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Altered States:
Dark Seduction
Cheyenne McCray


Dedication
To Melissa, Claudia, Patti, Hope, and Cate.
You are the best.


Chapter 1
“Is this seat taken?”
The low timber of the male voice behind Tori sent a shiver down her spine. Despite the sexy voice, she braced herself for yet another pick-up attempt. It had been a long day on the job and all she wanted was a couple of beers and a chance to relax.
Tonight she really didn’t want to be bothered. Maybe she should have come as a homely woman, someone really unattractive, so that men wouldn’t come on to her. It would have been easy enough.
But she’d managed to chase off two drunken idiots. What was one more?
She gripped the nearly empty beer bottle she’d been nursing and slowly moved her gaze from the Seahawk’s game to the presence she felt beside her. She started to say, “It’s taken,” and then got a good look at the man.
Oh, my.
On second thought…
In front of her stood six-plus feet of hard male flesh with muscles in all the right places, and the tiniest quirk of a smile on a face that was all angles and planes. Add blue, blue eyes and dark hair, and she was in total lust.
When she couldn’t find her voice at first, she cleared her throat. “It’s free.”
The smile deepened and he extended his hand. “Hi. My name is Logan.”
“Tori.” She took his hand in hers and assessed his grip. Firm and warm, and enough of a spark between them to send a tingle through her belly.
“Buy you a drink?” Logan gestured to her bottle as he eased onto the empty barstool. “Another Blue Moon?”
“All right.” She didn’t usually let men buy her drinks, but this was definitely a special case.
He signaled to Joe, the barkeep, who was toweling down the bar. “Two Blue Moons.” Logan indicated Tori and himself. With a nod, the barkeep tossed his hand towel over his shoulder and moved away.
In her line of work she easily sized-up men within the first few moments of an introduction and she’d rarely been wrong. Logan wasn’t setting off any alarm bells but he was tripping the wire when it came to instant fantasies.
What would it be like to strip off that black T-shirt, and get a good look at the muscles the cotton couldn’t disguise? Was his chest smooth? Slightly hairy? Or more than slightly? She was betting on a light sprinkling. She could almost feel the hard muscles beneath her palms, the smoothness of his taut abs, his lean hips, and wrapping her fingers around his—
She met his gaze and saw the amusement in them and her cheeks warmed. He’d caught her assessing him and she wondered if the man could read her expression. Usually she was pretty good at disguising her feelings and thoughts, but his eyes told her that he had a really good idea of what she’d been thinking.
A bedroom, candlelight, and two naked bodies slick with sweat…
Maybe he was thinking the same thing.
She turned her gaze to Joe as he placed a bottle in front of her and another before Logan. Beer foamed at the mouth of hers and she used a cocktail napkin to wipe off the liquid running down the side of the bottle.
“What are you into?” she asked as she watched him take a long draught of beer.
His smile did strange things to her belly. “I’m into high tech development. I was supposed to meet a police computer security expert tonight to hire him as a consultant, but he didn’t show. I can’t imagine why he never called, though. What about you?” he asked.
“You could say I’m into security,” she said. In a manner of speaking.
She adjusted herself on the barstool and her knee brushed his. A warm tingling sensation flowed through her body. Oh, yeah. There was some definite spark here.
His gaze moved to the TV monitor on the wall behind the bar. There were monitors everywhere, making it a good place for sports addicts to congregate.
He met her eyes again. “Like football?”
“My older brothers lived and breathed the sport and played from Pop Warner to college.” She brushed short dark curls behind her ear. “I was hauled to every game as kid and loved it.”
Logan studied her. “I bet they are protective over their pretty younger sister.”
“Very.” She rolled her eyes. “Too protective.”
“If I had you for a sister, I’d be overprotective, too.” His grin was so sexy it made her stomach flip. “Parents?”
“Just my dad,” she said. “He lives in Tacoma. Mom passed away two years ago.” She took a drink of beer. “Do you have family in the area?”
He nodded. “Here and in Arizona.”
“Brothers?” she asked. “Sisters?”
“Brother,” he said. “Here in Seattle. My parents retired and moved to Tucson.”
“Are you married? Dating?” she asked. “Have kids?” If a man was going to flirt with her in a bar, she wanted to get the lay of the land, no surprises, so might was well be direct.
“No, it depends, and no.” He gave a slow shake of his head. “I don’t suppose you have a husband lurking in the shadows.”
“Nope.” She took another drink of her beer before setting her bottle down again. “What did you mean by ‘it depends’?”
His gaze locked with hers. “It depends on whether or not a pretty brunette gives me a shot.”
She felt a thrill from her head to her toes. She cocked her head to the side as she made up her mind. “It’s getting a little noisy in here with the game. The Starbucks around the corner on Yesler—how would you like to head on over there?”
“Sure.” His mouth curved up into a sexy grin. “I don’t seem to be watching the game right now anyway.”
They downed their beers as bar patrons cheered the home team then booed and shouted at the TVs over a ref’s call in favor of the rivals. Something about the petite brunette with the spunky personality intrigued Logan. Tori’s hazel eyes looked at him as if she could read right through him. The thought made him smile to himself. Given the opportunity she could certainly see right through him.
When she’d taken his hand he’d felt a jolt of lust straight to his cock. A flash of something had come to him in that moment, but it hadn’t made a damn bit of sense. He’d seen her at his company wearing a lab coat and black-rimmed glasses and a lipstick-red dress. Yet this woman was in some branch of law enforcement. Security, my ass. So why was he seeing an image of her at his company?
She slipped into her jacket as Logan tugged his on. He laid a twenty on the bar, under his glass then put his hand at the small of her back as if to escort her out. She stiffened and gave him a look.
He didn’t have to be told that she considered herself independent and that she didn’t think she needed to be escorted out. He shoved his hands into the pockets of his brown leather bomber jacket and she turned her collar up as they walked out of the warmth of the bar and into the frigid Seattle night.
She didn’t hunch over against the wind. Instinctively, she seemed to be alert for anything out of the ordinary. Definitely law enforcement.
When they reached the Starbucks, she let him hold the door open for her and the smell of coffee was rich and strong. They took the sole pair of overstuffed lounge chairs in the corner. He noticed that she put her back to the wall and picked a place to sit that gave her a full view of the front door.
He seated himself beside her. “What would you like?”
“Nuh-uh.” She shook her head. “My turn. You paid for drinks at Joe’s Place.”
He held back a grin. She was so damned headstrong that there would be no fighting her over this.
“Venti, dark roast, no room for cream,” he said.
“My kind of man,” she said with a smile then headed off to place the order.
As she walked away, he took the opportunity to watch her. She’d taken off her jacket and he got a good look at her backside. Petite frame and feminine curves that had his fingers dying to touch her. She wore a white blouse that came down to her cute little ass that was clad in dark blue jeans.
Another vision came to him of Tori sitting next to him in his Jaguar, and she was wearing a sparkling sequined dress. The image was strong and clear. Their futures were somehow entwined…he just couldn’t see it all right now. But then his ability only allowed him to see glimpses of the future or of symbolism that he had to interpret. Seeing her in the lab coat had to be symbolic of something because why else would an agent of the law be in a lab coat in his company?
He continued to study her. When she looked over her shoulder she caught him at it and her cheeks reddened a little. Damn but she made him want to smile. Cute as hell.
It wasn’t long before she was carrying two venti coffees and she returned. She handed him one of the cups before taking the seat beside him.
She blew out what he was certain was a sigh of pleasure as she relaxed and sipped her coffee, and he took a drink of his own. It was a great dark roast that warmed his insides almost as much as her presence warmed him.
She lowered her cup. “You didn’t tell me if you’re a football fan.”
“Lifelong.” He leaned back in the overstuffed chair. “Like your brothers I played through high school. I didn’t continue in college though.”
“What high school?” she asked.
“Washington,” he said. “You?”
“West Seattle,” she said. “Maybe you played against my brothers—they’re four years older than me. Mark and Jake Adams.”
“The twins from West Seattle?” Logan shook his head as he thought of the two big men. “Maybe I’d better run. With those two bruisers for brothers I’m in a world of trouble when it comes to their baby sister.”
Tori laughed. “So you know them.”
“If I remember correctly, Mark gave me a concussion and Jake broke my ankle.” He winced at the memories. “Or maybe it was the other way around.”
She shook her head. “Ouch.”
“Yeah, ouch.” It was so long ago that he recalled the incidents with humor now. “What are they up to now?”
“They’re both in law enforcement,” she said. “We all took after our dad in one form or another. Mark and Jake are both with the NSA.”
He smiled. “So you aren’t exactly into security.”
She pushed her brown curls behind her ear. “If law enforcement isn’t security, I don’t know what is.”
“I suppose so,” he said. “What exactly do you do?”
“What I need to in order to perform my job.” She shrugged. “So what does your brother do?”
“He’s former Navy.” Logan lowered his coffee cup after taking another drink. “He didn’t play sports.” It wouldn’t have been fair if he had.
He leaned back, his gaze taking her in. He wanted to know more about her. Her favorite color, if her toenails were painted, what she ate for breakfast. Ridiculous little things considering he’d just met her.
“Favorite vacation spot?” he asked.
She tilted her head as she thought about it for a moment. “The Caribbean is amazing. I’d love to go back to Cozumel. The diving there is the best.” She looked at him from under her lashes. “But it would have to be with the right person.”
The corner of his mouth quirked as he imagined what it would be like to take her away from the rainy Seattle weather to someplace tropical. “Nice. Especially this time of year when we’re freezing our asses off.”
“No kidding.” She wrapped one of her curls around her finger. “Now to find that right person.”
“I wouldn’t mind a little trip to the Caribbean.” He let her know by his tone that he meant with her. “Maybe a long one.”
“And you?” She adjusted herself on her seat. “Your favorite vacation spot?”
With a smile he said, “I love my skiing vacations. I can’t sleep the week before I go to Telluride.” He paused, thinking about how much he would like to have her join him…in more ways than one.
For a moment his gaze held hers and it seemed like they were trapped in some kind of spell and neither one of them could speak. He imagined moonlit walks on a white sand beach beside crystal blue waters, followed by hot sex on a blanket on the sand.
He pulled himself back from fantasies to reality. “What are your favorite movies?” he asked her.
“Gladiator, the Bourne movies, the Lord of the Rings.” She’d still been playing with her curl and she slowly let her fingers slide away. “Because I love a strong man who stands for something.”
“You would love me then,” he said with a grin. “They borrowed the scripts from my life.”
She laughed. “Oh. And they were humble.”
“I’m out then.” He winked.
“Well, something tells me you are like those men,” she said.
He raised a brow. “Are you flirting with me?”
“Why not?” She leaned closer to him and lowered her voice. “It’s all a game.”
He leaned closer to her, too. “A game of what?”
“A game of cat and mouse. Everyone has their own rules to the game. Let me ask you, are you the kind of guy who’s seeking a conquest and once you win, you move on?” she asked.
He reached out his hand and stroked her wrist with his finger. Her skin was so soft. “I know one thing. If I landed you, I suspect I would not be moving on.”
She shivered beneath his touch. “So that’s what you think. Why is that, especially since you don’t even know me?”
“I would rather not say.” He continued stroking her wrist. “Don’t want your head to swell. I like the size right now.”
She laughed and he grinned. He was enjoying the flirtatious banter with her, something he didn’t engage in often. Hell, it had been a while since he’d found someone who interested him enough to flirt with. Since Carla had left him, come to think about it.
They talked until they got kicked out at closing time, their playfulness growing more and more into something sexual.
As they walked outside, she looked up at him. With her stretching up to about five-two, he was a good foot taller than her. “I’m not ready to end the night,” she said. “And I’m not interested in going back into the bar and shouting at each other over the noise.”
“What would you like to do?” His voice was low and husky.
She paused then said, “Let’s go to my place.”


Chapter 2
The moment they walked through the door into her house, Tori and Logan tossed their jackets on a couch. She slipped her arms around his neck and pressed herself to him. He felt hot and hard against her.
She gasped as he pushed her up against the wall beside the door, pinning her there with his big body.
The trapped feeling, the feeling of being controlled, only made her more excited. He felt hard and warm against her as her breasts were flattened between their bodies, his erection digging into her belly. He grasped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh and she squirmed against him, an ache growing and growing between her thighs.
She had never brought home a man the same night she’d met him. Hell, she rarely brought anyone home at all. But she’d never met a man like Logan. A man who she had connected with on some deep level that made her feel like she’d already done this with him a thousand times.
His mouth came down on hers hard and she returned the kiss with matching intensity. His stubble was rough against her face, his hands callused as he pushed up her blouse and moved his palms up and down, slowly, caressing the soft flesh of her waist and belly.
She felt almost frantic as they kissed and she shoved up his T-shirt. He released her hips long enough to shrug out of the shirt, leaving him bare-chested.
A sigh of pleasure swept through her as he took her in his arms again and she braced her hands between them on his hard chest. His muscles flexed beneath her palms as she rubbed them over his pecs, shoulders, and biceps. She’d been right, he had a light sprinkling of hair on his chest, just enough to tickle her fingers.
He grabbed her blouse and ripped it open, surprising her and sending buttons pinging on the hardwood floor. Cool air skimmed her belly. She hesitated, then made up her mind. She unbuckled her belt and put it and her holster with her Sig Sauer on the sofa table.
“My, what a big gun you have,” he murmured before his mouth bruised hers again. “Do you have cuffs to go along with it?”
A gasp rose up inside her as he drew back. “I have them but only use them when I have to disable someone dangerous.”
“Am I dangerous enough?” he asked.
“Oh, definitely.” She loved his taste, loved his masculine scent. It filled her, made her almost dizzy with need.
He pushed her shirt down her arms, the silk brushing her skin as he let it drop to the floor. He unfastened her bra, his fingers easily finding the hooks, and he stripped it from her and flung it to the side. Her breasts filled his hands when he cupped them and she moaned as he stroked her nipples with his thumbs in slow, easy circles.
A groan spilled from her lips when he brought his mouth to her nipple. He flicked his tongue over the hard nub and she clenched her hands in his silky hair. Simply breathing became harder and harder as he sucked and licked her nipples, and she felt herself grow more and more damp between her thighs.
She reached for the button of his Levis, her fingers moving down his taut abs to his waistband. His jeans hung low on his hips and she managed to undo the button and pull the zipper down. She pushed his jeans to his thighs then dug her fingers into his shoulders as he took her nipple between his teeth.
He brought his lips to hers again, his tongue delving into her mouth and tasting her. She let go of his ass and wrapped her fingers around his cock. She groaned as she held it, not sure she could wait much longer to feel the thickness of it inside her.
She kicked off her shoes, wanting him to strip away her jeans. The way his fingers found the button, it was as if he read her mind. He unzipped her jeans and shoved them down to her ankles, leaving her in nothing but her red panties.
His hands caressed her through the lace and silk as he palmed her ass, before he pushed them down, too. She didn’t have to step out of them. They fell away from her feet as he caught her by her ass again and raised her so that her thighs were wrapped around his hips, his cock pressing against her folds as he pushed her up against the wall again. His jeans were still at his hips and she felt the tough cotton brushing her legs.
He broke the kiss and looked down at her. His chest rose and fell, his breathing as hard as hers was. He reached into his front pocket and brought out a condom package. He tore it open with his teeth before rolling the condom onto his cock that looked so big, so thick that she knew he was going to feel hard and tight inside of her.
“Ready for me, Tori?” His blue eyes met hers as he put his erection at the entrance to her core.
“Yes.” She squirmed, wanting him so badly that she could hardly stand it.
He thrust his cock and she cried out from the tightness, the fullness. It had been much too long since she’d had a man inside her.
He fucked her up against the wall, driving into her again and again and again. His naked chest rubbed against her nipples, his hips working between her thighs in hard thrusts. He took her with power, like a caged animal suddenly released.
She dug her fingers in his shoulders again as if to control the beast he’d become. As she looked into his eyes she swore she saw his image flicker as if he wasn’t totally there physically. Yet she could feel him just as intensely. She caught her breath, but when she squeezed her own eyes shut then opened them, he looked normal.
My imagination, she thought as she fell into the rhythm of him taking her. From somewhere inside she felt an orgasm building… and building… She could barely see straight as she looked into his gaze.
Her climax slammed into her at the same time she thought she saw him flicker again. She cried out, screaming at the intensity of the orgasm. She’d never felt anything like it in her life. Her entire body throbbed and jerked and her eyes nearly crossed.
They next thing she knew, she was no longer up against the wall and he was kicking off his jeans and boxers. He picked her up and carried her, then stopped when he reached the plush rug in the living room. He went down onto his knees as he pulled out of her then turned her so that she was on her hands and knees.
He put his hand on the back of her neck and pressed hard, forcing her down so that her cheek was against the rug, her ass in the air. With one hand still holding her down in a dominant pose, he grasped her hip with his other hand and drove inside her.
He fucked her hard, slamming his hips against her ass, his cock reaching places deep within her that had never been touched before.
She’d never, ever been taken like this before. It was primal, like he was some kind of beast. And it was making her so hot she could hardly maintain coherent thought. Another oncoming orgasm warmed her, starting low in her abdomen before it burst, flooding her with heat and stars shooting in her mind.
A growl filled the air that nearly frightened her but made her body throb even more. She’d never felt a cock pulsing inside her like his did. Hard and throbbing, continuing on like his climax would never end. It drew out her own orgasm until she didn’t think she could take anymore.
And then he braced his hand on the floor beside her and she heard the harshness of his breathing. She was having a hard time trying to catch her breath, too. He rose back up and slid his cock out.
He settled on his side on the rug and guided her so that she was lying down, facing him. He trailed his fingers from her shoulder, down her side to her hip and back again.
She studied him. “You’re an animal.”
He continued tracing a path with his fingertips. “Why do you say that?”
“Hot sex like this,” she said with a sigh, “it was so intense, so…primal.”
“I’d have to say you bring the animal out in me.” He grinned that quirky, sexy grin that was turning her insides to melted chocolate. He brushed the back of his hand over her cheek.
“Mmmmm.” She was so sated that her eyelids felt heavy and she had a hard time keeping her eyes open.
Logan eased to his feet with catlike grace. Before she even knew what he was doing, he bent and scooped her up in his arms.
Her eyes flew open, but she quickly got over the surprise and snuggled against his chest.
“Bedroom?” he asked and she pointed in the direction of the master bedroom. He carried her to her bed and pulled back the covers with one hand while cradling her to him with his other.
He was brushing her hair away from her face as she slid into a deep and peaceful sleep.


Chapter 3
What a fabulous weekend. Logan had spent all day Sunday with her and they’d had sex more times than she could count. She felt pleasantly sore and well used.
She found herself humming as she headed to the agency she often freelanced for, to check out a possible assignment. The agency had sent her a text this morning to come in ASAP, so she’d left home not long after she received the message.
If it was possible to fall in love over a weekend, then she had. Love at first sight was one of those inexplicable things that had always happened to other people. Hey, at least she had more going on here than just love at first sight.
And if she hadn’t been mistaken, he’d been feeling it, too.
The only thing that gave her pause was the memory of how his entire body had seemed to flicker when he’d taken her hard and fast up against the wall. Crazy. She’d just been so hot and horny that of course she’d imagined it. Probably too much caffeine in her coffee that night. She shivered with desire just thinking about him taking her.
Tori sighed as she walked into the lower level of Psion’s headquarters. The HQ was a four-story building with the business and research levels on the upper three floors. The main floor served as a reception area in front and human resources and accounting in the back. Psion had nothing to do with the organization that she worked for. The company served as a cover for what went on down below.
She waited for an empty elevator then inserted her key card the moment the doors closed behind her.
Rather than going up, the keycard instructed the car to go in the opposite direction. It traveled down, down, down to a lower level that no one knew about. No one but those who worked for the Paranormal Intelligence Agency. The PIA, not to be confused with the CIA, was a secretive government agency that few were aware existed.
The PIA was responsible for paranormal undercover ops and in some cases black ops on both national and international levels. They worked covertly for the U.S. government and did what other agencies weren’t willing to or couldn’t do—and that covered a whole hell of a lot.
Although most of the operations were legal, if there was a need to break a few rules that the CIA could not—say, take out a rogue leader, or a need to break into a high security area to obtain important information—the PIA was that group. The operatives on the ground could only speculate who gave the orders and who knew about the details of such operations.
Few were even aware that a paranormal world existed at all, much less an agency that dealt with it in some fashion. Even though the agency worked with those aspects, not everyone in the agency had paranormal talents.
Tori frowned. Lately the assignments had gone beyond her comfort zone. But everything the PIA did was for the safety of the people of the United States… So she did what she had to do.
She used the key card again and the eye recognition device when she reached the bottom level and the elevator doors swished open. She walked into a stark security corridor with a door on the far end that would remain closed until the computers verified that it was her. A moment later, after she was examined by the computers, the door at the end of the corridor opened and she walked through the yawning opening.
A wall of monitors and a host of agents working in a dimly lit room greeted her along with a cacophony of sounds. People talking, electronics chirping.
“Tori.” Ellis Martin strode in her direction then caught her by the elbow and started leading her to one of the glass doors in the back of what they referred to as the War Room. “Janice needs to talk with you.”
“What’s going on?” She looked up at him.
“Janice will explain.” Ellis was intimidating in stature but she wasn’t easily intimidated. He was about as tall as a front line player on the LA Lakers, and as big as an NFL linebacker. His pale bald head gleamed as they passed under dim lights, his ice-blue eyes fixed ahead, his hulking form clad in jeans and a pale blue polo shirt. He was as cool a customer as any undercover agent she knew.
When they reached the glass door to the large office, she saw her sometimes boss, Janice Harper, a slim and beautiful woman with the personality of a Bengal tiger. Janice sat behind her desk and across from her in the roomy area were a man and a woman Tori didn’t recognize. Her partner when she took on a PIA assignment, Brian Eckhart, was standing behind the seated man and woman.
Her stomach flipped as Ellis pushed the door open, released her arm when she was inside, then he stood beside Brian.
Tori remained near the door, an icy hand crawling up her back to her nape as the gazes of all five people in Janice’s office rested on her. For a moment no one said a word.
Not wanting to show any emotion, any sign that she was concerned, Tori turned her gaze on Janice but didn’t say anything. The woman’s shining black hair was pulled back into a knot as usual, her dark piercing eyes fixed on Tori as if she could see through her every emotion, every thought.
“You spent this weekend with a man named Logan Savage,” Janice stated, her expression flat. “Is that correct?”
Surprise then a flash of anger flared within Tori. The agency was keeping tabs on her activities?
“Yes, that is correct.” She kept her emotions hidden. “May I ask what my personal life has to do with this agency?”
“It’s no longer simply your personal life,” Janice stood and braced her hands on her desk as she stared down Tori.
What the hell? Tori didn’t flinch and managed to keep from clenching her hands into fists.
“Meet Agents Reynolds and Carter.” Janice gestured to the woman and to the man. Both agents remained expressionless. “They’ve had Logan Savage under surveillance for some time.”
More surprise flooded over Tori. She glanced at the two agents then returned her gaze to Janice. “What for?” Tori asked, keeping her voice even.
“You are going deep undercover to monitor Savage’s activities that fall in line with a special project,” Janice said.
Tori inhaled and slowly let out her breath. “I barely know the man. He’s in some form of high tech development.” This was not the time to hedge around the truth. “He knows I’m law enforcement, although he has no idea what branch or what kind. That’s reason enough for me to not be the right agent for the job.”
“We’re aware of what you have and have not told him.” Carter spoke up and Tori cut her gaze to the man. “We monitored your activities the moment you began associating with Savage.”
Tori could barely contain her surprise as she looked at the agent.
“Agent Adams,” Reynolds said, “Savage is one of the bad guys.”
She felt like she’d been stabbed in the gut. She’d fallen for an enemy of the United States, because that’s what he was if her agency was involved. The enemy. But what had he done? Or what was it that he was doing now to place him in that category?
Janice raised her hands and blue light flared between her palms.
Great. Demonstration time.
The ball expanded, turning into a big clear bubble that had an iridescent glimmer to it. The bubble floated in the air between Janice and those gathered in the office.
Logan’s image appeared in the bubble. “Logan Savage,” Janice said, repeating Tori’s thought, “is a threat to the United States.”
Tori’s jaw tightened as she looked at the image of the man with whom she had spent the entire weekend with. The same man she’d fallen hard for in just a matter of a few days. It felt like the knife in her gut was being twisted.
Why did she have to go and fall for him?
No, she told herself. It was nothing more than lust.
A foot-tall image of a woman appeared in the center of the bubble.
“You will take the place of this woman, Carla Winston.” Janice’s attention was fully on the image, as if to hold it there.
Whoever Carla Winston was, she was certainly a gorgeous woman. It was a full-length image and Tori sized up the woman. Tori’s own talent allowed her to analyze images of people and know what their perfect proportions were.
The blonde, statuesque woman that they wanted her to replace was a good six inches taller than Tori, making her about five-eight. Opposed to Tori’s short dark curls, the woman had long, straight golden blonde hair. Tori mentally shook her head. Taking the place of this woman would require some effort on her part.
“Who is this Carla person?” Tori looked away from the image.
“Savage’s former girlfriend, who also works for his company.” This came from Reynolds. “He owns Savage Industries.”
She had heard of Savage Industries. Even read a feature article on them. So Logan owned one of the most respected private tech firms around? Tori shifted her stance. Her morning had gone from great to crap in a matter of moments.
“Carla Winston knows things that you need to know.” Reynolds said, “We want you to seduce him as that woman.”
Confusion still muddled Tori’s mind. She still had no idea why he was one of the “bad guys” and why they wanted her to go undercover in his company. “What details do you have regarding the assignment?”
“You will keep eyes and ears open about a special project called ‘Cerebral Voices’, or CVP as it’s known within the company,” Janice said. “We know the device reads minds, but there is much we don’t know about it. You will learn everything you can about the project and become as familiar as you can with both the hardware and the software. And then we will go from there.”
Janice’s attention focused on the bubble and the image inside of it changed. Now the image was of an electronic device that looked like some kind of silver camera, the length and height of a playing card and about an inch wide, floating in the air between them.
“Savage is reportedly planning to sell the technology to another country.” Carter’s tone was grave. “If he’s successful, it would go to the bad guys. There are trade restrictions on what countries he can sell it to, but the fact is, there are middlemen who broker these deals for Iran or rogue factions in the Middle East. We cannot have his technology fall into the wrong hands, including the Chinese.”
Shit. Tori’s words were tight as she spoke. “What about the real Carla?”
“She’s in a coma.” Reynolds’s tone was flat and for some reason it made Tori wonder exactly how the woman had ended up in the coma.
“How will this work, since they are no longer dating?” Tori frowned. “Are they on speaking terms?”
“There is a good relationship between them,” Reynolds said. “He trusts her without question. She broke up with him, rather than the other way around, so we believe the seduction will not be difficult.”
Tori had done this for her job before and she’d never had a problem doing what she needed to in order to complete missions. Having been with Logan as Tori made this a little different. She was a pro though, and she would do what she needed to do.
“No one has noticed her disappearance as of yet,” Carter added. “Shortly you will go to the agency’s infirmary to obtain from the subject’s mind what you will need to perform your job.”
The image in the center of the bubble changed back to Carla’s.
Most of the information that Tori could gather was intuitive. If the woman was in a coma, there was only so much that Tori could get.
But what she could gain was more than she let on to her employers. That was something she kept to herself. She had her reasons.
More than likely she would have access to the woman’s most recent memories and feelings, any abilities she had developed and that she used on a daily basis, but that was it.
As a Changeling, a rare ability, Tori could shift into almost any human form, but if she didn’t touch that person, she had no knowledge of them beyond what they looked like. She had to touch him or her in order to take what she needed or as much as she could.
Some people she got much more out of than others. She never really knew until she came in contact with the person. There were a few she hadn’t been able to get anything from and a couple whose form she hadn’t been able to take at all. There wasn’t an explanation for this as far as she knew. She wondered if she could take Logan’s form.
As if reading her mind, Janice said, “If possible, take Logan Savage’s form once you’re in as Carla.”
“Maybe that would be best.” Tori nodded. “What would you do with the real Logan?”
“That could be a problem, so let’s start with Carla.” Janice looked at Tori and gestured to the bubble and Carla’s image. “Now.”
So much for freelance. This was one job she didn’t feel she had a choice but to take. If the man who’d rocked her world this weekend had a black soul, then she’d be glad to bring him down.
Then why did the thought of working against Logan make her feel sick inside?
Tori hesitated only a moment before she extended her arm. She touched the image and it made a sizzling sound.
She lowered her arm and began to tremble, and she gritted her teeth as her body started to change. Pain shot through her limbs as her arms and legs lengthened. Her breasts became larger, her feet a little bigger. Her scalp tingled as her hair lengthened and the bones in her face moved.
Her clothing changed along with her body, shimmering and then forming so that she was wearing clothes similar to what Carla had on in the photograph.
When her body finished changing, she was an exact duplicate of Carla Winston.


Chapter 4
Muted light came in through the curtains of the townhouse Tori was in, Carla’s place, and Tori climbed out of bed and went to the window. She placed one of her hands on the cool pane as raindrops rolled down the surface. She pressed her nose against the glass and watched the dreary rain pour down.
Outside the greenery was muted, the pane fogging from her breath. She rubbed her eyes with her thumb and forefinger then turned and headed for the bathroom. She paused and braced her hands on the countertop and stared at herself in the glass. She had shifted back to herself before bed and it felt good to be in her own body again. A couple of weeks of being Carla, and Tori needed a break every now and then.
All five-foot-two with short dark curls and hazel-green eyes, and a heart-shaped face. When she was alone she didn’t have to pretend she was someone else.
She tried to gather from Carla’s memories if Logan had a key to her townhouse. At one time he had, but after they broke up, had Logan returned the key?
Maybe she needed to stay in Carla’s form even as she slept.
Tori grimaced. She should just change the locks, then she wouldn’t have to worry about it and she could make sure she had privacy at all times.
How long would she have to be Carla? How long before she could make sure that Logan never had a chance to sell the technology to some other country?
Her personal cell phone rang, dragging her attention to the sound. It was muffled. Where had she put it? Then she remembered it was in a pocket in her duffle bag and she hurried into the closet and dug it out and managed to answer it before the call went to voice mail.
On the caller ID screen was Jake Adams, her big brother.
She smiled pressed the On button. “Hey.”
As she answered the phone, she pictured her six-foot-three brother with his dark hair and hazel-green eyes that matched hers. Ladies went crazy over all that muscle and All-American good looks. Add intelligence on top of that and it wasn’t a wonder why women couldn’t stop themselves from drooling over him.
“How’s my favorite little sister?” His deep voice came over the line.
She smiled. “I’m your only sister.”
“Hmmm…” Jake made a considering sound. “I thought we picked up another one somewhere along the way.”
With a laugh, she said, “What’s up?”
“Dad’s calling a family dinner for next Friday night,” Jake said. “Mandatory.”
She blew out a breath. “I’m on assignment.”
“Better figure out a way to be there,” Jake said.
“You know how it is.” Tori pushed her hand through her hair. “Hell, Dad should know better. I’m working undercover.”
“Friday is the anniversary of Mom’s…” Jake’s voice trailed off.
Tori closed her eyes. Their mother had died two years ago, a week from today. “I’ll be there,” she said quietly. “No matter what.”
“Good,” Jake said. “Knew you wouldn’t let Dad down.”
No, she couldn’t let her dad down and let him be alone on the saddest anniversary in all of their lives.
“How is your assignment going?” Jake changed the subject and she was grateful for it.
“It’s not an easy one.” Tori thought about Logan.
“If we were in person, you could cry on my shoulder,” he said. “But over the phone doesn’t work.”
“No kidding,” she said. “What’s up with you?”
“Working on a big case.”
“And driving the ladies wild.” She grinned. “Still love ’em and leave ’em?”
“Who, me?” It wasn’t hard to picture his innocent expression.
“Yeah, you.”
“No one special, if that’s what you mean,” Jake said.
“Just checking,” she said. “One day the right girl will come along.”
“Dunno about that.”
“Oh, she will.” Tori nodded to herself. “And she’ll knock you on your ass.”
He snorted. “Ha.”
With a laugh, Tori said, “Where on Friday?”
Jake named their dad’s favorite restaurant and Tori said, “Should have known better than to ask. At least they have alcohol. I could use a beer or six.”
He laughed. “I’ll still drink you under the table, sis.”
“Try it.”
“You’re on.”
Jake told her good-bye and Tori said, “See you,” and then they disconnected the call.
After she hung up with her brother, Tori sat in one of the window seats in Carla’s townhouse, her back against one side, her feet against the other, and her knees almost up to her chest. The rain continued to roll down the pane and it drummed on the rooftop in a steady rhythm.
Her older twin brothers had always been there for her. The times she’d let her abilities slip and the other kids had called her a freak; working with her to control them; making sure she got to her special class with Mr. Carver every day by walking with her and ensuring no one hurt her along the way.
Kids could be so cruel, that’s all there was to it. When she was young and she had slipped, it wasn’t as simple as becoming someone else.
Instead, once just her arms had shifted and grew so long that they dragged the floor. Another time her nose expanded until she looked like a clown. Then there was the time her hair went from short, dark, and curly to long, bright red, and frizzy. Nor could she forget when her feet became as big as boats. Her elementary school years were not her favorite memories by a long shot.
While she was still young, and had learned how to hold on to a form, sometimes she’d play pranks on her brothers and her mom by shifting into one of her brothers. At that time she couldn’t hold the forms for long, but it was usually long enough. It was always strange being in their bodies, but fun playing the jokes on them. Of course she’d get into trouble, but it was usually worth it.
She climbed out of the window seat and began doing her morning exercises, her thoughts turning and turning as she stretched.
Junior high was a little better thanks to Mr. Carver teaching her for years how to control and use her ability. She was like any other girl when in public then could practice shifting when she was alone.
Her dad, being a tough cop and a strict father, was less than amused with her antics at times so she avoided doing anything mischievous most of the time when he was around.
Of course her brothers had their own abilities to deal with. She wouldn’t have traded them if she could have, although their genuine telepathic link could come in handy.
But they each had different abilities that thankfully no one had ever found out about. Oh, there’d been close calls and a little psychic persuasion involved to erase memories, but they’d managed to keep it under control.
Mark’s telekinesis talent could be fun—usually—but Jake’s pyrokinetic ability had not been so good before he learned to control it and his temper. Too many stories could be told about things bursting into flames.
Tori’s arms burned as she did as many guy pushups as her body could take, until muscle failure.
In high school, kids all but forgot her elementary school years and the freakish things that happened to her. She played sports, including running track, was on the debate club, and took tae kwon do lessons.
When she was eighteen, right after graduating from high school, Mr. Carver taught her more than she ever knew existed about the paranormal world. She went from thinking that she and her brothers were freaks in a way, to finding out there were countless people with many different talents.
She spent her college years researching everything she could find out about paranorms. In addition to tae kwon do, she learned street fighting and hand-to-hand combat. She continued to run track in college.
Tori moved on to sit-ups, doing one after another after another after another, well into the hundreds, until her stomach was completely fatigued.
When she’d graduated from college, Mr. Carver referred her to a friend of his and she was trained in ways she’d never dreamed so that she could serve her country. She freelanced for various organizations over the years when they needed someone with her talents.
It wasn’t until she was approached by the PIA that she learned there was an entire branch of the government that dealt with the paranorm in one way or another.
She lay on the floor, staring at the ceiling for a moment.
Working for the PIA didn’t necessarily give her the warm fuzzies. Sometimes she questioned what had been done while she’d been on assignment. Brian usually handled what she thought of as the dirtier aspects of their missions.
But ultimately, what she was doing was for the United States. So in the name of her country, she did what she had to do.
And if that meant taking down Logan Savage, so be it.


