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CHAPTER 1

				The building looked like it had suffered a terrorist attack, only it hadn’t. Christian Ziko, standing in front of it, looked like any other man, but he wasn’t. He was the architect of this destruction and Gabrielle Healey was going to prove it.

				The Densmore Building had been a dazzling jewel in the crown of Detroit’s revitalized downtown waterfront. The glass third floor jutting out into the atrium with no visible means of support was an impressive engineering marvel. That floor was chosen for the hottest new disco in town.

				It became a deathtrap when part of it collapsed, shattering the glass walls and hurling unsuspecting dancers over the edge. Six people were killed and a dozen others injured.

				Gabrielle hadn’t expected to see Ziko here, since he’d disappeared shortly after the collapse. She thought he might be ashamed or afraid to show his face in public. He should be. With his black hair and dressed all in black, he looked like the cold-blooded killer some thought him to be. Before the Densmore, he’d been touted as a brilliant and innovative architect for his radical designs. Now one local newspaper called him “the architect of death.” She wanted to hate him. How dare he create a design so flawed it didn’t hold up for six months after it was built?

				But she couldn’t allow herself to become emotionally involved in her investigation. Her job wasn’t to pass judgment, but to gather facts to protect her employer, Michigan Casualty, that had insured the building, from having to pay a claim. Her team had ruled out everything but the architect’s design. All she needed was proof to condemn Ziko.

				She had so many questions to ask him, and here was the perfect opportunity.

				Stepping from the shadows of the building, her sneaker sent a stone skittering across the pavement, announcing her to Ziko. When he turned to face her, she sucked in her breath at what she saw. Lines of strain bracketed his tight mouth and a deep furrow beetled his black brows. But what struck her like a blow was the pain in his Caribbean blue eyes. She almost cried out just looking into their tortured depths.

				She’d expected to find a cold, heartless bastard, but tearing pain didn’t make any sense. He’d made one public apology  …  and then remained glaringly silent. He hadn’t faced the grieving families, or visited the injured in the hospital, or been on-site during the investigation.

				Gabrielle had to touch him. Her clairvoyance allowed her to glean information about a person or object through physical contact. It helped her perform her job as an insurance investigator exceptionally well. But Ziko made her uneasy. There was a darkness about him that had nothing to do with his black jeans and T-shirt. His tee clung to muscled biceps and a firm chest. Her feminine instincts sat up and howled their notice.

				She shook off her fanciful thoughts and the unwanted attraction. She was here to do a job, and Christian Ziko could provide the truth.

				Taking a cleansing breath, she held out her hand as she moved toward him. “Mr. Ziko? I’m Gabrielle Healey from Michigan Casualty.”

				At the first touch of his surprisingly cool skin, a picture formed in Gabrielle’s mind, clear in the center but fuzzy around the edges. Christian Ziko sat hunched over his drawing board, his pencil meticulously detailing on the paper tacked to it. It was a drawing of the Densmore and his blue eyes were soft with what could only be described as love as he worked on it. There was joy in his movements, in the light way he held his pencil, and in his bare toes gripping the bottom rung of his wooden stool.

				Gabrielle tore herself away from Ziko and the vision disappeared. She felt shaken by a kernel of doubt. He’d loved it? Then how could he have designed it so poorly?

				“Do I know you?” he asked.

				“No. Michigan Casualty insured the building. I’m investigating the collapse.”

				His face closed up and his lips flatlined. “Oh. Well, I’m glad there’s insurance money to make repairs.”

				“Unless they have to tear the building down. The building inspectors have to decide if the Densmore is structurally sound. But I’m not telling you anything you don’t already know.”

				But she was. She could see it as the color leeched from his face, leaving the lines of strain etched starkly into his skin. What the hell?

				“I wasn’t aware of that,” he said.

				Where had he been that he hadn’t kept up with the TV, newspaper, and radio coverage? “Have you been out of town?” That would explain his absence from the public eye.

				He studied the derelict building, his jaw muscles bunching, for so long she thought he didn’t intend to answer. Finally one word came out, although reluctantly. “Yes.” It was a word full of anger and some other dark emotion. Tension resonated from him. Wherever he’d been, it hadn’t relaxed him.

				Gabrielle wanted to touch him again to get a picture of what he’d been doing during that time, but she didn’t want any more doubts.

				Oddly enough, the word that described his present state was vulnerable, as though he was affected by what had happened. But that was crazy. Ziko’s lack of public response showed his unconcern.

