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Аннотация
She doesn�t want him. He doesn�t need her. Like hell�
Destin Mortin�s psychic gift comes with an ugly twist�she excels at tracking down violent rapists. But it�s rough on relationships. Once, her partner Caleb was her everything: filter, shield, rescuer, lover. The only man who didn�t think her a freak. Then he walked away.
Destin turned her back on the FBI to work for a private agency, but now a particularly horrendous case has come up, and her boss wants her paired with only the best.
For Caleb Durand, leaving Destin was an act of self-preservation. Every time she flung herself headlong into dangerous situations, every time he nursed her through soul-crushing visions, he�d died a little more inside.
Now they are forced to work together one last time. Tragedy has changed them both, but Caleb knows if he lowers his shields for an instant, he won�t have an icicle�s chance in hell of resisting the temptation to lose himself in her wild power.
But to catch the rapist, it�s exactly what he�ll have to do.
Warning: Contains tortured souls who have lost love and pined for their missing half, a woman who can see evil, and a hot FBI agent.
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Chapter One

�He dumped me because he got tired of washing the blood out of our sheets.�
Destin Mortin swallowed the knot in her throat and lifted her gaze to stare into the unreadable eyes of her boss, Elise Oswald, aka Oz. Although Destin�s heart was racing a mile a minute and her palms were sweating, none of it showed on her face.
She was a master at hiding how she felt. Came in handy in her line of work.
It didn�t matter if she was tracking down a rapist, if she�d just connected with one, if she was caught in the middle of his mind while he tracked down his next victim.
Being a psychic, that was something that happened fairly often, especially with her. For reasons she couldn�t quite fathom, she usually connected with violent sexual predators. It was a screwed-up ability, but because of it, she knew how to hide what she was thinking, what she was feeling, pretty damn well.
And it was definitely coming in handy now, under the eagle eye of her boss, the woman who�d just asked about the man who�d held her heart, and broken it.
With a cool smile, Destin met Oz�s gaze and shrugged. �What does it matter now? We broke up five years ago and he�s still with the Bureau. I�m very much not.�
Oz cocked a silvery-blonde brow, her expression remote. It wasn�t the expression she usually wore here in the office.
Oz smiled. She laughed. She let people know if she was pissed or cranky or if she�d been up too late reading a book. When her emotions didn�t show, it was cause for concern�if she felt a need to hold those cards close to her chest, there were usually problems; a bad case, a troubling one. When one of her agents was about to get thrown into a job she knew they wouldn�t like.
And Oz had just asked about Caleb�shit.
Stop it, Destin told herself. It couldn�t mean anything. Caleb Durand had left Oz�s group years ago and he was still an agent with the FBI. Oz did private work now.
Nothing to worry about.
But that tight, composed expression on Oz�s face was troubling. Very troubling. Over the past few years, her pale blonde hair had slowly gone silver. There were a few more lines around her green eyes. But other than that, Oz looked pretty much exactly as she had when she�d recruited Destin ten years earlier. She was every bit as inscrutable now as she had been then and that blank expression had Destin�s belly shrinking down into a tight, cold knot.
Why in the hell is she asking about Caleb?
Destin slumped more comfortably in the seat and prepared herself to wait it out. If it had been just anybody else in the group, she might have tried a psychic probe�she didn�t always strike gold with those, but on occasion, she�d pick up something. But she wouldn�t with Oz. The other woman was a blank surface, until she decided she didn�t want to be.
Oz leaned back in her chair absently toying with a Montblanc pen. The boss loved them. Loved them, and lost them.
Destin didn�t see why she bothered. A pen was a pen. And Montblanc pens were expensive pens. Losing one of those was like just throwing money out the window.
As Oz tapped the pen on the arm of her chair, she studied Destin, her eyes close and watchful.
Destin was damned glad she knew how to hide what she was thinking. What she was feeling. That gaze seemed to see clear through to her soul and Destin felt like curling up into a little ball and hiding, like that would make whatever this was just go away.
Seconds ticked away and then the silence was shattered by Oz�s blunt statement, �You�re full of it, Destin.�
Destin shrugged. �Hey, you can�t blame the guy. It gets disconcerting to wake up and find your girlfriend covered in blood and nearly catatonic once or twice a month.� Destin had gotten caught in odd dream-like visions for more than half of her life and when they came at her unawares, they often came with vicious headaches and heavy nosebleeds. Very attractive stuff.
�Did it happen that often?� Oz�s face softened a little, the blank mask fading away as she leaned forward.
The visions that hit Destin didn�t always happen easily. Sometimes they were a mere figment, just a wisp of a thing. Other times, they came with a brutal, one-two punch that left her reeling, dealing with the physical aftermath.
Bad? Not always. But sometimes? Yeah. And nothing freaked out a boyfriend quite like waking up in the morning to find his woman covered in blood and practically catatonic.
Destin shrugged. �Yes. Sometimes more.� She smirked and hoped it masked the pain she felt. �I got used to it a long time ago, but it�s probably a little disconcerting for others. Probably gets real old too, after a while. Hell, it gets old for me. But I�m stuck with it. No reason for others to deal with it.�
The nosebleeds came with the visions. They were something she was stuck with and there was nothing she could do but deal. Granted, Caleb hadn�t ever acted like they bothered him and more than once, she�d come out of the trance-like state to find him gently cleaning the blood from her face.
He�d never once made her feel like the freak she knew she was. He�d never once made her feel like a monster or like some twisted, perverted thing that should never exist.
She made herself feel like that. Her parents had. One or two of the friends she�d tried to trust with the information.
But Caleb had�
Stop. Caleb walked out, remember? Just like everybody else in her life. He�d walked out.
And just like it was yesterday, she saw it all playing out. The way he�d looked as he sat across from her and told her he didn�t know if they were heading anywhere or not. Destin had been frozen with terror, because she had known where he was going. Out the door. They all hit the door sooner or later, and that was exactly what happened with him too.
�You know, Destin,� Oz said, tossing the pen down on the desk and leaning back. �I�m not quite buying that. I�m not buying that Durand dumped you because he didn�t like that you wake up with nosebleeds after having one of your dreams. It just doesn�t click.�
Destin shifted in the chair and crossed her legs. �Look, I don�t know why he dumped me. For all I know he got bored with me�� The rest of the words wanted to stick in her throat, but she forced them out. �Maybe he found somebody that was a little less neurotic to deal with. I don�t know. It doesn�t matter. It�s over. It�s done.�
�Destin, if it didn�t matter, I wouldn�t have you in here. Like you said, it�s been five years. I�m not asking just because I�m bored, or because I�m going to reprimand you for having an affair with a colleague. It�s because�� Her eyes cut to the door.
A second later, Destin heard the door open.
The skin on the back of her neck crawled and she squeezed her eyes shut. Her heart started to race and her skin felt too tight, too small. Something that might have been happiness bloomed inside her heart before it withered and died as reality shifted and settled into place.
Even before he spoke, she knew.
Opening her eyes, she glared at Oz.
�Good afternoon, ladies.�

The flight from D.C. to Dallas was a bitch and not just because he hadn�t ever planned to return to Texas.
He�d spent most of the trip telling himself he could handle walking into Oswald Group just fine and he knew he�d lied every single time. He could handle it, yes. But just fine? Not an icicle�s chance in hell.
Caleb hadn�t seen Destin since he�d walked away from her five years earlier, not even a glimpse. The case he�d just been assigned had him in a different part of the country for nearly three months and he�d been leaving that very day.
Once he�d finished, he�d put in for some personal time and then requested a transfer to the other unit that worked with psychics. It had been headed by Special Agent in Charge Taylor Jones and the man had a reputation for being a brutal, cold son of a bitch to work for. It had suited Caleb just fine�he needed work to forget, after all.
Oz and Jones had worked together to get the first unit going and for quite a while, they�d worked together, but then eventually, they�d split into separate units, handling different areas of the country.
Being in a different part of the country had sounded ideal, and working with somebody who�d work him into exhaustion had sounded even better. There hadn�t been a shortage of work, that was for sure.
The world in general was mostly oblivious of the weirder element that functioned within the FBI. Telepaths, empaths, others who connected with the spirits of the dead.
Caleb�s abilities fell somewhere in the middle. He was psychic, but his gift was classified as a sub-ability. He could pick up on random vibes and he had unusual insights, and every once in a while, he�d get a solid, real connection but his main skill was filtering.
He worked with people like Destin who had powerful but erratic abilities, let them cut through the white noise, the pain, everything that might block them from finding what they needed to find.
There had been just as much a need for him in Jones� unit as there had been in Oz�s unit and he�d buried himself in the work, hoping to forget. Hoping, pointlessly, praying that nothing would send him back to the other unit.
But just a year after his transfer, Oz left the Bureau and when she did, several agents abruptly quit. Others came to work with Jones and the second unit was disbanded.
There had been terse whispers and rumors, but none of Oz�s former agents would talk and Jones had been there to make sure of that. Caleb had been fine with it. He didn�t want to hear about his old unit. The one thing that mattered to him, he already knew. Destin was working with Oz. She was no longer with the FBI and that probably suited her better, anyway. She�d hated rules, had felt stifled by the structure.
The freelance group took on investigative work and although very few realized just how specialized they were, they made a killing and they had a rep for being the best in the business. Which wasn�t surprising. Psychics were going to have a leg up on the competition.
As he cut through the rather posh offices, he studied the faces. More than a few were familiar. A couple waved. The others, people he knew, deliberately turned their backs on him. A nice, subtle fuck you if he�d ever seen one. Okay, then.
The others watched him with no small amount of curiosity. Ten employees. And to his senses, they all felt psychic. He might not have one of the flashier abilities, but the skill he did have was reliable. Every person in here was a psychic and he had a feeling Oz used them to pull in some high-profile cases. All without explaining just how she managed to have a stellar rep.
He didn�t bother to ask where he�d find her. He�d seen the neat little office tucked in the back when the administrative assistant had led him up here and he knew without a doubt where Oz would be. She�d want privacy, but she�d also want to be close to her people.
The door was closed, but he didn�t knock.
Destin was there.
He felt it in his gut. And he wanted one look. Just one look at her before she managed to compose her features and hide herself away from him.
As he pushed the door open, his hands were practically sweating and his heart was racing away somewhere in the vicinity of his throat. Racing, pounding. Dancing�
Oz�s gaze cut to him and as desperate as he was to see Destin, he looked at Oz first, braced himself.
She hadn�t changed much. She was still all steel and ice, elegant beauty and deathly self-possession. Unlike his current boss, Oz did have a serious psychic talent, although it was unreliable as hell.
Caleb didn�t think she�d retired, at least not willingly. He suspected she�d come up against something ugly and the higher-ups had told her to let it go. That fit more in line with his memories of Oz. There had been several times when she�d bashed heads with people and she had lacked Jones��diplomatic skills.
Something ugly had happened, he knew. Either she walked�or they pushed her out over it.
But Elise Oswald looked like she was doing just fine, regardless.
He was painfully, acutely aware of the woman sitting off to his side.
Shifting his attention to her, he found himself staring at her profile. Her gaze was locked on some point just above Oz�s head, like she couldn�t be bothered to look at him and he guessed he couldn�t blame her.
After all, he�d walked away from her.
He�d walked away from this woman he�d loved more than anything�Destin Mortin�the woman who had slowly been killing him inside. She just hadn�t realized it.
His heart had withered away to ashes inside his chest over the past five years and he hadn�t ever planned on seeing her again. If it wasn�t for Oz, he could have probably managed to do just that.
Now? Shit, now he couldn�t remember how he�d felt just five minutes ago�when he�d been almost level. Not happy, never that. Not without her. But he�d existed. He�d been level.
Now it was like he was freefalling all over again.
And she still wouldn�t look at him.
Hell, maybe that was best. If he could get settled again before those big blue eyes shifted his way, he�d be better off.
Time fell away and it was like the very first time he�d seen her. Just like then, he wanted to grab her and protect her against all the world. He wanted to grab her and do every dirty thing imaginable to her. He wanted to grab her and just stare at her face. Learn everything that had happened in the past five years.
Even though he knew every line of her face, every inch of her body, he wanted to relearn them, see if anything had changed.
And still, she hadn�t looked at him.
All he could see was her profile, the clear, elegant lines of her cheek, her chin. The straight line of her nose, her unsmiling mouth.
She was still so beautiful. And if he let himself, he could lower his shields and find himself lost in the heat of her. That wild, powerful soul. The temptation was strong.
No. Don�t, Caleb. You�re here for a job, only a job. With that thought firm in his mind, he did a quick mental check on his shields. All nice and solid.
So far, she hadn�t turned to look at him and that was good. Gave him a minute to settle himself before he looked into that beautiful face, before he lost himself in the vivid intensity that glowed in her ice-blue eyes. She�d cut her hair. Seriously cut, as in so short it almost looked like she�d buzzed the back of it. It was longer on top, falling in straight, silken tresses to frame her face. As he studied her, she reached up, pushing her fingers through the soft, black strands. Her nails were unpolished, clipped almost brutally short, not a single ring in sight. He frowned, trying to recall if he�d ever seen those pretty hands without polish and glittery rings.
She glanced at him over her shoulder, a quick look that let him see her face for all of, oh, maybe three seconds. Then she looked back at Oz. �What�s the deal, Oz?�
�A job,� Oz said, smiling a little. �You didn�t think I called you in here for cupcakes and milk, did you?�
Destin sighed and crossed one leg over the other. �I can always hope. I like cupcakes and milk.�
Her unspoken words hung heavy between. I don�t like this. Not at all.
I�m not too thrilled about it myself, sugar, he thought sourly as the ache in his chest twisted, shifted, settled.
It was a good thing he hadn�t come out here with any big expectations about getting over Destin. Because that obviously hadn�t happened.
Destin seemed about as thrilled to have him there as he was about being there, he decided, venturing a few more feet into the room. With his heart a leaden weight, he shifted his attention away from her to look at Oz.
It didn�t matter that he�d focused, meditated, prepared himself.
It was like preparing yourself to ride a tornado.
There was just no preparing yourself for the ride to come. You could know it was going to happen, but that was it.
Staring into her pale green eyes, he thought bitterly, Damn you, Oz.
If he wasn�t mistaken, there was amusement in her eyes.
Yeah, you be amused, scheming bitch, he thought sourly as he settled in the chair next to Destin�s. One nice thing about the fact that she wasn�t in the Bureau anymore, he didn�t have to school his thoughts quite so much.
She might pick up the odd and random thought, but she wasn�t his boss and he didn�t have to deal with her once he finished here.
Destin crossed her legs, lovely legs left bare by the knee-length black skirt. It was almost severe in its simplicity, but she could have been wearing sackcloth and it wouldn�t detract from the sheer beauty of her.
Her skin was the color of sun-kissed ivory�she didn�t tan. She never had, but her skin would get this soft glow. Just the faintest bit of color. It made him think of peaches. And he wanted to stroke a hand down her thigh, press a kiss to her knee. Caleb had the weirdest feeling that if he closed his eyes, he could smell the sweet scent of Destin�s skin on the air. Lust and need punched through him.
Not what you need to think about.
Job. He was just here about a job.
Tapping his fingers on the arm of the chair, he said softly, �You want to tell me why I was put on a plane at four o�clock in the afternoon? By now, I ought to be settling down to eat dinner, watch some TV and relax. Instead�I�m here. Why am I here?� Flicking a glance at his watch, he checked the time. Play it cool. That was what he had to do. Play it cool so neither of them realized how hard it was to be here.
Play it cool and maybe nobody would realize the truth�he still loved the woman sitting next to him. He always would.
�I�m sorry to interrupt your precious alone time,� Oz said, lifting a brow as she studied him. �I just have this case�a series of date rapes in Charlottesville, Virginia. Pretty little college town.�
That explained why Destin was needed. It was just up her alley. Didn�t explain why he was here. She�d been working cases like this just fine without him for five years.
�Charlottesville is a little out of the way for you,� Caleb said, absently tapping out a beat on the arm of a chair. �If you planned on sending me flying back to Virginia, why fly me down to Texas to begin with?�
Oz gave him a cool look. �I needed to make sure the job was going to click for you. I never know that until I have you in front of me, and you won�t know until you read through the files.�
She was bullshitting him over something. He could tell. But he hadn�t bought the plane ticket and he didn�t plan on buying the one back to Washington, either. With a negligent shrug, he said, �If you say so, Oz.�
The look on her face had been known to reduce people to stammers and stutters. Caleb just stared at her. He wasn�t playing her games anymore. Didn�t have to play her games. It had been made damn clear he wasn�t obligated to take this �assignment�. It might be appreciated, but it wasn�t required.
If Oz thought he�d jump just because she said so, she needed to readjust her thinking.
Of course, if he left, he wouldn�t be able to see Destin�
And he was an idiot. She was the entire reason he�d come here.
�I assume Durand is the only other one you think is suitable for the job?� Destin asked.
Caleb didn�t need to look at her to know she was scowling.
Oz settled back in her chair and plucked a piece of imaginary lint from the lapel of her navy blue suit. �Yes.� She gave him a narrow look before she looked back at Destin. �Now, I want you both aware of a few things. Officially, I�m not sending anybody out there. As of yet, there�s little reason for us to get involved and nobody has contracted for our services. The locals aren�t having much luck and, to be completely honest, there�s no reason for federal involvement on your end, Durand. It�s not entirely likely that�s going to happen, either. This guy is smart. He�s not going to do anything that will catch federal interest.�
�He caught yours,� Caleb pointed out. And just how did he do that?
�That�s true. Pity, that.� Her lashes swept down, shielding her eyes.
Something pulsed inside him and he had to wonder� Just what aren�t you telling us? She didn�t elaborate, and he suspected she wasn�t going to.
But he wasn�t wrong. He knew it, could feel it in his gut, a sharp, strong tug. Studying her face, he tried to get some clue as to what was going on, but there wasn�t one. Since he wasn�t one of the psychics who could read thoughts, he was just going to have to play her game until she decided to tell him.
He hated these games. At least with Jones, the bastard laid things out on the table.
Oz continued to watch him expectantly so he went ahead and gave her what she seemed to need. �So if there�s no reason for federal involvement, just why am I here?�
�I think a two-party team would work best,� she said vaguely. �And you�re the person who works best with Destin. In the past five years, she�s worked with all my other people and she�s never managed to click with them quite the way she clicked with you. That�s what I need on this. I need my best, which is her, and she needs all the tools I can give her.�
�But you�re still not answering why you�re bothering to put a team out there at all. Screw whether it�s me or somebody else. Why get involved? Why do you need anybody out there at all, much less one of your best?� Destin asked, shooting Caleb a narrow look.
You really don�t want me here, do you, doll?
A slow smiled curled Oz�s lips, but she didn�t say anything. Playing her cards close to her chest, Caleb thought moodily. �She�s not going to tell you anything yet, Destin. She�s having too much fun with her head games on this one,� he said, keeping his voice flat and his gaze focused on the boss�s face.
�Oh, come on now,� Oz said, her voice light, belying the hard glint he saw in her eyes. �There�s more to this than head games.�
�Okay. Then spill it.� He wasn�t holding his breath on that happening, though.
�Why�it needs to be done.� Oz smiled again, an inscrutable little curve of her lips that made his spine go tight and his gut go cold. That smile never meant good things. Oz had some sort of insight into this job.
For the past five years, he�d been working with a man who�d pushed him to his limits. Taylor Jones was brilliant. He was driven and he had a knack for knowing which of his agents was the right one for any particular job, but he had no real psychic skill.
Oz, on the other hand�
Oz was a different story. She had an erratic ability that could be as strong as an F-5 tornado one day and then she�d be unable to predict anything for months. When her visions came on, they came on strong. But they weren�t always useful. One of the weirdest visions she�d told them about had been when she�d once helped a sixty-three-year-old widow find her missing wedding ring. The vision had pulled her out of bed at night and she hadn�t been able to sleep until she found the woman, somebody she�d never met, living in a town two hours away.
Then she�d spent the next four months unable to see anything.
It also meant he had to do the job, whether he liked it or not. Maybe Jones wasn�t going to force it on him, but if Oz was having one of her gut feelings about this, there was no way he could just turn his back and walk out.
That look in her eyes wasn�t because she had an odd little feeling or she�d heard rumors, damn it all.
�If it needs to be done, then quit dicking around and tell me why I�m here,� he said flatly. �I wrapped up a case today, I�m tired and I�m hungry and I wasn�t planning on boarding a plane back to Virginia at the end of the day, either.�
Destin shot him a dark look.
He ignored it.
Oz just smiled. �Don�t worry�I plan on letting you catch some sleep first. The flight doesn�t head out until noon tomorrow. You�ve got time to sleep, grab a meal, all of that. You know, you used to be a lot more charming than this, Durand,� she said as she leaned forward and laid two files flat on her desk. �Is Jones working all the fun out of you?�
�He keeps me working and he does it without the mind games�so maybe. Can we get on with this?� Leaning forward, he grabbed one of the files from the front edge of Oz�s desk.
Destin leaned forward at the same time and their hands brushed against each other. Such a simple touch and electricity sparked through him. A muscle jerked in his jaw, but he managed to keep any other reaction hidden�he thought. Locked down good and tight behind his shields, even though the shields weren�t really necessary to keep the distance between him and Destin.
She could pick up on random thoughts and emotions, but she had to look for them and he doubted she�d be looking for that from him. Beyond that, her empathy was a very specific, very strange sort. It reacted to violence�specifically sexual violence, for reasons nobody really understood. Not even Destin�probably especially Destin. Caleb had his theories, but the one time he had really tried to push�well, she locked down so tight on him, pulled back. It had been the beginning of the end for them.
Settling back in his chair, he flipped open the file and studied it. Not a lot to go on, but they�d made do with less. He skimmed each report while Destin kept hers closed in her lap. He heard a soft breath and he glanced at her from the corner of his eye, watched as she laid her hands on the file, flexed them, and squared her shoulders.
Steadying herself� He didn�t know whether to be relieved or bitter. Three years they�d been together and he�d tried to get her to prepare more for the cases they�d handled, but she hadn�t once tried. She�d always jumped in, feet first and fists ready. He�d been the one to pull her back time and again, to keep her from attacking suspects and totally blowing their cases straight to hell.
Three years, and she hadn�t once shown any interest in learning some caution, some self-control. But she�d gone and done it at some point. He recognized the signs well enough. He used the techniques himself and it had saved his ass more than once when her impulses bled into him during the times they worked together. If he didn�t get grounded before linking, he got lost in her, lost in her passion, lost in her fury.
He made himself focus on the file again, blocking her out. Seven rapes reported. There were probably more. Some women who were confused, scared�or in denial. Guy had been very careful. Used a rubber, so no semen samples. Bruising, minor vaginal tears for the most part� He clenched his jaw as he read each report, fought to remain dispassionate. Fought to make himself go cold.
He knew from experience that the more he could distance himself from the crime, the more he could help the victim, especially when he was working with empaths like Destin. It was hard, though, and by the time he finished reading the reports, there was a nasty, vicious headache taking gleeful bites out of his brain matter.
Destin had already closed the file. He glanced her way but she had her eyes closed. Her chest rose and fell as she took a series of deep, steadying breaths. Without opening her eyes, she asked, �You said we fly out tomorrow. I assume once we land, we get to work immediately?�
�No time like the present,� Oz said. And then she glanced at him, that strange smile on her face once more.
They both stood, Destin moving slower than him. He glanced at her as she turned to face him, then away.
The pit of his stomach dropped out as the connection hit and he stopped in his tracks, looking back at her. Her face, like her ruthlessly short nails, was naked, devoid of any color. No makeup, nothing. Just her pretty mouth, unsmiling, her eyes cold and hard�and a scar. It ran down the left side of her face, sliver thin, about three inches long, and faded.
He lifted a hand to touch her, unaware he was doing so until his fingers brushed down the slightly ridged surface of the scar. She didn�t blink. Didn�t flinch.
Caleb didn�t let himself react, although his gut was knotted with rage and he had the insane impulse to step closer and wrap his arms around, shelter her, cuddle her close. She didn�t want that from him. Didn�t need it.
�What happened?�
She stepped out of his reach and he let his hand fall to his side, closing into a fist. The need to pound on something was strong. A brick wall, a metal file cabinet�some bastard�s face�just show me who did it, baby�please� He even lowered his shields enough to try and pick up some kind of flicker, but there was nothing there.
�I was careless,� she said, her voice flat.
�What happened?� he repeated.
This time, she had some kind of reaction. She cocked a brow and smirked at him. �I told you, lover�I was careless. I dove in feet-first, like I always do, and didn�t pay attention. The guy had a knife and when I barreled in, he did this.� She trailed a finger down the scar, angling her head so he could see it better. �But that wasn�t the worst. I picked up on him when I was off-duty�you know how it happens. I put the call in to Oz and she told me to wait for backup. I didn�t. He was close, very close. And he hadn�t hurt her yet. I thought I could stop it. I was wrong. He was bigger than me, stronger, determined not to get arrested. I didn�t wait for backup and because I didn�t, he got away and he killed the girl I was trying to save. Careless.�

Chapter Two

He hadn�t looked at her much since they�d checked in for their flight. And he hadn�t said a word to her the past night after she�d told him about her spectacular failure four years earlier.
Destin understood why easy enough. She had a hard time looking at herself. It had been years since Dawn Meyer�s death and she still had a hard time facing the woman she saw in the mirror every morning.
She should have saved that girl. Was supposed to save her. If she�d listened to Caleb back when he�d tried to tell her all those times that she needed to learn some modicum of control, she could have saved Dawn.
But she hadn�t learned, and because of her, a girl was dead. She�d failed the girl. Failed her unit. Almost got them all screwed.
But the worst thing was that she let a girl die. Nineteen years old. Terrified and hurt and alone, and she�d died because of Destin.
Her unit saw it differently, she knew. At least some of them. Oz had rallied around her and refused to feed her to the sharks and that was a debt Destin could never repay. There were others, too, former agents who�d refused to let some of the higher-ups turn her into the scapegoat.
They should have, though.
They should have fed her to the sharks, left her for dead�nothing would have been a suitable-enough punishment. Just how did she atone for not saving a girl? For costing that girl her life? She couldn�t. She didn�t.
If she�d listened to Caleb all those years ago�
You can�t always dive in feet-first, baby�sooner or later, you�ll find yourself in a mess that you can�t get out of.
He�d been worried she�d end up dead.
She only wished that had been the cost.
No wonder he wouldn�t look at her.
Even now. They�d only been waiting for the flight for thirty minutes or so�Oz had arranged to pick them up�one more debriefing, she�d told them, and then she�d ended up picking them up a good hour earlier than what was really necessary. Now they had nearly an hour to kill before their flight.
The silence was a little heavy, even for her. She glanced over at him. �You hungry?�
Caleb made an odd little hmmm under his breath. A man of few words. The sound could either be, Yeah, I could eat or No. Shut up so we can get this over with and I can get the hell away from you.
Destin decided it was probably the latter and she was petty enough to want to drag things out. Petty�and lonely. Damn but she�d missed him. Being close to him again, having him this near, it did the strangest things, soothed the ragged gaping hole in her heart and left her feeling a little more at peace. And it made her ache. That wound inside her that had never healed started to bleed again and she wanted to yell at him, scream at him. Beg him to come back. All of it, any of it. And there was no way she�d give in to any of those urges.
�I�m hungry,� she lied, climbing to her feet. �If you want me to bring you back something, I can.�
She couldn�t eat. But she wasn�t going to keep sitting here next to him with his silence weighing down on her and his disapproval and disappointment choking the air around them.
She needed at least a short reprieve, even if it was only for five minutes while she hid in the women�s restroom or tucked inside one of the little bars that seemed to grace every airport she�d ever been in.
Actually, a bar didn�t seem like a bad destination�
Caleb got to his feet. �I guess I could eat,� he said, his voice low and smooth, the lingering hint of the South still echoing in his voice after all these years. �What are you in the mood for?�
Solitude.
�Doesn�t matter to me,� she said, shrugging and turning on her heel. She caught the handle of her carry-on and started down the main corridor. Anything would be fine, as long as she could have a drink.

Caleb didn�t know whether to be relieved or frustrated when they ended up being seated in opposite sections of the plane. Both of them were in business class�nice of Oz, that. Destin was two rows ahead of him on the opposite side of the plane and he could see the business exec trying to put the moves on her.
And then he saw the man go rigid when Destin turned to face him fully.
Fury lanced through him as he figured out what she�d done. Using that scar as a shield. Yeah, he knew there were plenty of assholes in the world who�d back off over a thing like that. Assholes, the lot of them.
It was a bare sliver of a scar and didn�t take away from her beauty, didn�t do a damn thing to detract from who she was.
But she let people decide to make that her defining characteristic.
It pissed him off.
It wasn�t anything she wore as a badge or a mark of courage�she used it to keep people away from her. She deserved better than that.
I was careless�
Her words echoed in his mind and he closed his eyes, blew out a breath. He could find out what had happened. A few phone calls, an email or two and he�d know it all. The surface details, at least. But the information he wanted was Destin�s. He knew she wasn�t going to share it with him easily.
Maybe not at all.
Guilt lodged in his gut and part of him kept wondering, Could I have helped�
He didn�t even know. For months after he�d left Destin, he�d had to work to get his own gift back under control and it had taken him even longer to find a way to mesh with somebody other than Destin. He�d had his own screwups to deal with and those screwups were legion.
Because of those issues, it had taken more than a year before he was stable enough to work regularly in the new unit.
Now, thinking about the months that had followed his leaving, thinking back to the way she�d looked at him, and he was left wondering�had he done the right thing after all?

Chapter Three

The flight from DFW to Richmond was uneventful enough after Destin had convinced the yuppie sitting next to her that he wasn�t really interested in her. All it had taken was turning around to face him so he saw her completely.
Once she�d met his gaze, once he�d had a chance to see her scarred face, he�d decided she wasn�t really worth a quick flirtation and he�d spent most of his flight with his nose buried in an urban fantasy. She couldn�t fault his taste�she loved the author herself.
But she had given up on casual flirtations a while back. Caleb had started out as a casual flirtation and she�d tumbled head over heels into love with him, then head over heels into heartbreak when he left.
�What was with the guy on the flight?�
Destin shot Caleb a look. Surprise barely had a chance to form before it died. Of course he�d noticed. Caleb noticed everything. It was one of the things that made him excel at his chosen profession. His psychic skill might be classified as a sub-ability but he had a unique ability to filter through the shit, as Oz had once termed it, and he noticed everything, saw everything. Hell, he could probably give a written report, five pages in length, on the visual details he�d noted in Oz�s Spartan office.
�There was nothing with the guy on the flight,� she said, shrugging.
�He�d been checking you out since before we boarded. Then five seconds after he tried to talk to you, he was all but crawling inside the book.�
Destin smirked. �He saw the scar, baby. It freaks people out, haven�t you noticed?�
He didn�t say anything else and as they approached the upcoming exit, he took it, slowing down only when he had to either hit the brakes or they�d go flying off the road. She braced herself. �I see your driving hasn�t improved much.�
�Did you expect it to?�
�Not exactly, but then, you showed up in Oz�s office looking like the typical cookie-cutter Bureau boy, shiny shoes, perfect suit� I guess some part of me thought you might have gone all straitlaced.�
A faint smile curled one side of his mouth. �Yeah, that�s me, all right, Destin. Just your typical bureaucratic FBI boy. I�m a dime a dozen now.�
Like hell, she thought.
Some part of her mind that she couldn�t turn off made her think about pushing that slate-gray suit jacket back from his shoulders. Wonderful, wide shoulders, and that suit was just a little too nice for him to look like a cookie-cutter Bureau boy. Especially with those shoulders.
Forget his shoulders, Destin. He walked, remember? She shoved a hand through her hair, flicking her bangs out of her eyes. She needed to get it trimmed again. Grew too quick. Keeping it short kept her from messing with it, and she�d discovered a serious pleasure with the wash-and-go look but it was a pain in the butt getting it cut every couple of months.
�When did you cut your hair?�
She turned to look at Caleb, but he was paying an inordinate amount of attention to the road as he slowed and turned into the parking lot of the restaurant. �Couple of years ago,� she said, shifting her attention away from him as he pulled into the parking lot of a little mom-and-pop diner.
She had no idea where they were, but she knew the sort of place. The food would be plentiful, filling and cheap, the coffee would be excellent and they may or may not take credit cards.
�I take it we�re getting dinner,� she said blandly.
�We can eat at the hotel if you�d rather, but I need to get out, hit the restrooms and get some coffee at the very least.�
The second he pushed the car into park, she was out, slamming the door and striding away. Food. I can do food. A break from him�yeah, that works�
It wouldn�t be a bad idea at all to get away from him, to quit thinking about the fact that she missed him, that she was still thinking about pushing that slate-gray suit jacket from his shoulders. That she�
Get it under control.
You�re on a job.
Remember the job.
Get it under control.
She was halfway through the third chorus of her little pep-talk mantra when a hand closed over her wrist. She recognized his touch, his scent, his presence even as her body started to jerk away in instinctive reaction. She slowed to a stop and waited.
Caleb faced her, studying her from under a golden fringe of lashes. When he touched her cheek, his fingers soft and gentle on the scar tissue, she held still. She couldn�t react, couldn�t lean into him, no matter how much she wanted to. She hadn�t ever gotten over him, nor had she tried to fool herself into thinking otherwise. But she�d be damned if she let him see that.
�Was it after this happened?�
�What?�
�This.� He pushed his hand through her hair, then curled it over the back of her head.
She could feel his heat, remembered the way his touch had always made her feel�it was like a drug, heady and euphoric. She�d been addicted, then he left and she came crashing back down to earth. Not going there again. Nuh-uh. She made herself pull away, but managed to resist the cowardly move of backing away. �Yes. I did it the day after I left the hospital.�
She went to go around him, but he wasn�t done. He rubbed the pad of his finger over one eyebrow, feathered it down her nose and then outlined her mouth. �No makeup. No jewelry. Did that happen then too?�
Whoa. Should have backed away. Her lips buzzed under his touch and her heart had settled somewhere in the vicinity of her throat, banging away merrily and making breathing suddenly seem a lot more complicated. �Yeah. Why?�
�Just wondering.�
�Well, your questions are now answered.� This time, she made sure to put several feet between them and she circled around him, giving him a very, very wide berth.
She could still feel his touch, though. And the memory of it, of their time together, was now living large in her mind. All of those memories that she�d fought so hard to suppress, to forget, and now here they were, tormenting her again.
Setting her jaw, she stomped into the diner. Damn you, Oz. Why did you have to do this to me?