Chapter 5
Logan frowned and perched on the corner of his desk, puzzled by the fact that it had been two weeks and Tori hadn’t answered or returned his calls. She hadn’t seemed like the type of woman to have sex with a man then blow him off.
What really bothered him were the premonitions and the fact that she had disappeared like she had.
Not to mention he’d fallen for her. And fallen for her hard.
He looked out the floor-to-ceiling windows at the beautiful Seattle view. Maybe he was wrong and they hadn’t made the kind of connection he’d thought they had. But he was a pretty damned good judge of character so he doubted that.
Then why the cold-shoulder?
He’d thought about stopping by her house, but decided that was looking a little too desperate on his part.
His thoughts turned to the odd looks she had given him a couple of times while they’d had sex. Had his control slipped and had she seen what he hadn’t wanted her to? Damn but he hoped not. Maybe that had scared her away.
“Logan?” Carla’s voice brought him out of his thoughts and he looked from the windows to see her standing in the doorway to his office.
He couldn’t help himself as his gaze traveled over her tall, elegant form. Even with a lab coat over her red dress, as well as the pair of glasses she wore when she was in the lab, the woman was stunning. Long, lean legs, a perfect body, and golden hair that fell down to the middle of her back. Usually she had her hair up and in a knot at her nape when she worked, but today she’d let it fall loose around her shoulders in the way that he loved. The strands shone beneath the lights like gold threads.
Tori, on the other hand, was petite and beautiful in her own way. Short, dark curls framed a pretty face and she had smooth, soft skin. Her hazel-green eyes were warm and inviting, yet she had a hard edge to her gaze. An edge that anyone in law enforcement had.
It wasn’t that long ago that Carla had dumped him for some lawyer she’d met at her cousin’s engagement party. For a while, every time Logan saw her, something twisted in his gut. The night he’d met Tori was the first time since Carla had broken up with him that he’d made an attempt to meet another woman, much less end up taking the woman against a wall and any number of other places.
She walked closer to him and shock hit him hard. He’d seen this exact scene… Only it had been Tori, not Carla in the lab coat.
Déjà vu?
No, it hadn’t been, damn it. It had been a premonition.
Then why was Carla standing here and not Tori?
Carla’s brow wrinkled. “What’s wrong, Logan?”
“Nothing.” He eased off his desk and approached her. “What’s up?”
His nostrils flared as he caught her jasmine scent. She smelled as wonderful now as she ever had. It made him think of sex…hot, sweaty, hardcore sex.
He had to change his train of thought. First he was fantasizing over one woman and now he was running down an erotic memory lane with another.
“Just thought I’d stop by to see how you’re doing.” She moved closer to him and he saw the ring of blue around her irises in her gray eyes. He thought about Tori and the flecks of gold in her hazel eyes.
He studied Carla. He hadn’t stopped wanting her until he’d met Tori. But recently something had been different about Carla. Something earthy and warm where she had always seemed more sophisticated and cool. And he liked warm in a woman. Like Tori.
“Just working hard like always.” He had his arms across his chest as he sat on the desk and saw that her pupils were slightly dilated. She wanted him.
But did he want her now that he’d met Tori?
God help him, he did. Was it only sexual? Or for something deeper than what they’d had before?
At the same time he wanted Tori.
Hell, he’d never been a man to play two women at one time. But if Tori wasn’t responding to him…
“You might own the company, but you work too hard.” Carla reached him and she touched his arm, her fingers warming him through his long-sleeved shirt. At this moment she seemed to actually care, something she rarely showed before. These couple of weeks it had been like she had changed in some soul-deep way, an overnight turnaround. “You should relax more often.”
“I’m fine.”
She slowly shook her head. “I don’t think so.”
He dragged his hand down his face. “The Cerebral Voices project is my main concern right now.”
“You need rest to be on top of your game, Logan.” She trailed her fingers along his forearm. “You know that I can help you relax.”
“Hey.” He offered her a smile. “I said I’m fine.” He moved from the corner of his desk, away from her touch. “I’d better get to work.”
She nodded as her fingers slipped from his arm. “How is the project going?”
“Nothing has changed.” Logan frowned. “Of course the government still wants the technology, but I’m not ready to finalize anything just yet.”
“I have faith in you.” She moved forward to him again, reached up and brushed her lips over his cheek. “I’m here if you need me.”
“Thanks.” As he looked into her eyes he stroked her hair over her shoulder like he had so many times before. But then he took a step back.
Damn it. He didn’t need the drama of a relationship with Carla. He had too much to think about, too much to take care of.
“How about dinner tonight?” She tilted her head to the side. “TGIF and all that.”
“What happened to the man you were dating?” Logan asked. “Bruce something.”
“I ended it.” She gave a delicate shrug then smiled at him. “So, dinner?”
It was Friday night and he had never been able to reach Tori. Why the hell not? “Sure. I’ll pick you up. Seven?”
“Sounds great.” She smiled. “I’d better get back to the lab.”
She walked out the door and he watched the sensual way that she moved. Sensuality was inherent in everything about her.
“Damn,” he said out loud when she was gone. The last thing he needed was another relationship with her.
Donna, his assistant, appeared in the doorway. “Two CIA agents are here.”
Great. As if he had time to deal with them. Logan moved around his desk and sat. “Send them in.”
“Yes, sir.” She vanished. Moments later she appeared again, this time escorting a short, nearly baldheaded man and a tall blonde woman, presumably the agents.
Logan stood and shook hands with each of the agents.
“Special Agent Brent Mallory.” The female agent nodded to the male. “And I’m Special Agent Susan Taylor.”
Logan gestured to the seats in front of his desk before sinking into his leather office chair. He waited until they were seated. “What can I do for you?”
Taylor perched on the edge of her chair. “We have new intel indicating that a faction from the Middle East is targeting the Cerebral Voices project.”
“We cannot have this technology fall into the wrong hands. The government wants the project.” Mallory said.
A Middle East faction after the CVP? Damn. “We have the best security in the world in my building,” Logan said. “Only authorized individuals can even enter the building, and we screen every employee thoroughly before hiring them. Our computer security is the best.”
“That’s not good enough.” Taylor’s expression hardened. “We believe your employees could be compromised.”
Logan shook his head. “Everyone must pass the Cerebral Voices interview. There’s no getting by that test.”
“An employee could have been reached after employment,” Mallory said. “That is entirely possible.”
Logan studied them for a moment. “All right. We’ll re-administer the CVP test. It will take some time as I have a few hundred employees.”
“Start with those closest to the project,” Taylor said. “Those are the individuals we are most concerned with.”
“We’ll start today.” Logan didn’t like the tone being used by the agents. “I’m not required to take orders from the government. I’m doing this voluntarily.”
“Just see that you do it.” Taylor stood followed by Mallory. “We’ll see ourselves out.”
Logan rose from his chair and bit back words he wanted to say, and instead watched the agents leave. He wanted to go to the door and shut it hard enough to rattle the windowpanes.
“Aimy.” He spoke aloud to the computer. “Notify Donna to hold all calls.”
“Yes, Mr. Savage,” the computer said and almost immediately added, “Donna has been notified.”
“Send Kenneth Jones to my office.” Logan sat again. Absently he picked up the pen he used to sign documents and started tapping it on his desktop.
“Yes, Mr. Savage,” Aimy said, and then a moment later, “Kenneth is on his way.”
Three minutes later, Kenneth stuck his head in the room. “You rang?”
Logan gestured to the young genius scientist to come in. He didn’t invite him to sit, however.
“I need you to re-administer the Cerebral Voices to every employee in the company.” Logan watched the slight widening of Kenneth’s eyes.
“Every employee?” Kenneth repeated.
Logan gave a brief nod. “Start immediately and begin with those closest to the project.” He dismissed Kenneth with a gesture.
“You’ve got it.” Kenneth started toward the door. He paused and turned back. “Even the executives and managers?”
“Yes,” Logan said. “As a matter of fact, start with them.”
Kenneth gave a nod before heading out of the office.
Logan mentally shook his head as he spoke out loud. “Aimy, call a meeting for senior executives and top level managers in the executive boardroom.”
“What time would you like to set the appointment?” the computer asked.
“In thirty minutes.” Logan glanced at the door to his office. Clear.
He was a Walker. Time to walk.
Logan’s body shimmered and a cooling sensation chilled his body.
He vanished.


Chapter 6
As Carla, Tori moved from the hallway back toward the lab where her office was located. For the last fifteen minutes, she’d taken the form of one of the techs who had left for lunch, and had explored what areas she could as that tech.
Unfortunately, over the past two weeks she had yet to get close to the CVP. It was too closely monitored.
Early on, she had tried to take Logan’s form when he wasn’t around. Unfortunately, he was one of those rare individuals and she hadn’t been able to take his form at all, which was entirely unexplainable, as far as she knew. It was inconvenient, but sometimes that was just the way it was when it came to being a Changeling.
At least from Carla she’d learned some important information on exactly what the CVP was. Something that was both intriguing and dangerous. Intriguing in what it was capable of… Dangerous—extremely dangerous—if it was sold to the wrong people or fell into the wrong hands.
It was vital that the PIA get the CVP out of the hands of Savage Industries. Whoever possessed the device could read the minds of important people: presidents; the head of the joint chief of staff; nuclear physicists… Those who had the CVP could learn how to get into secure areas; obtain codes; learn where to locate the President… It could be used for countless things that would put the U.S. and even their allies in danger.
She slipped into the employee restroom and locked the door behind her. It only took her a few moments to shift from the tech to Carla. As she shifted, she ignored the pain. Her mind was busy thinking about the job she was here to do.
Once she had shifted back to her Carla form, from her pocket she slipped out the secured cell phone she used to contact the PIA. It was small, about the size of a credit card but a little thicker. She pressed the button that would send her directly to the agency.
Out of habit she glanced around the restroom even though she knew there were no recorders or cameras. She’d made sure of that two weeks ago.
“Mike’s Auto Shop,” came the voice on the other line.
“I’d like to see if my Toyota is ready to pick up,” Tori said, giving the code response.
“Just one moment and I will check for you.”
A click, a pause, and then Janice came on the secured line. “Based on current intelligence, I have new instructions for you beyond gathering information.”
“All right.” Tori looked in the restroom mirror and smoothed the blonde hair.
“At this time your job is to get the specs for the project,” she said. “According to the PIA’s intel, a way to hack into the CVP’s computer system has been created.”
Tori raised her brows. “How?”
“That’s not important.”
Probably another agent on the inside, Tori thought.
“You are to approach a junior scientist who works with the project, a Jeremy Farrell.”
She had seen Jeremy several times and he always looked at her—Carla—as though he had an enormous crush on her. That was certainly a plus.
“Does he work for the agency?” Tori leaned up against the sink as she spoke, meaning the PIA.
“No,” Janice said. “But he has been identified as an individual with the ability to perform the task. As Carla Winston, you are to do everything you can to gain the information from Jeremy.”
Tori nodded to herself. “Consider it done.”
“Good,” Janice said and disconnected the call.
So now she just had to figure out how to convince Jeremy Farrell to break into his company’s computer system.
She listened at the door to the restroom to make sure she didn’t hear voices or footsteps then opened the door. The hallway was clear. She straightened and headed toward her lab.
Fortunately, being in management meant she didn’t do a whole lot of hands-on work. Her department was working on only a small part of the Cerebral Voices project and she had employees who did the actual work. The knowledge she’d obtained was limited, especially thanks to Carla being in a coma. But it would have to do.
Just as she returned to her lab, the clean, sterile smell meeting her senses. The door closed behind her and then Aimy, the computer generated system, told her that senior executives and managers were due to be in a meeting, including when and where. Damn. She hadn’t heard the announcement because she’d been off pretending to be someone else.
At least she’d returned while there was still time. Hopefully this meant she’d get some fresh information.
An ice-cold sensation flowed over her from her scalp to her toes. For a moment, she felt like someone was behind her, watching her. She slowly looked over her shoulder but no one was there. Her body warmed again, as if the presence had moved away.
Her mind turned back to her assignment. So far she believed she was “in” with Logan, which was the most important step at this time.
The door to the lab opened behind her and she whirled to see Logan standing just inside the doorway. Her heart beat faster and her belly flipped as the door closed behind him. He looked so damned good.
The bastard. Why did she have to fall for the enemy?
She gave him a smile and worked for it to appear genuine. “What can I do for you?”
He returned her smile with a sexy grin that made her melt. “Stopped by to see if you got the message about the meeting.”
She nodded. “I did.”
This had to be about him wanting to see her. Aimy didn’t make mistakes in notifying the staff. She located them by their badges. Of course she hadn’t been wearing hers when she shifted into another staff member, but he wouldn’t have known that.
He sat on the edge of her desk and watched her. “What happened to you and whatshisname—Bruce?”
As Carla she’d broken up with Bruce and had told him she was still in love with Logan. It hadn’t been a stretch. Carla loved Logan in her own way…just not enough to make their relationship permanent.
She moved her gaze from Logan, not ready to tell him that she—Carla, of course—was in love with him. When she felt the time was right, when it would have the most impact she would say it.
“Bruce wasn’t what I’ve been looking for,” she finally said when she met Logan’s eyes again. “I want something that he can’t give me.”
“What’s that?” He took her hands and drew her close so that she was standing between his thighs.
She looked down then raised her gaze to meet his again and didn’t know if it was her talking or that part of her that was now Carla. “He’s not you.”
Logan eased to his feet and took her into his embrace. He felt solid and good with his arms wrapped around her. She tilted her head up and he brought his mouth to hers.
She sighed, his kiss reminding her of their weekend together and she moved her palms to his chest. He was so masterful and strong when she was used to being the strong one in anything she did. He tasted good, masculine and warm and his scent made her think of being in his bed all weekend long.
As much as she’d tried to hate him, the past two weeks had made it so much harder. When she was around him, he didn’t seem like the monster that he was made out to be. He was intelligent and levelheaded, tough but kind, abrupt at times but caring. He seemed like a real down-to-earth guy who was pleasant to be around. And even though Carla had broken up with him, he hadn’t been uptight with her, but she could tell he still cared for her in some way. Most important, he didn’t seem to have intent to sell anything to the bad guys, but over the years she’d known that surface observations meant little.
When he drew away, a flicker of something was in his eyes when he looked at her. Was it love? She didn’t know, but the thought that he might love her sent new thrills of excitement through her. But then the excitement eased away.
He wouldn’t be in love with Tori. It was Carla he’d be in love with.
It was crazy to care one way or another.
He brushed hair from her eyes as he held her. She thought about earlier when she’d been in his office. It had been utterly bizarre. At first he had stared at her like she’d grown horns. Or like he knew exactly who she was, which of course was impossible.
His heartbeat was strong beneath her palms as their gazes held. Why did he have to be so damned sexy? She wanted so badly to see him naked, to feel his body next to hers, skin to skin. To have him inside her.
She wanted it all.
He kissed her again, his mouth moving slowly, as if savoring her taste. Sensation built between her thighs and expanded to her bellybutton. She couldn’t help herself as she moved her body closer to his, felt his erection against her. She liked that she could turn him on like this.
“Five minutes until the meeting starts.” Aimy’s computerized voice brought both of them back to reality.
He trailed his finger over her soft lips as they looked at each other. “I’m looking forward to tonight,” he said softly.
She didn’t have to pretend as she added, “So am I.”
For a moment longer he studied her face. “I need to go.”
“I’ll follow you in a moment,” she said, knowing that Carla and Logan had always kept their relationship hidden from other employees.
After he’d left, she picked up a tablet off her desk and pressed the On button. She’d played with the electronic tablet over the past two weeks but hadn’t gotten the hang of the touch keyboard on that particular device. It was a scientist version with high-level software and there was only so much knowledge she’d gained—it didn’t extend to understanding scientist-speak.
Carla kept detailed notes and used abbreviations when she typed but that hadn’t been passed on to Tori. How was she supposed to take legit notes when she hadn’t obtained that knowledge from Carla?
Her mind kept returning to Logan’s kiss and the way he made her feel. She squeezed her eyes shut. She had to get things under control and think of him only as an assignment. If she didn’t, then she should consider asking Janice to replace her.
But what would she say? I’m in love with Logan Savage so I can’t do it anymore.
Yeah, right.
She returned her attention to what she had in her hand. Forget the tablet. She set it down, adjusted her lab coat, and headed to the executive boardroom. Her heels clicked on the marble tiled floor, her mind filled with Logan. She knew he loved the way she looked and how she dressed. She found it interesting that Carla dressed so sexy for work, but then the woman had a potent sexuality that she was more than aware of and used to her advantage.
When she reached the boardroom, she eased into a chair that was still available around a huge oval conference table. Staff was filling the room and soon it was standing room only. Murmurs traveled around, hushed voices wondering why they were being called together.
Logan walked in and her heart skipped. He was so handsome, so damned sexy, and all she could think about was screwing him senseless. After that kiss in her lab, she knew she’d get some action with him tonight after dinner.
A part of her felt guilty, for using him… As if she was betraying the man. Another part wasn’t affected in the slightest bit. He was the enemy and he was fair game.
“This will be a short meeting.” Logan moved his gaze from one person to another.
When his gaze met hers for one fraction of a moment, she shivered with awareness. She wondered how many other women in the room were having the same reaction.
“The Cerebral Voices test will be administered to every employee in the company,” he said, and her heart nearly stopped. He continued, “Starting with those who work on the project itself and then all executives and management. You will be called into the lab when it is your turn.”
Her throat grew dry. Damn, damn, damn. From what she’d gathered, this was bad, very bad for her. Cerebral Voices was far more accurate than a lie detector test… This bit of technology would read her thoughts… To be read out loud by the machine, for anyone around to hear.
Not good. So not good.
Her hands shook a little in her lap and she had to clench them into fists to still them. Somehow she had to avoid taking that test. She wasn’t sure how, but she’d figure something out. She always did.
She was the last one out of the conference room. She had observed various employees, memorizing their actions and movements, listening to what they said. If it came down to her having to go through the test then Carla would have to disappear and Tori would have to take someone else’s place once that someone had passed the test. She just needed to figure out who was closest to Logan in some fashion.
If she did have to change forms, the PIA would make the real person disappear for a while and erase his or her memories for the period of time that Tori replaced the person. Probably one of his senior executives. If at all possible she’d prefer to avoid doing that—a real pain in the ass. It would be a lot harder to get close enough to Logan to get some of the more personal information from him.
She shook back the long golden mane of hair that she sported now. It felt a little odd having so much hair when she was used to her short curls. She’d had to practice walking in the three-inch heels that Carla preferred and Tori avoided like the plague.
Sometimes she got stuck in bodies that she could barely stand. Like a couch potato male with a beer gut—that definitely sucked. Or an elderly person who didn’t have the strength or clarity of mind that someone younger had. Tori was still “herself” when she borrowed someone’s form, but she had their limitations. It was odd how it worked.
She looked at her surroundings trying to think of something that would help her move things along. Two weeks and still not enough intelligence worth squat.
The CVP junior scientist, Jeremy Farrell, rounded the corner and she knew exactly what she was going to do.


Chapter 7
Jeremy Farrell wore black glasses with thick lenses, but behind those lenses was a handsome young face and nice brown eyes.
“Jeremy,” she called out.
The young man looked nervous and his Adam’s apple bobbed when he spoke. “Yes, Ms. Winston?”
“Call me Carla.” She smiled at him, enjoying the way he blushed when she did so. “I’m going to lunch and I was wondering if you’d go with me. I’m in the mood for company.”
“Me?” Jeremy’s jaw had dropped and he pointed to himself. “Now?”
She gave a nod and tried to keep amusement out of her expression. “Yes you, Jeremy, and yes now.”
“Sure,” he said, looking awed and amazed. “Yes, of course I would.”
“Meet me at Marco’s Deli.” She touched his shoulder. “I’m heading there now.”
“Yes, Ms. Winston.” He corrected himself, stumbling over his words. “I mean yes, Carla.”
“Great.” She gave him a brilliant smile then turned and let him watch her ass sway as she walked down the hall. He was going to be so easy to crack.
It didn’t take her long to ditch her lab coat and glasses then grab her purse. She wanted to reach the deli before Jeremy did. She’d chosen a place far enough away from the Savage Industries building that she hoped would be off the usual grid for company employees.
Once she made it to the deli, she stood just inside the door and looked over the menu on the wall. She smiled at Jeremy when he walked through the doors. He looked nervous as hell and she almost felt bad for using him like she planned. Almost. She had a job to do and she was trained to use any means necessary. And this was most definitely necessary. She’d do her best not to hurt him, but there were no guarantees.
She chose the walnut chicken salad on thick slices of homemade whole wheat bread and Jeremy picked out a club sandwich on white. She selected a bag of Ruffles barbeque potato chips plus a vitamin water while Jeremy grabbed Doritos and a bottle of Pepsi. Then she dug her wallet out of her purse and paid for her meal. She would have told Jeremy she’d pay for his, but some guys got embarrassed when a woman paid for them and she didn’t want to embarrass him or make him feel uncomfortable.
When they were seated, she put a napkin in her lap then took a bite of her sandwich and gave an inward sigh of pleasure. “I adore Marco’s,” she said after she’d chewed and swallowed her bite of sandwich.
He pushed his glasses up his nose with his forefinger and looked as though he was so nervous he was going to throw up.
Once she let Jeremy have a chance to settle and she thought his nerves might have calmed down, she said, “How’s your day going?”
His throat worked as he swallowed. Mayo was at the corner of his mouth and he wiped it off with a napkin before he spoke. “Really good, Ms. W—Carla.”
She nodded and looked out the windows at the unusually clear day. “A beautiful afternoon.” She returned her gaze to meet Jeremy’s.
Once he relaxed, she got him to talk about more mundane things such as where he lived, what hobbies he had, and some of his favorite activities. He seemed too nervous to ask her questions about herself, which was perfectly fine with her.
“How’s the Cerebral Voices project going?” she asked when she felt the time was right.
“Great.” He nodded, clearly warmed up to her. “The CVP is almost at a hundred percent accuracy.”
“What is it now?” she asked.
“Ninety-six percent.” He started folding his empty chip bag into a small square and she had the feeling he didn’t even realize he was doing it.
She kept her questions casual. “Are you happy with the amount and type of security around the CVP?”
“For the most part,” he said. “But I’m not sure there can ever be enough for a project as potentially dangerous as Cerebral Voices.”
“That’s true.” She made a point of agreeing with him.
Jeremy leaned forward, wearing an intent, serious expression. “I mean, what if some foreign government got hold of it and used it to read the minds of nuclear scientists, or even the President of the United States?”
“We certainly can’t have that happening.” She kept her tone casual but interested. “If you have any suggestions, I can talk to Mr. Savage about them. After all, who better than one of our greatest geniuses to come up with better ways to protect the project?”
Jeremy positively glowed from the praise.
She went in for the kill. “What do you think the biggest weaknesses are in protecting the CVP?”
“If someone knows what he’s doing, he—or she—can hack into the lab’s computer,” Jeremy said. “The system includes safeguards and protocols, of course, but there is one hole that can be squeezed through.”
She brushed long blonde strands of hair from her face. “Have you told anyone about this?”
“I tried.” Jeremy frowned. “The manager of my department, Michael Demitri… Well, he can be a little close-minded. He insists it’s hack-proof.”
She wondered if Michael was the inside agent and if he had created the hole that Jeremy had discovered.
She gave him an expression of sympathy. “I know the type.” She paused, then acted as if the thought just came to her as she added, “How can Mr. Savage not want it fixed? Did you tell him?”
“No. I don’t work directly for him.” Jeremy shook his head. “I don’t go around my boss and I told Michael.”
“I think Mr. Savage needs to know about this.” Carla frowned for Jeremy’s benefit. “Can you show me?”
“I can do it from my home computer.” He pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose again. “But I don’t want to get in trouble.”
“You won’t.” She gave him an encouraging smile. “I want to be able to explain it and tell Mr. Savage in my own way.”
“Okay.” He sounded nervous but hopeful as he added, “My apartment is right around the corner, within walking distance.”
“All right.” She smiled her approval. “Let’s go.” She glanced at the remainder of his sandwich. “That is if you’re finished eating.”
Jeremy rushed to clean up what was left of his meal. “I’m done.”
They dumped their garbage into a receptacle and headed out of the deli.
She hoped no one would see them together as they walked to his apartment. She didn’t want speculation with someone seeing a high-level manager going into a junior scientist’s apartment. His nervousness ramped up again now that he was going to have her in his place and he talked at a fast pace.
It was an older building but nice-looking and they walked up two flights of stairs to the third floor and went to a door with the number 301 on it. He raised his phone up to an electronic sensor and the door unlocked with a click and a thunk.
When he swung the door open, she was surprised to see that it was clean and attractive yet sparse. She had imagined she would see piles of papers and books, but all she saw was what looked like an e-book reader sitting on the otherwise spotless coffee table. Apparently the young scientist was paperless.
“This way.” He led her down a hall and through a door into a large room that was simple but clearly high-tech. A couple of chairs were in front of an L-shaped desk with four monitors on it. The monitors couldn’t have been more than three quarters of an inch thick and each was approximately twenty-four inches diagonally. It was apparently paperless in here, too, leaving the room clear of clutter.
He slid into a chair and started using a sensor pad and immediately the monitors came to life. He looked over his shoulder at her then nodded to the chair beside him. “Have a seat.”
Just as she started to sit, her purse slipped out of her grasp and she dropped it on the floor. It opened and the contents spilled out.
Jeremy scrambled to help her pick up everything and she was grateful she didn’t carry her Sig when she went to work as Carla. She did have her agency-issued high powered flashlight, which Jeremy handed her along with pens and the phone she used for Savage Industries. She quickly grabbed the phone for the PIA agency before he could. He probably wouldn’t even recognize it as a phone, it was so small. She got on her hands and knees to pick up a small mirror and two tubes of lipstick that had rolled further back under his desk. One of the tubes of lipstick was actually a recorder and the other a mini camera.
From the corner of her eye she noticed him pause to stare at her cleavage. Bent over like she was, no doubt he was getting a really good view.
She eased to her feet and put the tubes into her purse. She kept her hand in her purse for only a moment to press the On button on the recorder.
“Thank you.” She gave him a brilliant smile.
She sat on the chair, close to him, then held her purse in her lap as she crossed her legs at her knees, her dress slid up to the tops of her thighs. She had to hold back another smile when his eyes widened as he looked from her thighs to her breasts and then he blushed when he met her gaze. Had the young scientist ever been laid?
What would he do if she climbed onto his lap, unbuttoned his slacks, and fucked him senseless? No doubt she could get anything out of him then. That wasn’t her style, but an agent did what she had to do. Right? He wasn’t that bad looking, so taking him wouldn’t be too much of a hardship. And from the bulge in his slacks, it appeared that he was big enough to satisfy a woman—really well. It didn’t look like it would be necessary though. This guy was telling her everything she needed.
The fact that she was even thinking this gave her an odd sensation—as if she was being unfaithful to Logan.
Crazy.
He rushed to look away from her and returned his gaze to the monitors. After a couple of fumbles, his fingers flew over the sensor pad. At the company he could have given the computer verbal commands, but that would allow others to listen in on a person’s work. When existing technology was combined with Cerebral Voices technology, soon he’d be thinking what he wanted the computer to do and it would obey. That would eliminate the problem of being overheard.
While he was busy, she brought out the lipstick tube that was a camera and took a shot of Jeremy as she put on the lipstick.
“Okay, this is the firewall to Savage Industries.” Jeremy gestured to the screen then typed some more. It took a while longer—at least five minutes—and she watched the screens as he went from one to another and used a program to figure out passwords.
She dug out the mirror to look at herself and turned on the mini video recorder to record his fingers moving across the board and as much as she could of the screens.
“Sorry.” He looked at her apologetically and she hurried to put away the mirror video recorder. “It’s taking me a little longer than I expected, but I will get in.”
“That’s fine,” she said, giving him a smile. “Looks like you’re doing a great job.”
A few moments later a grin broke over his face. “And now we’re closing in,” he said with triumph in his voice.
“That’s amazing.” She loved to stroke his ego. “What exactly did you do?”
He explained his steps and she easily memorized the instructions in case the recorder didn’t work. Memorizing detailed information had been part of her training as a PIA agent.
“This part is a little harder.” He typed more and this time it took considerably longer. Then he said in triumph. “We’re in.”
She layered her words with a good amount of awe. “What steps did you take?”
“This is harder to explain.” But again he gave her a detailed outline of what he’d done, clearly proud of himself.
“Excellent.” She paused. “But extremely worrisome as this shows a glaring weakness in the company’s security. I need to get this information to Mr. Savage right away.”
Jeremy nodded but then his expression fell. “Will I get into trouble for hacking into the company’s computer system?”
“Of course not.” She placed her fingers on his arm. “He’s going to be grateful that you brought this to his attention. Just don’t say a word to co-workers or anyone about this.”
He looked worried now as if second-guessing what he’d done.
“You did great.” She leaned forward and gave him a soft, lingering kiss on the cheek before moving away from him.
His whole face flushed scarlet and she knew he was now too stunned to think about what he’d done. Plus she’d probably just given him fantasy material to think about when he was alone.
“I’d better go.” She stood. “I have a few things to take care of then I’ll go back to the office.”
“Me—uh, me too.” His Adam’s apple bobbed as he spoke, his face still red.
“Why don’t I take your phone number in case I have more questions?” she said as she dug out her cell phone then held it up to input his number.
“Uh, sure.”
He said his number and then she thanked him, left the room, and headed for the front door, Jeremy following. She smiled at him again as she reached for the doorknob and opened the door. “See you at work.”
“Yeah. Um, yeah.” He nodded right before she closed the door.
She would have felt bad about using Jeremy if it wasn’t for the fact that the information was so important to gather. Any means necessary, she reminded herself.
When she was a good distance away from the apartment building, she drew her agency’s thin phone out of her purse.
A female voice answered the call. “Wright properties.”
“I’d like to talk with a broker about a property I saw in Tacoma.” Tori used the city that would tell the operator that it was her.
“Just one moment.”
A couple of seconds later, Janice came on the line, “What do you have, Agent Adams?”
“From Jeremy Farrell I have Information on how to hack into Savage Industries computers, directly to the Cerebral Voices project.” Tori kept her voice low but spoke clearly. “Of course I recorded the instructions.”
“Continue,” Janice said.
“How they can leave this huge gap in security is beyond me.” Tori felt genuinely puzzled. “Jeremy said he told one other person in the company about the vulnerability, but that guy has done nothing about it. It was his boss, Michael Demitri.”
“What do you know about Demitri?” Janice asked.
“Not much.” Tori accessed the memories she had gathered from Carla and from what she’d learned while at the company. “A supervisor with high-level security clearance.”
“I see.” Janice said, sounding as if she was mulling everything over.
“That’s it so far,” Tori said.
“Excellent.” Approval was in Janice’s tone. “Transfer over all that you have as soon as possible.”
“Will do,” Tori said before she signed off.
It took a matter of moments to include Jeremy’s name, position, and home address as part of the intel she was forwarding to her HQ, as well as the picture of him and some screen shots that she’d taken with the lipstick camera. She downloaded the information through the secured line to the agency’s computer system, then exited out of the protected file on her phone.
When she slipped her phone back into her purse she glanced inside and stilled. Her wallet wasn’t there. Her brow wrinkled as she thought about the last time she had seen it. She’d paid for her lunch, so she knew she’d had her wallet then. She must have dropped it when her purse fell off the desk at Jeremy’s.
Damn it. She’d have to go back tonight some time after her date with Logan. She doubted Jeremy would mind her stopping by late in the evening.
Her thoughts turned back to the intel she’d just turned in. She smiled to herself and headed back to Savage Industries to see what additional information she could gather and then report back to Janice. That was easy.
Her smile turned into a frown. Maybe too easy.