				“I won’t keep you from your work.” He made a half turn away from her.

				“Wait. Let me give you my card in case you need to contact me.” She dug in her purse.

				“I won’t need to — ”

				“Here,” she interrupted, thrusting a card at him. For some reason, it seemed imperative he have a way to contact her.

				His hand brushed hers as he took the card and another vision blasted to life in her mind. A cop slammed Ziko face first against a painted wall. As Ziko tried to rear back, the policeman jammed his billy club against Ziko’s neck.

				“I‘m innocent!” The wall muffled his shout.

				“Tell it to the judge,” the cop growled.

				Another policeman moved behind Ziko and roughly cuffed him.

				Gabrielle jerked back from him, unable to deal with the tumult of emotions the vision caused. This was a precognitive vision, more rare for her. It showed one possible future, if nothing changed between now and then. She was sure she had something to do with this future coming true, but whether it was due to action or inaction, she didn’t know.

				Ziko headed toward the front door of the Densmore.

				“Did your building collapse because of something you did, or was it an accident?” She aimed the words at his back.

				• • •

				Christian flinched. Since the press had already slandered his name and reputation, he’d expected her question, but it hurt to hear her accusation. He didn’t think he would get used to strangers hating him for something he’d supposedly done, and for some reason it felt worse coming from her.

				He turned, the denial automatic. “No.”

				Then guilt swamped him. Maybe it was his fault. If he hadn’t been working on half a dozen projects at once, he would have caught whatever error created this disaster. He cursed himself for not being on-site during construction. Doubt crept in and gnawed at his gut. How could something he’d designed fail?

				When he added, “It couldn’t have been my fault,” even he heard the uncertainty in his voice.

				Gabrielle frowned, her gently arched black brows pulling together. “You don’t sound certain.”

				Christian’s fists clenched at his side. “Something terrible happened to this building, Ms. Healey. I don’t know what, but I couldn’t have done it. I build things, beautiful things. I don’t destroy them.”

				“Some of the news reports said your arrogance killed those people, that you were too brash in your assurances the design would work.”

				There was something he was certain of. “DesignCorp tested my design. Mr. Densmore insisted on it because it was so radical. It withstood all their structural tests.”

				“Maybe it only worked in the lab.”

				Stung, he lifted his chin. “No, it should have held up.”

				She waved toward the building. “Clearly it didn’t. A man whose sister died when she fell from the third floor wants you tried for murder.”

				Someone else hated him. “I didn’t know that.”

				Gabrielle’s blue eyes narrowed. “Hasn’t anyone kept you up-to-date, forwarded you the news?”

				“No.” News upset the residents at the Crittenden facility, so medical management blocked it. And his brother Paul hadn’t told him any of it, although Christian had been too drugged to care if Paul had.

				How had everything gone so wrong that he was considered a worse person in this town than Osama bin Laden? He’d believed the newspapers and magazines when they’d called him the Golden Boy of Architecture. His head had swelled with their praise over his work. Now he was accused of murder. No one seemed interested in proving his innocence, only in exhorting his guilt. Even this woman, who, in her capacity as an investigator, had the power to destroy him.

				Gabrielle Healey was a striking woman. Her straight black hair and high cheekbones hinted at a Native American heritage. Her wide-spaced blue eyes were full of intelligence and incisive questions that might probe too deeply. Yet her full lips offered a sensuality he wanted to explore. She was a dangerous combination. She was an investigator and he had things to hide. Things like Crittenden and the reason he’d gone there.

				If only she was on his side, she could use that intense mental focus to help him find out what went wrong with the Densmore and prove to everyone’s satisfaction he wasn’t at fault. Clearly, if he wanted to prove his innocence, he’d have to do his own investigation. He owed it to the dead and to himself to find out.

				Gabrielle interrupted his thoughts. “I’d like to ask you some questions.”

				“I really don’t have time.” He was afraid what she’d ask, what he might admit accidentally, and what she’d read into anything he said.

				She pounced anyway. “Do you have something to hide?”

				Yes, he wanted to shout, a mental illness. But he couldn’t do that because bipolar disorder had a negative stigma attached to it. It was feared and scorned and misunderstood. And since he’d been at Crittenden, he couldn’t afford for anyone to find out, because if they did, they’d blame the Densmore’s collapse on it. Just like this woman would.

				Instead, he said, “I don’t see how I can help you with your investigation.”

				“Who better than the architect? What can it hurt to walk through the wreckage with me?”