�That went well,� he muttered, shaking his head.
He followed her into the restaurant and caught a glimpse of her sweetly curved ass as she slipped into the women�s room. He knew why. She was hiding from him. Sighing, he shoved his hands into his pockets and approached the counter.
It took her ten minutes to come out. The server had already been by twice, but he�d held off ordering because if she didn�t want to eat here, then he wasn�t going to do anything more than grab some coffee. And it was good coffee. Strong enough to wake the dead, but not bitter.
As the caffeine sang its way through his blood, he kept his eyes on the door until it opened and then he pretended to be completely absorbed in the plastic-covered menu. Not that there was anything earth shattering on it.
Simple, home-cooked food. The artery clogging kind, but he had to die sooner or later anyway and as long as he didn�t do it too often, all was good, right?
�Are we eating or what?� Destin asked, dropping into the chair across from him.
�If you�re hungry. The food looks like a heart attack waiting to happen, but it will taste pretty damn good,� he said, pushing his menu over to her.
She hummed under her breath. �Fried chicken. Nobody can do fried chicken the way a place like this can. We�re eating here.�
Twenty minutes later, he had to admit, it was a fact. He�d forget the name of this place once they were out of the little village, but they had a serious way with fried chicken. Chain restaurants just couldn�t even touch this.
�Are you happy working with Oz?� he asked, scooping one last bite of potatoes into his mouth. He could have licked the plate clean, but he figured he�d done enough damage.
�Happy�� She dropped a napkin on the table and leaned back, studying him the way she might have eyed something that had crawled out from under the plate. With acute disgust. �What does it matter to you?�
�Any reason I can�t ask?�
A tight smile twisted her lips as she stood, pulling a neat little black case from her pocket. She opened it to reveal money, a few credit cards and her ID. Well, that explained her lack of a purse. As she pulled a few bills out, she eyed him narrowly. �I can think of a number of reasons for you not to ask. The number one reason�it�s none of your business anymore, Caleb.�
Tossing the money down on the table, she turned on her heel and headed for the door. Caleb sighed and passed a hand over his eyes. He eyed the bills, did a mental tally in his head and added enough to cover his meal plus the tip.
Outside, he caught up with Destin. Instead of unlocking the car so she could hide away from him again behind her laptop and iPhone, he followed her until she stopped by the passenger side. Resting a hand on the car door, he asked, �The entire trip going to be like this? You and me either walking on eggshells or taking potshots at each other?�
Destin just stared at him.
�We used to be friends,� he said quietly. �Maybe it was more than that, but we were friends for a while.�
�Friends.� A queer smile curved her lips and she laughed. The sound was brittle, as sharp and jagged as broken glass.
Just hearing it was enough to cut ugly, nasty gouges into his heart.
Being with her had hurt. It had hurt, even as it made him more complete than he�d ever felt. It had broken him even as it made him. He had never fully been able to explain that to her because she had never fully been able to acknowledge the power of her abilities, or the devastating strength of it. She hadn�t realized what it was doing to her�to him. Hell, he hadn�t understood what he had been letting it do to him inside for a while. After he�d left, he�d tried to act like everything had been fine when he knew it wasn�t.
It had taken months for things to come to a head, but it finally had and he hadn�t had any choice but to face reality in a hard, brutal fashion.
Yeah. Being with her had turned into a wound.
But walking away sometimes hurt just as much.
None of it hurt as much as this did, though. Standing here, aware of some empty void, some pain inside her�knowing it was there, and equally aware of the fact that he couldn�t do a thing to help.
The woman in front of him was about as likely to open up to him as she had been five years ago. She�d changed, but not that much.
He had to touch her, though. Just had to. Unable to resist, he reached out and cupped her face. Rubbed his thumb over the scar.
She scowled. �Would you stop touching it? I know it�s uglier than hell, but you�re a big boy�you should be used to seeing ugly shit by now. You should be able to manage not to stare.�
Caleb narrowed his eyes. �Ugly.� Then he laughed, but there wasn�t a whole hell of a lot of humor in the sound. There was no humor about this situation at all, unless it was the irony of fate.
�Destin, there�s nothing ugly about you�and you know it.�
For a long, tense moment, she stared at him and then Destin turned her head, hiding the scar from him.
She knew no such thing. Once upon a time, there hadn�t been anything ugly about her�physically. Something she�d taken far too much pride in.
Her beauty and her gift. It was a screwed-up ability and one she�d loathed almost as much as she prided herself about. It was painful and she died a little inside every time she had to use it but when she did use it, she was able to do miraculous things. Granted, the miracle came from a place of pain and suffering and she suffered through it each time, but so what?
That had always been her line of thinking. She suffered, and the victims she connected with suffered, but through their suffering, she was able to save them. It sucked that the connection never came sooner, but that was life.
Right?
Up until the time she�d messed up so very badly.
Destin didn�t trust herself anymore, she didn�t trust her gift, and that scar served as a reminder of her failure.
An ugly reminder. She made herself look at it every day when she got out of bed.
�We�ve got a job to do, Caleb,� she said quietly, making herself look at him.
There was something in his eyes�something that made her want to squirm with nervousness. A curiosity. A wondering.
She pulled away from him and opened the door.
This time, she was the one who didn�t want to break the heavy silence, and even though he tried to start a conversation a few times, she tuned him out.

Caleb was usually pretty happy to be a filter. When working in close contact with a psychic or empath, he was able to help them filter most of the extraneous data so they could lock on the important details easier. It sounded complicated but it was pretty simple and although there were unpleasant aspects, it was a necessary skill. It helped. It wasn�t as flashy as the telepathy or as impressive as the ghost whisperers, and he�d never be one of the bloodhounds who drove the unit, but he did his part and he knew it.
Right then, though, he would have given quite a lot to have a more direct psychic skill. At least enough to penetrate Destin�s thick skull and figure out what was going on inside that head of hers. Figure out what made those eyes so dark and sad.
I know it�s uglier than hell, but you�re a big boy�you should be used to seeing ugly shit by now.
Ugly�shit, it was just a scar. Wasn�t even that much of a scar, narrow and neat�almost surgically neat. He had scars worse than that one and it didn�t detract from her beauty, but then again, considering the fact that he�d been shit-faced in love with her almost from the beginning, maybe it colored how he saw things.
Nearly an hour later, with that heavy silence still hanging between them, he pulled the car into the hotel where Oz had set them up. It was a Residence Inn, probably the best option since they didn�t know how long this would take, but if it took more than a few days, Oz would be wise to look for something other than a hotel.
Just then, though, it could have been a camping site somewhere up in the mountains and he wouldn�t have cared. As long as he had some time to himself. After those tense hours in the car, wrapped in terse silence, he needed a few minutes.
They could go to their respective rooms, take a few minutes so he could settle and then figure out their game plan.
Except Oz had only gotten them one room.
The desk attendant slid the room keys across the counter and said, �Your room is on the eighth floor��
�Uh, excuse me�room?� Destin interrupted. �As in one?�
The desk attendant�s polite smile faded a little. �Yes, Ms. Monroe.�
Monroe�the false ID that Destin was using for the job.
Without blinking, without losing his smile, he reached for his wallet. �Ms. Monroe can use that room. Can you put me in another one?�
�I�m sorry, but we�re all booked up. There�s a conference in town, I�m afraid. We�ll have availability coming up once the weekend is over, but for now, this is the only room.� Her smile took on a decidedly strained cast and she offered, �The room is a suite�two separate bedrooms. But it�s the only one available until Monday.�
Two bedrooms. He blew out a controlled, slow breath and then made himself smile. �That will work fine, then.� Liar. He tucked his wallet back into his pocket and took the room keys. �Are you ready, Destin?�
She glared at him.
He stared back.
She finally looked away. There was rage in every line of her body.

