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Dedication

Life offers us chances to make a difference. You can be the change that you want to see in the world. My thanks to all the people who use their chances and make this world a better place.

Thanks to Crimson Romance for believing in my work. To Maumee Valley RWA, whose members uplift each other, cheer for achievements, and offer hugs during times of struggle. To the B-I-C group for online accountability and support, and to my fellow Panera Prison inmates who leave the house to write. Special thanks to Ray Wenck, Constance Phillips, and Jenna Rutland, whose friendship has been invaluable. And, as always, my thanks to my husband, who encourages me to do what I love.


CHAPTER 1

Why would somebody steal a sculpture of a fertility god instead of buying Viagra? Private investigator Charlie Ziffkin had followed the thief’s trail from Hollywood to Miami, proving this was no petty thief. His actions suggested he worked for a client—a rich one. Charlie needed to find out who had that kind of money for illegal activities. Who better to help him locate his client’s fertility statue than a hooker? He hoped to get lucky on this street where they stood on every corner. He’d start with prostitutes and work his way up the food chain.

He smiled at the brunette in the barely-there mini as he approached.

The hooker’s eyes glinted in the streetlight as her gaze ran over him from head to toe. “Hey, baby, I can make you feel real good.” Up close, even the night and her heavy makeup couldn’t conceal the wear and tear her lifestyle had caused.

“I’d like to feel good.” Wasn’t that the truth. Since his brother, Billy’s, senseless murder two years ago, he hadn’t felt anything but pain. “But what I need is information.” So he could retrieve his client’s property and get out of this town where he’d been born. Where Billy was buried. Why the hell had the thief come here, of all places?

The hooker’s mascara-heavy lashes had been at half-mast as she’d leaned toward him. Now her eyes opened fully and filled with wariness. She took a step back. “I don’t talk to cops.”

“I’m not a cop. My name is Chaz. I’m out here from Hollywood for a few days looking to get connected, you know what I mean? I have lots of friends back home. I need a way to make them happy. You must know who to talk to when you want to have a large party. I’m sure you know all kinds of things, like who holds the money and power in this town. If I wanted something and I didn’t want people asking a lot of questions, who would I talk to?”

“What do you do in Hollywood?”

“I’m a promoter.”

Her suspicious gaze raked him. “You’re mighty young.”

“Age is meaningless if you can get things done. And I can.”

“Baby, listen, if you’re not interested in the merchandise, I need to make a living.” She glanced around as though looking for another john.

“How much?”

Her sly gaze swung to his face. She ran her tongue slowly over her upper lip. “For you, good looking, thirty bucks.”

Charlie pulled his wallet out of his suit jacket pocket and retrieved the money. He’d better not have to pay everybody for information on this job. His client had offered a hefty fee, but he’d only gotten a retainer upfront. He held the bills out toward her. As she reached for them with long purple fingernails, he said, “I need names.”

“See Carlos at the Bottoms Up bar on Hialeah. He’s there every night. He’ll know who can help you.” She snatched the money and stuffed it into her neon blue bra. A sultry smile lifted the corners of her red lips. “I can get rid of that tension you feel.”

He was losing his acting ability if she could see that. He forced his muscles to relax and gave her a slow smile. “You’ve helped me already. Thanks. If you’re ever in Hollywood . . . ”

She shrugged. “Sure, baby.” She strutted away on sparkling stilettos.

A blonde hooker lounged under the streetlight at the next corner. He fought the urge to jog toward her because he needed answers now. He couldn’t linger in Miami. His parents and brother, Michael, whom he hadn’t seen since Billy’s funeral, lived here. He couldn’t face them knowing he lived while Billy’s body lie in a grave just miles from here. Too close.

Billy had been brilliant, with a PhD and a new job as a research scientist. He probably would have cured cancer if he’d lived. But a freak robbery turned murder had buried those dreams. The police thought it might have been somebody high on drugs or looking for money for their next fix. His murderer had never been caught.

Charlie, on the other hand, had been a mediocre student who’d only cared about one thing—acting. He’d lit out of Miami for Hollywood thinking he only had to arrive to fulfill his dreams. A dozen years later, success still eluded him. In professional terms, he was a failure.