				That was a loaded question. Walking through it the first time had caused horrific nightmares and his spiral into a depression that got him committed to Crittenden. He’d been released only a few hours ago and had no intention of going back. He should avoid a repeat performance by steering clear of the interior.

				Then why the hell was he here? If he was going to take on the task of clearing his name, he had to go inside. By now, the chalk outlines were probably gone. He hoped the bloodstains had been cleaned up.

				“Yeah, let’s go inside.” He hoped she couldn’t hear the trepidation in his voice caused by his belly quivering with nerves.

				Gabrielle stopped at the entrance and unlocked the padlock which held the doors chained shut. Christian hadn’t even noticed the chain. He couldn’t have gotten inside if he’d wanted to.

				The interior was dim with so many windows boarded up. It smelled of dust and disuse … and death. Lights high up in the ceiling and along the brick walls came on, lighting his personal nightmare. Steel girders still hung exposed from the third floor structure, looking like at any moment they’d tear loose and catapult into the remaining unbroken panes of glass. One girder lay across the lobby floor like a huge forgotten piece of erector set. Part of the glass ceiling had been replaced by plywood.

				This building had been his vision from the moment he first heard Charles Densmore speak about creating a tribute to his late wife. Christian had slaved over draft after draft trying to create a masterpiece of air and light, and he’d thought he had. Somehow his dream had turned into a nightmare. What was left was dreary ruin, the death of his dream.

				“Mr. Ziko?”

				Christian had a feeling Gabrielle had called his name more than once, but he hadn’t heard her. “What?”

				“Are you all right?”

				“I’m fine.” It was a lie, but at least his voice was steady when he said it.

				“What do you see?”

				“The same thing you do — devastating destruction. This place was beautiful when it was completed.” He remembered entering the Densmore for the grand opening. The guests had been awed by the seemingly unsupported third floor overhang. It had been a glittering spectacle that night. Now it more closely resembled a derelict from the ghettos of Detroit.

				“Sometimes beauty masks something darker,” she said.

				“No. I designed it in Mrs. Densmore’s memory. She wouldn’t have wanted this.” A sweep of his hand indicated the current state.

				“You’re human. You made a mistake.”

				He looked into her inquisitive blue eyes. She wanted answers, but was there judgment under the intelligent probe? He didn’t know. “I thought a man was innocent until proven guilty.”

				She stiffened and he felt guilty because he’d lashed out.

				“So you’re alleging you’re innocent?”

				“It doesn’t matter what I say if you’ve already made up your mind.” But it did matter, a lot more than it should have.

				“Believe it or not, I’m looking for the truth. However, I do know what the prevailing opinion is.”

				If only he could sway this one person  …  but “if onlys” were for dreamers. If only he could go back in time and be on-site during construction, he’d prevent this whole calamity. He looked away from her intriguing face to the wreckage, from one torment to another.

				This was his responsibility. He’d designed the Densmore. On paper, he was intimately familiar with every nook and cranny of the building. He was the best hope of finding out why it failed. And if he found he was at fault  …  well, he’d cross that bridge when he came to it.

	
CHAPTER 2

				Christian Ziko vibrated with a tension that was almost frightening. Gabrielle kept tabs on his whereabouts, not letting him get behind her because she didn’t want to be caught unawares in the explosion if he lost it. His face was too pale, his eyes too wide and his right hand made a fist at his side where his arm was stiffly extended. The man had serious issues with what he saw.

				“What’s your take on the damage you see?” Maybe she could get him to focus away from the internal.

				“It shouldn’t have happened.”

				“I know that. I think everyone around Detroit knows that. What’s your guess on what failed?”

				He pointed at the drooping girders. “Those shouldn’t have given way. My design balanced the weight. Those look like the weight was too much.”

				His gaze moved to the girder in the middle of the atrium floor. “Too much force on the outer edge. But it’s just not possible.”

				“Obviously it is.”

				“I need a failure analysis of the support beams to determine what stress loads they experienced.”

				“The building inspector did one. So did Michigan Casualty.” She wished she’d brought her copy with her. But he’d find out the results after the grand jury was through looking at it. Did he knew about that aspect of the investigation, since he was unaware of everything else? As volatile as he was now, she didn’t want to be the one to tell him.

				“Without the failure analysis, what can you tell me?” she asked.

				“The breakdown began there.” He pointed to the third floor where the support beam was missing. What was left of the floor sagged toward that point. “Instead of the force being distributed to the beams imbedded in the outer walls, as I designed it, it looks like it spread to the floor edge.” A frown pinched his brows together. “That’s not possible.”