Chapter 8
Tonight was a bad idea. The kiss earlier today had been a real bad idea.
What had gotten into him?
Logan jogged on the treadmill in the exercise room in his home. Sweat poured down the sides of his face as he jogged at a fast pace.
His thoughts continually turned to Carla. He had transported into Carla’s lab just to see her because he’d had to see her. These last two weeks she’d been so different and he’d been so drawn to her. It was almost inexplicable.
When he’d arrived in her lab he watched her for a moment. She had just walked in as he’d arrived then stood as if in thought. And then she’d looked over her shoulder, right at him. As if she could feel him. As if she’d known he was there.
Impossible.
He probably should have felt some guilt for spying on her. He couldn’t explain why he’d done it. He never had before.
When she turned away again, he’d moved toward the door. He opened it and reappeared at the same time, as if he’d just come in.
The treadmill went faster as he kicked it up a notch. He thought about how her gray eyes had warmed when she saw him, a light smile on her face. It was clear that she was pleased to see him, which was a good sign… If he wanted to continue in that direction.
He picked up the water bottle from the holder on the treadmill and took a swallow before setting it back in its place. He felt the need to run and run and run, as if that would free his mind of everything that needed to be cleared out.
Maybe he should call his brother. Ah, hell, what would John know about women problems? Leaving behind a trail of one-night stands, John enjoyed women but loved his freedom.
Logan shook his head. He was clutching at straws, unable to figure this out for himself. And he wasn’t used to not being able to figure out his problems.
The treadmill made a beeping sound to tell him it was time to cool down and the machine’s speed lessened. He continued jogging, slower now that the treadmill wasn’t going as fast.
The machine gradually came to a stop. He jumped off, grabbed the hand towel hanging on the treadmill, and wiped sweat from his face. He headed for the spacious bathroom with its hot tub and long vanity with a TV built into the center of the mirror. He didn’t miss a thing when it came to sports.
The shower was built with rock that curved around like a natural waterfall, and there were three showerheads amongst the rock. He tossed the hand towel into the laundry basket in the enormous walk-in closet then stripped out of his sweaty clothing and tossed them into the basket, too.
When the shower was running hot, he stepped in and let the water beat down on him. His muscles relaxed and some of the tension melted away.
But his thoughts didn’t slow down.
He thought of going to Carla’s house this morning, just to watch her, but he would never invade her privacy like that.
The first time he’d vanished was when he was four years old and he had wished he could just disappear when his mother wanted him do chores.
He had sat and watched his mother look around the living room and call for him when he was sitting right in front of her. At first he’d thought it was some kind of game. But then he’d realized she wasn’t playing.
“Logan Richard Savage,” she’d yelled. “Get your butt right back here and clean up this mess.”
“Okay, Mama,” he’d said as he walked up to her.
She’d looked around. “Where are you hiding, Logan?”
He had touched her arm and she had cried out with surprise and stumbled back. He remembered frowning and going to her.
“Can’t you see me?” he’d asked, afraid that he might never be seen again.
“Logan?” she’d whispered, her eyes big as she stared somewhere over his shoulder.
He’d squeezed his eyes shut and concentrated on becoming visible again.
“Oh, my God.” Her words sounded hoarse and Logan had opened his eyes to see his mother now looking straight at him. “How—what—when...”
She had sat hard on the couch, still staring at him. “How did you—?”
“You really couldn’t see me?” he asked, excitement growing in him.
“You were invisible.” His mother had reached for him and she’d drawn him into her arms and held him. “Your father and I were beginning to wonder when or if you would manifest some kind of paranormal talent.”
“I was in-di-visible?” He still remembered trying to figure out what “invisible” meant. At the time he wasn’t sure what “manifest” meant or “paranormal talent”, but he guessed they had something to do with him becoming invisible.
His mother brushed hair from his face with her fingers. “We weren’t sure if you would get your father’s or my talents. I never expected you to be able to disappear and I doubt your father did, either. Neither one of us can do that.”
He had scrunched up his face. At four he was having a hard time understanding what she was talking about.
But it had been so much fun that soon he was turning invisible every chance he had and about drove his parents nuts. At six, when he discovered he could turn invisible and transport from one location to the next, he really made everyone crazy.
When his brother, John, would get mad at him, he would use his skill to avoid his brother’s strength. John was abnormally—or paranormally—powerful and strong from an early age. Being able to disappear came in handy for Logan when he didn’t want to be pummeled by his brother.
John was a good guy, but Logan liked to get a rise out of him, just so that he could turn invisible and transfer away before John could get his hands on him. John hadn’t been allowed to play sports because it wouldn’t have been fair to the other kids who didn’t have his power and strength.
They’d had a private tutor who taught them how to use their powers and how to blend in with society. Paranormal talents were rare, and it wasn’t a good idea to let anyone know you had any. The next thing you know you might be taken away from your parents and put into some kind of government research program.
He had friends with paranormal abilities, and he was sure that had happened to them. One day they were there, the next day just gone. The explanation given to everyone was that the child had moved to live with an aunt or another relative.
His mom had finally explained what might be behind it after the third sudden move of a friend. She swore that would never happen to him, but it had always been in the back of his mind.
So he’d learned how to blend in as he grew older. He’d learned the difference between good and bad, and right and wrong when it came to using a talent that could easily be exploited if anyone outside his family found out about it.
The premonitions he had always kept to himself. Sometimes they were good, sometimes bad. He’d grown up thinking they were dreams but they were usually symbolic of something that was going to happen. It wasn’t a paranormal skill that had ever fully developed.
He wondered what it meant when he’d seen Tori in his premonitions…
But instead of Tori, when one premonition came true it was Carla in her place.
* * * * *
Logan walked up the stairs to Carla’s townhouse and pressed the doorbell. He shoved his hands in his pockets as the door opened.
“Come on in.” Carla flashed her brilliant smile. Somehow it seemed more genuine than it ever had.
As he closed the door behind him he took a good long look at her from her elegant ankles to her shapely calves and toned thighs that her short black dress didn’t hide. His gaze moved on up to the sparkly sequined material, her slender waist, and on to her full breasts that were barely covered by the low cut dress.
Her golden blonde hair was pulled up in an elegant style and she wore an erotic red lipstick that made him think about her lips wrapped around his cock. He could easily picture the two of them, her hair spread out on the pillow, her legs around his hips, their bodies slick with sweat as he took her. At the same time he felt an odd twinge of guilt—he had fallen for another woman yet now he was feeling this way about Carla.
His gaze met hers and she gave him a sensual smile. He had no doubt that she knew what he was thinking.
“You look fantastic.” He took her by her hands and brushed his lips over hers. “But then you always do.”
She straightened his collar. “You look pretty darn sharp yourself.”
He wondered at how easy it was to fall into the role of suitor even though they hadn’t been together for months. And there was something about her that seemed more appealing now than ever. She still smelled of jasmine, a scent he would never forget.
“Are you ready?” A slight huskiness edged his words.
“Yes.” She chose a dressy cover-up from the coat closet and Logan helped her into it. Then she reached for a black sequined clutch purse on the entryway table. “Where are we going?”
He took her arm and escorted her through the door to the landing before she locked the door behind them. “How does the Herbfarm sound?”
“Wonderful.” But then she paused. “Why don’t we go to that little place we used to go when we first met? It’s so cozy and relaxed.”
“Perfect.” Logan put his hand at her lower back and felt a tingling in his fingers followed by a rush of warmth. He’d never felt anything like it before.
He guided her to his sleek black Jaguar and his fingers lingered on her when he helped her settle into the passenger seat of the low-slung car. He didn’t want to stop touching her.
Once they were settled inside, he looked at her and shock hit him hard for the second time that day. Two weeks ago he had seen Tori in his premonition exactly as Carla was now. In a black sequined dress, looking at him with the same smile, an almost mysterious smile.
“What’s wrong?” Carla said as she looked at him.
He mentally shook his head, as if it might straighten out the images in his mind. “You’re gorgeous,” he said and leaned over and kissed her.
As he drew away from the kiss, he wondered what in the hell was going on.
The Herbfarm? She had almost choked when Logan had named the restaurant then realized she shouldn’t have been surprised at all. Logan owned Savage Industries, which meant he could afford to go to any restaurant he wanted to, including a renowned restaurant with nine-course dinners.
But she didn’t feel comfortable enough to embark on that little adventure and she wanted uninterrupted time to get him to fall for her, hard enough that she could get anything out of him. Nine courses were too many interruptions as far as she was concerned. So she’d grabbed something far simpler and cozier from Carla’s memories. Thankfully he’d agreed.
Despite the fact that he was the enemy, he continued to turn her on in ways she didn’t want to think about. She had to get her head into the game, remembering exactly whom it was she was dealing with.
It was difficult, trying to reconcile the fact that he was an enemy of the U.S. government and she had to stop him from selling valuable and dangerous secrets and technology to other countries.
The thought made her set her jaw as anger flashed through her. With all of that in mind she had to force herself to smile at him.
She wondered at how easy it had been to get him to date her as Carla, even after Carla had left him for another man. But she’d had a couple of weeks to work on him and she apparently had done a good job of it. At times he’d seemed torn and she wondered if he still thought of Tori. Of her.
When he was about to get into the car, he’d looked at her for a moment as if he’d seen a ghost. Like earlier today, it was as if he’d seen straight through her.
As he drove to the restaurant she found herself drinking in every bit of him from his over six-foot frame to the power in his very presence. How could he be one of the bad guys? He seemed so honest, so straightforward, that it was hard to bend her mind around him being the devil himself.
His dark hair was a careless casual style, his jaws smooth-shaven and she had caught the scent of the shaving cream he’d used. She’d seen the body beneath the shirt and suit jacket and she wanted to touch it all over again. She thought about how good it would be when she took his cock into her mouth and sucked on it.
He glanced over at her and she met his blue eyes. Tingles traveled through her belly and on down, straight between her thighs.
When they reached the restaurant, Logan assisted her in getting out of the car. While driving he had called ahead to make reservations and had canceled his reservation at the other restaurant. Once the car was valet parked and they were inside the place, the hostess showed them to a corner table with a great view of the city.
Over a glass of wine, they made the usual small talk that couples tended to do when dating. He asked her about her family and she told him she hadn’t talked to anyone in a while, which was true. Carla wasn’t very good about keeping in touch with anyone. He, on the other hand, made a point of staying in contact with his brother, something that Tori did as well with her own brothers.
From what she’d learned of Carla from her available memories and activities, she wasn’t a very sociable person and tended to be on the shallow side. That had made things a little more difficult in getting Logan to fall for her again, but not insurmountable.
“Something about you is different.” He studied her as if he’d just read her mind. “Whatever it is, I like it.”
Warmth flowed through Tori’s—Carla’s—veins. She smiled. She should probably try to be a little less open and friendly—not quite a cold bitch, but not as warm as she had been to him. But she needed to get in good with Logan and being more like her real self seemed to be appealing to him.
“I’m just me,” she said, “stripped down to what I am on the inside.” Wasn’t that the truth. “I’ve been keeping up with appearances for far too long.” As he watched her, she hoped she hadn’t blown anything.
He raised his wine glass. “To being who we truly are.”
She clinked her glass with his then took a sip of the fine wine. She normally drank beer, but a person could get used to wine as good as this.
Soon he had her laughing over his childhood exploits, which was something she couldn’t share as Carla. Only her memories within the last few years could be accessed—especially anything over ten years or so was out. She managed to change the subject before it was her turn to relate any stories of her own. She asked him questions about how work was going for him.
“Why are you re-administering the CVP to company employees?” she asked after she took her last bite of her meal and swallowed it.
“To appease the government.” Logan shook his head. “Reportedly they have intelligence that factions from the Middle East and China are after the CVP. I really believe they think I am dealing with them.”
She didn’t have to widen her eyes to make it look like she was surprised by what he’d told her. “That’s awful.”
The fact that he’d just given her that information raised a question. Why would he tell her about the danger to the CVP if he was the one who was supposed to be selling the CVP to other countries?
“So the government believes there might be a leak in the company?” she asked. “That’s why the re-test?”
He reached for his wine. “Something like that.”
She tilted her head to the side. “What are your plans for the CVP? Selling it to our government?”
“The government wants it as a defensive spy device.” Logan leaned back in his chair. “It’s also wanted to replace conventional lie detector tests at higher levels of government and law enforcement.”
She folded her hands in her lap as the server took her plate away.
“I’m in contact with the defense department about their desire to acquire the CVP,” he said after the server left. “They want one of their agents to be at Savage Industries to oversee the project. I’m not allowing that.” He continued, “I didn’t take any government funding as I didn’t want anyone telling me what to do. I will do the right thing at the right time, but I want to finish the project.”
She didn’t say anything. She just listened. He hadn’t really answered her question—was he going to sell it to the U.S. government or just telling her that they wanted it? He wasn’t going to let them oversee the project…what did that mean? Likely he believed the right thing to do was to sell the technology to the highest-bidding country.
According to the intelligence the PIA had, apparently, Logan Savage had no intention of selling the CVP to the U.S. government.
She decided she’d better turn the conversation elsewhere to keep any question about her interest to a minimum.
After dinner, she excused herself to go to the ladies room and took her purse with her. It was nine and she wanted to catch Jeremy before he went to bed. She went into the restroom, checked under the stalls, and dialed his number.
“Hello?” His voice came over the phone as he answered the call.
She kept her voice low. “It’s me, Carla.”
“Carla?” He sounded surprised. “Carla Winston?”
“Yes.” She gripped her phone tighter. “I think I left my wallet when I dropped my purse. Can you tell me if it’s there?”
“Yeah. Hold on.” A moment later. “It’s here, under the desk.”
“Great.” She smiled to herself in relief. “Do you mind if I stop by late tonight? Say after midnight?”
“Uh, sure,” he said and she had the feeling that he was pleased. “I’ll put it someplace safe until you get here.”
“Thank you so much, Jeremy,” she said. “You are a lifesaver.”
She disconnected the call and returned the phone to her purse. After reapplying her lipstick, she went back to the table to see Logan staring out the window into the Seattle night. He turned to look at her and smiled as he stood and then he pushed her chair in after she sat.
“Would you like dessert?” he asked.
“That sounds great,” she said before she realized Carla would have said no. “If you’d like to share one with me,” she added.
“Good.” He asked her what she wanted then signaled the waiter and ordered the crème brulee for them to share.
After dessert and coffee, Logan escorted her outside. The valet had retrieved the car when the server took Logan’s valet ticket so that it would be waiting when they came out of the restaurant.
“I’m not ready to end the night,” she said once they were in the car and he glanced at her. She bit the inside of her lip. That was exactly what she’d said to him when she first met him as Tori, and had invited him to her house. “Why don’t we go to your place?”
“All right.” He smiled and turned his attention back to the road.
A flutter went through her belly. She had no doubt that she was going to have him again. Although she wasn’t sure how she felt about that—being with him but not. Being Carla was temporary and he might just fall in love with her.
What then happened to his interest in Tori?
What the hell was she thinking? According to the agency that she worked for, he was the bad guy. She wasn’t going to have any kind of relationship with the man as Carla or Tori once this assignment was over with.


Chapter 9
Tori knew from Carla’s memories that Logan’s home was spectacular. But memories didn’t do the real thing justice. Not at all.
The foyer had a beautiful chandelier with dangling crystal teardrops. The crystals were so clear, so beautiful, that they glistened and glittered, sending fractured rainbow light on the warm taupe walls. Tiles imported from Italy covered the floor, a fact that Carla’s memories told her.
They hung their coats in a closet in the foyer and then walked into a large, open room with high vaulted ceilings. The walls were all a light taupe color that warmed the room and the décor was rich and elegant yet masculine at the same time.
According to Carla, he collected wind… Statues with hair blown behind them, carried by wind were around the room. Paintings of clouds moving in the wind with trees bent over from the power of the gusts. Photographs of weathervanes and modern windmills in motion added to his collection.
She set her purse on a burgundy and forest green couch and stepped out of her heels so that her bare feet sank into the thick taupe Berber carpeting.
He faced her, his eyes dark with desire. “Would you like a drink?”
She’d had more than enough wine and she felt tipsy and warm. She reached up and gripped his collar in her hands. “I’m in the mood for something much stronger,” she murmured before she kissed him.
He brought her into his embrace and returned her kiss. His taste was just as amazing as it had been the first time she’d kissed him—as Tori. She loved his wonderful masculine scent and the smell of his shaving cream and soap.
She was wearing Carla’s favorite perfume and when he buried his face in her hair she knew he was drinking in the scent. Was he perhaps comparing Carla’s scent to Tori’s? Some perverse part of her hoped that he was.
He kissed her again, more roughly this time. A thrill went through her belly and she wondered if it was going to be a night of good hard sex like they’d had two weeks ago.
As they kissed she pushed aside his suit jacket and moved her hands up his muscled chest, feeling the hardness of his muscles beneath her palms. He moved his hands down her thighs then pushed her short dress up so that his palms were on her silky black panties. He pulled her up tight against him so that she felt the power of his erection against her abdomen.
Carla was taller than Tori so his body fit hers differently. His hands found her breasts and he cupped them and rubbed his thumbs over her nipples through the sequined dress, and she moaned. She might be in a different form, but her body was just as sensitive.
“Come on.” His voice was husky as he drew away and he clasped her hand in his.
He led her through the house until they reached his bedroom and he pushed open the double doors. It was a huge room with curtained floor-to-ceiling windows and a king-sized bed in the center. The room was done in burgundy and forest green with dark wood furniture. At least a dozen pillows were on the bed that had a burgundy comforter with a design created with rich gold thread.
The lighting was dim, as if he’d expected to have her in his bedroom tonight. When they were near the bed he stopped and turned her so that she was facing a mirror. She saw the elegant woman reflected back at her and strangely she found it erotic to be in someone else’s body when a man was going to make love to her. It was like role-play, almost. Like dress up.
Carla’s lips were full and soft. Her breasts were large and she moved her hands up to cup them as Logan watched her. She saw the hunger in his eyes as she brushed her palms over her nipples that were barely covered by the low-cut dress.
He moved his hands to the hook at the top of the dress then unzipped it. She watched the dress slide down her body to her bare feet and she stepped out of it, now wearing only a black half-bra with her matching panties.
A crystal pin held her hair back and he took it out so that her hair fell in a soft whisper that was like silk on her shoulders. Her hair reached partway down her back where it tickled her between her shoulder blades.
He took her by her upper arms and turned her to face him again. She braced her hands on his shoulders as he lowered his head and traced her cleavage with his tongue above the bra, causing her to sigh with pleasure. He reached around her to unfasten her bra and let it drop to the floor then cupped her breasts.
She caught her breath as he sucked each of her nipples, swirling his tongue around the taut nubs. He tugged at each nipple with his teeth making them feel even harder. His shoulders felt powerful beneath his suit coat and she pushed at it, wanting it off.
Instead of allowing her to take it off, he showed her who was in control. He took her wrists in his hands and pinned them behind her back, which caused her to thrust out her chest. He kissed her again before trailing his lips along her jaw, down to the hollow of her throat and to the sensitive spot between her breasts.
He released her wrists and hooked his fingers in her panties and pushed them over her hips and down her thighs and let them fall the rest of the way to the floor. She stepped out of them as he drew her forward, fully into his arms.
His clothing felt erotic against her bare skin as he pressed his body to hers and kissed her again. She liked this slow and sensual assault on her senses that was so different than their wild love making the weekend she met him. She’d loved every minute of that weekend like she loved every moment of the present.
He stepped back from her and removed his suit jacket, tossing it on a chair beside the double doors. Then he guided her to the bed and she sat on the edge, the comforter soft beneath her ass and her thighs. He gently pushed her down so that she was lying on the bed, her head resting on one of the pillows.
Still clothed, he moved so that he was over her, bracing his hands to either side of her. He looked down and her lips parted as she met his gaze. For a moment she felt as if he could see straight through her, see that she wasn’t really Carla. But then he eased down her body.
Butterflies flipped in her belly as he moved between her legs then pressed open her thighs, spreading her wide for him. He lowered his head, his hair brushing against her inner thighs. Her legs started to tremble as she waited for that moment his tongue would be on her.
With a light flick of his tongue, he licked her clit again and again and she nearly came up off the bed. He had barely touched her and he had her moaning and wriggling.
She watched him as he began licking her and sucking her harder and she cried out, unable to hold back. Seeing him between her thighs made the experience all the more exciting. She felt an orgasm building faster than she’d ever experienced before. It grew in intensity, coming closer and closer as he buried his face between her thighs and applied more pressure. Her body bucked against him as she came in a hard rush. Her cry was long and she clamped her thighs around his head, wanting him to stop yet wanting him to continue.
When he raised his head he gave her a sexy grin. “I don’t think you’ve been quite that loud before.” She bit her lower lip and realized she’d just let herself go and hadn’t responded to his lovemaking like Carla had in the past. “I loved it,” he added and she smiled at him.
Desire was hot and strong inside Logan as he rose and began unbuttoning his shirt. He watched as Carla ran her tongue along her lower lip. She eased off the bed and went to him as he tossed his shirt onto her clothing. He kicked off his shoes and waited as she tugged on his socks and pulled them off then dropped them on the floor.
She reached for his belt and he let her unbuckle it and then she undid the button of his slacks and drew the zipper down. He wore boxer briefs and she tugged the briefs down at the same time she pulled down his slacks.
Tremors went through him as she paused when she released his cock, stopping to caress it from balls to tip and back again. His breath came out in a low hiss and he watched her smile as she pushed his slacks the rest of the way down his thighs to his feet. He kicked them off and she grasped his erection in her hand again.
And then those red lips that he’d been watching all night slid over his erection and he groaned. He couldn’t hold back anything as she went down on him, her gray eyes watching him as she sucked his cock.
He’d always enjoyed having Carla go down on him, but she’d never done it like this—in earnest and like she loved everything about it and loved his taste. She’d never swallowed his come and she usually gagged when he went to the back of her throat. This time she took him deep in her hot, wet, mouth, and he wondered what she would do if he came in her mouth.
But he wasn’t going to do that. He wanted to come inside her after fucking her brains out. Yet he wanted to take her slow and easy, make love to her in ways he never had before.
He gritted his teeth as he came closer to climax and he had to grab her head with his hands.
“Stop.” His voice was rough and low. “Stand for me.”
She licked her lips as her gaze fixed on his and he felt like he was going to come right then and there, even without her mouth on him any longer.
He guided her to the bed and eased her onto the mattress then on her back. He slid between her thighs and held his erection at the entrance to her core.
Her lips were parted, her eyes heavy-lidded as she grasped his upper arms. He slowly slid into her, stretching her, filling her with his cock. Her eyes widened and she gasped as if she’d never felt him inside of her before.
Something was different about her in so many ways. And he felt yet another dimension to her as he took her slow and easy and she raised her hips in tandem with his thrusts.
She felt so damn good as her pussy clenched his cock. She reached around him and dug her fingernails into his back as she met his gaze. It felt hot and erotic as she clawed his skin and he couldn’t hold himself back as he picked up his pace and he fucked her harder and harder.
His orgasm built inside of him even as he saw how close she was to coming and he had to focus to keep his body from flickering and fading as he took her. That had never happened with Carla before, only with Tori.
Carla’s breathing was hard, her eyes almost unseeing as she began to lose control.
“Hold on, baby,” he said as she dug her fingernails into his back. “I want to come with you.”
She bit her lower lip and he knew she was struggling to hold onto her orgasm.
His own climax rushed closer and closer until he almost couldn’t see straight. Sensation built in his groin, growing and growing—
“Now.” His words came out in a growl. “Now, Carla.”
She cried out louder than he’d ever heard her before, almost a scream. His own cry came out in a harsh rumble ending in a shout as he came inside of her.
His cock throbbed and her core clenched him as they both came. It was almost too much and he stilled and pressed his groin hard against her.
He pulled his cock out and kissed her hard. He was covered in sweat and he felt the perspiration on her skin against his.
The smell of sex mixed with her jasmine scent and he smiled and kissed her again before easing off her onto his side then pulling her into his embrace.
He stroked her hair, running his fingers through the long strands.
“I love you, Logan,” she said softly then stilled, like she hadn’t meant to say it.
He stopped combing her hair with his fingers then started again. “Do you mean that, Carla?”
She was quiet for a moment. “Yes,” she said.
Before he could answer, another scene flashed through his mind and was like a punch to the gut.
Tori. Standing over a dead body, the carpet at her feet soaked with blood.
“What’s wrong?” Carla’s voice knocked him out of the premonition.
He’d grown cold and for a moment wondered if he’d faded in Carla’s arms. But then he realized he was holding her so tight she could probably barely breathe.
He met her eyes as he relaxed his grip. “Nothing.” He managed a smile. ”I’m just glad to have you here.”


Chapter 10
Night air chilled Tori’s face as she walked down the street toward Jeremy’s apartment, and she burrowed into her coat, glad it wasn’t raining right now.
Before she’d left Carla’s townhouse, she’d changed into dark clothing—jeans, a sweater, athletic shoes, a warm jacket, and had pulled on gloves and a knit ski hat, and was glad she had. The day had been clear for once but oncoming rain was heavy on the air and it was cold.
In her pockets she carried her small Sig and her flashlight along with her cell phone and some cash. Carla’s ID and credit cards were in the wallet in Jeremy’s apartment.
She’d parked Carla’s black BMW a few blocks away away so that no one would see her car in front of his building—just in case. Last thing she needed was speculation about Jeremy and Carla if someone saw the car.
Logan hadn’t been happy with her leaving and driving her home when he wanted her to spend the night. She’d had to leave because she needed to get her wallet back from Jeremy’s apartment. That certainly would have been hard to explain to Logan.
She’d told him she had a headache and that she had an appointment to get a manicure and pedicure done first thing in the morning and would need a fresh change of clothes. She didn’t really have an appointment but she would make sure that she did in the morning.
Her stomach twisted as she remembered the words that had come out without her meaning to. “I love you, Logan.”
Why had she said that? To gain his trust?
Or because she really meant it…
She shook the thoughts from her mind to focus on the here and now.
As she neared the apartment building, the double doors opened. She drew into the shadows, not wanting to be seen, thankful that it was a dark night.
A man exited the building. He wore dark clothing, his hands stuffed into his pockets, and the collar on his jacket was up. She waited for him to move on but when the streetlight hit him he looked in her direction—
Brian Eckhart, her partner.
She caught her breath, wondering if she should let him know she was there. But then she frowned. Why was he coming out of Jeremy’s apartment building after midnight? Brian didn’t live in this part of the city.
She watched as he turned and headed in the opposite direction and she let out a slow breath. He was her partner, but there was something odd about him being there when Tori had just met with Jeremy in that same building earlier today.
When she was sure it was clear, she pulled her hat lower and hunched over just in case someone else was around that she knew. She jogged up the few stairs and grabbed the handle of one of the front doors. The door squeaked as she opened it, a loud whine in the otherwise quiet night. She winced before starting up the staircase and going up two flights to Jeremy’s floor.
She headed down the hall from the stairs, reached his door, and knocked on it, the light rapping sound echoing down the hallway. No answer. Again she knocked lightly on it, not wanting to be heard by neighbors, and again no answer.
Her brow wrinkled as she dug in her pocket for her cell phone and called the number Jeremy had given her. A ringing noise came from the other side of the door and she waited for him to answer it.
It just kept ringing.
Cold dread trickled through her.
Brian.
Here.
Tonight.
No. They wouldn’t have.
Heart in her throat, she turned the doorknob. Not locked. No light came from his apartment as she cracked it open.
She slipped her Sig out of her pocket along with her small flashlight. She held them as she pushed the door open with her shoulder and moved into the darkened apartment. The door creaked. She used her flashlight to clear the apartment living room before closing the door behind her.
Since she’d seen Brian leave, she really didn’t expect anyone to be there but she intended to make damn sure that was the case.
Blood rushed in her ears as she waited until her eyes became adjusted to the dark. If anyone outside was watching, she didn’t want to alert them by turning on a light so she didn’t flip on a switch.
She looked around the living room. Nothing was disturbed and she hoped that the sick sensation in her gut wasn’t right. She moved down the hall slowly, glad she was wearing athletic shoes. She slipped into his computer room where the displays gave off a blue glow that illuminated the room enough to see by.
A scream strangled in her throat and she had to clench her teeth to keep it in. On the floor was a body, facedown on the carpet, a body that was deathly still. A pair of thick glasses lay beside it and a dark stain was on the carpet beside the head that was turned to the side. The air was heavy with the smells of blood and death.
Hands shaking, she tucked away the flashlight in her jacket, not needing it to use it due to the light from the monitors. She knelt on one knee beside the body, close enough that she could see Jeremy’s face, eyes wide and unseeing and the gaping hole at his throat. She didn’t have to touch his skin and try to find a pulse to know that he was dead.
She’d come face to face with death plenty of times in her career. But she’d never seen an innocent like Jeremy murdered by her own organization. Murdered because of information she had given the PIA. It wasn’t a far stretch to come to the conclusion that her own organization was responsible for Jeremy’s murder. After all, they utilize assassins like Brian all of the time.
But this? Why Jeremy? All he’d done was give her direction that would help the PIA get into Savage Industries computers to steal what information they needed. She didn’t believe for a minute that Jeremy was one of the bad guys.
The realization that she needed to get out of Jeremy’s apartment hit her. Probably no one would discover the body for a while. She had to find her wallet and leave.
She hurried to look under the desk close to where she’d dropped her purse. Nothing was there. Then she remembered that he had told her he would put the wallet somewhere safe.
Glad she was wearing gloves, she searched the office. She looked around the computer, in drawers and on shelves—nothing.
After she looked everywhere she could think of in his computer room, she stood and thought about where he might have put it. His bedroom? Bathroom? Living room? Kitchen?
Damn it, where did he put it?
A sense of urgency had her turning the house upside down as she tried to find her wallet. It didn’t matter what she did since he’d been murdered by the agency. It would probably look like a robbery gone wrong rather than a professional hit.
She had to find it. She couldn’t let any sign be here that Carla had visited Jeremy. It would raise too many questions and the police would be at her doorstep to interview her as soon as they found it.
Her flashlight helped, but she wished she could turn on the lights—that would make her search a lot easier.
Safe...safe… He was going to put her wallet someplace safe.
Damn. Damn, damn, damn.
It was almost two a.m. before she knew it and she had torn the house apart but hadn’t found the wallet. Maybe Brian had taken it after he’d killed Jeremy. That would actually be the best scenario. He wouldn’t have known that she planned to return the same night for it. He’d know that it wouldn’t be good for the cops to find the wallet there while she was undercover.
The question was, did Brian find it? She couldn’t very well call and ask. What if she wasn’t supposed to know that the agency was responsible for Jeremy’s death?
As far his body… It probably wouldn’t be discovered for a few days, maybe after a day or two when he didn’t show up for work.
Perspiration coated her skin from working so hard to find the wallet. She braced her hands on her hips and looked around one more time.
Damn.
She tugged down the cap and slipped her flashlight into her pocket. She was probably safe leaving at this time. Not likely too many people around at two in the morning. She closed her eyes and took a deep breath.
When she opened her eyes again she saw the formerly clean and orderly apartment now a disaster. She looked one last time in the direction of Jeremy’s computer room then slowly opened the door, and slipped out into the hallway.