But he was trying to right the wrong of living. He couldn’t be Billy, couldn’t take over where his brother’s life had ended. But Charlie could succeed instead of fail. He could make life better for others, one case at a time. This was the biggest case he’d worked so far. Retrieving Hollywood producer Jordan Hessler’s stolen relic would guarantee him referrals and success. He just had to find it and escape Miami before his past sucked him back in.

In the next block, a young Latina spoke to a john. She reminded him of his childhood and teenage sweetheart, Juliana Sanchez. She’d been his greatest supporter, participating in every dramatic endeavor he dreamed up. Rarely did a day pass when she wasn’t playing pirates or detectives or space aliens with him and, as they got older, Romeo and Juliet. It had been just acting, until one day it wasn’t acting anymore. Charlie didn’t know when he’d fallen in love with her, somewhere around age fifteen. They’d had two years together where he’d had to hide how he felt from his best friend, afraid his heart would burst at the mere sight of her.

Then Juliana’s mother died, and her father had sent her to live with her aunt until he could sell their house. Sergeant Sanchez had severed all contact between Juliana and Charlie. He should have taken his police revolver and killed Charlie; that would have been kinder. Thirteen years apart and, still, no woman had ever measured up to Juliana. He didn’t think one ever would.

As far as he knew, she still lived here. For years after she’d been ripped from his arms and his life he’d wanted—needed—to run into her. But he couldn’t see her like this. He was the walking dead. She deserved better than him.

Charlie drew on his acting skills. He forced his face to relax into a smile as he approached the blonde. He had to make the hooker feel safe so she’d provide the intel he needed.

• • •

“This bra is killing me,” Juliana Sanchez muttered toward the microphone hidden in her long brown hair. In her opinion, push-up bras could be used as instruments of torture.

“It looks fine from here, sugar,” Vice Detective Hector Muñoz drawled into her earpiece. “So fine.”

She smiled toward where her protection watched from a white panel van down the street.

“Better hope her daddy doesn’t catch her wearing that outfit,” his partner, Detective Karl Polaris, retorted. “He’s smart enough to put two and two together, and then he’ll do worse than break us back to beat cops. I can’t believe I let you talk me into this.”

Juliana should be worried, too. If her dad, Police Captain Alejandro Sanchez, found out she was subbing for her friend in vice, he’d break her back to… Gee, what was worse than treating her like a teenager instead of a woman nearly thirty? She was stifling under his overprotectiveness. His behavior had been understandable after her mother was killed and Juliana was injured when a drunk driver had hit their car, but that was over a decade ago. Since then, he’d remarried and had two young sons who enjoyed more freedom than she did. They’d probably even get to be cops when they grew up, unlike her, who did medical transcription for a living. Damn it, she was an adult living on her own. When was he going to think of her as one?

She couldn’t regret this act of defiance; after all, she was helping the police like he’d taught her to do. It wasn’t her fault her dreams of being a police officer had gone up in smoke in that same accident when a head injury had awoken a psychic talent, making her unfit for police work. If only she’d ignored the strange tingling sensation that began at her fingertips and helped her “find” lost items—her father’s keys, her aunt’s missing shoe, her school friend who’d been abducted by an estranged parent—or learn things about an object when she held something connected to it. If she’d kept it to herself, she never would have learned she had the gift of psychometry.

It was too late now to keep her psychic gift secret. She helped the police where she could, normally the burglary department, with her father’s blessing. But sometimes she had to sneak to do it. She lifted her chin and pulled her shoulders back, a mistake wearing this bra. Her nipples nearly popped out. Damn. And this barely-there skirt let the unseasonably cool Miami night air blow right up her crotch. Talk about a cold shower.

She tried to strut like the rest of the streetwalkers on this downtown strip of neon sidewalk. The five-inch silver stiletto heels were killing her, too. No wonder prostitutes were so eager to get flat on their backs.

Muffling a laugh, she gave a come-hither smile to a middle-aged balding man in a lightweight suit as he approached. He looked over her goods and kept on walking.

“Not in the mood, I guess,” she said.

“Keep walking,” Hector instructed. “There’s some more prospects up ahead.”

A dark-haired man was talking to a bleached blonde in a purple sequined mini-dress just a little ahead. The blonde looked eager—her feet probably hurt. The man was a smooth operator; Juliana could tell by the way he leaned toward her and ran a finger down her outer arm.

The blonde looked confused, then outraged, and then she smiled once more, sucked in by whatever the man said to soothe her. Maybe he was kinky but the blonde was willing for a price. Juliana got close enough to hear his smooth baritone and cajoling tone.