				“It’s possible. After all, the overhang was unsupported.”

				Ziko shook his head. “It only appeared to be unsupported.”

				“As you can see, the beams failed to hold the weight.”

				The look on his face was like a trapped animal’s — too much white in the eyes, too many strain lines. He dragged a hand through his already disordered hair, mussing it further.

				“It can’t be.” He said it as though to himself, then added, “A supplier must have substituted on the materials.”

				“We checked. Each supplier provided exactly what was specified on the materials order.”

				“Then there was a typo on the order.”

				“No. We double-checked the orders to the drawings. They match.”

				His chin came up. “The drawings were flawless. I double- and triple-checked them before submitting them.”

				“If we ruled out everything else, it has to be your design.”

				He pinned her with his gaze. “Did you rule out everything else?”

				“Yes.”

				A look of agony passed over his face. He walked further into the atrium until his back was to her. Glass crunched under his white sneakers. She tried not to feel pity toward him as he stood framed against the backdrop of his shattered dream. He should have done more extensive testing, and then this disaster wouldn’t have happened. Perhaps it was a cost-cutting measure not to do additional tests. Or maybe it was greed.

				From what she’d seen in the past few minutes, she didn’t think he was motivated strictly by money. But she was a poor judge of character. Men she’d thought she could trust and respect, men who’d seemed grounded in reality had all turned tail and run when she told them she was psychic. She was the last person who could say anything for certain about other people, even if she was touching them. She just wasn’t reliable.

				The facts suggested Christian Ziko’s design was flawed. The facts suggested his design had resulted in the deaths of six people.

				As though she’d spoken out loud, Ziko reacted to her thoughts. “I need to see the results of the investigation.”

				It would be a serious conflict of interest if their main suspect sifted through the evidence. Although if he was brought to trial, his attorney would get to see it all anyway. But it wouldn’t be her that leaked the facts.

				“I’m afraid I can’t help you.”

				“What?” When he turned toward her, he looked confused.

				“I’m sorry. I thought you were talking to me.”

				“No. Who do I talk to about getting a key to this place?”

				“Mr. Ziko, I don’t think anyone will give you a key. Not yet, anyway.”

				He frowned. “Why not? What do you mean?”

				“You’re under suspicion, you must realize that. No one would want to give you the opportunity to tamper with evidence.”

				There was an instant of extreme vulnerability in his face before grim resolve tightened his jaw. “You let me in.”

				Oh shit. Her action was going to come back to bite her in the butt. “I wanted your take on the destruction.”

				“You wanted me to confess.”

				Gabrielle’s conscience hurt for a moment until she remembered the dead. “Yes. I want to know what happened.”

				“At least you’re honest. How long do you intend to be here?”

				“Not long.” Just enough time to touch the building again and see if she got a different reading from it than she had all the other times she’d touched it in the past two weeks.

				“Oh. Then, if you don’t mind, I’ll let you do whatever you came for while I look around.”

				“The building’s not safe inside.”

				His blue gaze blasted right through her. “Do you care if I become another casualty? In your mind, wouldn’t that be a fitting end for me?”

				Before she’d met him, that would have been her opinion. But his vulnerability gnawed at her. He wasn’t what she’d expected.

				So her answer was a little evasive. “I think the families of the victims want a different kind of closure. They might want you dead, but they want you to suffer like they are.”

				Her words were a direct hit. Pain flashed across his face. He turned away and walked toward the interior of the building. Remorse tore through her. She’d never been intentionally cruel before. Not that she’d meant to hurt him — she’d just wanted a reaction out of him. Too bad his reactions kept surprising her.

				Before she could stop him, he opened the door to the stairwell.

				“Wait!” she shouted. “You can’t go up there.”

				His blue eyes blazed with defiance. The last glimpse she had of him was his shoulders thrown back and his chin lifted as he disappeared through the door. There was the arrogant architect the trade magazines wrote about.

				Gabrielle ran after him. If he was suicidal, she couldn’t let him kill himself on her watch. No, she wouldn’t be responsible for that.

				Flinging open the door to the stairwell, she found only emptiness. My God, he was fast. She jogged up the stairs, thankful for daily workouts on her treadmill. At the second floor landing, she heard a footstep on the stairs above her.

				“Stop, Mr. Ziko! Don’t go up there.”