Chapter 11
The way Carla had insisted on leaving him last night didn’t set well in Logan’s gut, and he wasn’t sure why. Had he been expecting more out of a relationship with her than she planned on giving?
But she’d told him she loved him… Had she meant it?
And did he love her… Yes, but it was strange. It was the same feelings he’d had for Tori but confused. As if he loved both Tori and Carla, as if they were one and the same.
So damned strange.
He dragged his hand down his face and he felt his stubble against his palm as he looked out his windows and watched water roll down the panes. The sky was gray, the clouds fat with rain, a slow drizzle coming down on the city.
Maybe Carla just wanted friends with benefits, something that he wasn’t interested in. He didn’t plan on being used until her next conquest came along. He’d had his share of one-night stands, but being a friend with benefits was different and not in the least bit appealing.
Yet, the way she seemed to have changed…the dinner…their night together.
And her words. That she loved him.
His phone vibrated in his pants pocket and he reached in then drew it out to see who was calling. Carla.
“Toes and fingernails pretty and polished,” she said when he answered, and some of the tension eased from his shoulders. She’d apparently been telling the truth about getting a manicure and pedicure. “Are you up for lunch and a movie?” she asked.
“I was thinking dinner and the theater.” He turned away from the rainy view. “I have some things I need to take care of during the day.” And he knew she loved the theater over movies. She’d probably just picked movies because that’s what he preferred.
“Wonderful,” she said, but he thought her voice lacked its usual enthusiasm when it came to the theater. “What’s so important that you would turn down a movie with me?” She had a pout in her voice, but from experience, he knew she was just pretending.
“I have to go into the office.” He gritted his teeth as his attention turned back to his call from earlier this morning, before he’d stopped to think about his night with Carla.
He could picture the way her brows were probably knit together. “On a Saturday?”
“Yesterday afternoon someone hacked into the company’s computer system.” He clenched the phone tighter. “I need to go in and run some damage control.”
A pause before Carla said, “That’s horrible. Do you know who did it?”
“We’ll track down the person or persons responsible.” Anger edged his words. “It won’t be too difficult.”
Another pause. “With today’s technology I don’t suppose it will take too long.”
“Does tonight work for you?” he asked.
“Sure.” Her tone brightened but there was something else there that he couldn’t define. “Have you picked out a show?” she asked
“Why don’t you select one you want to see?” He grabbed his jacket, preparing to leave. “Let me know what time it starts and I’ll pick you up.”
“Okay,” she said, then added. “Don’t begin to think you can back out on me.”
He gave a low laugh. “I promise I’ll love whatever you pick out.”
“You’d better.”
“I’ll call you later,” he said before disconnecting the call.
* * * * *
Damn. Tori paced the living room in Carla’s townhouse. How had Logan’s team caught the breach in the system? They must have had securities in place that Jeremy hadn’t known about and they stopped it.
Had Jeremy been killed by her own people? If not, why would she have seen Brian leaving his apartment building?
She shoved her hair behind her ears and continued moving back and forth across the floor. She had to do something. Something.
What if someone saw her spending time with Jeremy, someone who recognized both of them?
What if the police found her wallet in Jeremy’s apartment, in some place she hadn’t thought of looking? She hoped to hell not.
Her days as Carla might now be numbered.
After changing into a blouse, jeans, and athletic shoes, along with one of Carla’s jackets, she grabbed her purse and an umbrella. She headed out the front door then locked it behind her before opening the umbrella and stepping out into the rain. It pattered on top of the umbrella, a rhythmic sound over her head. The rain-washed air smelled clean and fresh.
The next order of business was finding a location safely away from the townhouse to call in to the agency. The line and phone were supposed to be secure, but she didn’t want to take the chance that something would go awry and lead the wrong people straight to Carla’s home.
Should she tell Janice about finding Jeremy’s body? Should she mention she saw Brian there?
She unlocked Carla’s BMW by touch, then closed her umbrella and climbed into the vehicle. She shook the rain out of her hair that had dripped on her between the time that she’d closed the umbrella and had gotten in the car. She started the car, put it into gear, and began driving.
The closest mall would likely be the best place to make the call. When she reached the mall, she grabbed her umbrella, got out of the car and locked it. After she opened the umbrella and held it over her head, she started walking until she reached an unoccupied bench.
Instead of sitting on the bench, she started pacing again, feeling the muscles in her shoulders tighten. She gripped the umbrella handle so hard her fingers ached and her knuckles whitened against her already pale skin.
Again she called the secured number and again someone answered the line, this time, “Marconi’s Pizza House. May I take your order?”
“Extra large pepperoni with olive,” Tori said, using her key “pizza” code.
“Hold on, and I’ll be back to get your payment information.”
A click, a hum, and then Janice’s voice. “I didn’t expect you to call in so soon.”
“The intel I gave you is no longer valid.” Frustration made Tori’s body burn. All of that for nothing. Jeremy’s death for nothing. “Someone at Savage Industries discovered that the system was hacked into. Likely they’ve changed everything so that it can’t be breached in the same way.”
A pause and then Janice asked, “Have you been compromised?”
“No.” Tori hesitated for a moment. “I—I don’t think so.”
“Which is it?” Janice’s tone hardened.
Tori gripped the phone tighter. She needed to let her boss know about last night, but something told her to hold back that she knew Brian had been there.
She took a deep breath. “When I went to Jeremy’s apartment I dropped my wallet with Carla’s information, but didn’t realize it until later.”
A longer pause. “Is it still there?”
“I don’t know.” Tori adjusted the umbrella so that no one could see her face. “Last night I called Jeremy and he found it while I was on the phone with him. He said he’d put it somewhere safe.”
“And?” Janice prompted.
“I went back to his apartment sometime after midnight.” Tori’s throat constricted. “I found his body. Someone murdered him.”
“I know,” Janice said. “It was unfortunate.”
Ice chilled Tori’s spine. “What do you mean?”
“The agency sent someone to convince Mr. Farrell to assist into hacking into the system again to get his part of the CVP specs and translation software.” As Janice spoke, Tori’s skin grew even icier. “Once his part of the specs were downloaded, he was no longer needed and our tracks had to be covered. The death of Mr. Farrell was a…necessity.”
Tori’s words strangled in her throat. Dear God, they had murdered Jeremy. Ultimately it was her fault. Her fault for getting the young scientist involved. If she had known anything like this would happen she would never have involved him, no matter that she’d been ordered to.
“You didn’t find your wallet in his apartment?” Janice was asking.
“No.” Tori lowered her voice as a couple walked by. “I searched everywhere. Tore the apartment apart trying to find it.”
“I’m going to pull you out,” Janice said.
Then she wouldn’t have access to Logan as Carla. She could come back into his life as Tori, but then she’d be out of Savage Industries and wouldn’t be privy to anything relating to the company. Even though Logan was one of the bad guys, she found herself wanting to be close to him and not letting that go. Being in his arms, feeling him inside of her…
She clenched her eyes shut.
What is wrong with me?
She had to take down Logan. If just for making her fall so hard for him. Bastard.
And if he hadn’t been selling the technology to other countries, Jeremy would never have been a part of the equation.
No, she couldn’t blame his death on anyone but herself. And Janice. She had put Brian on the job.
Damn. She was so confused that she didn’t know where to begin.
“I can do this.” Tori opened her eyes and glanced around her to make sure no one was listening. “Maybe they won’t find the wallet. I didn’t.”
“All right,” Janice said. “But first sign of trouble and you’re out of there.”
“Yes, ma’am,” Tori said.
“Keep me posted.”
“I will,” Tori said right before Janice disconnected the call.
Tori peered out from beneath the umbrella at the darkened sky. She wasn’t sure what to make of Jeremy’s death and the fact that Janice hadn’t even pretended to sound in the least bit sorry for what had been done. She’d said it as casually as if he was no more than a tissue being disposed up in a wastebasket.
A sick sensation twisted in her gut. Whatever she did, she had to make sure no one else died because of her.


Chapter 12
“He was smart, whoever he was, I’ll give him that.” Henry Laker, Savage Industries computer securities tech, frowned as he looked at Logan. “I’m not sure if he got anything.”
“You’re not sure?” Logan braced his hands on the desk beside the computer the tech was working on and tried to control the fury rising up inside of him. “He either did or he didn’t.”
Henry lowered his head. “I believe he did. He could only have accessed a portion of them since the specs and translation software are split up between two of the scientists.”
For security reasons, no one person had access to all of the specs, with the exception of Logan. He dragged his hand over his face as he looked up at the ceiling in the computer security office and then turned his attention back to Henry. “Are you close enough to track the hacker down?”
“I think this guy was more than just a hacker,” Henry said. “Things would go a lot faster if Michael Demitri was here so that he could explain why this hole even exists. But he called in sick two days ago.”
“How in the hell did anyone get in deep enough to get near the Cerebral Voices project to hack into it?” Logan narrowed his gaze at Henry. “There are supposed to be layers and layers of security. I supposedly pay for the best security there is.”
Henry’s neck grew red and loosened his tie as if it was choking him. “Everything’s in place the way it should be. It’s hack proof.”
“Hack proof?” Logan said. “Then explain to me why we’re standing here trying to trace a hacker who managed to get into my company’s computer system.” Logan spoke slowly, clearly, and Henry shrank beneath his cold gaze.
“This has to be an inside job, Mr. Savage.” Henry adjusted his collar. Apparently loosening the tie hadn’t been enough for a man who was facing the end of his career with Savage Industries.
Logan paused, considering what Henry had just told him. “You think it was an inside job?”
“That would explain how someone would be able to break in all the way to the CVP.” Beads of sweat glistened on Henry’s forehead. He knew it was weak and he was grasping for straws.
“You’re telling me that someone from the company hacked through every level of safeguards that we have in place, utilizing a computer that’s outside of the company?” Logan clenched his jaw. “I could almost understand someone getting in from a computer within the company, although that is supposed to be impossible, too. But no matter the person’s inside information, how the hell was he able to get in?”
“I—I don’t know, sir.” The red around Henry’s neck had flushed all the way up to his bald head.
“Then I’ll just have to hire someone who does know.” Logan pointed to a free chair. “Have a seat while I have security escort you out to your vehicle.”
Henry’s mouth opened. Closed. Opened. “But Mr. Savage—”
“You are finished working for me.” Logan gestured for Henry to get out of the chair in front of the computer. “You’re lucky if I don’t kick your ass outside myself. Now move and have a seat over there.”
Henry straightened. “I can walk myself out.”
“That’s not how we do things here,” Logan said. “We have security protocols in place that apply to an employee’s termination, as you well know.”
Henry got up and moved to the chair Logan had pointed to.
“Aimy, notify the head of security that he is to come to my location immediately,” Logan said aloud.
“James McKnight is out of the office,” the computer replied.
“Call him and tell him to get his ass in here.”
“Yes, Mr. Savage.”
“And Aimy,” Logan added. “Track down Michael Demitri and tell him he needs to get here as soon as possible. I don’t give a damn if he’s sick or not.”
“Of course, Mr. Savage.” Aimy paused. “Mr. McKnight is on his way in.” Another pause. “Mr. Demitri is not answering his phone.”
“Keep trying.” Logan turned his attention from Henry who looked absolutely miserable, which he damned well should. If any of the specs or the translation software for the CVP were stolen—that would be bad.
A fucking understatement.
Logan’s computer skills were exceptional and he worked to track the hacker’s signature where Henry had left off.
The concept of CVP was Logan’s and he had created the basic design. He’d worked with one of the best scientists in the world to develop the prototype. When it was finally ready, he’d turned it over to his own team of scientists to make it all happen.
While Henry sat in the chair and waited for the head of security, Logan followed the hacker’s signature. It wasn’t long until James McKnight, Savage Industries’ head of security, arrived in the lab.
“I no longer need Mr. Laker’s services, so please see him out,” Logan said to McKnight, a big, muscular guy and former Marine. Logan turned his attention to Henry. “Human resources will call you for your exit interview. Your belongings will be shipped to the address on file.”
Henry met Logan’s gaze then stood and turned away when James gestured toward the door.
“Aimy, any luck reaching Demitri?” Logan asked aloud after the two men had left the computer security office.
“None, sir.”
When James returned, Logan glanced up at him. “Have someone get a hold of Michael Demitri and get him down here ASAP.”
“You’ve got it.” James made a couple of calls from his cell phone as Logan continued to go after the hacker.
And then he was in.
Pay dirt.
“There you are, you little sonofabitch,” Logan muttered.
“Got him?” James asked as he got off the phone.
“Yep.” Logan scrolled through some files. “Now to figure out who the hell he is.” Logan came to an abrupt stop and cut his gaze to James. “The sonofabitch who hacked into the system was Jeremy Farrell.”
“One of Demitri’s junior scientists?” James asked with surprise.
“It’s his computer.” Logan gestured to the monitor. “All of his personal information is right there. He retrieved the portion of the specs and software that he had access to.”
James whistled through his teeth. “An inside job.”
Logan slowly nodded. “But that doesn’t explain how he was able to get through all of the security levels from outside the system.”
“Must be one smart little shit.” James said.
“Or he had help.” Anger heated Logan like a furnace blowing hot air over his skin. “Aimy, call Agent Susan Taylor and transfer the call to my cell phone.”
“Yes, sir.”
A few moments later, the phone rang. “Logan here,” he answered.
“You rang, Mr. Savage?” Taylor sounded slightly irritated.
“Last night our computer system was hacked into,” Logan said. “He was after the CVP.”
“Did they get anything?” Taylor’s voice changed from irritated to all business.
“Yes, some of the specs and software.” Logan thought he heard her say an expletive under her voice. “We tracked the hacker’s signature,” he continued. “It’s one of our own. Jeremy Farrell.”
“Give me his information and I’ll have a team over there within fifteen minutes,” Taylor said. “Does he know you’re on to him?”
“I don’t think so,” Logan said. “There was no attempt to shut me out if he did have safeguards that would notify him.”
“Got it.”
“I’m heading there now,” Logan said. He heard the agent start to protest but he snapped his cell phone shut and was out of his chair and headed to the door.
He made his way to his own office. When he was certain no one had seen him go in, he shut the door behind him. He closed his eyes and images of an apartment door came into his mind. A door with the number 301 on it.
Somehow it was familiar, yet he’d never been there in his life.
He focused on the door in his vision. As he concentrated, his body chilled, slowly turning ice-cold. The air stirred around him, a freezing wind against his skin.
And then he shimmered and faded.
Not ten minutes after talking with Agent Taylor, Logan was standing in front of the door to Jeremy’s apartment. He wanted to punch the little sonofabitch before anyone from the CIA arrived and could stop him.
He knocked on the door. No answer. Knocked again. Still no answer.
His gut told him something was wrong. Beyond wrong.
He considered breaking in the door but hesitated.
The sound of footsteps coming up the stairs caused him to take a step away from the door. He leaned back against the wall and folded his arms as he waited for Agent Taylor to arrive. A moment later she appeared, four other agents with her.
“Have you had any contact with him?” Taylor said, looking extremely annoyed that he was there before her.
Logan shook his head. “Knocked a couple of times but no answer.”
The female agent nodded, then knocked on the door and announced herself. “Agent Taylor, CIA. We need to speak with Jeremy Farrell.”
No response. She tried again. Still no response.
She leaned against the door and opened her mouth to try again but the door creaked open. She glanced at the doorknob then drew her weapon as Logan saw what she did. Scrape marks around the keyhole.
With a nod to the other agents to let them know she was going in, she held her gun in a two-handed grip, the barrel pointing up, and she pushed the door open and looked inside. The room was a disaster.
“Either Jeremy Farrell was a very bad housekeeper or this room has been turned,” Taylor muttered.
She ordered Logan to stay but when the agents cleared the room, he followed them inside. The bad feeling in his gut magnified as he saw the house’s condition. Chairs turned over, cushions off the chairs, lamps on their sides with the bottoms torn out. Someone had been looking for something.
Taylor’s voice came from just down a short hallway. “I think we may have found your hacker.”
Logan hurried down the hall behind another agent, and then looked into the room that Taylor was now standing in.
Jeremy Farrell lie facedown on the floor, his head to the side, his throat slashed, a look of terror frozen on his face.
And then Logan’s body went cold.
Last night when he’d held Carla in his arms he had seen Tori standing over Jeremy’s dead body… Only he hadn’t known it was Jeremy then.
But it had been this very room. The body lying in the exact same position. The same stain of blood.
Agent Taylor rolled Jeremy’s body over so that he was on his back. In his shirt pocket was a thick bulge. The agent had pulled on rubber gloves and she eased a red leather wallet out of the pocket.
Logan didn’t need to be told who the wallet belonged to, even before Taylor opened it and looked at the driver’s license.
“Carla Winston,” Taylor read. She looked at Logan. “You know who she is?”
“She works for my company.” He nodded and cleared his throat. “She and I have also had a personal relationship.”
Everything hit him at once.
Carla. She’d left in the middle of the night. She’d been here.
All along his visions had been pointing to Carla. They’d been warning him.
Carla had killed Jeremy Farrell. She was the leak in his company.


Chapter 13
Carla’s tight silver dress came up to mid-thigh. With the woman’s long legs, the short dresses she preferred to wear looked exceptional.
She studied her reflection as she finished putting on makeup. Today she’d picked out a deep pink lipstick and two shades of eye shadow that made her gray eyes seem bigger. She liked putting on makeup as Carla, liked wearing her slinky dresses. More playing dress-up.
She paused for a moment as she stared in the mirror.
Last night she’d had a nightmare about Jeremy. So real…
For a long time this morning, Tori had lain in bed and had stared up at the ceiling. She tried to get Jeremy out of her mind, the way she’d seen him last. His blank stare, the expression of fear, and all that blood…
When she tried to picture him as the vibrant person he’d been, all she could see was his dead body in her mind.
Tears had been backing up behind her eyes and one had escaped. Then another. And another. He’d been a good kid and hadn’t deserved to be murdered. Why had they killed him? What had Jeremy done?
Ultimately it was her fault. She’d led the PIA straight to him.
At this moment, after the way they’d murdered Jeremy, it didn’t feel so good working for the PIA. It didn’t feel good at all.
Tori took a deep breath and turned away from the mirror. She brushed her hand down the exquisite silver dress, feeling the slinky material beneath her palm.
That morning, after she had climbed out of bed and taken a shower, Tori had skimmed through all of the shows that were being performed in local theaters tonight. She’d found one that looked as good as any other. The musical, Cinderella, sounded okay—if one was crazy about musicals.
She would have preferred some action-adventure flick, but as Carla she supposed she had to act thrilled about going to the theater. Logan had called and she’d told him she’d purchased and downloaded the tickets. They would have dinner first, so he would be here soon.
Her mind turned to how Logan had sounded over the phone. He’d seemed almost distant. Likely he had a lot on his mind considering he’d discovered that his company had been hacked into.
The doorbell rang. Despite herself, a sense of excitement went through her. She was going to be with Logan again tonight.
She closed her eyes and paused before going to the door. Maybe she should let Janice pull her off the job. Maybe she didn’t belong here.
No. She could do this.
With a deep breath she opened her eyes, walked to the door, and opened it. Logan looked good enough to eat… But she didn’t think he was quite dressed up enough for the theater. Well, considering that she never went, what did she know?
He looked preoccupied as he kissed her cheek. After grabbing her silver purse and a wrap, she closed the door behind them and they went to his Jag.
When they got in the car and he started it, she tilted her head to the side. Her cop-radar was telling her that something was wrong.
“What’s going on, Logan?” she asked quietly.
“Nothing.” He gave her a smile, but it didn’t feel genuine. “That hacker who got into our system is getting to me, I guess.”
She studied him, not sure he was being entirely honest. “How far did he make it? Was anything compromised?”
His expression darkened. “Yes.”
“Damn.” She glanced out the window as the streetlights sped by and she frowned and looked at him. “This isn’t the way to the theater.”
“I need to stop by the office,” he said. “It won’t take long.”
Something cold slid through her but she brushed the sensation away. “All right,” she said.
He didn’t seem inclined to talk so she didn’t say anything as he drove. When they got to the office building, he gave a nod toward the entrance. “Come in with me.”
She hesitated a moment, the feeling that something was wrong growing inside of her. He came around the car and assisted her in getting out and then after locking the car door he touched her back with his fingertips and they headed toward the building’s entrance. He swiped his card in a reader at the door and they walked in.
A night watchman nodded to Logan. “Good evening, Mr. Savage.”
Logan inclined his head toward the watchman. “We won’t be long, Jerry.”
When they were in the elevator, Logan pressed the button to go to the floor above his office. The floor where the CVP lab was. She glanced at him, but he seemed focused on the floor numbers passing by. Once they reached the floor, they headed out and down the hall.
Her heels clicked on the floor as dread grew in her belly. “What’s going on, Logan?” she asked.
Outside the CVP lab stood a man and woman in suits, clearly waiting for something. Or someone.
Tori’s stomach pitched. Something was wrong. Really wrong.
Logan said nothing to them as he used his card to enter the outside steel doors to the CVP lab.
When they went through, they were on the other side of a lab with glass walls. She’d never gotten this far before in all of her time undercover at Savage Industries.
“This won’t take long.” He was looking ahead as he spoke. When they reached the door to the lab itself, he identified himself with the handprint and retinal scan.
Alarm bells started ringing in her head and she started to back up and bumped into the two agents who were following them in. Logan grabbed her by her upper arm, his grip tight. And then she was through the glass door.
“Logan?” She tried to pull her arm away but he practically dragged her toward a chair that looked a lot like a dentist’s chair only much more high-tech. it appeared to be made of titanium with a black leather seat and back, along with black accents.
She knew exactly what they were going to do. They were going to use the CVP on her.
With a long practiced move, she elbowed Logan in the gut and pulled herself free. She swept her foot behind his to take him to the ground but the man and woman were already on her.
Tori elbowed the man to the face and slammed her fist into the woman’s gut. She rammed her high heel into Logan’s thigh then slid onto her knees between the man and woman and hit them both behind the knees at the same time with both of her arms and her fists. They went down, hard.
Logan grabbed Tori from behind, dragging her up and she slammed her head back and into his face. He cursed as she followed up with both elbows to his gut.
She started to roll to the side but the man and woman grabbed her, to either side, and Logan had her from behind. He hooked his arm around her neck, her throat at the inside of his elbow.
“This will be a lot less painful, Carla,” Logan said in a growl, “if you just do what we say. I’m not afraid to hurt you.”
Tori couldn’t even move her arms as they dragged her to the chair. Two of them held her while one patted her down to make sure she didn’t have any listening devices or other on her body.
When they were finished, it didn’t take them long to have her cuffed to the chair, her ankles cuffed, too.
Adrenaline pumped through her body and her breathing was harsh and fast. Satisfaction went through her at the fact Logan’s nose was bleeding. A bruise was starting to develop around the man’s eye from her getting him in the face with her elbow. The woman just looked pissed.
“That’s Agent Mallory.” Logan wiped blood from his face with a paper towel he had grabbed by the nearby sink, and he nodded toward the male. Then he looked toward the female. “Agent Taylor. Both are with the CIA” His gaze rested on Tori, anger in his eyes. “And who the hell are you?”
She glared at Logan but didn’t say anything.
“Doesn’t matter if you volunteer the information.” Logan went to a clear box set on a pedestal with blue light glowing from beneath it and above it. Inside the clear box was a device that she recognized from the holographic image that Janice had shown her. It looked like a slender, small camera, close to the same size of the holographic image she’d seen—about the size of a playing card but an inch thick.
Logan took his keycard and inserted it in the pedestal below the box and out from the pedestal popped a fingerprint and retinal scanner.
It took only a moment before Logan had the device in his hand and he walked toward her. “Cerebral Voices will get it out of you regardless, Carla. Of course, that’s probably not your real name.”
Anger and fear swirled through Tori. Anger at herself for getting caught and put in this situation. Anger at Logan and what he stood for. Fear of what was going to happen now that she was caught. Maybe this was why Janice hadn’t given her more information.
He turned his gaze toward her as he pointed the CVP device in her direction. His jaw was set, anger in his eyes. He was looking at the back of the device when he spoke. “Before we get started, do you have any listening devices or tracking chips on your body that we were unable to locate?”
Tori clamped her mouth shut, but “No,” came a computerized voice from the CVP. “I am clean.”
“What is your real name?” he asked next
Almost instantly, a clear computer voice said, “Tori Adams.”
She squeezed her eyes shut. She wouldn’t be able to hide anything from this machine.
When she opened her eyes, Logan was looking at her with shock. “Tori Adams?” he repeated. “How can that be?”
“I’m a Changeling,” the computer said. “The real Carla is in a coma.”
The agents looked at each other.
Tori never cried, but tears bit at the backs of her eyes. She had never felt so helpless as her secrets spilled out for anyone to hear. She could have withstood any kind of torture but this…she didn’t have a chance.
“A Changeling.” Logan’s look grew hard. “We know now you’re not Carla. You might as well show yourself.”
Tori stared at Logan, saw his furious gaze. Her heart ached that she’d deceived him while at the same time she was angry that he knew who she was and furious for who he was.
But he was right. She might as well show herself.
She shifted from Carla to Tori. Long blonde hair that had been resting on her shoulders slid up and vanished as her dark curls appeared. She knew her eyes were morphing from gray to hazel-green, her body going from tall to petite. She shifted out of Carla’s slinky silver dress into jeans, T-shirt, and athletic shoes. Even what had been in her silver evening purse was now in her jeans pockets.
Logan sucked in his breath. “It is you.” His expression hardened. He looked at the back of the device again as if reading something there. “Did you plan this from the beginning?”
“I was recruited after meeting you,” the computer said.
The computer only seemed to respond to direct questions. She was still able to think without every word coming out.
Logan narrowed his eyes. “What happened to Carla?”
Tori shook her head but the computer answered for her. “I don’t know. She was already in a coma when I was given the assignment. I don’t know what caused it.”
With a scowl, Logan asked, “Who do you work for?”
Tori tried not to answer, but it came out clearly. “I was recruited by the PIA.”
Logan frowned and looked at the agents. “What’s the PIA?”
“Paranormal Intelligence Agency,” the computer answered even though the question had been directed at the CIA agents. “A branch of the government.”
“It’s a faction that claims to be a branch of the government.” Taylor looked at Tori. “But it’s not.” She returned her gaze to Logan. “Our intelligence tells us that this is the group that is trying to steal the technology to sell to China or the Middle East.”
Tori glared at him as she spoke, “That’s not true. The PIA is a branch of the government protecting the CVP. Logan Savage is the one who plans to sell the technology.”
Logan’s gaze kept going to the back of the CVP as he asked questions. Was he reading something there?
He looked grim. “Is that what you really believe?”
“Of course” the computer said for her. “You are working against the government. You are an enemy of the United States.”
“So instead of trusting me, you decided to work against me,” he said.
“Why would I trust you?” the computer said. “You are the enemy.”
“Why did you kill Jeremy Farrell?” Logan’s voice grew hard.
“I didn’t kill him. But someone from my agency did.” Horror at what was coming out of her mind made her shake. “But it might as well have been me.” Tears threatened to force their way out.
“What do you mean?” Taylor asked. “Your wallet was on the victim’s body. How did it all happen?”
Stupid, stupid, stupid, she thought, but fortunately that didn’t come out. Tori wanted to bang her head back against the chair. She’d forgotten to check Jeremy’s clothing.
“I went to Jeremy’s apartment earlier in the day and dropped it,” the computer said. “I returned after midnight for my wallet. When I came back, I saw my partner come out of the building, although he didn’t see me. I went up to Jeremy’s apartment and found him dead.”
Logan braced his hand on her chair. “What were you doing in Jeremy’s apartment to begin with?”
“I convinced him to show me how to break into Savage Industries’ computer system to get to the CVP for the PIA.” Tori raised her chin as the computer answered the question aloud. “It wasn’t his fault. He thought he was showing me the hole in the security so that I could let you know since his boss wouldn’t listen to him.”
Logan narrowed his gaze. “Who didn’t listen?”
“Michael Demitri,” came from the device.
Logan frowned. “Aimy,” he spoke aloud to the computer, “Any luck in tracking down Demitri?”
“After multiple attempts I have been unable to locate him,” Aimy said.
“Send James McKnight to Demitri’s home to check on him,” Logan said. “Tell McKnight that it’s urgent.”
“Yes, sir,” Aimy said.
Logan turned his attention back to Tori. “Why did your agency kill Jeremy?”
“I was told they forced him to make a second attempt.” She looked down and waited for the computer to say it for her. “They killed Jeremy to keep him quiet.”
Quiet filled the lab for a long moment and Tori stared at her hands.
“When did you take Carla’s place?” Logan asked.
She swallowed and looked up again as the computer answered. “The day after you spent the weekend with me.”
“Two weeks ago.” Logan shook his head. “I should have known better than to believe Carla had changed the core of who she was.”
Tori didn’t volunteer anything.
“So everything you said was a lie.” Logan’s gaze didn’t waver. “Wasn’t it?”
The computer took it as a question and Tori’s response came out clearly. “Not everything. I truly fell in love with you.”
Her face went hot and she knew she’d gone red. She hadn’t even acknowledged to herself that she’d really fallen for him. And here it was, stated for Logan and the agents to hear.
Logan looked stunned. “Apparently this thing has bugs,” he said after a few seconds.
Tori’s face felt hotter yet. “Apparently it does.”
He looked at her for a long moment, his features now unreadable. He turned to the agents. “What do we do with her now?”
“I see two options,” Agent Taylor said. “We lock her up or she works for us as a double agent.”
“Work for you?” Tori narrowed her eyes. “Who are you really?”
“CIA,” Mallory said. “We happen to be the good guys.”
“I’ve worked freelance for the PIA for four years.” Tori tried to read the agent. “How am I supposed to know that what you say is true?” She looked at Logan. “How am I supposed to believe you?”
Logan shrugged. “You’ll have to take our word for it.”
“How about you climbing into this chair?” she said.
“Not going to happen.” He shook his head. “We will not apply the CVP to me or the CIA agents. Too many secrets must be kept confidential that the agents and I are each entrusted with. So you either trust us and work with us or you don’t and it’s jail for you.”
Tori closed her eyes. She could hope the PIA would pull some strings and get her out from behind bars…
If they were the bad guys, likely she wouldn’t be going anywhere.
They killed Jeremy, went through her mind over and over. How could the government have sanctioned the death of an innocent like him?
She focused on her heart and her gut instinct. If she followed both of those, she’d be at Logan’s side in a second.
And she did believe him.
In her heart she believed that the PIA was either a rogue agency or a faction out to gain power. What the CIA agents had said backed up what she felt to be true. Something hadn’t felt right about the agency for some time.
Add to that the fact that Jeremy’s death was because of them… It had not been necessary to kill him. Not necessary at all.
She was certain that a lot of good people worked for the agency, people who were no doubt unaware of its true nature, just like she’d been. Was her partner Brian one of the good guys? Or the bad? He’d been the one to kill Jeremy, of that she was certain. Had he just blindly followed orders like she had?
No matter what she thought, she needed something more logical than her heart and gut instinct to separate the truth from lies. She opened her eyes and turned to the agents. “I need proof.”
“Tell you what,” Taylor said as she put her hands on her hips. “You get one of the PIA agency’s dirty agents in here and we’ll strap him into that chair and you can hear it for yourself.”
“How am I supposed to know who’s dirty and who’s not?” Tori asked. “What if I bring in someone who’s in the same boat I am? What if they believe everything the agency has taught them?”
“We know of agents who are as dirty as the agency,” Mallory said. “What’s the name of your partner who killed Jeremy Farrell?”
“Brian Eckhart,” the computer said before Tori could. She glared at Logan for still pointing the damned CVP instrument at her.
Taylor shook her head. “Oh, Eckhart’s dirty all right.”
Tori felt stunned. “Brian?”
“Eckhart has been with the agency a long time and he’s in there tight.” Taylor nodded. “The agency always pairs up an insider with agents who don’t know the true nature of the organization. Which apparently is the case with you.
“So what you need to do is get him in here,” Taylor added. “We’ll set it up and then notify you so that you can carry out the plan.”
Tori bit the inside of her lip as she twisted everything in her mind. If she could get Brian in here, it would give her proof one way or another.
Finally she answered, “What do I need to do?”
“Just a couple more questions.” Logan brought her attention back to him and the CVP instrument. “Do you plan to work against the PIA as a double agent and do what you’re instructed to do?”
“Yes but only if you can prove to me they are dirty,” the computer answered and Tori’s breath blew out in a slow exhale. “I will do what I need to do.”
“Do you know what will happen to you if you try to double-cross us?” Logan asked.
“Prison,” the computer said for Tori. “I’ll be convicted and sent away.”
Tori looked at Logan, wanting to see in his eyes that he cared for her, but his face was stone-cold.
“As long as we understand each other. You work for us but we need to prove our ourselves and we will.” Taylor said.
So many feelings rolled through her as she looked from Logan to Taylor to Mallory. It was like her world had just been turned upside down. Everything she’d believed was falling apart. She’d worked for this organization and to believe that she’d been working all along for the enemy… It was pretty hard to come to terms with it.
“Yes.” Tori nodded. “I understand.”
Taylor studied her. “You’ll need to make damned sure they don’t even suspect us having talked with you, or you may be dead next, Agent Adams. You won’t even have a chance to work as a double agent.”
Ice went through Tori’s veins. She knew Taylor was right—the PIA would kill her in a heartbeat. She nodded again.
Agent Taylor gave a tight smile as she studied Tori. “It looks like we have some work to do.”