“My name is Chaz. I know people in the industry.”

Juliana’s steps faltered and she nearly fell over. No! That name with that voice and that dark wavy hair—it couldn’t be!

But he turned his head, and his profile was as she remembered, except for the two-day stubble that hid his stubborn chin and slight dimple. He’d been seventeen and skinny when her father had sent her to live with her aunt. Now he was a man. And what a man. He’d filled out through the chest and shoulders. He looked sexy. Her heart pounded so hard at seeing him she could hardly think.

For most of her childhood she’d seen him daily. They’d acted out scenes from every play and movie he knew. She’d been Bonnie to his Clyde, Princess Leia to his Han Solo, Tonto to his Lone Ranger. He’d created worlds out of pure imagination, and taken her there with him. Anything had been possible by his side. She could be anything or anyone, and so could he.

And now he was picking up a hooker?

The thought startled her so badly his name leapt from her throat. “Charlie Ziffkin, what are you doing?”

Charlie whirled, and his summer blue gaze flew to her face. He looked like he’d been goosed. “Juliana?”

“Juliana!” echoed in her earpiece. “What are you doing?” Hector sounded like he was coming unhinged.

The blonde latched onto Charlie’s arm. “Get lost, ho. He’s taken.” Her long nails were blood red against his dark sleeve.

“Keep your mind on business!” Hector demanded.

“Now, ladies,” Charlie soothed as he slipped his arm from the blonde’s grasp. “There’s no need for name-calling. Trixie, I’m so sorry. Perhaps another time?” He always was a sweet talker.

Trixie gave Juliana a withering look and minced away on her five-inch spiked heels, working her scantily clad booty for all it was worth.

Then Juliana and Charlie were alone for the first time in thirteen years. Unexpected excitement pulsed through her body at his nearness. Her breaths shortened, and her heart raced. Tension pooled in her lower belly. She’d lusted after the skinny boy, but that paled compared to how the fully grown man made her feel. Now she knew what it felt like to make love. What might it be like to consummate what they’d started so long ago?

“Juliana, make a move,” Karl prompted.

Charlie was getting an eyeful of her cleavage and everything else her outfit exposed. At last he looked her in the eyes again with dilated pupils. “You’ve grown up.”

“So have you.” She forced herself to take a step toward him, then another, until she could touch him. His heat rolled over her, making her sweat. Her pulse punched into overdrive. Her mouth dried. He would have been her first if her father hadn’t stopped them.

She walked her fingers up the sleeve of his black suit jacket. He wore it with a high-collared maroon vest underneath, the collar standing up around his neck, and a black t-shirt under that. With stonewashed jeans, he looked trendy and sexy.

She licked her lips. “You look mighty fine, Charlie.”

“I like what I see, too.” His finger skimmed her bare arm, giving her goose bumps.

“Want to finish what we started all those years ago?”

His face lowered toward hers. His breath stirred the hair beside her face. He smelled like mint. “Do you need money, Juliana?”

“Everybody needs money.” She gave him a steamy look. It wasn’t hard.

“How much?”

“For fifty bucks I could ease that itch in your pants.” She nodded to the sizable bulge in his jeans.

“Your father wouldn’t stop us this time?”

Juliana winced inwardly. Her father wouldn’t, but his minions would. “No,” she purred. “We could go all the way.”

Charlie stared at her with an intensity she couldn’t define. She wished they were having this conversation under different circumstances. She dared not take too deep a breath for fear her heart would crack.

From inside his suit jacket he pulled out a black wallet. Juliana’s smile felt ready to fracture. He handed the bills to her. It was like pushing through thick mud to reach him.

Their fingers touched. Despite him being a john, a thrill ran through her. She thought she saw sadness in his eyes, which made no sense. The moment seemed frozen. There was only Charlie and the shattering of a young girl’s dream. He’d been her hero, even when he’d played the villain.

“Freeze, sleazebag!” Hector yelled, pointing his automatic at Charlie. She hadn’t even heard him approach.

Karl materialized from behind Charlie, gun drawn. “Hands on the back of your head and lace your fingers together.”

“Step away from him, Juliana,” Hector ordered.

“Ah.” A smile tugged at one side of Charlie’s mouth, sexy and knowing. His blue eyes sparkled like sunlight off a tropical bay. “The family business.” He put his hands on his head and interlaced his fingers.

