to read. The idea that he knows more about me than I do is unnerving. Slowly, I lift my gaze to find only a few inches separating us. His piercing eyes see too much. He makes me feel too much. I don’t know him. I certainly can’t trust him.

			Is there anyone I can really trust left in this world?

			“Thanks,” I say, taking the résumé from him with more obvious snap than I intend. I tug his bag out from underneath my seat. He unzips the side pocket to remove his phone, and I’m self-conscious about how high my skirt rides up my thigh as he helps me shove the bag back where it had been.

			But he isn’t looking at my legs. I can feel the burn of him watching me in my cheeks. I know he knows how uncomfortable I am. I know he knows I’m not okay right now. I feel trapped. Trapped with this man, and trapped in a life that isn’t mine.

			Tugging at my skirt, I sit up, and he does the same, shifting his attention to his phone. Taking advantage of his distraction, I twist toward the window, giving him my back. Maybe he’ll think I’m allowing him privacy for his call. Maybe he’ll think I’m rude. I don’t care. I open the folder, quickly find the résumé he’s already seen, and start reading. Amy Bensen is, or was, a private secretary to some executive, whose name I quickly press into memory. She’d had that job since graduating college three years before, but he retired and she’s been laid off.

			I flip to a summary page behind the résumé that tells me my backstory and read on as Liam talks on his phone about some meeting. An announcement is made about electronic devices, and I read faster.

			Amy Bensen has scored a three-month position handling the personal affairs of a private businessman who is both a friend of her ex-boss and overseas for that time period. Her new boss will be providing an apartment near his personal home, which is empty and will need to be monitored.

			There’s another comment on the page, typed in bold and underlined. You are not to apply for work until I contact you and tell you that it’s safe. Do nothing to bring attention to yourself. I inhale a slow, heavy breath and can’t seem to let it out. Until I tell you it’s safe? What does that even mean? Who is after me? Do they, or he or she, know I was in New York? Can they figure out where I went? And why, why, why did I let myself pretend this threat didn’t exist until I was forced into hiding again?

			The plane roars to life and I nearly jump out of my skin. Casting a glance over my shoulder, I confirm that Liam didn’t notice, and is concentrating on punching something into his phone. He’s already started asking me questions and he’ll ask more, so I have to be ready.

			Thumbing through the file, I find a page with my new family history. My mother died in a car accident four years ago, and my father was a drunk who left us when I was a kid. I have no siblings. A wave of nausea overcomes me and I shut the file. Still facing the window, I lean against the seat, squeezing my eyes shut.

			I’d adored my mother. I’d worshipped my older brother. And my father would never have left me by choice. I had a family that was more than a typed piece of paper in a file. Now I have nothing but a fake name and a fake life.

		

	
		
			THREE
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			WE LEVEL OFF AT CRUISING ALTITUDE, the soft hum of the engines lulling me into deep thought, my mind drifting to places I don’t want to go. Flashes of the tattoo on my handler’s wrist. The tattoo is replaced by flames. Then suddenly I’m floating in a cloud of thick smoke, trying to escape, but I can’t seem to get out of it. I can’t scream, though I try. But they’re screaming. Oh, God. Oh, God. I have to get to them. A sudden bright light pierces the fog and I jerk to a sitting position and grab my throat, gasping for air, feeling the rasp of smoke burn through my lungs.

			“Easy, sweetheart. You’re okay.”

			I barely register the voice. I can’t focus. My hands go to my face. “Where am I?”

			“Amy.”

			Strong hands touch me, turn me, and I blink a pair of piercing aqua blue eyes into focus. Memories rush over me. “Liam?”

			“Yes. Liam. That must have been one hell of a nightmare.”

			Nightmare? I fell asleep? “No, I . . .” Images flash in my mind, and I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to block out my fear, the smoke, the gut-wrenching screams. My fingers curl around what I realize is Liam’s shirt, and on some level I know that I’m clinging to a man I barely know, but he’s all I have. He’s all that’s keeping me from melting down.

			“Amy,” Liam whispers, stroking a hand over my hair.

			I tell myself it’s inappropriate for him to touch me like this. It’s also exactly what I need, and somehow, so is he. I tell myself it’s simply that he’s in the right place at this very wrong time in my life—but that does nothing to discourage my reaction to his touch, to the warmth radiating from the place where my palms rest on his chest and up my arms. Without a conscious decision, I lean closer to him and my lashes lift, my eyes meeting his, and the connection shoots adrenaline through me. I am no longer in the hell of my head. I am right here with this man, and he leaves no room for anything else.

			“Is she okay?”

			I jerk back at the sound of the flight attendant’s voice, and Liam’s hands fall away from me, leaving me oddly cold. “Am I okay?” I ask, wondering what the heck I did that would merit that question.

			“She doesn’t like it when I talk sports,” Liam jokes, obviously trying to spare me a more personal explanation of . . . what? What the heck did I do?

			“Too much basketball makes me crazy,” I add, trying to snatch up the breadcrumbs Liam has tossed my way, but I fear I sound too strained to sound anything other than baffled.