Chapter 14
“You’d better shift back into Carla,” Agent Taylor said to Tori once her cuffs were removed. “If the building’s being watched, we need to make sure things look as they should. If anyone asks why you were here, you can tell them that Mr. Savage left something behind that he needed.”
“But why would that have taken so long?” Tori asked.
“I’m sure you can think of something,” Mallory said with a smirk.
For some reason Tori’s cheeks felt warm. They were talking about her and Logan supposedly having had sex.
She turned her gaze on Logan but he wasn’t looking at her. No doubt he hated her now. How could she blame him?
“What do I need to do next?” Tori looked from Taylor to Mallory and avoided Logan’s eyes. “Other than changing back into Carla.”
“You’re going to go out as planned,” Taylor said, “And then we will call Logan with instructions in the morning. We need to get some wheels turning and get everything into place.”
When her gaze met Logan’s, his expression was one of disgust and a sick feeling went through her belly.
While they watched, she shifted into Carla, growing six inches taller, pain shooting through her as her limbs grew longer, her scalp tingling as hair spilled down into a golden fall past her shoulders. When she had fully shifted, she was wearing Carla’s silver dress and heels, her things back in the silver handbag instead of in her jeans pockets.
Logan just stared at her and she wondered what he was thinking, feeling.
The worst would be if he felt nothing. Nothing at all.
After Logan put away the device and locked it in the special case, he took her by the arm and led her from the lab, the agents following.
He practically dragged her to the elevator and he stepped inside, bringing her with him. The agents stayed in the hallway, apparently discussing something. As the elevator went down, Logan’s fingers pressed so hard that it hurt where he held onto her. She tried to jerk away from him but his hold was so tight that she couldn’t shake him off.
“Let go of me,” she said then gritted her teeth when he ignored her.
She partially shifted her arm, like she used to do in elementary school, so that it grew large and difficult to hold onto. She slipped from his grasp and put distance between them before shifting her arm back the way it was supposed to be and they rode the rest of the way down in the elevator, and then walked to his car in silence.
“I don’t feel like going to the theater,” she said when they were in his car.
“Funny,” he said as he gave her a hard look. “I don’t either. But we have to for appearance’s sake.”
She turned and looked out the window as the car pulled away from the curb.
Thoughts went round and round in Logan’s head as he drove Tori to the theater. He still had a hard time reconciling the fact that Carla was really Tori. At least the Carla he’d known for the past two weeks.
He glanced at her to see her looking out the window and he thought about what the CVP had showed on the LCD of her stream of consciousness. The CVP only answered questions out loud to get specific facts. Every other thought was shown on the device and stored in its memory.
He had read Tori’s genuine confusion and the way she had worked everything through her mind. She had truly believed that she was working for the government and was put on assignment to get the CVP out of the hands of Savage Industries.
But she’d also put two and two together when it came to the agency she worked for. She hadn’t been feeling good about recent changes that had been made. But, she had never considered that she might actually be working for the wrong side. The thought had made her ill.
And she really did believe that she loved him. He mentally shook his head. But she had betrayed him.
She thought she was working for the good guys.
Hell, this was about to drive him out of his freaking mind.
Tori still had reservations and he knew he should put those reservations to rest by letting her use the CVP on him.
He hadn’t allowed it earlier because he didn’t want the CIA to be able to get into his head, to hold that kind of power over him. He probably shouldn’t let Tori do it, either, but he could easily take the device from her if her questions got dangerously close to classified information. He certainly wouldn’t be strapped down.
They had just reached the theater’s parking lot when Logan’s phone vibrated. He pulled it out of his pocket, glanced at the Caller ID screen, and frowned before answering it.
“Logan here.”
“Did Aimy reach you?” James McKnight said, urgency in his voice.
“No.” Logan frowned. “My phone was on vibrate and I must have missed it.”
“Get to the CVP lab, now,” McKnight said. “The CVP has been stolen.”
“What?” Logan’s gut clenched as he tried to digest what McKnight was saying.
“It’s gone, Logan,” McKnight said. “It’s gone.”
Logan’s thoughts crashed, one into another. “I’ll be right there.”
The Jaguar’s tires squealed as he spun the car around and headed back in the direction they’d come from.
“What’s wrong?” Tori looked alarmed.
He kept his gaze on the road, fury sending heat through his body. Tori gasped as he growled, “The CVP at the lab has been stolen.”
Logan barely kept from jamming the gas pedal to the floor as he raced his Jag back to the office. He parked at the curb and was out of the car and running up the steps as Tori climbed out and followed him. She had a hard time keeping up because she was still wearing high heels. He had to wait a moment after getting into the elevator and then he punched the number for the floor where the CVP was.
Fury burned through him as he met her gaze. “Tell me how you managed to help steal the CVP.”
She shook her head. “I didn’t. I was responsible for finding a way to steal the schematics, not the device itself.”
Logan narrowed his eyes. Trying to get used to Carla as Tori—or Tori as Carla—wasn’t easy.
He remembered what the CVP had said, that she loved him and something twisted in his gut.
Hell. Why was he thinking about that when the CVP had been stolen?
“I might as well get out of these shoes and into something easier to maneuver in,” she said and began shifting into comfortable clothing and shoes, but stayed in Carla’s form. He almost felt like he was hallucinating as he watched her.
The moment the elevator doors opened, he bolted down the hall to the entrance to the CVP lab. They made it through the outer doors and then through the glass walls he could see the scene in the lab.
James McKnight was crouched next to a body. Blood was spattered across the white floor and on cabinets. Logan opened the door to the lab itself. The stench of blood and death hit him as he rushed to McKnight and the body.
Agent Taylor lay in a pool of blood, her blonde hair soaked red.
Logan tore his gaze from her body to the clear case where the CVP was kept—the case was empty.
He shot a look at McKnight. “What the hell happened?”
The head of security shook his head. “I was headed to Michael Demitri’s home like you wanted me to. I was almost there when Aimy notified me that there was a disturbance at the lab. I thought the call went out to you, too.”
“Had my phone on vibrate and missed Aimy’s call,” Logan said, furious that he hadn’t noticed it. “Didn’t know anything about it until you got through to me.”
“Not sure how this all went down,” McKnight said. “How this woman ended up in the lab, much less dead.”
“Susan Taylor, a CIA agent was here with Agent Brent Mallory.” Logan shook his head. They followed me out, so I’m not sure how they got back into the lab.”
“What do you think happened?” McKnight said.
“Mallory is gone. My guess is he murdered Taylor before he took the CVP.” Logan clenched his jaw shut. “But I don’t see how the hell that’s possible. I locked the case and put the safeguards back in place.”
Logan headed over to one of the lab computers. “I hope to hell they didn’t get the rest of the software for the computer that translates the information from the scanner.”
Tori watched as he bent over the keyboard, still standing, and typed in commands. His face looked more and more grim as he typed.
Logan turned back and looked at McKnight and Tori. “The rest of the information was downloaded about the same time the CVP device was stolen. It had to be Demitri.”
“Sonofabitch.” McKnight growled out the word.
Tori was still in Carla’s form. “What about the security video?” she said as she looked up at the camera mounted in the ceiling. “It might show what happened.”
“My thought, too,” McKnight said. “And I want to know what happened to my men who were supposed to be monitoring the feed for this lab.”
Logan turned toward the lab’s main door. “Aimy,” he said to the computer. “Contact Agent Rich Valenzuela with the CIA on his private number, then transfer the call to my phone.”
Logan reached the door. “Let’s see the security video.” He pulled out his phone as they headed out of the lab as it rang. “Logan here,” he said.
“What the hell is going on?” Agent Valenzuela said.
Logan explained everything he could as they walked to the security room.
“I’ll be there in ten minutes,” Valenzuela said.
“The police?” McKnight said when Logan disconnected the call.
Logan shook his head. “Valenzuela can deal with the body and the scene how he sees fit. I’m just worried about getting the CVP back.”
McKnight led the way to the security room. When they walked in, two men were slumped over two of three desks in front of a bank of monitors. Blood splattered the instruments and some of the monitors and a hole was in the back of each man’s head.
“Someone must have come up from behind them and shot them before they knew what was happening,” Logan said.
“Shit,” McKnight said as he went to the empty desk and began to type on the keyboard to look over the video.
“The camera is blacked out.” McKnight looked at Logan. “I don’t even see that you were here tonight. All I see is the lab. Someone must have covered it before you went in with the agents.”
“Fortunately we have a backup system in place with the additional cameras that can’t be seen.” Logan looked at McKnight who nodded.
“Not even my security people know that,” McKnight said as he started typing again and brought up the video from the backup cameras.
Logan told McKnight approximately what time to start the backup video. He remembered the time that had been on the CVP when he’d used it on Carla—Tori—and about when they’d finished.
McKnight punched one more key. “And here we go.”
They watched the video on a monitor at the point when Tori morphed back into Carla. McKnight’s jaw dropped and he turned and stared at Tori, who was currently still in Carla’s form.
“I’ll explain later.” Logan didn’t take his eyes off the monitor. “But right now I want you looking at the video.”
The three of them watched as Logan and “Carla” left. Taylor and Mallory both followed them out and the lab was empty.
Moments later, Taylor and Mallory walked back into the lab. Taylor was frowning.
“How the hell did they get back into the lab?” Logan muttered.
Taylor looked like she was going to say something but Mallory raised a gun and shot her. She crumpled to the floor.
Anger burned in Logan’s gut. He watched as Mallory walked to the case, but still didn’t understand how it was possible that the CVP could have been stolen.
And then Mallory began to change.
His body shifted, stretching so that he was wider, heavier. He went from nearly bald to having longish-dark hair.
“Demitri.” McKnight said the name like a curse. “Sonofabitch.”
“He’s a Changeling.” Tori sounded as shocked as he was. “I’ve never run across any other Changelings in Seattle.”
They watched as Demitri went to the box and went through the sequence to open it. He took out the device and slipped it into a pocket before walking by Taylor’s body and leaving through the door to the lab.
“Shit.” Logan hissed the word under his breath.
“This is bad.” McKnight shook his head. “Real bad.”
“That’s the fucking understatement of the century.” Logan typed on the keyboard and then the cameras for the outside came up.
He backed up the video and they watched Michael Demitri walk out the front door, down the steps, and to a maroon sedan. Logan paused the video and enhanced the image of the car and the woman driver so that they were close up.
Tori sucked in her breath audibly and Logan shot his gaze to her. “You recognize that woman?”
She nodded. “My boss—my former boss—Janice Harper.”
“Your boss?” McKnight said, sounding dumbfounded as he looked at “Carla”.
Logan cursed again as he looked from the video to Tori. “And you had nothing to do with this?”
She shook her head and met Logan’s eyes. “No. I didn’t know any of this would be going down. I didn’t know that Demitri was an agent for the PIA.”
“The whole thing must have been organized to take advantage of an opportunity if one came up,” he said as he tried to work it out. “The agents would have had no idea about tonight until an hour before I brought you up here.”
“No one had seen Demitri for a couple of days,” McKnight said.
“Right,” Logan said. “He called in sick.” He scowled. “Demitri must have taken the place of the CIA agent before he and Agent Taylor came to see me yesterday.” Was it only yesterday?
“And there’s not a damned thing we can do about it right this minute,” Logan added. “Demitri and that woman are long gone.”
McKnight gestured toward the screen that showed the lab, real time. “Looks like your agents are here.”
Logan turned and shouldered past Tori and McKnight and then headed back to the CVP lab.
Tori frowned as she watched the CIA agents process the scene back down in the lab. Apparently what the agents had been doing was so highly classified that they would not be contacting the local law enforcement.
Logan dragged his hand down his face. “We have to get the CVP back and fast.”
James McKnight had one hand braced on a lab table and his other hand on his holstered weapon. Tori would have thought the big muscular man was hot if not for the situation they were in. His brown eyes were narrowed. “How in the hell are we going to do that?” he said
Tori had been working everything through her mind until she came up with a plan. “I can do it.”
Both Logan and McKnight turned and looked at her, McKnight with surprise and Logan with an expression she couldn’t read.
“I’m not letting you out of my sight,” Logan said.
“I’m your only hope.” Tori squared off with him, her hands on her hips. “I can get in there and find out where they are keeping the CVP so that we can grab it.”
Logan’s scowl deepened. “I don’t trust you.”
She walked closer to him. “I gave you my word that I would help and that’s what I’m going to do.”
“You’ve been playing me from the beginning,” he said.
“Not from the beginning.” Her voice softened and she tried to let him know how she felt. “That first weekend we met, that was for real. The time we’ve spent together…even though you thought I was Carla, that was real for me.”
He narrowed his eyes.
“It is what it is now, Logan.” Tori pushed her hair from her face. “I know I betrayed you, but I was doing my job. When the agency put me on this assignment, I was led to believe that you were the bad guy here. You haven’t done anything to prove you’re not, but I’m taking a leap of faith and going with my gut.”
He said nothing.
“Let’s get out of here.” She looked around them at all of the agents on the scene. “I want to talk about this in private.”
“All right,” Logan said. “We’ll go to my office,” he said to both Tori and McKnight.
They were quiet as he led the way out of the lab, past the second set of doors and out into the hallway to the elevator. When they were in the elevator car, he punched the button for one floor down.
It was closing in on midnight now, but Tori didn’t feel the least bit tired. She felt wired and like she needed to do something.
Once they arrived at the next floor, they walked until they reached his office. Logan closed the door behind the three of them.
“What can you possibly do, Tori?” Logan asked as soon as the door closed behind him. “Demitri knows who you are. He’ll tell them what happened.”
“They know who Tori is,” she said thoughtfully. “They won’t know the difference if I go in as my partner.”
He looked at her for a long moment. “How do you think you’ll pull that off with the real Brian Eckhart out there?”
“We have to capture him and I’ll take his place.” Tori started running scenarios through her mind. “Now that the CVP isn’t available, we aren’t able to bring him in and learn anything. So I need to go in.”
“Mind explaining to me what’s going on?” McKnight said.
Tori ignored him. “Like most agents, he’s not predictable—that’s the way you survive in our business. But he has one weakness.”
“What is that?” Logan asked.
“Ice cream.”
He raised a brow and looked skeptical. “Ice cream?”
“Brian loves it,” Tori said. “And he has a favorite shop near the PIA’s headquarters. He goes there regularly when he’s not undercover.”
“What’s the PIA?” McKnight asked.
With a thoughtful look, Logan said to Tori, “What do you propose?”
McKnight looked annoyed as Tori and Logan ignored him.
“We stake out the ice cream shop.” She pictured the events as she planned to have them unfold. “If he goes, it will be afternoon sometime. It might even be evening before he does, but usually in the afternoon.”
“All right,” Logan said. “What then?”
“He has a silver Porsche,” she said. “Once he’s in the ice cream shop, we’ll get ready to take him and then grab him when he comes out. He’s tough as hell, though, so it won’t be easy. I’ll take the Porsche and head back to PIA HQ.”
“It might be easier if I knew what in the hell was going on,” McKnight said. “And what the hell this guy looks like.”
“Allow me,” she said and both men looked at her.
She took a deep breath and started shifting. McKnight looked at her with a mixture of shock and fascination and Logan regarded her with an unreadable gaze. Pain seared her head and her limbs. Her scalp tingled as she felt her hair go shorter and straight, buzzed at the sides of her head. She grew four inches taller from Carla’s height—which was ten inches from Tori’s natural height—her face felt rough with stubble. Other parts of her anatomy felt odd, something she never got used to when she shifted into a man.
Her body filled out, becoming hard, solid. Her muscles developed as she transformed into Brian’s well-cut body. She looked Logan in the eyes, now about as tall as Logan and McKnight.
“Holy shit,” McKnight said.
Logan said nothing.
“The scanners will never recognize the difference.” Tori’s voice came out low and deep. “I know his mannerisms pretty well from working with him over the past few years, so they’re not likely to suspect anything.”
She slowly shifted back into her own form, not Carla’s. Her cover was blown, so what difference did it make now?
When she was finished and herself again, McKnight studied her. “And who are you really?”
Tori held out her hand. “Agent Tori Adams.”
“CIA?” he took her hand and shook it.
“Not exactly.” Logan said to McKnight, putting the skids to any more questions. He turned to Tori. “I’m going to inject a tracking chip under your skin so that we can find you if necessary.”
“That’s a good idea,” she said, “But the sensors might pick it up if it’s metal. And you won’t be able to track me once I’m underground.”
“They won’t pick up ours.” McKnight finally had an opportunity to inject something into the conversation. “It’ll be just fine. You won’t even be able to tell it’s there or where it is.”
Logan nodded. “As far as tracking you underground, as long as we know you’re there then we will hopefully be able to get to you if you’re in trouble.”
“I wouldn’t count on that.” She frowned as she thought about how dangerous it could be, probably more dangerous than any assignment she’d ever been on. “When we’re finished with this assignment, I want the thing out.” She met Logan’s gaze. “I’m not living the rest of my life with a tracking chip inside of me.”
“Agreed,” he said.


Chapter 15
By the time they had worked out some basic plans, and the agents had processed the scene, it was well past midnight.
Logan and McKnight had agreed with Tori that they would run the op without the CIA to get Brian and infiltrate PIA HQ. Logan didn’t know Senior Agent Valenzuela well enough to be sure that he wasn’t undercover PIA, and they wanted to avoid the red tape that would be involved. Not to mention the CIA didn’t usually use civilians and both Logan and McKnight wanted to be involved.
When they left the Savage Industries’ building, Tori in her own form, she realized she would never have a reason to take Carla’s form again. She wasn’t sure she minded that at all.
They climbed into his Jag and as they pulled away from the curb, he said, “You’re going with me to my place.”
She shrugged and didn’t argue. Exhaustion had finally hit her and all she wanted was to sleep. Tomorrow would be a big day.
It wasn’t long before they arrived at his house and he escorted her into his home. Despite the fact that he was angry with her, he still acted like a gentleman. She supposed it was so ingrained in him that he couldn’t help it.
“You’re hungry,” he stated when her stomach growled as soon as they walked in the door.
She shrugged. It had been since yesterday noon that she’d had anything to eat, some thirteen hours ago.
“Come on.” He inclined his head toward the kitchen.
She followed him and sat when he pointed to a chair at the kitchen table and told her to sit. He dug in the fridge and pulled out lunchmeats, a tomato, lettuce, mayo, and mustard. He grabbed a loaf of bread from off the counter and started putting sandwiches together.
Muscles in his forearms rippled with his movements and his biceps flexed as he made their late dinner. When he looked at her, she couldn’t read his gaze at all. “What kinds of assignments have you done in the past?” he asked.
She shrugged as he set a paper plate in front of her and another plate in front of the seat across from her. “A variety of things.” She let out a breath. “Now to find out that what I did was against the U.S… It makes me sick inside.”
He went to the fridge and brought out two bottles of Blue Moon, surprising her. He cracked them open and put one in front of her then seated himself and took a long draught of his own beer. “What are some of the operations you were involved in?”
She took a drink of beer, too. After their long and hard night it felt good rolling down her throat and warming her belly. Yet as she answered him she felt cold. “Mostly stealing technology. My partner and I went into foreign countries and stole technology that was in the wrong hands—or so I thought. For all I know now, all along the PIA could have been selling it themselves.”
“What else?” he asked.
“Gun running rings,” she said, “took down drug cartels, ended a huge bank fraud scheme. Things that certainly seemed legit.” She paused. “Now something has changed. I had no doubt I was working for the good guys then.”
“I can see that.” He paused. “Did you ever assassinate anyone?”
A queer sensation churned in Tori’s belly and her sandwich didn’t taste so good. “I didn’t. But my partner did.”
He just looked at her for a long moment then continued eating. He went through two sandwiches to her one and they each drank two bottles of beer.
When they finished, there wasn’t much to clean up, just the beer bottles and paper plates.
He brought her into his living room and had her sit down on one of the couches. “I took what I wanted to know from you,” he said. “I want you to know the truth from me.”
She frowned, not knowing what he meant. He went to the huge stone fireplace and touched something behind a rock on the fireplace. Beside it part of the wall swung open. She looked at him with surprise as she saw that a safe was behind the portion of wall.
Logan removed a set of keys from his pocket and put one into the safe and turned it. A click and then he pressed in a combination on a keypad before speaking into a microphone. “Logan,” he said.
The door to the safe swung open. Logan reached in and drew out something metal. It was rectangular and about the size of a small toaster. He brought it over and sat on the couch next to her and showed her the device.
He patted the top of it. “This is the original prototype for the CVP.”
She opened her mouth in surprise. “There’s more than one?”
“It’s older and bigger than the one that was stolen, but it’s just as good.” He turned it around so that she could see an LCD screen on the back as well as a built-in speaker. “From the speaker you will hear the answers to your questions,” he said. “On the screen you will read thoughts.”
Tori’s cheeks went warm. “At the lab you could read my thoughts on a screen on the back of the device.”
He gave a nod. “Yes.”
“Oh.” Tori wanted to put her face in her hands. “You’re not going to use that on me again, are you?”
He held her gaze. “You’re going to use it on me.”
Tingles of surprise went through her. “You’ll let me?”
“I want to give you proof of our intentions,” Logan said. “Earlier I didn’t want to be questioned while the CIA agents were present. But now that they’re not… I want you to know that you can trust me.”
He set his hand on hers and continued. “When I found out about you, I was angry and wasn’t thinking clearly. But I’ve had time to think about it, and having heard your thoughts…I think I can trust you. I know I can.”
“Wow.” She held her hand to her chest, a sense of relief overcoming her. “Thank you.”
“Here.” He handed her the device and set it on her lap before adjusting it so that it was facing him. It hummed the moment he turned it on and its lights glowed. The LCD screen lit up.
She looked at Logan and he nodded. “Ask my name to start off with.”
Her hands weren’t steady so she adjusted it to get a better hold on it. “What is your full name?”
“Logan Robert Savage,” the device said.
Tingles went through Tori as she looked at the LCD screen and read it. I was born on December eighteenth in Tacoma. The words were in red. Then in green, I have one brother.
She glanced back at him and he smiled. “Someone may be trying to think false information if you have it pointed at them, but direct answers are never wrong. If you see something in red, then it’s false—the person intentionally put that thought out there. So you ask a question about it.”
“When is your real birthday?” she asked. “Where were you born? And do you have any brothers or sisters?”
“October first,” the device said. “Seattle. I have one brother, John Savage.”
She tilted her head to the side. “So it’s possible to fool it?”
“No,” came out of the device.
He studied her. “Now ask me the questions you really want to know.”
She bit her lower lip then straightened in her seat. “Were you going to sell the technology to a foreign faction or government?”
“Never.” The computer said the word, but Logan’s eyes looked fierce. “I would never betray my country.”
In green across the LCD screen, it read, At first it hurt that she believed that of me, but then I realized she didn’t know me well enough to know it wasn’t true.
She swallowed. “What did you plan on doing with the device?”
“I planned to sell it to the US government,” the device said. “When it was fully functional.”
Technology such as this is dangerous in anyone’s hands, was in green across the LCD screen. Sometimes I think that the CVP was a mistake.
“Do you forgive me for what I’ve done?” she asked quietly.
“Yes,” the device said. “I believe you were doing your job and you believed that it was for our government.”
I love her, popped up in green on the LCD.
Her eyes widened as she looked from the LCD to Logan. “You love me?”
“Yes,” the device said. “I love you.”
He cleared his throat. “I didn’t expect that to come out. It came from my subconscious.” Then he smiled and said, “But…yes, it’s true.”
She swallowed. “Were you in love with Carla?”
“Carla has been different than before,” came out of the device. “Now I know it was you all along. So it’s you I fell in love with.”
She took a deep breath and moved the CVP device to the coffee table, not meeting his gaze for a moment. Then she turned to him and smiled. He took her in his arms and kissed her.
The kiss was long and sweet and she felt lightheaded when he pulled away. He stood and took her by her hands and drew her to her feet. He kissed her again and said, “Wait right here.”
He reached for the device and picked it up then carried it to the safe and locked it up again.
When he returned to her, he took her hand and led her to his bedroom.
He pulled his polo shirt over his head, his gaze on her, and he removed his shoes, socks, and jeans.
She kicked off her own shoes and tugged off her socks. He watched as she unbuttoned her blouse and took off her bra, before she shimmied out of her panties and jeans. When she was naked he just stared at her for a long moment.
His body was magnificent and she couldn’t help but look him over, too. So solid, so virile. His body was hard and muscular and she wanted to touch and run her tongue over every single inch of him.
He took her hand again and led her to the bathroom. She followed him in and watched as he went to the shower that was partially enclosed by rock and turned on the showerheads in the spacious area. When the water was warm, he drew her into the shower with him.
“Shampoo and body soap is there.” He gestured to a small alcove built within the rock.
As water beat down on them she retrieved the bottle of shampoo. She turned to see that he was staring at her with hunger in his eyes. Her gaze traveled down his hard chest to his taut abs and lingered on his erection. She met his eyes again and his throat worked as he swallowed.
“Come here,” he said, his voice low and husky.
She moved toward him, wondering what he was going to do. When she reached him, he took her by the shoulders and faced her away from him before taking the bottle of shampoo from her. He poured some on his palm then set the shampoo bottle on a shelf built into the rock wall.
He started washing her hair, soaping the short strands into thick lather. She closed her eyes as his fingers massaged her scalp and her nape, some of the tension slowly easing out of her. He didn’t say a word so she kept her mouth shut and didn’t speak. She wanted the moment to last before they had to face reality again.
His cock brushed her backside as he moved closer to her and she trembled from his touch, from need.
“Let’s rinse you off.” Water beat down on her as he moved her beneath the spray. He combed his fingers through her hair, rinsing out the strands, the shampoo running down her body in streams.
When her hair was clean and free of soap, he reached for the bottle of body soap and a bath sponge. He brought her around to face him and she watched as he poured the gel onto the sponge. After he set the bottle aside, he started lathering her body.
He started from her neck to her shoulders, slowly running the sponge over her skin. He moved the sponge over her arms and then she looked up at him as he began soaping her breasts.
Her nipples were hard nubs and she caught her breath as he ran the sponge over first one and then the other. He got to his knees and lathered her belly and her legs. Her legs trembled as he ran the sponge over her mound.
She wanted him to touch her between her thighs so badly, but he faced her away from him and soaped her ass and then rose to wash her back. The entire experience was so incredibly sensual, like she’d never experienced before.
When he turned her around to face him again, he set the sponge on the shelf next to the shampoo and moved her directly under the spray again, rinsing all of the soap from her body.
He touched her face with his fingers, brushing wet hair away from her cheeks. Then he cupped the back of her head and brought her to him for a kiss.
A thrill ran through her as he gently kissed her. Water pounded down on them as she slipped her arms around his neck and kissed him in return, letting her need for him show.
Their kisses became more urgent and he pinched her nipples as he moved his mouth over hers.
“Tori, I need you.” He nearly growled the words when he tore his mouth from hers.
“I need you, too,” she whispered.
He grasped her waist and she hooked her legs around his hips. He pressed her up against the rough shower wall. She held her breath as his eyes held hers and he thrust his cock inside of her.
She cried out at the feel of him, his thickness stretching her, his length reaching places only he could touch. He took her hard, driving in and out and grasping her close as if he couldn’t get enough of her. She gripped his shoulders, clenching her nails into his slick, wet skin, never wanting to let go.
For a moment it was as if his body was flickering again, just like it had the other times they’d had sex. What did that mean?
The water pounding down on them added to the sensations as he took her and she fell more deeply into them. She felt an orgasm building inside of her. Heat built inside of her, coiling low and tight in her belly.
The climax exploded within her, sending sensation and heat and fire throughout her body. She cried out and gripped him tighter, feeling like she might dissolve with the spray to be washed away and down the drain.
His thrusts came more and more urgent, drawing out her orgasm, her core clenching around his cock.
“Tori,” he said in a low, harsh growl. Then he shouted and she felt his cock pulsing inside of her as he climaxed. It throbbed and she felt as if her whole body was throbbing with him and that the sensations would never stop..
He came to a stop, his chest moving up and down as he tried to catch his breath. He buried his face against her neck then moved his mouth to hers, kissing her hard.
With a groan he pulled away and looked into her eyes as if searching, searching for something. His voice was hoarse when he said, “I love you, Tori.”
She rested her cheek against his hard, wet body. “I love you, too.”