Hector glared at him. “Shut up, scum.”

“You’re making a mistake.” Was that laughter in Charlie’s voice?

Karl was rough patting him down. Charlie never took his eyes off Juliana. Why did he think this was funny?

“You’re under arrest for solicitation—” Hector began.

“You’d better look in my wallet,” Charlie interrupted, even as Karl cuffed him.

Hector’s eyebrows lifted. “You offering us a bribe?”

“No, I’m trying to save you some humiliation.”

“He was always a good liar,” Juliana informed the vice cops.

“Don’t believe me then.” Charlie shrugged. Hard to do with his hands cuffed behind him.

Hector reached into Charlie’s jacket and pulled out his wallet. Flipping it open, he frowned. “You’re a private investigator?”

Juliana’s mouth fell open, but she recovered enough to say, “He is not. He’s a Hollywood actor.”

“Retired,” Charlie said, smiling.

“It’s not true,” Juliana insisted.

“I’m on a case.”

“You were trying to get laid.”

He quirked a dark brow. “Do you think I have to pay women to sleep with me?”

Juliana closed her mouth with a snap. She couldn’t imagine any woman saying no to him. “You offered me money for sex.”

“I offered you money because I felt sorry for you. I thought something terrible must have happened for you to turn to prostitution. I did it for old time’s sake.”

Hector waved the wallet. “It doesn’t matter what you say. Until this checks out, you’re going to the station for booking.”

“Ask that prostitute, Trixie, what I wanted from her,” Charlie said.

All of them looked in the direction she’d gone, but the street was deserted.

“Guess your witness split,” Karl said.

“You’re going downtown after all.” Hector’s smile lit up his swarthy face.

“You want to set up someplace else while Karl runs him in?” Juliana asked. She didn’t want to go to the station with Charlie.

“Sure. Let’s go over to Second Avenue and see what we can catch.”

“See you around, Juliana,” Charlie called as Karl led him away. His eyes still sparkled.

Not if I see you first. She climbed into the van with Hector, wishing, for once, that Charlie hadn’t been acting and had told the truth.

• • •

“Ziffkin.” Hernandez, the portly Latino booking clerk at the police station, stared at Charlie’s paperwork. “Any relation to Rick Ziffkin?”

Charlie tried not to react. “Brother.” How’d this cop know Rick? Last he’d heard, Rick was a police detective in Fort Lauderdale.

“Then you should know better than to solicit a prostitute.”

“I wasn’t.”

Hernandez held up a meaty hand. “I heard the story. You’re still going to cool your heels in here until we check it out.”

Charlie sighed. He hadn’t foreseen this delay. But then he hadn’t expected to meet Juliana Sanchez in hooker clothes. After Hernandez locked him in a cell, he sat down to wait.

Juliana Sanchez. Her name melted like chocolate mint ice cream in his mouth—delectable with impact. A face of sculpted bones and those dark Sophia Loren eyes beckoned men to sin. Mama mia! His body still hummed with excitement, and he was still partially aroused. Wavy, dark brown hair fell to her breasts . . . and what breasts they were. Mounds to dive into and make love to for hours. They were more mouthwatering now than when she’d been sixteen and offered him his heart’s desire. His palms itched to touch them. He’d had his hands on her breasts back then, but he’d swear she had more now. Maybe she had implants. No, breasts like hers were real.

Legs a man wanted wrapped around him in the throes of passion. Full pouty lips a man wanted to kiss for hours and then watch surround his cock. God, he ached for her.

She was lovelier and sexier now than she’d been when she’d captured his teenage heart. He’d thought he’d die every time he saw her. One day she was the girl next door, his best friend, the person he told all his dreams to, and the next she was . . . well, more.

Watching her walk home from the bus stop in her Catholic school uniform had given him a daily hard-on. He’d wanted to lift that plaid skirt and plunge his dick into her.

And then one day out of the blue she’d offered herself to him. He couldn’t get her on her back fast enough. He’d gotten his hands inside her blouse, her panties off and his fly open before her father found them.

Charlie was lucky Sergeant Sanchez hadn’t shot him. But the Sergeant had told his father, who’d given him a whipping and a lecture about good girls like Juliana. And her father had sent her away. Charlie hadn’t seen her since.