			“It’s not basketball season,” she points out, looking less than pleased.

			“Since when does that stop a basketball fan from killing us with basketball talk?” I ask, and that earns me a deadpan look, which has me quickly shifting gears, trying to make blind amends. “I’m fine. Sorry if I caused some kind of trouble.”

			She frowns and glowers accusingly at Liam, and all signs of her early admiration of his overwhelming hotness from earlier are gone. “She doesn’t seem fine.” Her gaze shifts to me. “You screamed. It scared the heck out of us.”

			Screamed? Way to not bring attention to yourself, Amy. “I took a decongestant,” I say, trying to be convincing. “They make me sleepy and give me nightmares.”

			Her expression softens. “Boy oh boy, they really worked you over. We’ve only been in the air fifteen minutes. You were knocked out hard and fast.”

			Which isn’t like me. Especially not on a day when I feel threatened. “I’m sorry I scared you,” I offer, attempting a smile but failing. “I promise to stay awake the rest of the flight.”

			“Don’t worry about that.” She grins. “But maybe warn us before you go to sleep. We’ll have dinner served in five minutes,” she says, and leaves.

			“Decongestants?” Liam asks softly, drawing my gaze back to his.

			“My ears pop when I fly.” The lie comes easily; I’m back to the me I hate. “And unless you want to confess to drugging me, that’s my story and I’m sticking to it.”

			He studies me a bit too carefully, and something in his eyes has me warm all over and wishing he’d touch me again. “What are you afraid of, Amy?”

			You, I want to say. You make me want to trust you. I laugh, and it sounds strained. “Godzilla.” The fictional monster I’d feared in childhood, until life had shown me real monsters existed.

			If I’d expected his laughter, he doesn’t give it to me. “Godzilla?” he prods, angling himself to block out anyone passing by us, his body almost caging mine.

			The impact of this man’s full attention is overwhelming. My breath turns shallow, and to my utter disbelief, my nipples are tight and achy. I do not respond to men like this. I just . . . don’t.

			“Everyone has a proverbial monster under the bed,” I manage, and thankfully my voice sounds far more steady than I feel. “And hey—at least there weren’t any hippos crossing the road in this nightmare. I’ve had that one a couple of times. Though actually, I don’t think the hippos were nightmares—just strange dreams.”

			Shut up, Amy, shut up! Why are you telling him more than you have to? You never, ever tell anyone more than you have to.

			“I won’t try to analyze what the hippos mean,” he comments, and the slight curve to his lips fades as he adds, “But your monster under the bed sounds more like a skeleton in the closet to me.”

			“Fear and a secret are two different things,” I remind him.

			“They often come together. A secret that leads to fear in some shape or form.”

			Tension coils in my muscles. My nightmare has turned into an open window to my soul that I desperately want to slam shut. I quickly pull my guard into place and turn the tables. “You sound like a man who speaks from experience.”

			“Yes, well,” he says, a cynical tinge to his voice, “experience isn’t all it’s cracked up to be, is it?”

			I search his eyes for the meaning behind his words, but I find nothing. He is unreadable, as guarded as I am on my best day, and I sense that I’ve glimpsed a little piece of his soul. “What makes you have nightmares, Liam?”

			“Nothing.” His answer is short and fast, his tone as unreadable as his face remains.

			“Everyone has something that scares them.”

			“I own my fear. It doesn’t own me.”

			A sound of disbelief slips from my throat. “You make it sound so easy to control fear.” I instantly regret the admission of my fear. It’s a mistake I never make, but I’ve made it with him. Liam truly is dangerous.



OEBPS/font/BerlingLTStd-Roman.otf


OEBPS/font/BerlingLTStd-Italic.otf


OEBPS/image/9781476793771.jpg
TIRAES S 12 CRIE™T
(SRR ER R ONE





OEBPS/font/BasingHandscript.otf


OEBPS/contents.xhtml


Contents




    Acknowledgment


    Chapter One


    Chapter Two


    Chapter Three


    Chapter Four


    Chapter Five


    Chapter Six


    Chapter Seven


    Chapter Eight


    Chapter Nine


    Chapter Ten


    Chapter Eleven


    Chapter Twelve


    Chapter Thirteen


    Chapter Fourteen


    Chapter Fifteen


    Chapter Sixteen


    Chapter Seventeen


    Chapter Eighteen


    Chapter Nineteen


    Chapter Twenty


    Chapter Twenty-One


    Infinite Possibilities Excerpt


    About the Author






OEBPS/font/UniversLTStd-LightObl.otf


OEBPS/font/BrandonGrotesque-Bold.otf


OEBPS/image/title.jpg
Escaping
Reality
BR.A

LISA RENEE
JONES

New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/font/RegistrationGoudySans-Medium.otf


OEBPS/font/CourierStd.otf


OEBPS/font/UniversLTStd-Light.otf


OEBPS/image/chapterheader.jpg





OEBPS/font/BioTGBd20.otf


OEBPS/image/secbreak.jpg





OEBPS/font/BrandonGrotesque-Regular.otf


OEBPS/font/RegistrationGoudySans-Book.otf