Chapter 16
Tori’s belly flip-flopped as she waited beside the minivan outside the ice cream shop, anticipation thrumming through her veins. She’d taken the form of an all-American soccer mom who might live next door to anyone. Pretty, average height, a few extra pounds, someone who wasn’t likely to attract a lot of attention.
The day was cool and blustery, tossing her medium-length hair in the wind. She looked up at the sky. It was bound to rain soon.
She blew strands of dark blonde hair out of her eyes as she watched Brian inside the shop, through the big plate glass windows. The fact that he liked ice cream was the only thing he was predictable about that she had ever noticed. Even his choice of ice cream was unpredictable.
The minivan was parked between two large vehicles, on the passenger side of Brian’s Porsche. She crossed her arms and tapped her fingers on her biceps as she waited for him to come out. Earlier McKnight had injected the tracking chip beneath her skin. It had stung at the time, but now she couldn’t feel it.
As soon as Brian went to the register, she turned to the vehicle. It was a typical minivan that a mom with kids might drive, but with windows tinted darker than normal and no rear seats to make room for unusual cargo. One of the things that she liked about the minivan was that it had a driver’s side sliding door, which would make it convenient for this op. A regular van parked near his Porsche might have made him wary, but not a minivan with a soccer mom who had locked her keys inside.
From the corner of her eye she saw Brian walking in her direction with his cup of ice cream. He was wearing cowboy boots, boot cut jeans that went over the tops of his boots, a forest green T-shirt and a flannel over shirt that hid the weapon he was no doubt carrying. Whatever ice cream he’d chosen was covered in whipped cream, brownies, and the colored sprinkles that kids loved.
“Darn it,” she said out loud and put her hands on her ample hips when he was in front of the minivan.
Brian glanced in her direction. She pushed her hand through her hair as she looked at him. “I locked my keys in my van and my cell phone is in there so I can’t call anyone. I have to pick up my kids in ten minutes.” She used a sweet voice and did a credible job of making it look like she was about to burst into tears. “By any chance can I borrow your phone?”
“Don’t have mine on me.” He paused beside the minivan. Of course it was a lie—no doubt at all that he had a phone with him.
“Do you know how to get into a locked vehicle?” she asked, willing him to come closer.
All in all, Brian had always been nice enough to Tori. He might assassinate people for a living, but when he wasn’t on assignment, he seemed normal. As normal as a hired killer could be, she supposed.
He shrugged and took a bite of his ice cream, which was starting to melt. “I can give it a shot.”
She wanted to roll her eyes. Brian could break into anything and was proud of his skill, which was one of the reasons why she’d chosen this ruse.
“Thank you.” She made a sound of relief and stepped away from the driver’s side door.
She eased a Taser out of her pocket. The moment he reached for the door handle, she raised it.
Brian whirled, his hand raised, and knocked the device from her grasp before she could use it. The Taser landed hard and clattered across the asphalt. His ice cream plopped beside his shoe.
Damn. She dropped to the ground to avoid being punched, giving her a chance to do what she needed to.
She grabbed his ankle at the same time she began shifting into his double. Because she’d touched him, in that instant she took on some of his attributes and his most recent memories.
But it didn’t come without a price. For a moment she was frozen, her body screaming with pain as she shifted, making her defenseless.
“What the fuck?” He swung his leg to kick her, his movement quick and smooth. “Tori?” he said even as his boot rammed into her belly.
Pain tore through her, stars sparking behind her eyelids, as air whooshed from her lungs. Even through his surprise, he didn’t slow and went after her again.
She rolled out of the way. As herself, as Tori, she could have given him one hell of a fight, won even. Caught in a transition, going from the soccer mom to Brian’s form, made her vulnerable.
But she didn’t have to worry about it. Logan appeared out of nowhere—literally—and Tasered Brian before he even knew what was happening. His muscles froze and he toppled like a telephone pole into the now open minivan door.
James McKnight was in the van and the three of them hurried to hoist the big man’s dead weight in. McKnight tied a sack around Brian’s head and cuffed his ankles to a hook inside the mini van.
Logan tossed a syringe to Tori and then he cuffed Brian. She injected the tranquilizer in his neck that was strong enough to send a polar bear to LaLa Land, but wouldn’t kill him. That would keep Brian down and out when his body wasn’t frozen any longer from the Taser.
After securing Brian, Logan fished out the wallet, keys, and keycard from the man’s pockets, and a Glock from a shoulder holster from beneath his over shirt. He handed everything to Tori who stuffed it all into her pockets with the exception of the gun that she holstered into the shoulder holster that she was now wearing.
“When he comes to he won’t know where the hell he is and what’s happening to him, and he’ll likely have a hard time remembering what happened for a while,” Logan said. “That tranquilizer is some good stuff.”
Tori frowned at him.
He raised an eyebrow. “What?”
“You literally appeared out of nowhere.” She narrowed her gaze at Logan, able to look eye-to-eye with him now that she was in Brian’s form. “I did not imagine that.”
“I guess we all have our secrets.” He took a set of keys out of his pocket and climbed into the driver’s seat of the minivan and looked her up and down. “I’m not kissing you goodbye, by the way.”
She propped her hands on her hips even though that was not something a man was likely to do. “You can turn invisible. You’re just as much a paranorm as I am.”
Logan shrugged. “We’ll talk about it later.”
“You bet we will,” she muttered.
“What have you learned from Brian’s thoughts and memories about the location of the CVP?” Logan asked as he slipped the key into the ignition.
Tori frowned. “He doesn’t know.
Logan put his hand on the steering wheel as he looked at her and narrowed his gaze. “What does he know?”
“A lot,” she said. “Too much for me to sift through right now, but enough to tell me that you were right. The PIA is dirty.”
“How are you going to find out about the location of the device?” Logan asked.
“My boss—former boss—Janice, called a mandatory meeting,” Tori said. “He was on his way there after stopping at the ice cream shop. I think I’ll learn a few things at that meeting.”
“Including the fact that Tori Adams is no longer an agent,” Logan said. “She’s flipped.”
“Most definitely.” She headed to the Porsche’s driver’s side and climbed in and looked over the top of the top of the car. “Remember, we’re going to talk,”
“You just concentrate on your job.” He closed his door and rolled down the window. “And I’ll see you later.”
She climbed into the car and waited until the minivan had backed up and left before she maneuvered the car out of the parking lot. Gravel spun beneath the tires of the powerful engine as she drove out into traffic.
Her heart beat faster as she thought about what she was going to do. She was about to infiltrate the agency that she’d freelanced for over the past four years. And if Logan and at least Agent Taylor had been telling the truth, she was about to go into a den of wolves that would tear her apart if they guessed who she really was. She’d be dead before she hit the ground.
The drive wasn’t far and she parked Brian’s car in the area where he usually kept it. She climbed out and blood seemed to thrum in her veins. She breathed deep and slow several times while standing beside the car before she headed to the stairs that led up to the first level.
She ignored the receptionist once she entered Psion’s HQ building and headed for the elevator. Brian wasn’t exactly the sociable type when it came to people that he considered beneath him.
With his keycard in her hand, she went into the elevator then inserted the card that would instruct it to go down.
As always when she was in a man’s body, she was acutely aware of the differences between female and male anatomy. When she was in a man’s form, physically everything about her was completely male. Having a cock and balls was strange, and a cock truly did have a little mind of its own. She just had to make sure she didn’t go hard around some guy that the woman inside of her found hot.
She was one of the few who actually got to experience both sexes and nope, she didn’t wish she were a man. To be led around by your cock half the time…
But sometimes it was almost erotic being in a man’s body. Sometimes she imagined herself with a beautiful woman and what it would be like to take her as a man.
Tori rolled her eyes. What was she thinking? She wasn’t a lesbian—she wasn’t even bi. It was something about being in a male body that gave her those thoughts.
When the elevator reached the bottom level, she used the keycard and retinal scan again and the elevator doors opened. Next was the bleak-looking security corridor where she needed to wait until the computers verified that it was she, or rather, Brian. For one moment she worried that somehow the computers would know that she wasn’t really Brian, that she was a Changeling.
It seemed to take so long, but maybe it was her imagination, because the door on the far end of the corridor opened and she walked through it and into the room buzzing with activity.
Ellis Martin approached her and she felt a sense of déjà vu and that somehow he knew that it was she. “Brian,” Ellis said and slapped her on the shoulder.
An inward sigh of relief went through her.
“Did you hear about Tori Adams?” Ellis fell into step beside Brian as they walked toward Janice’s office.
A wash of cold went through Tori as she accessed the information she had gathered from Brian. “What about her?” Her voice sounded unfamiliar coming from her, deep and throaty.
“She defected.” Ellis shook his head. “She was caught and the CIA convinced her to work as a double agent. Can you fucking believe it?”
“Shit.” Tori/Brian shook her head, wondering how they’d found out so fast.
Then she remembered that Demitri had been in the room with her, Logan, and Agent Taylor when the CVP was used on Tori. Demitri had taken Agent Mallory’s form and had been there the entire time. But Brian didn’t know that, so she had to play the part. “Are we talking about the same Tori Adams I know?” Tori/Brian asked.
“Sure as hell.” Ellis opened the door to Janice’s large office.
Tori caught her breath. Inside the office was PIA Director Felipe Valdez, along with Assistant Director, Helen Nowak, and three other agents Tori knew, in addition to Michael Demitri, who’d been their inside man at Savage Industries.
Janice focused her gaze on Tori/Brian. “You’re late, Brian. We were just about to start the meeting.”
In that moment, memories of Janice naked, Brian sliding between her thighs, flashed through Tori’s mind. Janice and Brian were having an affair that no one knew about.
Tori sincerely hoped she was not going to have to fight Janice off sexually to do the job she was here to do. She’d managed it in the past when she’d had to take on a male form, but from Brian’s thoughts and memories, Janice was a horny bitch—as he considered her. Janice was used to getting her way and nothing stopped her when she wanted something.
Tori/Brian gave a nod to Janice then went to stand behind the director and assistant director who were seated in front of Janice’s desk.
Janice had a triumphant gleam in her eyes. “We have procured Savage Industries’ Cerebral Voices project, along with all of the specs and necessary software.”
A murmur of approval went through the room and excitement sizzled like electricity. Tori’s stomach pitched, dread a lead weight in her belly.
“We will prepare the CVP, as it is referred to, and sell to the highest bidder,” Janice continued. “China and a faction from the Middle East are top contenders for this device.”
If there had been a shred of doubt left in Tori’s mind that the PIA was dirty, that doubt was wiped out with those words. The PIA was the organization that was going to sell such dangerous technology to another country.
“Before the auction,” Janice said with a pleased note to her voice, “we will administer it to every PIA employee to make sure there are no traitors among us.”
Tori’s skin grew cold. Not again. Being threatened with that once while undercover was enough.
“Excellent,” the director said. “You will begin immediately?”
Janice gave a nod. “We currently have the device locked up and under heavy guard. We will begin using it as soon as we have safeguards in place that will ensure there will be no successful attempts at anyone trying to steal the CVP from us.”
The director said, “Who knows that we have stolen it?”
A dark expression came over Janice’s beautiful features. “One of our own agents was captured and defected to the CIA.”
Another murmur went through the room and this time the feeling was one of tension.
“Agent Tori Adams was captured and the device was used on her.” Janice wore a look of disgust. “Adams was unable to fight the effects of the CVP and the CIA was able to turn her.” She shook her head. “We do not know the full extent of the information she has given the CIA. However, as a freelance agent, she was not privy to the more important aspects of our agency.”
“How do you know this?” the assistant director asked.
“We have had another agent working undercover in Savage Industries.” She gestured toward Michael Demitri. “Edward Saul. He stole the CVP last night.”
“Excellent.” The director gave a nod to Michael Demitri/Edward Saul. “You are to be commended.”
“As indeed he will be.” Janice rested her gaze on Brian. “However, Tori Adams must be executed.”
A cold chill went through Tori, as if Janice was looking right through the outer shell and knew that Brian was really Tori.
“You know her best, Brian,” Janice said. “You have been her partner for the past four years. You are to find her and eliminate her as soon as possible.”
Tori gave a nod. “Right away,” she said, her speaking in Brian’s deep voice. With Janice putting her on the job of finding herself, it was going to be easier to avoid getting killed.
“And you, Ellis,” Janice went on to say, “will assist Brian in bringing back Agent Adams’s head.”
Tori’s gut sank. Ellis was one of the best trackers she knew. Tori was going to have to take Ellis out, which was unfortunate. She’d always liked him as far as she’d known him. But just by the fact that he was here, in this meeting, that meant he was a full on participant in the PIA’s illegal activities. Brian’s memories emphasized the fact. And if she didn’t kill Ellis, he would certainly kill her.
Tori’s mind turned to the fact that Janice hadn’t said where the CVP device was hidden and thoughts went through her head on how she might get Janice to tell her. Seducing her as Brian was not an option that Tori wanted to consider. But if she had to, would she be able to do it?
Janice folded her hands on her desk and looked from the director to the assistant director and back. “I will make sure the device is prepared and well-guarded and then we will start the tests on the employees.”
“Excellent.” The director gave a cold, chilling smile. “And then it will be tested where it counts.”
Janice returned his smile with one equally as evil. “And that it will.”
The director stood and the assistant director got to her feet, too. “We will leave this in your capable hand, Agent Harper,” the director said.
Janice also stood and came around the desk. “Thank you, sir,” she said as she shook hands with them. Everyone filed out of the room, Tori the last to leave.
Before she could head out the door, Janice grabbed her/Brian by the arm. “Hold on,” she said.
Tori/Brian remained in place as Janice went to the door, her stomach sinking as the lock clicked into place. She knew exactly what was coming next. How was she going to get herself out of this mess?
When Janice returned, she moved close, her body flush with Tori/Brian’s. “I feel like celebrating, baby,” Janice said in a sensual voice as blue tendrils of her magic started to circle Tori/Brian’s body.
Tori’s heart beat faster as she felt the beginnings of arousal start, arousal caused by Janice’s magic. She was a beautiful woman and being in Brian’s form made it difficult to resist her.
“I don’t need magic to turn you on, do I,” Janice stated with an entirely sensual note to her voice. “But you love it when I use it.”
“No, you don’t need magic.” Tori/Brian’s voice was hoarse as she spoke the words that Brian would have said. “I love everything about it. Everything about you.”
In her mind she saw Janice naked and on her hands and knees. Brian swatted her and she cried out. Again and again he spanked her until her pale ass turned red. In the memory Janice shouted for more, telling Brian not to stop and then the next swat pitched her into an orgasm and she came hard.
“I want to go to my place and I want you to fuck me,” Janice was saying in the here and now, as her magic grew more intense.
Panic rose inside of Tori as Janice slipped her arms around Tori/Brian’s neck and began to pull him down for a kiss.


Chapter 17
The power of Janice’s magic was nearly overwhelming.
Tori struggled within herself. It was strange, being another person. She took on some of the person’s emotions to an extent. She’d never expected it the first time with sex, but it was there.
This was the most intense she’d ever felt it and it had to have something to do with Janice’s magic. The magic made her want more, made the desire almost uncontrollable. It made Brian’s body more sensitive, more aroused.
Tori/Brian grasped Janice’s wrists and took a step back before the woman could kiss her, before she could get totally lost in Janice’s magic.
Tori wasn’t sure exactly how the magic worked, or how powerful the magic was, but she was learning that it was more versatile that she’d thought when Janice had used it in staff meetings.
Janice’s eyes widened and then she frowned, her magic still floating around them like a garland made from blue fog.
“I have a cold,” Tori said, trying to make Brian’s voice rougher so that he would sound a little under the weather. “I don’t want to get you sick. I want you to know that before we start something.”
Janice gave a pout, which was at odds with the Janice that Tori knew. “You never get sick, Brian. You haven’t since I’ve known you over the past nine or ten years.”
“Trust me.” Tori/Brian released her hold on Janice’s wrists and took a slight step back. “It’s a hell of a cold and I feel like shit. You know I’d be more than happy to take you now.”
Janice sighed and moved back to her desk, her magic dissolving in the air until it was gone. “You’re right, of course. I don’t want to catch whatever you have.”
“Great news about snagging the CVP device and the software,” Tori worked for an admiring expression. “You really kicked some ass on this op.”
“I certainly did.” Janice looked extraordinarily pleased with herself. “I’m bound to get a raise and a promotion once the product is in the hands of the highest bidder.”
“Where is it now?” Tori asked, hoping that Janice would take it as a simple question of curiosity from her lover. “How safe is it?”
Janice smiled, a satisfied expression on her face. “In the PIA’s vault, of course. Although we’re not giving that information out to employees even though there’s nothing to be concerned about. You never know who might be caught and turned.” She scowled. “Like Agent Adams.”
Tori/Brian scowled, too. “I can’t believe she would turn on the agency.”
“Tori never knew that our inside guy is a Changeling like her.” Janice made a face of disgust as she continued. “She had no idea that our guy took the form of one of the CIA agents who interviewed her, and she crumbled.”
Tori/Brian shook her head. “That CVP must be damned incredible.”
“It’s unbelievable.” Janice held up her hands as if she could grasp the device. “If we weren’t going to make billions off of it, I’d love to keep the thing to use for our own ops. We’d be unstoppable, unbeatable.”
“It’s dangerous technology.” Tori wanted to put doubt in Janice’s mind. “What’s to stop the highest bidder from turning and using it against us?”
“We’ll have safeguards in place.” Janice touched her hand to her hair that was swept back in a knot at the base of her nape. “Trust me, no one is going to be using it against us.”
“Good.”
“I want you and Ellis to find Agent Adams.” Janice’s voice was cold. Cruel. “Do whatever it takes to execute her.”
“Does she know that the PIA is aware she’s been turned?” Tori wanted to know just how much the agency knew.
“No.” Janice shook her head. “She hasn’t reported in yet. She should at any time, especially now that the CVP has been stolen. I’ll text you when I hear from her.”
That was the best news Tori had heard so far. They didn’t know that she knew.
“No better time to start preparing to take her out than now.” Tori/Brian started toward the office door then turned to look at Janice.
“Why don’t I take you out to celebrate?” Tori worked to make Brian’s voice low and sexy.
A smile turned up the corners of Janice’s mouth. “We might be seen.”
Tori/Brian shrugged. “I know of some private little places. We can go under different identities. Wear that cute little blonde wig.”
“How exciting.” Janice nearly purred. “When?”
“Tonight. I’ll pick you up at eight.”
“Wonderful.” Janice swept her gaze Tori/Brian. “I hope you feel better tonight. A lot better.”
Don’t count on it, Tori thought to herself.
“See you at eight,” Tori/Brian said, opened the door and walked out of Janice’s office.
* * * * *
Tori faced Logan in the living room of his home, shortly after the meeting at the PIA’s HQ. She’d changed back into her normal form and had just finished telling him how the meeting had gone. He’d been amused by the fact and had to hold back a laugh when she told him that Janice was trying to get in her/Brian’s pants.
“Your turn.” She crossed her hands over her chest and leaned up against a wingback chair. “Tell me about this invisibility thing. It’ll come in handy during the op.”
“I’m a Walker.” He shoved his hands in his front pockets as he looked at her. “As you’ve seen, I have the ability to turn invisible when I want to.”
She shook her head. “That is unbelievable. It explains why you seem to fade in and out when we have sex.”
“I was wondering if you’d noticed,” he said.
“What’s the Walker part?” she asked.
He studied her for a long moment. “I can transfer from one place to another by just visualizing where it is I need to go.”
Her eyes widened. “No kidding?”
The corner of his mouth curved. “The only people who know about my abilities are my parents and my brother.”
“I’m honored.” She tilted her head to the side. “And?” she asked again.
He raised an eyebrow. “Why do you think there’s more?”
She shrugged. “My gut tells me that’s the case and I listen to my gut—most of the time.”
“I have premonitions.” He didn’t see why it would hurt to tell her. “They’re usually cryptic and I have to interpret them. Nothing comes easily.”
“Your talents are really going to come in handy.” She paused a moment. “We’re going to need a team to get that CVP device out of the vault in the PIA HQ.”
Normally the CIA would handle something like this, but Logan had insisted that he still wanted to be involved. It was his technology and he’d refused to back down. Tori’s Changeling skills and Logan’s Walker abilities would give them an edge the CIA didn’t have.
Logan dragged his hand down his face as he thought about it. “We’ve got McKnight.”
She frowned as she considered what he’d said. “Do you think it’s safe to leave Brian alone without a guard? He’s a PIA agent and he’s trained to get out of anything. He was Special Forces.”
“Hell.” Logan started pacing. “We’ll find someone to watch Eckhart. I’ll take care of it.”
“We’re talking about three of us getting to the vault, past the guards, somehow opening it, and getting away.” Tori put her hands on her hips. “It would be nice if McKnight had some kind of paranormal power.”
Logan continued pacing, his mind turning everything over. His brother. He needed to call John.
“My brother,” he said aloud. “John can help us on the op by watching Eckhart.”
“Paranorm?” she asked.
He nodded. “John’s abilities are different than mine. He’s stronger than you can imagine. No way will Eckhart be able to get away.”
“Great,” Tori said.
Logan stopped pacing and sat on the arm of the overstuffed couch. “I just need to set it up with him.”
“In the meantime,” Tori said. “I have a date with Janice as Brian. I think she might be our ticket into the vault.”
“Take her and replace her?” Logan asked.
“She’s likely to be the one who can get closest to the vault,” Tori looked thoughtful. “She pretty much runs the show. She’s directly beneath the director and assistant director, and she’s the one who snatched the CVP with Demitri.”
Tori brought her gaze to Logan and continued. “Can you use your Walker powers to get into PIA HQ? It’s quite a ways below ground.”
He shook his head. “Nope. Can’t transport from above ground to below ground.”
Her brows knitted. “You won’t be able to get past the security clearance, even if you’re invisible. The sensors will pick up your signature.”
“Damn.” He scowled. “That makes things a lot harder.”
“It does…” Tori bit her lip then after a moment said, “Janice can bring you in as a prisoner.”
Logan gave her a skeptical look. “You really think that will work?”
“We can make it work.” She pushed away from the wingback chair she had been leaning against and approached him. “Janice has magic that can incapacitate her victim. We can use that fact to get you in under the pretense that she needs to have you show her how to use the device correctly.”
“Good.” Logan nodded. “And McKnight?”
Tori said, “I can bring him in as a recruit. Janice will be trusted.”
“Will that seem strange, you taking two men with you?” Logan asked.
Tori sighed. “I don’t know what else to do.” She brightened. “Once we get Janice, I can make a call to the director as Janice and inform him that I have a recruit and am bringing James McKnight in.”
“And me at the same time?” Logan gave Tori a skeptical look. “Isn’t that pushing things a bit too far?”
“Well…” Tori’s brows furrowed again. “I can bring you in and James can show up a little after. As long as he’s expected and I’m there to verify it’s him, it should work just fine.”
“All right.” Logan nodded. “McKnight can help us snatch Janice tonight. Then John can keep them both restrained.”
“I’d put them in separate rooms,” Tori said. “I wouldn’t trust the two of them together for anything.”
“I think we’ve got ourselves a plan.” Logan got up from the arm of the couch and walked closer to Tori.
“And a good one.” She smiled.
He reached up and rubbed her upper shoulders. “I think I like working on the same side as you.”
“You do, huh?” She tilted her head to the side.
He laughed. “Beats the hell out of being on the opposite side.” He slid his hands up her neck to her face. “And I rather like keeping you close.”
“Mmmm.” She slid her palms up his chest then looped her arms around his neck. “We’ll make a good team, Savage.”
“That we will, Agent Adams,” he said and kissed her.


Chapter 18
“Are you sure you don’t feel well?” Janice ran her hand up Tori/Brian’s thigh beneath the tablecloth, edging uncomfortably high.
Tori swallowed wanting to grab Janice’s hand to stop her, but it wasn’t something Brian would have done, sick or not.
“Baby, I don’t want you to get sick.” Tori/Brian sucked in a breath. “Don’t start something that we won’t be able to finish.” The words came out almost strangled.
Janice gave a devious smile. “I don’t care if you’re sick. I want you.”
Tori’s mind spun. If she got Janice in a vulnerable position, she might be easier to abduct tonight.
“If that’s what you want.” Tori went for a look from Brian that was entirely sexual.
“Let’s get out of here.” Janice’s nipples tightened to obvious points beneath her tight gold lamé sheathe dress. She wore a blonde wig that looked great with her porcelain skin and the green contacts she wore. The way she’d dressed it would be almost impossible to tell that she was really Janice. “I can’t wait anymore.”
“Finish your dessert.” Tori/Brian squeezed Janice’s hand. “I need to use the restroom.”
“Hurry,” Janice said, her voice low and filled with lust.
“I will.”
Tori almost went into the women’s restroom but then remembered she needed to go into the men’s. A man was peeing in a urinal and Tori/Brian waited it out by looking in the mirror. Seeing herself as Brian was a trip and so was being six-two.
When the man zipped up and left, she dug her phone out of her pocket, called Logan, and gave him Janice’s address. It would be easier abducting her there than anywhere else.
Tori/Brian went back to Janice and settled back into the seat. The server brought back Brian’s credit card, which was in one of his many aliases. Once it was signed, both of them stood and left the quaint little restaurant.
Outside the night was cool as they walked to the car in the parking garage. Janice’s heels clicked on the concrete walkway and she had her arm looped through Tori/Brian’s. When they reached Brian’s Porsche, Tori/Brian held the door open for Janice before going around to the driver’s side.
The drive wasn’t far and Janice kept the conversation going which was a relief so that Tori didn’t have to talk much. They parked out front and it seemed that Janice’s body almost hummed with sexual tension as they walked to the front door.
As soon as they were in Janice’s home, Janice unfastened her gold dress and it slid down her body to shimmer at her feet. The long blonde locks from the wig fell down her back and over her breasts. Janice looked gorgeous in a black and gold corset with matching panties and garter belt with stockings. The corset pushed her breasts up so that her nipples were almost showing.
Images of Janice tied up while Brian took her filled Tori’s mind. And then the thought came to her. Janice likes to be tied up while she’s being taken.
“Let’s get the rope.” Tori worked to make Brian’s voice deep with lust.
“Yes.” Passion flamed in Janice’s eyes and she led Brian into her bedroom. She went into the closet and came back with an armful of white rope.
Tori/Brian took it from Janice and dropped it beside the bed. “Climb up,” he said.
Janice gave him a sultry look then eased up on the bed, flat on her back and Tori/Brian secured her ankles and wrists.
“Take me, Brian.” Janice writhed on the bed when she was secured. She was a beautiful woman and it was so easy to Brian lusting for her. “Take me hard.”
Tori felt a cold chill behind her and a presence. She looked over her shoulder and saw a shimmer, and then Logan was there.
“What the hell?” Janice shouted. “What is he doing in my bedroom, Brian?”
Tori was so relieved that she felt herself slipping into her own form. Janice watched, her eyes wide and her mouth open as Brian became Tori again.
Janice seemed to collect herself and narrowed her eyes as she stared at Tori. “You will be sorry.”
Tori opened her mouth to tell Janice where she could put it when blue magic illuminated the ropes.
Janice was going to use her magic somehow to free herself. To burn the ropes.
“Oh, hell no.” Tori leapt for Janice, trying to pin her arms down before she could do anything. “Help me!” she shouted to Logan.
It was too late.
The ropes burned away and then a burst of blue magic slammed into Tori. She flew backward against the bedroom wall, chest burning like it was on fire. Her head hit the wall with a crack and her sight blurred.
Air whooshed from her lungs as she dropped and landed on her ass, fire still burning in her chest.
Janice shot a bolt of magic at Logan, but he vanished before the magic could hit him and incapacitate him like it had done to Tori.
Tori tried to get to her feet. Blue light glowed and swirled in front of Janice’s palms.
Damn. Tori had never faced down magic before. She didn’t even know exactly how it worked.
“Savage,” Janice said as she neared Tori. “You touch me and I’ll blow a fucking hole through Tori. I want you to show yourself now.”
Logan shimmered, appearing at the same spot where he had disappeared.
“Get over by Tori.” Janice’s expression was triumphant as Logan obeyed. “Don’t ever think you can outsmart me, Agent Adams. Not that you’ll have a chance to try again. Once I take you in and interrogate you with whatever force is necessary, you and your friend here will be executed.”
No way. Tori gritted her teeth. No way is that going to happen.
“For now,” Janice went on. “You and your friend will be taken in.”
Tori’s heart pounded and her head throbbed. She reached up and touched her hair and felt something sticky. Blood from cracking her head against the bedroom wall.
Janice had one palm facing Logan, the other palm aimed at Tori. To Logan she said, “Turn around, hands behind your back, or so help me I’ll hurt her.”
Logan narrowed his eyes but did as he was told. Janice sent out s sizzling burst of magic that wrapped around Logan’s wrists, cuffing him more securely than rope ever could.
“Come here now and stand by her,” Janice said and Logan turned around and went to the wall. “Not too close,” Janice added.
The woman turned to Tori. “One more thing. Where’s Brian?”
“I don’t know.” Tori met Janice’s gaze head on.
Janice glared at Tori. “What do you mean you don’t know?”
Tori shrugged. “Our man took him someplace for safekeeping and purposely didn’t tell us where he is so that we couldn’t tell in case something like this happened.”
With a furious look, Janice flung a blue ball of magic at Tori.
Tori screamed as her body was enveloped in fire. She felt like she was being burned alive as pain seared her flesh. Every part of her was covered in blue flame and she knew what it must be like to be in hell.
She dropped to the bedroom floor, twisting, writhing, praying the pain would end. She’d never felt anything like this before.
The pain stopped. Tears rolled down Tori’s face and she coughed as she tried to catch her breath. Her arms and legs wobbled as she pushed herself to a sitting position and looked up at Janice.
She towered over Tori, everything about her menacing. “Now tell me where Brian is being held.”
“I was telling the truth.” Tori’s voice was weak. “Logan and I don’t know where Brian is.”
Janice raised her hands again and Tori flinched. Then Janice lowered her hands. “This will be a good opportunity to use that CVP device.” She gave a chilling smile. “A test run, so to speak.”
Tori closed her eyes tight then opened them again.
Janice gestured with her other hand for Tori to get up. Her legs didn’t want to hold her. When she got close to Janice, the woman raised her fist. Tori leaned back but Janice slammed her fist into Tori’s face. She stumbled back against the wall and dropped again.
Tori’s head spun and she blinked her eyes just to focus. Pain radiated across her face.
“Paybacks,” Janice said with a laugh. “Now get up. Turn around so that I can cuff you, too.”
Janice kept a fireball aimed at Tori in case she tried anything as she turned. Janice’s magic wrapped around Tori’s wrists and it burned like her arms were now on fire.
“Both of you,” Janice said, “sit down by the wall while I call for reinforcements.”
Tori’s entire body hurt and her mind swam. No more fireballs, she thought as she leaned back to rest her head against the wall. Pain shot through her skull and she remembered that her scalp was bleeding from having hit the wall earlier.
Well things had sure gone to hell tonight. Tori churned everything over in her mind as she looked at Logan. She wanted to say something to him, but Janice was within hearing distance.
She thought about making herself as tiny as a small child and letting the cuffs fall off her wrists. But they were magic cuffs and that wasn’t going to work.
Logan looked calm as his gaze met Tori’s. “Everything’s going to work out,” his gaze seemed to say. “Don’t worry.”
Sure. Easy for him to say. Or not say.
Janice had her phone to her ear as she kept an eye on Logan and Tori. “I have a mess to clean up. My home, Ellis. Now, with the van.” She listened, obviously to Ellis. “It had better be fast. Bring Saul with you, too. I know the idiot is hard to reach. But he’ll answer my calls. Just go to his place and pick him up. I’ll make sure he’s ready.”
Tori looked at Logan again as Janice called Saul, aka Demitri, and told him to have his ass ready for Ellis to pick him up.
A world of meaning was in Logan’s gaze and Tori would have smiled at him if they weren’t in such a dire situation.
A situation that could mean their lives, not to mention the CVP.