Right now he felt just like he’d felt back then—aching with unfulfilled lust and regret.

“Look what the cat dragged in.” His brother Rick’s voice broke through his reverie.

Charlie jerked in surprise. He rose and approached the bars, his heart pounding hard in his chest. It took all his acting ability to play it cool. He’d dreaded this meeting for two years. Did his brother think the wrong brother had died? “I didn’t know you were home.”

“I didn’t know you were either.” Rick had the same dark brown hair as him, but cropped close to his head, and their father’s brown eyes. He was thirty-four, four years older than Charlie, and built like a football player, like their dad.

“I flew in last night.” Charlie kept his tone light. “How’d you know I was here?”

“The desk sergeant called me. What the hell were you thinking? Solicitation?” Rick spat the last word.

“I’m on a case. I was trying to get information.”

“You’re an actor, Charlie.”

Charlie shook his head. He blamed himself for their two-year estrangement. “I gave it up.”

Rick snorted. “When? You wanted to be an actor your whole life.”

“I wasn’t very good at it. I got tired of bit parts, four am wake-up calls, and working three jobs to pay the rent. Now people pay me to find things for them.”

Rick glared at him. “C’mon, pull the other one. You’d sooner quit breathing than give up acting.”

Charlie shrugged. That had been true once. Before Billy died. “Fine. Don’t believe me.”

“Have you seen Mom and Dad?”

Charlie looked away. “No. I told you I’m on a case. I didn’t know I was going to be in town.”

“Are you going to see them?”

Charlie smiled and tapped the bars. “I’m locked up at the moment.”

“Still a funny man. Listen, you should see Mom and Dad while you’re here. I’ll call them and—”

“No!” Charlie tried to control his breathing. He couldn’t face his parents yet, especially not while he was in jail. He was still building his business, and he wanted them to see him successful.

Rick used his cop stare on him, but Charlie had grown up with it, had watched it perfected. It had no effect.

“Are you avoiding something, bro?” Rick demanded.

A lot of things. “I can’t waste my client’s time for personal matters, Rick. He needs his property back. And sitting around in this cell isn’t getting me any closer to retrieving it.”

“You haven’t been home in two years. It’s hard to believe you couldn’t spare a few days in all that time.”

“New business owners have to work sixty hours a week or more. We don’t get time off. And right now it’s only me, so even when I’m not on a case, there’s paperwork, billing, paying bills, soliciting work. And then there’s the mundane personal stuff like laundry and groceries.”

“I get it,” Rick growled. “It doesn’t have anything to do with avoiding Billy’s grave.”

Charlie was proud of how he controlled his flinch. Billy’s death was a wound that wouldn’t heal. But Charlie hadn’t been an actor all those years without learning something about his craft. “I dealt with his death two years ago.” When he’d changed his life. “I swear on his grave I’m on a case.”

Rick sighed. “I don’t understand it, but I believe you.”

“How long have you been back, Rick?”

“Four months.”

“And how long ’til you get antsy and leave again?”

Rick’s lips quirked into a funny, silly smile. It unnerved Charlie. “I turned down a chance last week. My wife didn’t want to move.”

Charlie’s world rocked on its ear. “Wife? When did you get married?”

Rick looked smug. “Two months ago.” Then he sobered. “I called to invite you but you didn’t answer. I left you a message.”

Charlie would have remembered a call like that, but he hadn’t been checking his home answering machine much. “Sorry. I told you I’m building my business.” Rick looked ready to argue, so he said, “Tell me about the woman who nailed your feet to Miami.”

He listened in amazement to the brother who’d pursued evidence and facts his whole life describe his wife, Analise, who allegedly saw and spoke to ghosts. And Charlie had thought there were strange people in California.

“She made me take dance lessons.” Rick grimaced. “So we can dance with two of the ghosts during the full moon. It’s hard not to run into the girls, since I can’t see them. I try to read their location from where Analise is, but I’m wrong a lot. I hate how it feels when they float through me.” He shuddered and gripped his stomach. “Analise says it’s because I’m very sensitive to spiritual energy.”

Charlie gaped. He could not believe the words coming out of Rick’s mouth.

“But I love Analise. That’s our deal—if I accept the ghosts, she’ll live with me. I can’t wait for you to meet her. You’re going to love her. You’ll love our dog, Fitz, too.”