				When she got no response, she continued climbing. Her thighs burned from taking the stairs too fast. Before she reached the turn, the third floor stairwell door slammed.

				Damn. She’d never catch him. She didn’t want to see one more body splattered in the atrium, his limbs twisted into unnatural contortions.

				She double-timed it up the rest of the stairs, reaching the door out of breath. As she jerked it open, she realized she didn’t know what direction the atrium was. Damn, and Ziko did because he’d drawn the floor plan.

				Think, Gaby. The disco owners had taken down all the signs for the dance club. She tried to place her current location in relation to the lobby below. Right. Go right.

				She ran to the end of the short corridor and turned the corner. There were the glass doors to the disco, but no sign of Ziko.

				Sprinting the short distance to the doors, she swung through them and skidded to a stop. Fifty yards ahead, Ziko stood precariously close to the tilted edge. She sucked in her breath and tried to prepare herself for the sight of him throwing himself from the rim.

				“Ziko, don’t do it!”

				He didn’t turn or indicate in any way he’d heard her. Then he moved forward and she flinched. But he only squatted down and ran his palm over the floor.

				She frowned. What was he doing?

				Moving cautiously forward, her curiosity awakened with a vengeance. She hadn’t been up here. When the building inspectors couldn’t confirm the safety of this floor, Michigan Casualty had paid experts to do an evaluation. They’d done so with safety ropes and harnesses, all the equipment to save them from a nasty fall.

				But Ziko had none of that. He was on his knees now, moving left to right as he studied who knew what. Gabrielle stepped closer. She couldn’t shake a sense of uneasiness, or the icy finger tracing her spine. She wanted to clutch at the support beams, but she didn’t know how secure they were. Ziko was too close now to the jagged hole in the floor.

				“Don’t get so close.” She was careful not to yell and startle him, lest he fall and she be directly responsible for his death.

				An ominous groan from the floor went right through her like an electric current and she stiffened. “Get back from the edge!”

				Amazingly enough, Ziko obeyed, giving the depression in the floor a wide berth. Her heart was in her throat and she did clutch the vertical support.

				A vision blasted into her mind with the force of a speeding train. Young people dressed to party ran past where she stood, the women screaming in terror. The floor shook as though in an earthquake. Beyond the fleeing bodies, she saw a sandy-haired young man pinwheeling his arms, and then he tumbled backward over the crumbling edge with a cry. The most awful sound competed with the screams, a screech like when a nail was torn from a board, only much lower pitched and slower, a haunting sound, as much internal as it was external. Gabrielle heard the shattering glass and knew the support beam had torn loose and struck the atrium floor with the force of a bomb. Screams rent the air. The cacophony of sound was deafening.

				“Miss Healey? Gabrielle?”

				It was physically wrenching to tear loose from the past, but Ziko’s voice finally broke through the horror of the floor’s collapse. He stood less than a foot away from her, not touching, but invading her space all the same. His blue eyes showed concern and something else she couldn’t decipher.

				“What?” Her voice sounded hoarse and choked to her ears.

				“You shouldn’t be up here if you’re so afraid.” His hand opened and closed by his side.

				She took a small step to the side without trying to look like she was moving farther from him. But she didn’t want him to touch her, not right now. “I didn’t get to investigate this floor myself. I want to.”

				“You know it’s not safe.”

				“You’re here.”

				“I have to know why it isn’t safe. If you’ll go back downstairs, I’ll be down in a few minutes.”

				“I’ll wait for you here.” She crossed her arms across her chest to prevent further argument. She had her own probing to do, and if he’d turn his back, she’d do it.

				He stalked back toward the edge, although his steps became gentler the closer he came to what had been a glass wall. He bypassed the depression in the floor and hunkered down nearby to once again study the floor.

				Moving farther away from the center of the collapse, Gabrielle found a position out of Ziko’s line of sight and dropped to a crouch, gently laying a hand on the floor. She wanted to see the building being built, the decisions that had gone into this floor.

				Softly a scene began, blurry but coming into focus. A man in a white hard-hat holding rolled up drawings stared out at the exposed beams of a building not yet finished. She knew from his photo this was Ziko’s partner, Roger Barrett, a successful architect in his own right, but of the traditional sort. His designs were timeless, not groundbreaking like Ziko’s. His light blue eyes were possessive as he viewed his creation, but they didn’t hold the love she’d seen in Ziko’s eyes. 

				She didn’t care about Barrett’s involvement in the building. She wanted to see Christian Ziko. She shook away Barrett’s image, but try as she might, no image of Ziko appeared. She didn’t understand it. Why couldn’t she picture him on this floor?