Chapter 19
Janice’s home was set back with trees shading the driveway, giving the house privacy from street traffic and neighbors.
“Get to the van.” Janice shoved Tori out of her home toward a cargo van and she stumbled on the pebbled driveway. Her eyes watered and her entire body hurt from the woman’s brutal magic.
Logan narrowed his gaze as he followed, his mouth a firm, hard line. Tori knew he would have ripped into Janice if the woman wouldn’t continue to hurt Tori even more than she already had.
Saul, formerly known as Demitri, was leaning up against the van, a smirk on his face. His hair was lank, hanging in his face like dark strings. “Thought you were the only Changeling agent in the city?” Saul laughed at Tori. “No, you’re not. You’re just the worst agent in town.”
If Tori’s hands were free from Janice’s magic she would have pounded Saul into the gravel driveway.
Ellis walked around from the driver’s side of the cargo van, shaking his head. “Never thought you would turn, Adams.”
At that moment Tori didn’t care what he had to say. Her mind swam and her stomach felt queasy as Janice fastened metal cuffs onto her wrists in place of her magic ones.
Ellis cuffed Logan’s wrists at the same time, also with police-issue cuffs, then forced him into the vehicle’s open sliding door.
Janice pushed Tori toward the van as Logan got in. Ellis grabbed Tori’s arm to keep her from falling and then he helped her climb in through the van’s open door.
The interior of the vehicle was dim but she clearly saw Logan already sitting on the floor, his wrists cuffed in front of him. Ellis pushed her the rest of the way in and she landed on her ass beside Logan. Saul climbed in and shackled Logan’s and Tori’s ankles.
The entire time, Janice stood just outside the van’s door, waiting with her magic in case Logan or Tori made a wrong move.
After he and Saul climbed out, Ellis slammed the sliding door shut then went around the van and climbed into the driver’s seat. Saul jumped into the passenger side.
Tori was thankful that Ellis put the van into gear and drove off without Janice riding along with them. No more fireballs, Tori thought. She managed to remember to not lean back against the van so she didn’t hurt her head even more.
So much for the plan with McKnight. She mentally groaned in frustration. She’d told him where the PIA headquarters was but now the man would never be able to get into HQ without her.
The Psion building wasn’t a far drive from Janice’s home. Tori wondered how Janice planned to get into PIA HQ with Tori and Logan cuffed. It would look suspicious to bring in anyone cuffed into a business building. Janice would have to take the cuffs off, which could open up possibilities for Tori.
But Ellis drove the van around to the back of the building and parked, answering that question. Apparently there was a back entrance that Tori hadn’t known about. Janice was waiting when the sliding door opened. She used her magic to unlock the shackles at both Logan’s and Tori’s ankles, and Ellis threw the shackles into the back of the van.
Saul left with the van to park it while the rest of them walked into a darkened cargo bay, the floor stained by oil and other auto fluids. Tori’s muscles ached as they walked, and she still felt a little weak. They reached a large elevator at the opposite side that was no doubt for employees, equipment, supplies, furniture and other things that wouldn’t normally be taken through the front door of the building.
Once they were inside the elevator, Janice stuck her keycard in a slot. The doors creaked closed and then the elevator dropped at a rapid pace, so fast that Tori felt like it might smash into the bottom of the shaft. When the car came to a soft stop, Tori was almost surprised that they’d made it.
The doors parted and they stepped out of the car and into a gray room, even more stark than the front entrance to the HQ. Janice had Ellis escort Logan through the door at the far end. She dug her fingernails into Tori’s upper arm, causing Tori to wince as they followed Ellis and Logan.
The far door opened into a closet filled with cleaning and office supplies, and it smelled of lemon floor cleaner. A lone, bare bulb lit the closet. When Tori glanced over her shoulder, the door closed behind them as if it had never been there in the first place.
At the front of the closet was another door. Ellis moved aside a small cover that Tori hadn’t seen and he looked through a peephole. He shut the peephole cover then opened the door into the employee break room.
It all seemed a little unreal as Ellis and Janice took her and Logan through the break room, down a hall, and through a door that led to the holding cells. Each cell had bars in the front—the other three sides concrete with no windows, which made sense since they were belowground. The cells were typical with a small cot, a toilet, and a sink. The place smelled of mildew and something foul that Tori couldn’t identify.
Metal clanked as two cells were opened. Janice pushed Tori inside one and Ellis shoved Logan into another. With the concrete wall between them, she couldn’t see Logan.
Janice smirked at Tori from the other side of the bars as she shut the cell door with a loud clang, locking Tori inside of it, and Ellis apparently locked Logan’s cell. Janice had left Tori’s and Logan’s wrists cuffed.
“Hang around a bit,” Janice said with a mocking smile. “I’ll send for you soon and I’ll get to try out that pretty new device on both of you.”
Tori narrowed her eyes. “You’ll be sorry, Janice. I promise you that.”
Janice had her hands on her hips. She’d removed the wig and contacts. She’d changed into jeans stuffed into knee-high leather boots and a ginger-colored blouse that was low-cut in the front “Looks like I have the upper hand.” She laughed. “We’ll see who’s sorry, Agent Adams.” She turned and walked away.
When Janice and Ellis left through the door from the cells into the war room, Tori gripped the bars in her fists, her wrists still cuffed. She closed her eyes, and put her head against the metal.
“You okay, Tori?” Logan’s voice echoed in the holding area.
She opened her eyes and peered out to see Logan looking through the bars of his cell and in her direction. She couldn’t see him well, but knowing that he was there somehow gave her confidence.
“I’m fine.” She blew out a rush of air. “Can you do your transport thing?”
“I should be able to,” he said.
“I know what to do once we get out of here.” She studied the bars and gauged their width. “But we’ll have to work fast.”
“All right,” he said.
“I need to get these cuffs off.” She concentrated on an image in her mind of a small child she knew. She shuddered and started to shift.
Oddly enough, it hurt even more to shrink in size than it did to grow taller. Her muscles compacted, her bones shortened, and she grew tiny and slender.
The cuffs slipped off her wrists and dropped to the concrete floor with a loud clanging sound.
“Okay, now.” She sounded like a little girl as she spoke and was tiny enough to slip through the bars.
When she was out she saw that Logan had vanished. “Logan?” she said as the air chilled around her.
“I’m here.” His voice came from her right. She looked and saw him stuffing his handcuffs into his back pocket. “Let’s get moving. We need to get to that vault before Janice retrieves the CVP.” He vanished as he said the last words.
Obviously, Janice had been foolish enough to believe the cells would hold Logan and Tori. Apparently she hadn’t realized Tori could become so small or that Logan could transport himself out. All that Janice knew was that Logan could become invisible.
Tori moved so that she was close to the door back into the hallway. She stood out of the line of sight from the window looking into the holding area.
She shifted into a double of Janice. The pain intensified as she went from tiny to adult-sized. When she finished shifting, she grasped the doorknob and eased the door open.
A guard stood at the entrance, a guy she barely knew. As a senior agent, Janice knew him a little better than Tori did. “Make sure no one comes out this door, Larry,” Tori/Janice said.
“Yes, ma’am.” He gave her a nod as she walked past him. She noticed he looked puzzled as a cold chill followed her.
Logan cooled the air around him when he was invisible, which explained why she’d been so cold in the lab the day that the meeting had been called and why she’d felt like she was being watched—because she was being watched. Apparently he hadn’t seen much because he hadn’t suspected her of anything until everything went to hell.
Two agents passed her coming from the break room. She kept her chin high, her lips tight, and acknowledged them with a nod. She continued on to the back of the PIA HQ where the vault was located.
Her heart beat at a rapid pace as she walked. Goose bumps broke out on her arms from the chill in the air.
When they reached the door to the vault, guards stood to either side of the door. “I need to get into the vault,” Tori/Janice said to the men. She stayed in character and said it as a command, not a request.
“Yes, ma’am.” One of the guards opened the door and held it wide. He started to shut it behind Tori/Janice, but the door seemed to bump on something—Tori guessed it was the invisible Logan. The guard frowned and tried again and this time the door closed more easily.
“Got to hurry” She spoke under her breath as she stared at the vault door. “Janice could come at almost any time.”
“Right here beside you,” Logan said, his voice just as low as hers.
The vault was enormous and from what Tori had understood, one of the safest, most difficult vaults to break into. She went to the vault and put her hand on the print reader. It was white and backlit. It scanned her hand then identified her every fingerprint.
If Tori hadn’t touched Janice, she wouldn’t have been able to duplicate her fingerprints or her retinas. But thanks to Janice being “hands-on” with Tori, that hadn’t been a problem. With her Changeling abilities she could copy a person physically identically, closer than an identical twin was.
Still, her heart beat fast and her scalp tingled as she waited. She breathed a sigh of relief when the fingerprint scanner flashed and the light turned green beneath her palm.
She put her eye up to the retina scanner and tried not to blink as it scanned her eye. A moment later it gave a chirp of acceptance.
Next she went to the keypad and put in Janice’s security code, which had been in her forefront memories that she used regularly, and Tori had attained that knowledge easily.
Another beep and then the sound of locks clanging as the vault started to open.
Tori glanced over her shoulder at the door, feeling jittery as she waited for the vault door to swing wide enough to get in. The moment it did, she was through the door and light illuminated the entire vault.
Stacks of folders and papers were arranged on the shelves. Also on the shelves were some objects that Tori recognized because she’d stolen them for the PIA. She’d been told those particular objects had been turned over to the U.S. government already. Was the PIA getting ready to sell them?
“Hurry,” came Logan’s voice from behind her.
She stepped further in and scanned the shelves with her gaze, trying to locate the device.
“There,” Logan said. “Second shelf on your right, between the gold crown and the Greek bust.”
“Got it,” she said as she grabbed the petite CVP. She turned and started for the vault door.
The door slammed shut with a sound like a thunderclap, locking her inside.
Everything went dark.
“Not good.” Tori held her hand to her chest and felt her heart thrumming beneath her fingers as she heard the locks engaging in the vault door. “So not good.”
She felt a hand settle on her shoulder. She could see nothing in the complete darkness, not that she could have seen him anyway, even with the light on, if he was still invisible.
“We’ll get out of this mess.” Logan sounded grim. “We’ll figure out something.”
“Can you transport out of this vault?” Her voice seemed to echo among all of the treasures inside.
“The walls and door are too thick.” Frustration was in his tone. “All we can do is wait until they let us out of here, unless you know any tricks.”
“No.” She sighed. “I’ve never been locked in a vault before.”
“There’s a first time for everything.”
“I hope there’s enough air to last as long as we’re in here.” She took a deep breath, concentrated, and shifted back into her own form. No sense staying in Janice’s since that was apparently blown. “It feels a little stuffy in here.”
“It’ll be fine.” Logan squeezed her shoulder. “I don’t think they’ll keep us in here too long.”
“They probably plan to kill us when they’re done with us.” Tori gritted her teeth then said, “But I don’t intend to let them.”
“Neither do I.”
“What are we going to do when they do let us out of here?” she thought out loud.
Logan slipped his arm around her and pressed her close, reassuring her. “Guess we’ll just have to play it by ear.”
“At least you can stay invisible,” Tori said.
“I think they heard my voice,” Logan said. “I don’t think invisible is going to be possible.”
“If only things could have gone as planned.” Tori shook her head. “I underestimated Janice’s magic.”
She imagined a scowl on Logan’s face as he spoke. “And I was late, which didn’t help a damn thing. I was assisting McKnight with Eckhart.”
“Did you get someone to help?” she asked.
“My brother, John,” Logan said. “He wants in on the whole thing but we need someone to watch Eckhart so I told him not this time.”
She nodded even though he couldn’t see her. “Your brother was in the Navy?”
“Navy SEAL,” Logan said. “Could sure use him and his special skills right about now.”
“As much as I could wish for a rescue, that isn’t likely,” she said. “Security is too tight. Getting down here would be hard enough. And then the screening—impossible.”
The thunderous sound of the door opening vibrated through the vault.


Chapter 20
Light filled the vault again and Tori had to blink to get accustomed to it. Logan was invisible.
“Get out here.” Janice’s voice was cool as she stood in the opening of the vault. “And give me the device.”
Still clutching the CVP, Tori stepped forward, wary at the sight of blue magic dripping from one of Janice’s hands. Her other hand was stretched out as she reached for the device. Tori clenched her hand tighter around the CVP, mentally clutching at doing anything that would allow her to avoid giving the device to Janice. But there was nothing she could do and she knew it as Janice raised her hand, gathering a fireball in her palm.
Tori swallowed and handed the device to Janice, who gave a cold smile as she took it.
“Savage, we heard you speak.” Janice let the fireball bounce a little on her hand as she held the device in her other. “Show yourself before she gets a little more of what I gave her earlier.”
The air shimmered and Logan appeared beside Tori.
“Good.” Janice started to turn away. “Why don’t you join me now? I’m ready for you both.”
Logan met Tori’s gaze when she looked up at him and he seemed to say. “We’ll think of something.”
If only she could feel so positive about that.
“Now.” Janice ground out the word and raised her hand. Fire dripped off of it like silvery-blue mercury, splattering on the floor before melting away.
Janice waited for Tori and Logan to exit then cuffed their hands with her magic once again. Then she led the way through the door from the vault and down to one of the interrogation rooms.
Tori’s stomach pitched as they entered. A chair sat in the middle of the room, a chair with straps to completely bind a person.
“You first, Agent Adams.” Janice set the CVP on a table next to a portable computer and then pointed to the chair with her free hand. To Logan she said, “If you somehow manage to get out of this room like you got out of your cell, if you try anything at all, then she burns.”
“Screw her,” Tori said. “Don’t worry about me.”
“Shut up.” Janice grabbed Tori’s arm with the hand holding the fire.
A scream of pain rose up in Tori and she couldn’t hold back, no matter how she tried. It felt like fire was blistering her skin, burning it away. Her knees buckled as the fire burned her arm and she hit the concrete floor hard.
“Stop.” Logan’s voice sounded hard. “Leave Tori alone and I won’t try anything.”
Tori wanted to argue but she couldn’t speak, couldn’t even think clearly. It was like the fire even traveled to her mind as it burned the rest of her body.
The fire vanished and Tori’s body went completely limp. Only the fact that Janice held her by her arm kept her from collapsing onto her side on the floor.
“I’m okay.” Tori wheezed and knew she didn’t sound convincing.
“Sit.” Janice shoved Tori toward the chair at the center of the room. She stumbled and had to grab onto the chair to keep from falling.
“You take that seat at the table,” Janice said to Logan as she pointed to a chair.
Tori was sitting in the big chair in the middle of the room by the time Logan was seated at the table. Ellis walked into the room and Tori realized he’d been standing in the doorway. He went to the chair and started strapping her in and she looked at Logan. His jaw was tight, fire in his blue eyes.
When she was secured, Janice looked at Ellis and pointed to Logan. “Make sure he doesn’t move.” Ellis nodded and went to stand behind Logan.
Janice focused on Logan. “First you’re going to tell me exactly how to use this device.”
Logan studied Janice for a moment, turning everything over in his mind. He didn’t have a choice—he wasn’t going to watch Janice torture Tori.
“What do you need to know?” Logan asked as he watched Janice go to the computer. It was a portable one in an insulated, specially designed case to allow it to withstand pretty much anything and everything, possibly even something as extreme as an electromagnetic pulse.
The computer was facing Logan and his jaw tightened he recognized the program for the CVP.
Janice picked up the CVP then gestured to the computer. “We have all of the software and the device. So why can’t we get it to work?”
Logan looked at her for a long moment and then her fingers started to crackle with blue magic.
“I need to input an access code,” he finally said before Janice could threaten Tori again.
Janice gave him a look of satisfaction. “You will tell me the code and I will input it.”
Logan glanced at Tori who shook her head once. He met Janice’s gaze. “On the main screen there is an icon with my company logo. Click on that three times and the icon of an eagle on the right twice and the code screen will come up.”
Janice did as he told her and the screen popped up. “Give me the code,” she said.
Logan took a deep breath. “Y-kl89-PTr9-J2ff3Q-pwG665-y326.”
As he gave the code, Janice typed it in. When she was finished, the computer beeped and the device chirped. He ground his teeth. The CVP was active.
“Excellent.” Janice picked up the device and looked at it as she pointed it in Tori’s direction. “We’ll start with something simple so I know that this works. What is your name and home address?”
Tori pursed her lips. “My name is Tori Adams,” the device said then gave her address.
Anger was turning Tori’s face red and Logan began to wish, not for the first time, that he’d never designed the damned CVP. He’d known there would likely be attempts made to steal the technology, but the safeguards he’d had in place had failed him. He hadn’t had enough safeguards and he hadn’t even known what a damned Changeling was to even know one could take the place of one of his trusted employees and infiltrate his company that way.
“Where is Brian?” Janice asked Tori.
“I do not know,” the device said for Tori. “We purposely kept the knowledge with other individuals to keep the information from being tortured out of me.”
Janice frowned but glanced at Logan before looking at Tori again. “Does Savage know?”
“Yes.” Anger flashed in Tori’s eyes as she couldn’t control the response. “He and James McKnight took Brian to the location.”
Janice’s frown turned into a smile. “Excellent. We’ll ask Savage when he’s in that chair. But first we’ll continue with you.”
Tori stared at Janice, her lips pressed in a thin line. It was clear, like it had been when Logan had interrogated her, that she hated this…the loss of control and being unable to fight against the interrogator’s questions.
Janice kept the device pointed at Tori. “Is there going to be a rescue attempt while you’re here?”
Logan almost smiled.
“No.” Tori’s expression was neutral as the device answered. “There will be no attempt. This was not part of the plan.”
“What was the plan?” Janice asked.
“I was to take over your place after we abducted you.” Tori closed her eyes as the device continued. “I would bring in both Logan and McKnight. Logan as a prisoner, and McKnight as a new recruit.”
“Guess that didn’t work out so well for you.” Janice laughed. “So tell me, Agent Adams. Since you have taken Brian’s place you have some of his knowledge. Is he a faithful and loyal agent to the PIA?”
“Yes,” the device said.
With a smile, Janice asked, “Is he loyal to me? What does he think of me?”
“Yes, he is loyal to you. He thinks you are very hot, very fuckable.”
Janice raised an eyebrow. “Is that all?”
“I do not understand the question.”
Janice leaned forward. “Does he think of me as more than an object that he wants to take to bed?”
“You are his boss, but he doesn’t always trust you.”
“Oh really.” Janice raised a brow and tried another tactic, obviously trying to get another answer from the device. “Does he care for me as more than his boss or fuck toy?”
“No.”
The answer was brief and Janice’s face turned scarlet. She raised her chin and regained her composure. “One other question, Adams. Is anyone else in the PIA a traitor, like you?”
“I don’t know,” the device said.
Janice gave a satisfied nod. “Now let’s get Savage in that chair.” She gestured for Ellis to release the bonds restraining Tori.
Just as she stepped out of the chair, the entire room started to vibrate.
Logan smiled. About time.
The floor pitched and Janice gasped and lost her balance. “What the hell?” she cried as she stumbled back against the table. The CVP flew from her hand, skittering across the floor to a corner behind the chair.
Ellis went down, face first onto the concrete floor. He groaned and tried to get up but he’d hit the floor hard and a long cut was across his forehead, blood flowing into his eyes. Blood was also flowing from his nose and it looked like he’d broken it.
Air shimmered and grew colder around Logan as he vanished.
Tori dove for the device that Janice had dropped. Tori slid across the floor to the corner where it had gone.
Janice regained her balance and raised her hand to throw more magic at Tori. The floor bucked again and Janice cried out as she fell, hard.
The device slipped away from the tips of Tori’s fingers as the floor moved.
Logan lunged for Janice, landing with his chest on her backside. Before she could twist around, he had both her wrists in one of his hands and his knee pressed into her lower back. Her hands started to glow but he grabbed the cuffs he’d stuffed into his back pocket when he got out of the cell and he snapped them onto her wrists so that they were cuffed behind her. He was banking on her not being able to do magic while in metal cuffs, or while unable to use her hands.
“I got it,” Tori shouted.
Logan looked to see Ellis with gun in hand, going after Tori despite the gash on his forehead and the blood leaking into his eyes. Tori was stuffing the CVP into her pocket.
Tori scrambled to her feet. Before Ellis could raise his gun, she did a jump front kick. She rammed her shoe into Ellis’s face, grinding his already broken nose and sending him flying back. He lost his grip on his gun and Tori went after it.
Janice screamed as she fought to get Logan off her back.
“What’s going on?” Tori shouted to Logan as the floor settled. Blood streaked the floor where Ellis was writhing and reaching for his gun.
“Reinforcements,” Logan said as Tori beat Ellis to his gun.
She stood over Ellis, pointing his gun at him.
Two more PIA agents burst in through the door of the interrogation room, guns drawn.
Before Tori or Logan could react, one of the agents shot her. Tori cried out and dropped to the floor.
Fury burned inside of Logan and he started to turn invisible to go after the agents, but both of them had their guns pointed at Tori.
Tori tried to scoot up as she held her hands to her thigh. It was her left thigh, and it looked like a lot of blood was flowing.
“Let me help her,” Logan said.
“She’s dead if you try anything,” one agent said.
Logan’s heart beat hard as he hurried to Tori. He realized that one of the agents was taking Janice out of the cuffs and then helping Ellis to his feet.
“Can you shift into someone else and heal, Tori?” Logan asked when he reached her.
She grimaced, her face growing pale. “I can’t shift into anything now.” She paused and took a deep breath. “Especially since the bullet didn’t go through.”
“Shit.” Logan pulled off his T-shirt and ripped it to use as a bandage around Tori’s thigh. He secured it as the floor rumbled again.
“Get them out of here.” Janice was to her feet and standing over Tori and Logan. “Out the secure way.”


Chapter 21
Tori’s head swam a little and she knew she was losing blood. Logan supported her while the agents—Kruger, Post , and Ellis—rushed them down the hall from the interrogation room and straight for a wall. Janice stretched up and pressed the wall like she was searching for something. The wall started to move and a door appeared. It swung away from them, opening up to what looked like a dark passage.
Even with Logan supporting her, pain tore through Tori as she limped and the agents rushed them into the passage. Lights came up as Janice flipped a switch and then the door closed behind them.
Tori’s heart sank. Whoever had come after them would have a hard time figuring out there was a door in that wall. It had been impossible to see until Janice opened it.
The CVP was still in Tori’s pocket but Janice was carrying the portable computer in its secure case.
Janice forced them to hurry and Logan said, “I’m going to carry her,” before he carefully raised Tori into his arms. She groaned as more pain exploded in her thigh, but then sagged in his arms, grateful that she didn’t have to run right now. She needed to conserve her strength and try to find an opportunity to get out of this mess.
The passage sloped upward as Janice rushed them along. Logan easily kept up a fast pace. It seemed to take forever before they reached some kind of doorway. Light poured into the passage and she saw that they weren’t at the building any longer. The door had opened into what looked like a basement of a house.
Janice pointed to a set of wooden stairs and the agents and Logan, still holding Tori, went up them. The door at the top of the stairs opened up into a hallway with a kitchen through a doorway on one side and a living room on the other side. It was an older house and the furniture had seen much better days—a good twenty years ago.
“She needs a doctor.” Logan carried Tori into the living room and set her so that she was sitting up on a couch. Her thigh burned and the T-shirt Logan had tied around it was soaked.
“Your friends will never find us here.” Janice set the case for the portable computer on a scratched wooden coffee table and reached out her hand toward Tori. “Give me the CVP. I saw you put it in your pocket.”
Tori glared at Janice but dug into her pocket, pulled out the device, and handed it to Janice.
“A doctor,” Logan repeated.
Janice smiled at him as she set the device on the coffee table. “I don’t plan on keeping her around longer than it takes to get information from you.”
Tori saw Logan’s jaw was set. He had no shirt on because he’d taken it off to use as bandages for her thigh. She would have admired his muscular physique if it weren’t for the direness of their situation. It was even crazy to have any kinds of thoughts of just how good he looked with no shirt on.
She must be starting to lose it, the loss of blood and pain getting to her.
At least she’d been shot in her thigh and not anywhere more vital. But with the bullet still in her, it was going to hurt like a sonofabitch and she’d probably keep losing blood—her jeans were soaked in it.
Agent Kruger peered through heavy drapes and frowned as he looked out onto the street. “Shit.” He looked at Janice. “I think they’ve found us.”
Tori’s heart jumped and she cut her gaze to Logan. Janice wasn’t looking as he gave a grim smile and a nod.
“One of them must have a tracking device.” Janice whirled on the Logan and Tori, fury in her gaze. “Which one of you, or is it both?”
“They’re coming up the walkway.” Kruger glanced from the window to Janice again. “We need to get the hell out of here.”
Janice pulled a cell phone out of her pocket. “We need backup at the safehouse now,” she shouted.
Logan’s gut clenched as he looked at Tori. He had to do this fast if he was going to do it at all.
Janice turned away. He looked at Tori and gave a nod at the agents by the window and door.
She gave a nod back and he was sure she understood.
Logan vanished.
He transported behind the agents, grabbed the gun from one of them then slamming the grip on the back of the agent’s head. The agent dropped, out cold, and Logan went after Ellis and punched him in his broken nose. Ellis shouted in pain as he fell. Logan quickly disarmed him.
The moment Janice was distracted, Tori pushed to her good foot and slammed her fist into Janice’s face.
The woman’s head snapped to the side and Tori hit her again with an uppercut. Janice stumbled and fell over the coffee table and her head hit the floor. She opened her eyes looking dazed.
Tori grabbed the CVP from off the coffee table and shoved it back into her pocket. Logan appeared for a second and tossed Ellis’s gun to Tori who pointed it at Janice. “I’ll shoot her,” Tori cried as the remaining agent trained his gun on her.
Ellis was getting to his feet. Still invisible, Logan went to Ellis and punched him again in the face so that he would fall in the direction of the remaining agent. Ellis cried out and stumbled toward the agent.
The remaining agent was momentarily distracted. Tori got off a shot and nailed the agent in the shoulder of his gun arm. Logan grabbed the gun even as the agent cried out and went down. Logan shot the agent in the back of his head and the man dropped.
Janice was on her feet. “You’ll never get out of here, Adams,” the woman said in a snarl.
Tori shot at Janice but the woman put up some kind of magic barrier around her. She was holding a fireball but apparently couldn’t throw it at Tori with her barrier up.
Logan kept his gun trained on Janice as they started toward the front door, Tori limping. A shot rang out. An agent—part of Janice’s backup no doubt—was shooting at them from the doorway.
Her thigh screamed in pain as Logan dragged her on the other side of the staircase, using it for cover.
She felt lightheaded from the pain but managed to keep her hands on the gun and to keep from passing out.
With his gun in a two handed grip, he peered around the corner of the stairs. A shot rang out and the wood railing of the staircase splintered.
Logan shimmered and cool air stirred around them as he vanished.
“By the way,” she said, “what reinforcement do you think is here? McKnight was our only backup.”
“My brother has the ability to cause some serious damage,” Logan said. “I’d recognize his approach anywhere—he’s the one who caused the earthquake, or what felt like it in the PIA HQ. He obviously wanted to create panic and upset anything he could in order to help us.”
“Looking forward to meeting him,” Tori said. “When we get out of this damn place.”
Logan peered around the corner again. “Give me a chance to take care of the agents in the living room. I can do that more easily than you can since they can’t see me.”
“I’ve got your invisible back,” she said, remaining just out of sight as he slipped around the stairs.
The room was in chaos. Three agents close to the door were firing out the windows and glass from the windows and other debris littered the floor. The sounds of shots, glass shattering, and cries from the wounded filled the air.
Logan moved behind one of the agents, disarmed him, hooked his arm around the man’s throat and choked him.
Tori eased from behind the staircase and he wanted to shout at her to get back into hiding but instead gritted his teeth and went after the next agent and the next until he’d taken care of all of them. One of the agents had called for more backup so Logan knew more were on the way.
Tori shot two agents, one in the head and one in the heart, dropping both.
Janice had vanished from sight. Had she taken off and escaped back down the tunnel? Damn. He’d wanted to take down the woman and do away with her.
Logan kept his gun in hand and neared a window. He called out, “I’m right here, John,” he said to his brother. “The room is clear for the moment.”
“Where’s Tori?” McKnight asked.
“She’s been shot.” Logan glanced in the direction that he’d left Tori. “We’ve got to get her to the hospital. More agents are on their way.”
“We’ll hold them off,” John said. “If it’s safe, get her out here.”
Logan hurried to get back to Tori. He was afraid she’d passed out but her eyelids fluttered. Then she raised her gun so fast she surprised him and she fired.
An agent tumbled to the floor behind him. He’d been about to shoot Tori.
“Right beside you,” Logan said, still invisible. He took her under her arm and half carried her toward the door. “Let’s get out of here.”
As soon as they were out the door, the four of them bolted for the van, John and McKnight covering Logan and Tori in case there were any more shooters.
When they were all safely in the van, John slammed the doors shut and shouted to McKnight who was now in the driver’s seat, “Let’s go.”
And then they were on their way down the street, Tori resting in Logan’s arms.