Rick had settled down with a wife and a dog. He didn’t seem troubled by Billy’s death or unsolved murder. Maybe when Charlie’s business was a success, Billy’s death would stop haunting him.


CHAPTER 2

Juliana limped into the precinct behind Hector and their latest catch—a self-proclaimed preacher she recognized from television. He had an adoring wife and two young children. Juliana felt disgusted to have collared him.

When she reached the squad room, she pulled up short. Charlie Ziffkin sat on the edge of her vice friend’s desk, his leg swinging, the right side of his mouth quirked up in a sexy smile.

She reached for calm. “How’d you get out?”

His smile turned smug. “With the truth, of course. It opens every door. My story checked out.”

She limped closer. “That’s impossible.”

Charlie cocked his head. He looked so sexy, darn him. “Have you lived with me all these years that you know me so well?”

“I’ve seen your name in movie credits. I know you’re an actor.”

“Lately?”

Juliana had to think. “Last year.”

“It sometimes takes eighteen months to get a movie out.”

She had no answer to that. Charlie was a natural actor, a real chameleon. Why would he give it up? It made no sense. She lifted the phone and called the booking clerk.

“Why did you release Charlie Ziffkin? He was brought in for solicitation.”

“His story checked out. He’s got a valid California P.I. license. He’s got a California business named Hollywood Investigations for which he files taxes with the IRS. The business has a website with testimonials on it. His brother in homicide came and talked to him. He swears he believes the story.”

“Thanks, Hernandez.” Unbelievable. She stared at Charlie, trying to figure out how he could be a P.I. “He says your brother vouched for you.”

“I bet that’s not all he said. I never lied to you, Juliana.” Charlie hopped off the desk, took her hand, and guided her into a chair. “What did you do to your ankle?” He stroked her flesh. His touch made her shiver.

“It’s not my ankle. It’s these damn shoes.”

He fought a smile. “If Sister Mary Margaret could see you now.”

She unbuckled her shoes then yanked them off. When she lifted her head, Charlie’s gaze was riveted to her cleavage. She glanced down and saw that only her areoles were covered. Her face flamed, but the heat in his eyes made her lower body throb with need.

“My mind boggles to see a good Catholic girl working vice,” he drawled.

“I’m not a cop. I’m filling in for their regular detective who got food poisoning.”

“So this isn’t the way you usually dress?” He waved at her outfit.

“The top isn’t mine.”

“Oh yes it is.”

Her nipples peaked. He noticed.

“Charlie . . . ”

“What time do you get off?” Charlie’s eyes darkened.

She was sure hers did, too. She remembered his weight on her, his eager fumbling before they’d been interrupted.

“We never finished what we started.” His statement sounded like an enticement.

Juliana licked dry lips. “No we didn’t.”

“Aren’t you curious what it would feel like?”

Oh, God, yes! She’d wanted to feel him inside her when she was sixteen; she felt the same need now. “I still have my Catholic school uniform. It’s a little tight, though.”

“God, I’ve fantasized about that uniform for years.” His eyes were blue flames surrounding an expanding core of black. He waited, apparently leaving it up to her.

All Juliana knew about him now was he claimed to have given up acting to be a private detective. The boy she’d known would never have done that. But her memories of him included him peering through a magnifying glass pretending to be Sherlock Holmes, with her the ever-faithful Watson by his side. He’d played Batman; she’d been Robin. Maybe for him the line between fantasy and reality had blurred.

Yet outwardly he seemed so familiar. His hair still fell in waves, just as she’d admired as a girl. His dimple flashed, and she melted. Apparently puppy love never died. He was still Charlie. The only time he’d ever been completely serious was when he’d been poised above her all those years ago. She wanted to finish what they’d started.

“Come home with me.” Before she could change her mind, she wrote directions and her cell phone number on a piece of paper and handed it to him. She could eliminate this one regret from her life.

“You’ll wear your school uniform? That is hot,” he waved at her getup, “but that uniform . . . ”

“I’ll wear it.” Her voice sounded breathy, like the teenager she’d been.

“Good.” Charlie slid his hand down her arm and intertwined their fingers.

The familiar tingling sensation, that she’d “found” something, startled her. Did he have an item on him that was lost or—her breath caught—stolen? But he’d touched her twice before this and her psychic alarm hadn’t sounded either of those times. He hadn’t picked up anything in the past few minutes. Why was she sensing something now?
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