				“What are you doing?” Ziko’s voice snapped her out of her musings.

				Her temples throbbed from trying to exert control over her vision. She tried to think of a plausible answer quickly as she rose to her feet. “I was duplicating your movements, trying to see what you saw.” Boy, did that sound stupid.

				“You’re not an architect.”

				No, she’d had to give up that dream and had ended up at the other end of the spectrum, after buildings were destroyed. “I have enough knowledge of how buildings are made to make educated guesses.”

				Ziko looked like he wanted to probe further, but then he glanced away. “Do you have measuring tools with you?”

				The question startled her. “No, not today.”

				“Too bad.” He strode away from her, his long legs carrying him to the edge in moments.

				He went so close to the drop-off Gabrielle almost yelled at him to stop. Then he began to pace toward her. At first she thought he was walking, but his steps were closer together and more deliberately placed. He was pacing off distance.

				When he reached the upright column, he moved to the left approximately six feet from where he’d started and paced out to the edge again.

				Ziko was frowning as he neared the dip in the floor. Before she could cry out an alarm, he skirted the area. He paced the distance all along the edge, his frown ever present.

				As Ziko got further away from her, Gabrielle walked along the line of upright columns, touching each one under the pretence of resting against them. When she reached the pillar closest to the sloped floor, a vision filled her mind.

				Once again, Roger Barrett stood studying the unfinished floor. A black-haired man stood beside him, and for a moment Gabrielle thought it was Christian Ziko. But when he turned to Barrett, she saw he was older than Christian, his face rounder, but the familial resemblance was distinctive. This must be Christian’s brother, Paul, Barrett’s best friend.

				Christian’s muttering shattered the vision like a stone dropping into a pool of water. “This can’t be right.”

				She shook herself, eager to get back to the focus of her investigation. “What’s not right?”

				“I could swear it was thirty feet, but this is twenty-five.”

				“Maybe you measured incorrectly. Your feet aren’t exactly accurate instruments.”

				“They’re close enough, and I’ve never been wrong.”

				Gabrielle filed that little tidbit of information away. “Then maybe you remember the length incorrectly.”

				“No. I remember most of the specs on my drawings.”

				“Maybe you’re remembering the first draft. How many times did you redraw the blueprints?”

				His blue eyes narrowed. “Is that for your investigation?”

				“I was trying to help.”

				“Three times.”

				“Then maybe you’re remembering the first or second draft. I’m sure first plans have to allow for reality.”

				“Maybe.” But he continued to frown.

				“I’ve got a copy of the drawings in my car. Do you want to see them?” She couldn’t believe she’d offered that to him. What was wrong with her?

				“Yes, I’d like that.”

				“Are you through here?” Between the ragged edge of the floor and the knowledge the building might not be sound, her nerves were shredded. The sooner she got off this floor, the better.

				“I guess.” He looked around, as though trying to find something. He raked a hand through his hair with a jerky movement that looked like frustration.

				Gabrielle headed for the exit, assuming Ziko would follow her. When she reached the door, he was right behind her. Once again he’d invaded her space. Her skin felt too tight, she was too warm and she was very conscious of the animal warmth of him. He smelled of soap and oddly enough, antiseptic. His nostrils flared slightly as though he was scenting her, too.

				As he reached past her to take hold of the door, she noticed a raw red patch on the inside of his wrist.

				“After you.” He indicated the open door.

				Gabrielle was mortified. She’d stood there gawking at him like a woman who’d never seen a man before. She’d never had a man’s heat go to her head like strong liquor before. And for that man to be as inappropriate as Christian Ziko was humiliating. He wasn’t even attracted to her.

				Oh yes, he was.

				No, he wasn’t. Besides, he was probably guilty, so there was no future in this imaginary attraction.

				She was very aware of Ziko behind her all the way down the stairs. She didn’t want to speed up and risk taking a nasty tumble or let him know how nervous he was making her feel. Never let a suspect put you on the run. That gave them the upper hand.

				At the first floor, Gabrielle turned toward the front door. But Ziko walked out into the atrium to the fallen girder, crunching through broken glass to reach it. He crouched beside the end of it, reaching out to touch something on its surface. She should probably move closer so she’d know what he was doing.

OEBPS/images/logo_Crimson.gif





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
(B
CRIMSON‘(Q ROMANCE

k SHAY LACY, aulhorof}lemlvndey