Chapter 22
Tori snuggled beneath a few blankets in front of the crackling fire and rubbed her bare thigh where she’d been shot two months ago. It still ached sometimes when she was in her own form, especially when it was cold.
And it was darn cold having been out on the slopes of Telluride all day, but the blanket and the fire were warming her up in their cabin at the ski resort.
“Hurry up.” She looked over her shoulder as she called out to Logan who was in the bedroom on the phone. “I could use some more body heat.”
Cold air swirled through the cabin and she wondered where it came from since everything was closed up.
Something pounced on her, knocking her on her back and pinning her on the couch and her heart jumped into her throat.
“Logan.” She punched his invisible bicep. “Don’t do that. You scare me half to death.”
A shimmer and then he was crouched over her, grinning. “But it’s so much fun.”
“Oh, really?” She focused on the image of a woman they’d seen earlier. The woman had looked like a scarecrow with yellow straw for hair. From the way she’d been yelling at the ski lodge staff, she had the personality and screeching voice of a banshee.
Tori shifted.
“Ugh.” Logan reeled back.
Her laugh now almost sounded like a cackle. “Every time you scare me I’m going to turn into banshee-scarecrow woman.”
Logan leaned back, his hands raised. “Okay, okay. I give up.”
With a grin, she shifted back into her own form. “Got you back.”
“That you did.” He laughed and brought her into his arms so that she was sitting up again and he adjusted the blankets over them both. “That was enough to scare anyone straight.”
“Heh.” She leaned her head against his shoulder. “Who was on the phone?”
Logan brushed his lips over the top of her head. “McKnight called to give me an update.”
“You’re on vacation.” She slapped her hand on his knee. “Well, what did he say?”
“The CVP is ready to be demonstrated to the government as soon as I get back,” Logan said. “Those last tweaks have been taken care of.”
Tori nodded. “Good.”
After losing two of his scientists it had taken some time to hire new scientists, use the CVP device on them, and get them up to speed. Plus they’d needed to put new and tougher safeguards into place.
“No way is the PIA going to get its hands on the device now,” Tori said. “And with Brian in jail and Janice in hiding, I don’t think we have anything to worry about. How is Carla?”
“She seems to have fully recovered from being in the coma and whatever it was that the PIA did to her,” he said. “She started back to work and she’s back with that guy she was dating, Bruce something.”
“Glad I didn’t mess that up beyond repair for her,” Tori said with a smile.
“So, are you really happy being with the CIA?” He stroked hair from her eyes. “I could always use you in security.”
“Ha.” She shook her head. “I think two might be a crowd. McKnight is one of the best I’ve seen.”
“I just want you to be happy.” Logan met her gaze. “In everything.”
“I am.” She smiled. “In everything. I love my new job, but most of all, I love you.”
“You can’t ever say that enough.” His lips met hers and she felt a swirl of desire in her belly as he kissed her. When he drew back he said, “And I can never say it enough to you even though you know it already. I love you like crazy, Tori.”
“I know.” She kissed him back, a long, lingering kiss that made everything inside her turn to mush.
He twisted her around so that she was on her back again and he was crouched over her, his blue eyes looking into hers, and they were both still under the blankets.
“I like it when you’re just in your panties,” he said and slowly rubbed his erection against her belly, causing exquisite sensations to spread throughout her. He was wearing only boxer briefs.
Desire was in his gaze. His image flickered and then he vanished. She moaned as he sucked her nipples. It was erotic feeling his body weight on her, having him suck her and touch her, yet not being able to see him.
He moved aside her panties and she felt his invisible cock press against her core and then he thrust inside of her. She gasped and cried out as he started moving in and out of her, thrill after thrill going through her belly.
“I want to see you,” she whispered. “I want to see your eyes.”
A shimmer in the air and then he was there, between her thighs and riding her. She loved the blueness of his eyes, the careless way his dark hair lay. She loved the cut of his mouth, the way his jaw set when he was taking her, totally focused on her.
Harder and harder he drove inside of her and she gasped and moaned with every thrust. An orgasm rushed toward her, picking up in speed, faster and faster.
She came with a cry, feeling an explosion like none other. It whirled through her like a snow flurry that intensified and became a storm of sensation.
Logan never stopped looking at her as he took her and then his image flickered as he started to climax. He came with a growl, the sound reverberating through her and she wrapped her thighs around his hips, holding him close to her as his cock throbbed inside of her.
He relaxed against her, his breathing hard, matching hers. He drew his cock out of her and twisted so that they were lying facing each other on the big couch.
Tori felt she could never get close enough to him and she wanted all that he could give her.
She kissed him, a lingering kiss filled with a world of meaning. And then she sighed and snuggled against him knowing this was where she belonged.
# # #
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Wind tugged at Jessie Porter’s dark red hair as she climbed out of her red Mustang and her athletic shoes met Bar C ground. She pushed errant strands out of her face as she slowly looked around her at the Cameron family ranch. From what she knew of the place, it had been in the same family for generations.
A massive barn, extensive corrals, an old bunkhouse, and a sprawling ranch home edged the huge driveway. The parking area was big enough to accommodate a semi if need be, with enough room for the big rig to turn around. Everything was big on this ranch from what she could see.
The bawl of cattle in the distance told her that a herd was close. Lacy clouds were scattered across a blue early morning sky as the sun rose.
She reached into the passenger seat of her car and grabbed her backpack with her camera equipment, then slung it over her shoulder before pulling out her Nikon and looping the strap around her neck. The car door gave a solid thump as she slammed it shut and then she walked to the back of the vehicle. A big white work truck was parked on one side of her Mustang, on the other a sleek new black Ford crew-cab.
Gravel crunched beneath her shoes as she stepped away from the vehicles and raised her camera, looked through the lens, and started shooting.
More than likely the ranch’s owner, Zane Cameron, would be out working but she wasn’t sure where. She was bound to run into someone who did know as she began photographing the ranch. Too bad Danica, the youngest Cameron, wasn’t going to be around. Danica had mentioned that she had to spend a week in New Mexico visiting a friend, so she wouldn’t be here while Jessie was.
For cowboys, the days started before a rooster crowed. Jessie had intended to be at the Bar C when its cowboys climbed out of bed, but she’d overslept, forgetting to set her alarm and she hadn’t started her drive from Tucson on time.
In this part of Arizona, the elevation was almost five thousand feet and the late October air was chilly in the mornings. The mornings warmed quick under the southern Arizona sun, so quick that at ten-thirty she was ready to remove her sweater, and the sun warmed her bare arms. Thanks to her sister’s visit and subsequent amazing cooking, Jessie’s jean shorts were feeling a little too tight this morning. She’d miss Tanya now that she was heading back to Houston, but her waistline just might recover.
She focused her lens on the ranch house that was built of dark wood. From the front it looked like it was well over four thousand square feet, but who knew what it actually was—it could be much larger. She’d heard that the Camerons had done well for themselves, and by the looks of it, that was true. Between the four brothers and their respective ranches, they had a virtual empire in the San Rafael Valley.
It was only recently that she’d become friends with Danica, the youngest sibling in the family. She was the reason Jessie had been hired to photograph the ranch, and soon the impending wedding of Zane, the eldest son.
Tall, stately old sycamore trees, mesquites and a few native oaks shaded the house. An enclosed porch ran the length of the home and through the screen she saw a variety of plants hanging from the rafters. More potted greenery was arranged around chairs and beside the loveseat-sized white porch swing. A rooster weather vane perched on one end of the rooftop that she captured with its luscious blue-sky background.
Colorful flowerbeds had been planted in front of the house—pansies, chrysanthemums, and carnations were beneath the Arizona October sun.
An old wooden wagon wheel leaned up against an oak that had an old fashioned triangular dinner bell hanging from it. It made for an excellent photo. To the left of the home was a well-shaded area with a covered swing, and she heard the sound of a small waterfall as it trickled into a pond.
Behind the house rose a tree line along with a weathered windmill that made rusted scraping sounds as the blades turned with the wind. She wondered if the windmill actually pumped water for the house or if it was unused and simply remained from decades gone by. She’d head out back and photograph it, too.
Colorful birds darted in and out of the trees, chirping and shrieking, and she saw a lizard scale a wall of the house.
She captured everything with a practiced eye and knew the photographs were going to turn into one fabulous collection when she was done. This place was a photographer’s dream. From what little she’d seen, she had the feeling that she could spend hours here and still not catch everything that she wanted to.
“Can I help you?”
A deep, masculine drawl from behind her send a shiver down her spine and she lowered her camera and let it hang around her neck. She turned to face one hell of a fine cowboy, easily one of the sexiest she’d seen in all of her twenty-nine years.
At least six-three with broad shoulders and a cowboy’s build, he had blue flame eyes and black hair that curled slightly beneath his cowboy hat. His skin was well tanned and his arms roped with muscle.
“Sure.” She smiled. “You can help me anytime.” He raised an eyebrow and she grinned as she held out her hand. “Jessica Porter,” she said. “But please call me Jessie. I’m here to photograph the ranch and the upcoming wedding.”
“You’re my kid sister’s friend.” The cowboy took her hand in a firm grip. “Welcome to the Bar C.”
Jessie’s heart started to pound like crazy as the cowboy’s warm touch sent fire through her body. Her mouth grew dry and she bit the inside of her lower lip. It was the most enticing reaction that she’d ever had to a man.
Before he released it, he said, “I’m Zane Cameron.”
The disappointment that swept through her was a surprise. She didn’t even know Zane, so what difference did it make that he was getting married in just weeks?
What a shame. All of that hot man flesh would soon belong to some other woman.
The green-eyed redhead was so sexy that he’d damned near gone hard when he’d clasped her hand. She had a cute grin and shapely body and her nipples were hard, poking against the light cotton of her T-shirt.
She wasn’t wearing a bra.
For one moment Zane thought about carting Jessie off to the ranch house and taking her six ways ’til Sunday.
Well hell. He mentally shook his head. He had no business thinking about another woman and his body had no damned excuse to react the way it had.
Except that Jessie Porter was one hell of a woman. And he was a red-blooded American male and he’d just had a natural reaction to her.
Keep telling yourself that, Cameron.
“Congratulations,” she said. Her smile was enough to make him crazy.
For a moment he didn’t know why she was telling him congratulations, but then he regained his senses.
“Thanks.” He hooked his thumbs in his belt loops, feeling like he needed to anchor them to make sure he kept his hands off of her.
She tilted her head to the side, which caused her dark red hair to slide away from her elegant neck. “Is the bride-to-be here?”
“Phoebe’s at her place.” He dragged his hand down his face then gave a nod in the direction of the house. “You can photograph anything you’d like to around here. Danica wants to give the album to our aunt.”
Jessie nodded. “Danica mentioned that your aunt took care of the two of you along with your three brothers. Raising five kids is quite a feat for one woman.”
“Sure as hell was.” He glanced at Jessie as she fell into step beside him.
“Danica said two of your brothers are twins,” she said. “Wayne and Wyatt.”
Zane nodded. “Yep, and our youngest brother is Dillon.”
Her smile was pure sunshine as she looked at him.
God only knew why he found himself comparing Phoebe with Jessie.
He’d begun to feel a little uneasy about his relationship with Phoebe and he’d managed to put off the wedding another couple of months, but here it was, creeping back up. To him Phoebe had been the picture of sweetness and intelligence, but lately it seemed that there had to be another side of her that others had seen but he hadn’t, but then maybe it was the pressure of the wedding. It did concern him, though.
Ah, hell. Maybe his concern was just a case of pre-wedding jitters. Although he had a good mind to move the date again.
He glanced at Jessie and thought how different she looked from Phoebe who was pale blonde and petite at five-one. Jessie, on the other hand, was no shorter than five-eight. Both women were beautiful as hell, just as different as sunrise from sunset.
He ground his teeth. He’d never been one to compare women, especially not now that he was about to be married. It was time he settled down and had a couple of kids to carry on the Cameron name. No one else in the family seemed to be inclined to head down that road. Someone had to do it.
“Phoebe would like you to photograph her place, too.” He paused in front of the doors to the ranch house. “She’s got a nice home, just north before you hit the hills and she wants the pictures to market it.”
“So, she’s selling it now that you’re getting married?” Jessie took her camera in both hands. “Of course she’ll be moving to the ranch, I assume.”
“You assume right.” Zane tried not to frown. “Phoebe is reluctant to sell her place and has decided to rent it.” Considering how pricey the house was, he wasn’t sure she’d be able to find anyone who could afford to rent it in these parts. He’d just have to convince her to put it up for sale. There was no need to hang on to another property.
Zane held the screen door open that let out onto the porch. Jessie hitched her pack with her camera equipment on her shoulder and her shoes made soft sounds on the wooden floor as she passed through the door and cool air touched her face.
“I love this. Everything about your place is fantastic.” She raised her camera and glanced at him. “I can photograph anything?”
“Almost anything.” The corner of his mouth turned up in a look that was sexy enough to make her stomach flip. “When in doubt, just ask.”
She nodded. “Sure.”
As she took a few shots of the expansive porch, taking in antique ironwork objects decorating the area as he let the screen door close. When she lowered her camera, he opened the huge door to the ranch house. She stepped through the doorway and entered the spacious home.
Inside everything was big and roomy with western décor and artwork, and high vaulted ceilings. The beautiful hardwood floor had area rugs covering parts of it. A coffee table made from a tree trunk was in front of a long leather L-shaped couch and another fabric couch with a western design, both of which faced an enormous entertainment center and big screen TV. Picture windows showed the incredible views from the front and back.
Through an archway was a spacious kitchen that she wanted to get a better look at. From what she could see of it, she knew her sister the cook would love it.
Jessie had just started photographing the living room when a cell phone rang and she lowered her camera. She automatically put her hand to the phone she wore on a holster at her side but realized it was Zane’s as she saw him take his phone from his own holster on his belt and he answer it.
His expression hardened as he listened to the caller. “I’ll take care of it,” Zane said and pressed the off button before re-holstering his phone. He looked at Jessie. “I need to leave to deal with a couple of hunters trespassing on my land.”
“Can I go with you?” She let her camera hang from its strap around her neck and hitched the backpack up on her shoulder. “I’d love an opportunity to get a look at some of the scenery.”
He paused for a moment then gave a nod. “Come on.”
This time his stride was long and she had to double her steps to keep up with him as they headed outside to the big black Ford truck she had parked next to.
She hurried to the passenger side but he was there before her. He opened the door and she stepped up on the running board then climbed inside before he shut the door behind her.
He got in on the driver’s side and put the key in the ignition and started it. The truck roared to life and he backed up then headed over the cattle guard and under the sign with the Bar C Ranch’s name and brand. His presence was so powerful that she found it hard not to be completely aware of him. She glanced at his profile and almost forgot that he was hands-off.
Damn.
As she studied him, his gaze met hers for a brief moment and she felt the power of some kind of connection between them. Her heart beat faster and she felt a tingling sensation all the way to her belly. A muscle ticked in his jaw before he moved his gaze back to the road.
She took a deep breath and tried to shake off the incredible attraction she had for Zane Cameron.
Once she turned her attention to the scenery, she was again impressed by the canopy of dark green oaks that contrasted against the expanse of golden grass. Here and there were pockets cottonwood trees and a few massive sycamores.
“This country is amazing,” she said. “An outdoor photographer’s dream.”
“I grew up here and I never get tired of it.” He glanced over at her as he drove. “Most visitors here, including Arizona natives from other parts of the state, can’t believe they’re in Arizona. Had a guy from Santa Barbara out here and he couldn’t believe how much it looked like the area he was from.”
“The expanse of grass of the San Rafael Valley and the surrounding green hills is just beautiful,” she said.
“Most people are surprised to learn that the musical Oklahoma was filmed right here in the valley,” he said.
“I never would have guessed that.” She raised her brows. “Parts of the grass valley look like how I would picture the Midwest plains back in the day.”
She was in love with the country. So peaceful, so quiet, so stunning.
It wasn’t long before they paused in front of a barbed wire fence with an open gate and a cattle guard. She looked at Zane.
“The ‘No Hunting’ signs have been taken down.” He shook his head. “I’ll have to get one of the men out here to take care of it.”
Zane drove on and they came up on an old red truck parked in the shade of a group of tall oaks but no one was in sight. Up ahead was a stock tank and water tower.
She glanced at Zane again to see him frowning. He parked then opened his truck door and climbed out. She hurried out her side, her camera strap securely around her neck and she hopped onto the dry ground.
As soon as she was out of the truck she took in their surroundings, picking out what she felt would be the best shots in the beautiful scenery. She took a deep breath of the clean air and let it fill her entire being as she closed her eyes. She let all tension leave her body as she connected with the land.
“It’s wonderful here.” She opened her eyes and looked at Zane who was staring in one direction.
“Let’s go this way. I can see some tracks leading up the road in this direction. We’ll try and stay in the open and visible,” he said as he looked over his shoulder at her. “The last thing you want is to get shot by mistake.”
“Gotcha.” She made sure she followed him and stayed out from behind the occasional oak tree or bush. “What’s in season this time of year?”
“Whitetail called Coues deer.” He paused and she almost ran into him as he gave a nod in the direction they had been walking. “Over there.”
She peered past him and spotted two men, one wearing a cap, and another in a brown cowboy hat, walking toward them.
A flash of irritation caused Zane’s gut to burn. The men should have stopped by the ranch to ask permission to shoot on his land. It was the proper thing to do, but then the signs were down.
“How do you do?” one of the two men said as they met up and the man held out his hand. “I’m Bud Harper and this is Joe Cullman.” Bud was tall, but Zane still had a good three inches on him. Joe was a little shorter and stockier.
“Zane Cameron.” He took Bud’s hand and shook it before taking Joe’s and releasing it. “Did you know you’re trespassing on private land?” Zane’s tone kept his tone even, not showing any anger. “There’s no hunting on this part of the ranch.”
Joe pushed up his ball cap. “This your land?”
Bud glanced around. “We’re sorry. We’ve been real careful to not trespass. We didn’t see any signs.”
“I own the Bar C.” Zane gave a nod. “We’re pretty welcoming to hunters, but we want to keep them out of this area of the ranch this year. Someone has taken down the signs and we’ll be fixing that.” He pointed toward the west. “If you take the dirt road another mile and a half, there’s a sign that says Jones’ Mesa. I’ve seen plenty of deer in that area and there are some great places to glass from and see a lot of country,” he said. “Just do me a favor and go under the fences if you can rather than climb over them. Hunters damage a lot of fences. It’s the only gripe I really have about you guys.”
“Sure thing. We understand. We’ll head on over there.” Bud moved his gaze from the direction Zane had pointed to and looked at Zane again. “Much obliged.”
Zane gave a nod and then Bud and Joe headed back to the beat-up red pickup, climbed in with Bud on the driver’s side. The truck gave a rusted hiccup and then rumbled as Bud started it.
He noticed Jessie photographing the truck as the men left. She lowered her camera and looked at Zane. “You were pretty nice to those guys.”
He rested his hand on the hood of his truck. “Nothin’ wrong with a little hunting as long as it is in the right area and as long as they respect things.”
“What does ‘to glass from’ mean?” she asked. “That’s a term I’ve never heard before.”
“Hunters use binoculars and spotting scopes to search the country for deer,” Zane said. “It’s called glassing. When they see deer through the binoculars, they stalk them.”
“That’s interesting,” she said. “So what’s next for a day in the life of a cowboy?” Her smile caused a stirring in his gut. “After chasing off hunters and all.”
He studied her and it felt as if there was a war going on in his chest. “While we’re out here I can give you a little more of a tour of the Bar C.” Something about Jessie made him want to spend as much time as possible with her.
Not a good idea, Cameron. He mentally chided himself. Run fast and run now.
“Sure.” She smiled. “I’d love that.” She pointed in the direction of the fence line. “I saw a group of some kind of cool looking feathery looking plants over there that I’d like to photograph on the other side of the fence.”
He gave a nod then watched her as she walked away from him. She had a cute little ass and gentle curves that were made for a man’s hands to caress. And those long legs that weren’t covered by her shorts. They were enough to make a man’s mouth water.
Damn.
Jessie reached the barbed wire fence. He watched as she carefully grabbed a top strand between barbs and then did the same with her feet so that she was standing on the bottom strand and balancing as she took pictures.
Concerned that she might fall, he moved closer to her. Before he reached her, she lowered the camera and let it hang on the strap around her neck. She started to climb back down when he heard a ripping sound and then a curse.
He reached her and put his hand on her shoulder. “You okay?” he asked just as he looked down and saw that she’d shredded her T-shirt on the barbed wire.
His mouth went dry as he got a good look at her bare breast and the pert nipple. He swallowed and met her gaze.
Her cheeks had gone red hot and she held her T-shirt over her breast the best she could. “So much for this thing,” she said, trying to make light of an embarrassing situation.
“We’ll get you back to the house and you can wear one of my clean shirts.” His touch set her on fire as he took her arm and she stepped down from the fence with his aid. “For now you can wear this one.”
He released her then unbuttoned his shirt and slipped it off. Her jaw almost dropped as she got a good look at his tanned physique and the powerful play of muscles in his chest and arms.
If he wasn’t about to be married she would have jumped him in two seconds flat.
“Thanks,” she said as she took the shirt from him and smiled.
He helped her slip into the shirt as she fought to keep the scrap of cloth over her breast. His shirt had his scent, warm and masculine, and she found herself inhaling and savoring it.
Once the shirt was on, they walked back to his truck and he helped her into the cab. She kept her hand firmly over the tear as he shut the door behind her.
He climbed into the driver’s seat and started the truck before glancing over at her. “Need a little help with that?” he said in a teasing voice.
“I think I’ve got it.” Her cheeks had cooled but threatened to heat up again. “What happens on Cameron property stays on Cameron property, right?”
He laughed. “No problem.”
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Available Now!
Mike came back barefoot and wearing only his jeans.
Anna swallowed as she got a good look at his powerful body. He was cut, his muscles defined all the way from his chest and biceps, down to his six-pack and his waist that tapered into his jeans. He pulled on a white T-shirt and she found herself disappointed. Talk about eye candy. She never knew cowboys could be so sexy.
“Cold?” he asked.
Not after seeing him walk around without his shirt. No, she was all warm and tingly.
“It’s not bad,” she said.
“Even a fake fire is nice to sit in front of.” He went to the electric fireplace and got it going.
He was right, it was nice and she went to stand in front of it.
“Up for another drink?” he asked as he walked to a wet bar in the corner.
“Sure.” Why not? Earlier she did decide that she could use a drink or three.
He raised a bottle with amber liquid. “Whisky or vodka?”
“I’d better stick with vodka.” She sat on the couch and started tugging off her boots and socks. “On the rocks would be great.” When she was finished, she set her footwear aside.
When he brought her the drink she took a sip and let the warm liquid slide down her throat. She seated herself on the floor in front of the fireplace, her back against the sofa. Mike sat on the floor beside her with the bottles of whisky and vodka between them.
His nearness was unsettling and comforting at the same time. He was a sexy cowboy who had more charm than he probably knew what to do with. He was casual sexy and he wore it with ease as if he didn’t realize how attractive he was.
He smelled good, of leather and fresh air, like how good it smelled outside with the new-fallen snow. His chestnut hair was a little mussed and he had a day’s stubble on his jaws. His green eyes were amazing. She might just have to change her rule about not doing cowboys.
The thought of doing this cowboy sent heat straight between her thighs and to her cheeks. She was utterly insane for thinking this way.
He rested his forearm on one bent knee, his other leg straight as he looked at her. “Where are you from?”
She lowered her glass. “Tucson.”
“You’re in my part of Arizona, not too far from where I live.” He smiled. “I have a place outside Sierra Vista.”
“Not far at all.” She returned his smile. He wasn’t really long distance like she’d expected, not that she needed a relationship right now. “From my house that’s ninety minutes at most.”
He knocked back a drink of his whisky. “What brings you to Denver?”
“It’s supposed to be a girl’s weekend out.” She shook her head and sighed. “Becky loves rodeo and we’re going to some big event. Bull riding, I think. She begged me to come and you know the rest.”
The corner of his mouth quirked. “I take it rodeo is about as appealing to you as that party was tonight.”
“That’s about right.” She brushed hair from her face. “You being a cowboy, you probably get into that rodeo stuff.”
“Some.” He shrugged, the movement casual. “Have you ever watched professional bull riding?”
“I’ve seen it on the news a couple of times.” She grimaced as she thought of the scenes she’d had a glimpse of. “I can imagine a cowboy would end up missing a whole bunch of teeth and breaking lots of bones. I don’t get the appeal.”
His laugh was low, enticing. “Maybe you’ll change your mind after going tomorrow.”
“I doubt it.” She rubbed her thigh with her palm. “Are you going, being a cowboy and all?”
With a grin he said, “I’ll be there.”
“Where are your seats?” she asked. “We’re sitting in something called the Gold Buckle seats. Becky says we’re near the chute, whatever that is.”
“Nice seats.” He shifted where he sat. “I’m sitting in that same area.”
She felt a little stirring of something. Excitement maybe? “Maybe I’ll see you there,” she said.
He nodded. “No doubt you will.”
The effects of the vodka were coming on and she felt mellow and relaxed. “So what do you do?”
She swore she saw amusement in his gaze when he said, “I’m self-employed.”
“What kind of business do you have?” she asked.
“Cattle.” He took another drink of whisky. “Why don’t you tell me what you do for a living?”
She set her glass down on the plush carpeting and wrapped her arms around her knees. “I teach.”
He raised an eyebrow. “Little ones or big ones?”
Anna laughed. “Big ones. High school English.”
“Brave woman.”
She gave a quick grin. “I love it. Comes with its challenges but it’s worth it.”
“Have any children of your own?” he asked.
“Not yet.” She picked up her glass and swirled the vodka and ice. “But that’s one of my dreams. Children.”
“I wouldn’t mind having a few of my own.” He held his drink and rested on his thigh. “Married? Boyfriend?”
“No to both.” She tilted her head. “And you?”
“No strings.” He raised the bottle of vodka. “Ready for more?”
“Sure.” She held up her glass and he tipped the bottle and filled it. “Oooh, that’s more than enough.”
He set the bottle down and raised his glass of whisky. They clinked glasses and she took a sip of hers while he downed his in one swallow.
As they talked, she wondered how she could have rebuffed him so many times. He was genuine, personable, an all-around nice guy.
Not to mention he was hot. Why didn’t she say yes before now? She had turned him down three times yet here she was now, wanting him more than she could have imagined.
She found herself sitting closer to him, close enough that she could feel his body heat and their shoulders touched. She didn’t know if he had moved or if she had but suspected it was her.
At the same time they reached for their glasses and somehow his hand ended up over hers. They linked their fingers and he brought their hands up and kissed her knuckles.
The touch of his lips sent tingles throughout her. She looked at their joined hands then met his eyes.
They moved toward each other at the same time and she didn’t want to turn back.
The touch of Mike’s mouth on hers was enough to melt her, to make her feel as if they had joined in some primal way.
He nipped her lower lip then their mouths and tongues joined as their kiss deepened. He cupped the back of her head and drew her tighter to him. A soft moan rose up within her and she slid her fingers into his hair.
It had been so long since she had been with a man. Now she was here with Mike and she wanted everything he could give her and more.
They moved closer and closer yet and she heard the glasses clink and spill between them then smelled whisky as she felt liquid seep into the leg of her jeans.
He shifted and caught her under her arms and drew her onto his lap so that she was straddling him. His cock was hard between her thighs, pressing through her jeans and she ground herself down on him as they kissed.
She loved his taste, his scent, the feel of his hands as he gripped her hips. She knew she was tipsy but also knew that she wasn’t too far gone to make a coherent decision.
And that decision was that she wanted him. Had wanted him all along.
Wanted him more than anything.
He moved his hands, sliding them under her sweater until he cupped her breasts. He rubbed his thumbs over her nipples, through her bra and she squirmed with need. The intensity of his kiss grew in strength and she sensed his raw power and knew that he was holding himself back.
She started to move up and down as if she was riding him with nothing between them rather than tough denim.
He pulled away from her, moving her back as he did so. His eyes were dark, hooded, and the desire there was enough to send her overboard.
“We need to stop.” His jaw was tight as he said the words. Nothing about what she saw in him told her that he really wanted to stop. “You’ve had a lot to drink. I won’t take advantage of you.”
“I’m fine.” She cupped his face in her hands, felt his stubble against her palms. “I haven’t reached my limit yet. Another two glasses and then I’d be too far gone.”
He stroked hair from her face. “I don’t want you regretting anything in the morning.”
“I’ve wanted you all night long.” She stroked her fingers along his jaw. “Regretting is the last thing that I’m going to do.”
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Available Now!
Zach laid the coats and jacket over the back of the chair as if impatient to rid himself of them, and then he brought her into his arms.
The move surprised her, yet at the same time it didn’t. Christy had wanted him to kiss her all night. The way he’d looked at her at the nightclub, she had the impression he’d been thinking the same thing.
Being in his arms was better than she remembered and when he brought his mouth to hers, his kiss was more amazing than the countless kisses she had imagined.
His kiss was searching, as if he was remembering her taste and the feel of their mouths together. She felt like she’d been transported back to the time when everything between them was amazing and fresh and new.
As he drew away, he cupped her face in his hands and studied her. Her lips were moist from his kisses and she almost begged him to kiss her again.
He slowly rubbed his thumb over her cheek. “It almost doesn’t seem real having you here with me.”
“It feels like a dream.” She put her palms on his chest, feeling his heat through his shirt as she moved her palms up to his shoulders. “I’ve imagined this, imagined being with you again.”
He continued caressing her cheek with his thumb as his dark eyes looked into hers. “I can’t remember a time when I didn’t think about you when I was with another woman.”
She looked at him with surprise. “Do you mean that?”
“There have been a lot of women in my life, Christy.” He brought his face closer to hers. “None of them were you.”
The thrills that went through her belly caused a spiral straight to that place between her thighs. Even after all of these years, she knew him well enough that she didn’t have to question what he just said. Zach Nikas didn’t say anything he didn’t mean.
“I guess we aren’t waiting for the weekend at the resort,” she said softly.
“This will make that weekend all the more exciting.” He grasped her hair in his hand and pulled her hair back, causing her to gasp. “Are you sure you want to be here with me tonight, Christy? Last chance.”
“I want to stay.” She winced at the harshness of how hard he had pulled her hair. Yet at the same time it had a good sting to it.
And the mastery in the movement… He was already taking control of her and it turned her on so that her skin felt on fire.
He brought her to him for a hard kiss, nothing like the gentle reunion of moments before. This was harsh, forceful. He pinched her nipples hard through her dress and bit her lower lip, causing tears to sting her eyes.
She loved it.
The kiss was wild, hungry. He reached behind her and drew down the zipper of her dress. It fell in a silken caress down her body and around her feet, leaving her in her black bra and matching panties along with thigh-high silk stockings and her high heels.
He grabbed her by her ass and brought their bodies flush together. His cock was hard against her belly and knowing that he was as turned on as she was, sent an ache between her thighs. She held onto his biceps, digging her fingers in as if to hold on for safety from a coming storm. He moved his hand to the clasp of her bra and unfastened it.
Heat warmed her as he stepped away and took her bra with him and then he tossed it on the couch. He cupped her breasts and she sucked in her breath as he pinched her nipples again, harder this time, and she bit her lower lip to hold back a cry.
“Take off your heels.” He stepped back and crossed his arms over his chest. “Now, Christy.”
He looked serious and she knew she had better do what he told her to. She hurried to remove her heels. When she straightened, he said, “Take off your panties.” She slipped them off and stepped out of them, leaving her in only stockings. “Now your stockings. Hand them to me.”
A heady thrill caused her to shiver as he watched her with his dark eyes. They told her nothing, but the intensity of his expression made her obey.
Focusing on Zach, she slowly pushed down one stocking in a sensual movement. She could tell her teasing was working as his jaw tightened and his eyes seem to grow darker than they already were. She eased it over her foot then handed the stocking to him.
“Faster this time.” His words came out dangerously low and she felt the urge to obey.
She hurried to take off the other stocking and gave it to him. He took her by her upper arms and turned her so that she was facing away from him, then pulled her wrists behind her back. She felt the silk of her stockings as he wrapped one around each of her wrists and tied it securely.
“Last chance.” He rested his hands on her shoulders and moved his mouth to her ear. “Unless you’ve changed your mind, from this point on, you’re mine.”
Her heart beat a little faster. “Yes.”
“Tell me you’re mine.” He brought her up close, her back up against his chest, and he pulled back her head again by her hair. “I want to hear it.”
“I’m yours.” Something like electricity sizzled through her as she spoke. He had her head pulled back so far that she could see his eyes as he looked down at her. He suddenly looked dark and dangerous.
“Yes,” he said in a way that made her shiver. “You are mine.”
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The sun was barely coming up as Leslie slipped her feet off the mattress and onto the floor. She’d teach Rick for escaping and taking control of her like he had.
When she was out of bed she glanced at him. He had one arm across his eyes and the other stretched out beside him. His bare chest rose and fell with deep, even breaths and she was certain he was still asleep. A sheet was tangled around him and it barely covered his early morning erection and her mouth watered as she thought about a great way to wake him up.
But she had other plans.
She knelt beside the bed and found one of the leather handcuffs on the floor. It was still attached to the chain and she wondered at how well he had managed to get away. She’d always heard that SEALs were the best of the best.
Of course that didn’t mean she couldn’t do her best to take back control.
It was amazing how he had gotten out last night. Thoughts of that moment sent a thrill through her belly. It had been incredible when he suddenly had her in his control.
He had taken everything she had dished out without one word of complaint, without one whimper. He had let her restrain him and play with him. He hadn’t had to give up control at all. He could so easily crush her with his superior strength. But he was a man of confidence, a man willing to give up control and not feel threatened by her.
This time she would use locks, once she had him secured. She picked up the cuff that was attached to the chain then checked to make sure he still looked asleep. She slowly moved the cuff toward the arm he had sprawled out beside him. She reached for his wrist—
He snatched her arm so fast and sudden that she cried out in surprise. Her head spun as he grabbed her and flipped her onto her back. Suddenly she was looking up at him and he had a look of satisfaction on his face.
She tugged on her arm and she felt the metal cuff biting into her wrist. Somehow he had cuffed her in the same motion that he put her onto her back.
Before she even realized what was happening, he was cuffing her other wrist on the other side of the bed.
Her eyes widened. Rick had chained her to the bed. He was the one who was supposed to be chained.
This had gone wrong in a hurry.
The bed dipped and Rick sat on the mattress beside her.
“Good morning.” He smiled and she saw a mischievous spark in his eyes.
Uh-oh.
“I figure that I owe you.” He traced a path from her throat to her cleavage that was still covered by the corset.
That didn’t last long. As soon as his hand reached the corset, he pulled it down, releasing her breasts. She caught her breath as cool air tightened her nipples and they immediately ached for his touch. As if reading her mind, he lowered his head and sucked one of her nipples. She moaned as the exquisite sensations flowed throughout her. She loved her nipples being sucked and licked. Her next favorite thing to a man going down on her. He moved his mouth to her other nipple and gently bit it, causing her to gasp. He placed his hand on her flat belly as he teased the taut nub with his tongue and teeth.
He raised his head and looked down at her and the corner of his mouth curved into a smile. “You’re one beautiful woman, Leslie.” He pinched her nipple, causing her to gasp. “And you sure know how to show a guy a good time.”
She would have smiled if her eyes weren’t watering and her nipple didn’t hurt so much. She obviously didn’t have the same kind of stamina when it came to pain as he did.
He moved his mouth to hers and softly kissed her. “Don’t you love paybacks?”
She groaned. “I told you I like to be in control.”
“Too bad.” He trailed his lips along her jaw and then down the curve of her neck to the hollow of her throat. “I always win, hon. Don’t forget that.”
“Oh yeah?” she said.
“Uh-huh.” His mouth was occupied with her nipple again, causing her to arch her back from the pleasure. He bit down hard enough to make her eyes fly open and caused her to cry out in surprise.
A tough Navy SEAL she was not.
“Rick.” She moaned as he licked her other nipple. “I don’t like to be out of control.”
“Get used to it when you’re with me.” He looked down at her again. “Even when you think you’re in control, I really am.”
“That’s not true.” She squirmed beneath his mouth and hands, loving the feel of it but fighting the want and need rising up inside of her. She was supposed to be on top. That’s how it was for her. After Michael—
No, she wasn’t going to think about him. Especially not now.
“Tell me, Leslie,” Rick said as he nuzzled the curve of her neck. “What makes you so determined to be in control with men?”
It was as if he had read her mind. She had tried to figure herself out for a long time. She believed that it had to be Michael. She always liked control, but not in a relationship. Once he had been her Dominant partner and she’d been his submissive. It had been the only time she had let a man be in control and it had been amazing in the initial stages. But after their relationship ended, she swore she would always be in control from that point on.
“I belong on top.” She tried to get out of his grip.
“I am going to enjoy this.” He moved his mouth close to her ear. “And so are you.”
“Ha.” She kicked at him but he grabbed both of her legs. She couldn’t begin to get out of his grip the way he had her. He easily picked up the leather cuff that was still attached to the chain at the foot of the bed and cuffed one ankle with it even as she fought to get her legs away. When that one was done he had an easy time of cuffing her other ankle.
He tightened all of the restraints so that she couldn’t even wiggle. Her heart beat faster and she bit the inside of her cheek. How was she supposed to get out of this? She wasn’t Houdini like this man seemed to be.
When she was secured, he moved up and braced his hands to either side of her chest and looked down at her. “How does it feel, Leslie?”
“I don’t like it.” A bald-faced lie. She was so turned on that she wanted to squirm from need.
He gave a soft laugh. “We’ll see.” He brushed his lips over hers and she couldn’t help a sigh of pleasure. Then he eased off the bed and she turned her head enough to see that he was going through her bag of tricks.
She swallowed as he pulled out a red ball gag and a black blindfold and carried them back to her.
“Ohhh. Look at this. Never used one of these. Can’t have you making too much noise so let’s try it out.” He put the ball gag to her lips. She refused to open her mouth. He pinched her nipple and she gasped in surprise and he pushed the ball into her mouth. He raised her head enough that he could buckle the back of the gag. The corner of his lips turned up into a smile. “That will keep you from complaining about not being on top.”
She made a sound of argument as he put the blindfold over her eyes, a sound that he ignored. When the blindfold was on, he kissed the corner of her mouth. “There. That’s better.”
Her thoughts spun. What was he going to do now that he had her down tight?
He moved his mouth to her ear again. “You’ll see,” as if he knew what she was thinking. He inhaled deeply then ran his lips along her jaw then nuzzled the curve of her neck.
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