Chapter Four

Her hands were sweating.
Destin swiped them across the thin cotton of her pajama pants and told herself to get a grip. Easier said than done. She stared at her reflection in the mirror, her gaze straying to the scar time and again. Maybe she should let her hair grow back out. Chin length, maybe. Or shoulder length. Just long enough that she could use the hair to hide behind a little�
�No.� She closed her eyes, took a deep breath. She wasn�t going to hide it, not behind hair, not behind makeup. If she wanted to hide it, she should have taken up the Bureau�s offer to have it surgically repaired. She hadn�t.
She�d gotten used to it. She didn�t even flinch when she saw it now.
It was just harder today�harder to think about it without cringing. All because of Caleb. Dear God, the look on his face when he�d seen it�the disgust wasn�t anything she�d ever forget. He�d tried to hide it well enough. He�d even managed a pretty good job of it. She just knew him too well. He couldn�t completely hide the reaction from her.
She turned away from the mirror. She needed to get out there. They needed to figure out some sort of game plan. Go over the files again, see if she could pick up much of anything. Not the sort of thing she really wanted to do right before bed, but sometimes it took the strength out of her and if she waited until morning, they could spend half the day waiting for her to get her energy back. So it had to be done tonight.
Destin took one more minute to look down at her pajamas. Black cotton pants with a thin pinstripe. Sleeveless black shirt�and it was too damn thin. Shit. Horrified, she stared down at her chest.
She�d never had to worry about this when she worked with him before�because�well. Hell, the man had seen her naked. But now�? She couldn�t go out there like this. Her nipples were pressing into the thin fabric, clearly outlined. Blood rushed to her cheeks and she spun away from the door, all but diving for the suitcase of clothes she�d yet to unpack.
But as she was digging through it for a bra, rational thought intruded and she made herself stop.
She was decently covered. Hell, it wasn�t like she and Caleb were strangers. Or even just business associates. They�d been together for three years. He probably knew her body better than she did.
Slowly, she dropped the clothes and straightened up. She squeezed her eyes closed and took a deep breath. She was going to have to go through that file and as stressed as she already was, it was probably going to hit her harder than normal.
That was why she�d chosen to put on pajamas. She was going to crash, and crash hard if she picked up on anything and she�d rather not bleed all over clothes she liked if she got hit with a bad one while she was sleeping.
Thus the need for the black PJs.
Screw this.
Before she could think about it anymore, she left the bedroom and strode into the other room. Caleb was on the floor, his back braced against the couch. He�d changed out of that oh-so-sexy suit into a pair of black cotton pants and a T-shirt with the sleeves ripped off. Well, hell. So much for hoping it had just been the sexy suit that had been getting to her.
He still got to her. Why in the hell did he still get to her?
Her mouth went dry but she didn�t let herself stare. He didn�t need to know how he affected her.
Her nipples stabbed into her pajama top. Yeah, I�m sure he�s not going to notice that. Her body was practically waving hello. He�d notice. Caleb noticed everything. Squaring her shoulders, she crossed the floor and settled on the couch a few feet away.
He glanced at her, a quick look that barely landed on her face before he focused back on the work in front of him. He nodded toward the table next to her chair. �The list of suspects. I�ve got the pictures and stuff still, but if you want to scan the names�?�
No. She really didn�t want to do that. She kept quiet about that, though. She reached over and took the single sheet of paper. Not too many names on it, all neatly written in a familiar print. Caleb had been busy. �This your short list?�
�Yeah.� He grimaced and added, �Doesn�t quite match up with theirs. But most of their suspects are alibied for one or more of the rapes, and I just don�t think we�re dealing with a copycat or a pair working together.�
�Why not?�
�Gut instinct.� He looked at her from under his lashes and said, �Let�s just leave it at that for now.�
Destin frowned. �Okay.� She glanced around. �You remember what to do if I go out, right?�
He lifted his head and silence stretched out tight. His dark brown eyes locked with hers and her heart slammed into her throat as heat licked at her belly. You�re working. Mayhem. Attacks. Bad shit. Think.
Her hands were slick with sweat and she managed to drag her brain back onto target as he gave a slow nod. �I haven�t forgotten anything, Destin,� he said softly. His voice was low and warm and smooth, a caress across her skin even though he sat several feet away.
�Good,� she said, jerking her eyes away. �Good, then.� Eyes closed, she took a deep breath and started to block everything out. Everything.
This was where she�d messed up before. What he�d been trying to tell her all those times.
She let her own demons in, her own devils. And she couldn�t do her job if she was dealing with those demons, fighting with those devils. Now she no longer went into the job with anything in mind. Not her own thoughts, not her own feelings.
She started to breathe in, slowly. As she blew each breath out, she forced out the tension, all the extra thoughts crowding her brain. Everything�including Caleb. She blocked out the sights, the scents, the sounds�his breathing, the occasional noise from a TV next door, and let herself fall into a white light. It surrounded her, warmed her flesh. White noise began to thrum around her.
She breathed it in, soaked herself in the calm. Then, once she knew she had cleared her mind of everything, she opened her eyes and focused on the list of names.
Seven of them.
Seven men.
D�Aundre Masters. She skimmed her fingertip across the neat print of his name and in her mind�s eye, she saw a tall, athletic black man, young, with a wide grin. Quick to anger, quick to laugh. She sensed all kinds of fire and passion in him, sensed a great love of life. But no violence. No ugliness. It wasn�t him.
Quentin Cooley. Another athlete with a hot temper, but this one brought to her mind an ugly, messy fire. Quick to anger�quick to hurt. She had an image of a fight with a girl�the girl had slapped him. He was angry. Then it was done. No. Not him. Quicksilver, this one. He reacted, then thought. Whoever was doing these was a thinker, a planner.
That same rationale ruled out three more men.
The sixth�Malcolm Hodges�something about him made her senses hum. She sensed greed inside. Greed and avarice�something else. But she couldn�t put her finger on it. Couldn�t quite trace it. Her mind summoned up an image of him�tall, blond, attractive in a golden-beach-boy, pretty sort of way. He�d be a charmer. He�d convince a girl to believe pretty much anything he wanted.
There might be something with him, but the violent aura she would have expected to find, she wasn�t picking up on it. Of course, all she had to go by right now was his name. Still, he�d be one of the first ones she talked to when they hit the campus.
The seventh one, she automatically wrote him off. She had a picture of a security guard or campus cop, she couldn�t tell from the uniform. Mid-thirties. Good-looking, big and muscled. The kind of muscle that came from a serious dedication to the gym. She sensed tiredness, bitterness. Boredom. She took a deep breath and opened her eyes, squinting automatically. Caleb rolled to his feet and hit the lights. �Sorry�I didn�t think you�d come out that soon.�
Destin shrugged. �I�ve become a little more efficient.� She rolled her shoulders, relaxing the tension that had gathered there and then looked back down at the list she held. �Caleb, I�m not picking up a whole hell of a lot from this.�
But if she thought he was going to be disappointed, she was wrong. Instead, a faint grin curled his lips and he said, �For some reason, I�m not surprised.� He handed her a sheaf of papers. �If you�re up to it, there�s the list the police put together. I don�t think it will take you too long.�
She flipped through the pages. �There�s a good forty names here.�
�Yeah. But I don�t think you�re going to find anything.�
�Want to tell me why?�
Caleb made a noncommittal hum under his breath and Destin rolled her eyes. Sometimes working with the man could be so frustrating�and for mostly mundane reasons, as opposed to ones borne out of sexual desire and desperate longing. She placed the list of names facedown on the floor next to her and said, �Caleb. What�s the deal?�
He slanted her a look and then focused on the file in front of him. �Not sure. Something just isn�t settling right.�
�Is your spidey sense tingling?� she asked, a reluctant smile twitching at her lips. The man was a die-hard comic lover. Three years of living together had taught her more about comics than she�d ever had any desire to know. It used to be a joke between them.
To her surprise, he met her grin with one of his own and shrugged. �Something�s tingling. I�m not sure what, though.�
Yeah. She could think of a few things that were tingling and all of it was inappropriate considering they were just working a job together. Pushing those hot and dirty thoughts aside, she started to skim the names. Nothing. Absolutely nothing. She could have been reading ingredients on a cereal box for all the vibes she got. Hell, less. She held out a hand. �Let me see the information we have on the victims.� Maybe there�
But Caleb didn�t give her the information. She glanced at up and saw him reorganizing the files. Once their eyes met, Caleb said, �I don�t want you looking at the victims just yet.�
�That bad?� she asked, just barely suppressing a wince. Man, she really hated her job sometimes.
�I don�t want to say.� He shook his head and said, �If I thought you needed to brace yourself, I�d tell you. I just�� He sighed and shoved a hand through his hair. The sun-streaked blond used to be longer than that, hanging down to his shoulders. She missed it. Would have liked to run her hands through it�
She�d always loved doing that. Fisting her hands in his hair and using it to tug him closer and hold him still as she kissed him�
Whoa. Stop the train.
Destin jerked herself to a quick stop and mentally slapped herself. Bad, bad, bad idea, thinking about that. Kissing him. Tugging him close. Even thinking about his hair. Bad, bad, bad idea� She took a slow, measured breath and then blew it out, focused on the floor under her until she could look at him without him seeing just how easily, how deeply, he still affected her.
He wasn�t looking at her, though. He was still studying the file in front of him, his gaze rapt and intent, as though it held the answers to the universe.
Unaffected.
Part of her wanted to sulk. The other part of her insisted this was a good thing. She did not need him being aware of how aware she was of him. Didn�t need it at all. But still�
He glanced up, his brown eyes opaque, and she couldn�t read anything in them. There wasn�t a sign of heat, interest�anything. Good, she didn�t want� Focus on the job! She dug her nails into her palm, used the slight pain to center herself. Just in time for her to focus on his words as he said, �I just think it will be better if you wait to talk to the women before you try to get a read on this one.� Then he shrugged and said, �But you�re the hotshot here. If you want to do it now, be my guest.�
Destin shook her head. �You�ve filtered for me too many times, Caleb. I trust you.� She gathered the pages, giving that simple task more attention than needed. Made it easier to not look at him that way.
Still, when the skin on her arms prickled and she felt the weight of his stare, it made it nearly impossible not to look at him. No. Not nearly. Impossible. Against her will, she found herself looking at him, lost in the brown velvet of his eyes�and now, they weren�t unreadable.
There was heat there. Hunger. Something that looked too much like her own longing. She swallowed against the ache in her throat as he rolled to his knees and crawled across the floor until he was kneeling in front of her. �Do you trust me now? You never did before.�
Destin swallowed and shook her head. �You�re wrong, Caleb. I always trusted you.�
A sad smile curled his lips and he reached up, traced his finger across her mouth. �If you trusted me, we wouldn�t have fallen apart.�
�Fallen apart?� she said, curling her fingers around his wrist. She could feel the strong, steady beat of his pulse, could feel him�the heat of him, throbbing against her shields and she wanted to say to hell with it and just get lost in him again. It had been so wonderful. So amazing. She wanted it so blindly, so desperately.
�We didn�t fall apart, Caleb,� she said quietly. �You walked away from me, remember?�
�And you didn�t say a thing to stop me,� he replied, his voice just as quiet as hers.
His eyes, darkening to near black, locked on her face and when he eased in closer, she had to fight just to breathe. �Every step of the way, I waited for you to say something, Destin. Every damn step.�
Yeah, right�she could feel the words hovering on the tip of her tongue. Wanted to hurl them at him. The only problem was that he wasn�t lying. It was enough to wrench her heart in two.
And when he eased closer and pressed his lips to hers, she couldn�t move away, couldn�t even think about it.
As his mouth took hers, she reached for him. It was the very last thing she should do.
But it was the only thing in the world that had felt right in a very long time.
Opening for him, she shuddered as his tongue traced and teased her lips before slowly pushing deeper. The kiss was a seduction, in and of itself. Slow and sweet, like he wanted to take his time to learn everything about her all over again.
One hand skimmed up over her back and she whimpered, arching closer to him. Against her belly, she felt the hard, rigid length of his cock and the strength threatened to drain out of her legs. Hunger shot through her and she clutched him closer while the voices of sanity and need shrieked inside her head.
You can�t do this�did you forget what happened?
What are you waiting for, you stupid woman?
As she reached for the hem of his shirt, the voice of need all but cackled in glee and the voice of sanity moaned in despair and Destin just wanted to tell the both of them to shut the hell up.
His skin felt hot and smooth against her hands. Hot, smooth and the muscles of his abdomen were hard, rippling under her touch. She went to push the shirt higher and then Caleb caught her face in his hands.
The kiss lightened.
Eased.
�Damn it, Caleb,� she groaned as he went to pull away.
�The phone,� he muttered against her mouth, pressing another kiss to the corner of her lips.
�Fuck the phone.�
He laughed and the sound was strained, tight.
�The phone is ringing, sugar,� he said, stroking a hand down her back.
And then the voice sanity started to sing. If Destin didn�t know better, she�d almost think it was the chorus to �Glory, Hallelujah�.
�Shit.�
What in the hell was I thinking? She stared at him in a panic for one long second and then jerked away from him. By the time she reached her phone, it had already stopped, but it didn�t matter. The phone call had come at a crucial time. Right before she would have given in and done another stupid, thoughtless thing. Granted, this one only would have hurt her, but still. She didn�t do stupid thoughtless things any more.
She was careful.
She was patient.
She thought things through and she no longer responded simply to emotion. Or her body.
Staring at the phone, she said woodenly, �It was Oz. Probably wanted an update already. She�s impatient.�
�She always was.�
�Yes.� Closing her eyes, she pinched the bridge of her nose and then set her shoulders. She had to acknowledge what had happened, had to set things straight, make sure he knew it couldn�t happen again.
Slowly, she turned around and faced him.
And once more, that voice of need started to whisper, please, please, please�
He looked so good. Flags of color rode high on his cheeks and his eyes glinted with a wicked, hungry light. Caleb rarely let his guard down but when he did�
Her heart raced as she thought about what she was about to turn her back on. But she had to do it.
�That was a mistake,� she said quietly. �It can�t happen again.�
�Is that a fact?� He held her gaze steadily.
�Yes.� She licked her lips. The taste of him still lingered and when he dropped his gaze to follow the path of her tongue, she was tempted to tell that annoying voice of reason to take a flying leap. But she couldn�t. She�d lived by need and emotion and want and it had ended badly. Very badly. Now she lived by logic and reason. It was easier. Safer.
Lonely�
But lonely didn�t end with her heart broken, and lonely didn�t end with her costing somebody their life.
Lonely was better.
�I did trust you, Caleb,� she said quietly. She had to get that out there. �I trusted you more than I ever trusted anybody. And I trust you now�as far as the job goes, I know there�s nobody I trust the way I trust you.�
Turning away from him, she moved to the window, staring out over the pretty little town of Charlottesville. Even now, it was bustling with activity, young adults moving all over the place. �And I almost begged you not to leave. If I�d known�� Then she stopped, shook her head. �I never hurt so much in my life. But it�s over now and we�re different people. I can�t go back to who I was. You�ve got a different life now. That part of us is over and done.�
She blew out a breath and then forced herself to continue. �But you�re wrong�in the end, whether you left or not, we would have fallen apart, but it had nothing to do with you and everything to do with me. It�s myself I didn�t trust. I still don�t trust myself.�
�Is that what you tell yourself?�
�It�s what I tell myself.� Destin lifted a brow as she looked back at him. �It�s what is.�
�You never had issues with trusting yourself before,� he said softly. He glanced at the scar.
She didn�t flinch away, didn�t hide, even though she wanted to. �Yes, I did. I just didn�t realize it until too late.�
He closed the distance between them and she held still, unwilling to move away, and when he reached up to trace the scar yet again, she held still and steady. She wouldn�t flinch. Wouldn�t hide.
He traced a finger along her cheek and she tried not to shiver, resisted the desire to turn her face into his hand and rub against him like a cat looking for a stroke.
�So what do we do now?� he asked quietly.
�We do our job.� She shrugged and made herself back away before she gave in to those impulses. �For now, I�ll check in with Oz, then I�m going to bed.�
�You going to sleep okay?�
No. But it doesn�t have anything to do with the case. It was him. Just him. She didn�t tell him that. She made herself smile, forced a casual shrug. �No reason I shouldn�t sleep.�
She even managed a faint smile as she nodded to the files. �There�s nothing in there that�s going to cause me nightmares, and you can bet on that.�

Chapter Five

No nightmares.
There were dreams, but she couldn�t call them nightmares.
Hot, sexy dreams where Caleb put his hands on her and she returned the favor. They were the kind of dreams that had her kicking off the blankets and when she woke up sometime near two a.m., hovering on the edge of orgasm, it took a great deal of willpower to keep from climbing out of her bed and finding him in his.
It took almost as much willpower not to push her hand between her thighs and bring herself to the climax she could feel hovering just out of reach.
She ached with the need for it.
For a long, long time, she�d existed without any of that. It wasn�t even that hard. After what had happened with Dawn, she�d turned herself into a tool. Focused on the job, on making herself better so that she never made such awful mistakes again. She�d always acted on impulse, lived by the emotions that guided her gift, actions that led to the awful mistakes she�d made.
In response, she�d cut off those emotions. She couldn�t stop feeling but she could damn well stop letting them control her and it became second nature. Sexual desires, pleasure, even simple happiness had all become obstacles that were in the way of the job, so she shut them off.
Odd and random dreams about Caleb would slip in, but they were forgotten almost as soon as she woke up, and when she didn�t forget them soon enough, she reminded herself about what he�d done. How he�d hurt her. How he�d left her. That made it even easier.
But it was almost impossible to brush this dream away, this need away, when he was sleeping just a few yards away.
She missed his heat.
She missed his quiet strength and the way she felt so much steadier when she was near him.
She just plain missed him.
And you didn�t say a thing to stop me. Every step of the way, I waited for you to say something, Destin. Every damn step.
His words echoed in her mind and she had to wonder, how much different would her life have been if she�d given in to that impulse? She�d always thought that he�d changed his mind.
He�d told her that he loved her, and she�d almost believed him. Almost. But Destin had had people tell her they loved her before. Like her mom and dad. And then her abilities had started to surface and their love hadn�t been all that real, after all. They�d hated her. Feared her.
Had even thought maybe she was as bad as some of the monsters out there. Monstrous little thing�
It wasn�t so far a stretch for her to think that the man she�d thought she might have loved had changed his mind about them. If she had reached out to him, then, would things be different now?
�It�s too late to worry about that,� she whispered. �No do-overs allowed.�
He didn�t seem all that different. A few more lines around the lines and maybe a little more serious, but all in all, Caleb was just as he�d always been. Solid, strong, steady.
She was different, though. She was completely different and if she needed any reminder of that, it was in the mirror. Stroking a finger down the scar, she closed her eyes and curled up on the bed and waited for the miserable, achy need to subside. It took too long. By the time she was able to fall back to sleep, hours had passed.
Come dawn, she woke to hear him moving out in the sitting area; she didn�t bother trying to go back to sleep. She opened the door and almost swallowed her tongue when she saw him. He was wearing nothing but a pair of running shorts and another old T-shirt with the sleeves torn off, leaving his biceps bare.
A fine sheen of sweat highlighted his muscles and she watched, mesmerized as he lowered himself to the floor and then pushed himself back up. Slow, steady.
Talk about a perfect push-up. The man could have done a TV infomercial, the way he looked.
Of course, he�d always looked good.
Get over it, Des, she told herself. Squaring her shoulders, she made herself walk past him into the small kitchenette. She desperately needed coffee. Coffee, and a psych eval. She went about making the coffee and tried to pretend she wasn�t watching him as he did a good fifty more push-ups beyond however many he�d already done and then shifted around to lie on the ground and do crunches.
The hotel had a perfectly good gym. Why couldn�t he do his workout there instead of in here?
Five more minutes passed while she stayed in the kitchenette and drank her coffee. She passed the time by studying an absurdly boring abstract painting and hoped by the time she had her coffee done, he�d have his workout done.
But she planned it a little too perfectly. He finished up his workout at exactly the same time as she finished her coffee, which meant they ended up running into each other at the refrigerator.
�I didn�t wake you up, did I?�
Destin shrugged. She almost told him the truth, but she figured that would have just given him more of an excuse to keep talking and she wanted to go hide in her room while she got her treacherous body under control.
He didn�t seem fooled. �I take that means yes,� he said, shifting so that she couldn�t go around him unless she brushed up against his body.
A body that was damp with sweat and way too hard on her self-control. �I was already awake.�
Caleb studied her face. �You don�t look like you slept well. Nightmares?�
Shit, no. But she wasn�t about to tell him that she hadn�t slept well because she kept having lurid sexual fantasies with him as the one and only star. �Some dreams did keep waking me up, but it�s nothing I can�t handle,� she hedged.
A sympathetic look entered his eyes and he reached out, skimmed his fingers down her arm. �Need to talk about them?�
�No.� Talking used to help. Or rather, talking with him had helped. But no way, no how was that happening now, even if it had been nightmares keeping her awake. Nope.
He squeezed. �You sure?�
�If I wanted to talk about them, I�d talk about them,� she snapped. Lack of sleep, need and general moodiness were quickly eroding any politeness she might have started out with when she climbed out of bed. She jerked her shoulder away and shoved past him. �We�re not together any more, remember?�
�Just because we�re not together doesn�t mean I can�t listen.�
Destin stopped in her tracks and turned back to him. �Yes. It does. I laid my soul bare for you because I felt safe doing so. Then. But that�s changed now.�
Caleb narrowed his eyes. �So that means you don�t feel safe doing it now?�
�That�s exactly what it means,� she said. Destin rubbed her hands over her face and then drove her fingers through her hair. The words danced on the back of her tongue, fighting to be free, and for once, she decided, to hell with pride. �You left me, Caleb. You broke my heart and you left me. I don�t want to hear this shit that you kept waiting for me to ask you to stay. If you wanted to stay, then you should have stayed. I read emotions and you�ve always known how to block me out. I didn�t know what you were thinking, what you were feeling. All I knew was that you were leaving me�leaving me and breaking my heart. How could I feel safe with you after that?�
Turning her back to him, she slipped back into her room. Then she locked the door. Pressing her back to it, she sank down to the floor and stared off into nothingness.

All I knew was that you were leaving me�leaving me and breaking my heart.
Caleb stared, a little dumbfounded, at the closed door in front of him.
He�d gone after her. After she handed him that little gem, he�d reached for her, but she�d moved away too quick and before he could catch up with her, she�d shut the door, practically in his face.
He swiped a hand over his damp brow and started to pace. She hadn�t said anything to him that day. He�d asked if things were ever going to change�or just stay the same. Her response had been easy and flippant� What�s wrong with how they are now?
Well, other than all sorts of things, he guessed he understood where she was coming from. They were great in bed, they never fought and they had so much in common; it was like they�d been cut from the same cloth.
Except it had stayed that way, just that way, for the entire time they were together. If he tried to take things deeper, she pulled away. If he tried to get her to open up to him, she closed down.
When he�d told her he was leaving, she hadn�t said a word.
She�d just sat by and watched him pack and she never said a thing.
When he walked out the door, she said nothing. Like it didn�t matter. Like they didn�t matter. He had been dying inside, all but ready to beg for her to give him something. Anything.
But it hadn�t ever happened.
And that was just the misery on the personal front. It didn�t even tap into what was screwed up with them, hell, with Destin, period, and she wasn�t going to open up about that because she wouldn�t admit there was a problem.
Problems�shit.
Turning away from the closed door, he ground the heels of his hands against his eye sockets. They had problems, all right. Destin barely slept without nightmares and her nightmares bled over into him because of how tightly they�d been connected.
Sometimes he could be five hundred miles away working with another psychic and he�d still have the nightmares. He�d even have his shields up and she�d find a way to pull him in. Yeah, he had solid shields�he had to develop them just to keep her gift from driving him insane, but while he�d been able to keep her from reading him, he�d never been as skilled at keeping her emotions on the outside. At keeping the two of them untangled. They�d been so twisted up in each other sometimes he forgot where he existed and where she began.
There had been times when the line between reality and her nightmares had started to dissolve and he�d told her they needed to find a way to fix it.
But she hadn�t seen a problem. Told him there wasn�t anything to fix. He was the one with the problem.
But Caleb had never been assaulted.
Destin had�although she hid from it.
It was where her gift had come from.
He knew it, even if she wouldn�t acknowledge it.
When he�d tried to press her, to get her to see that there were problems, things they didn�t understand affecting their connection, it had only gotten worse.
Physically for him, and for her. Whether it had been brought on by stress or something else, he didn�t know. But he�d started suffering from headaches that almost pushed him into blackouts. Nights passed where he didn�t sleep at all and he knew she wasn�t faring any better.
Then that case�
The door opened. Turning around, he found himself staring at a stranger. Cool-eyed, remote and her face void of expression, Destin stared at him. Her hair was damp and she was dressed in jeans, a skinny-strapped tank top and a pair of beat-up running shoes. She had a weapon strapped into place and a jacket slung over her arm.
She eyed him with disdain. �You plan on doing this job wearing those clothes around the campus all day?�
Caleb looked down and realized he was still wearing his workout gear.
Shit, how much time had he spent staring at the door and thinking about the end of them? Thinking about what she�d said?
�No.� He cleared his throat and turned away. �Just give me fifteen minutes.�

Chapter Six

�I haven�t ever seen any place where people run so much.� Destin watched yet another runner cut around them, heading up the winding streets that made up much of the area around the University of Virginia.
�They run because there�s no place to park. Driving isn�t an option,� Caleb said blandly.
She grimaced. It sounded laughable, but it might almost be true. Twenty minutes trying to find a parking space. �We�re calling a cab from here on out,� she said, following the ebb and flow of people.
A police car slowed just ahead as students thronged around one of the crosswalks. �Campus police,� she murmured.
�Yeah. The place has its own police department. So far, they haven�t found anything.�
She gave him a sidelong look. �I figured that. If they had, we wouldn�t be here, would we?�
Sighing, he dipped a hand into his pocket to touch the ID Oz had provided for him. It would get them around on campus, but it wasn�t going to open any doors if they had to ask questions. His Bureau ID wasn�t going to help there either, because unless he had a reason to be there, people weren�t as likely to talk.
In a smaller town, maybe. And it was always possible he could find a few people who�d talk out of curiosity, but the people who would have the answers weren�t the ones who�d answer questions just for the hell of it.
�If you keep staring so hard at that cop car, somebody is going to notice,� Destin pointed out.
He cut a look her way and grimaced. �Sorry. Trying to figure out how to handle this. It�s new territory for me.�
�Wow. You mean there�s something you�re not perfectly equipped to handle?� She blinked at him as she slowed to a stop in front of a storefront. �What exactly do you suppose makes your clothes fabulously British or un-British?�
Caleb shot a look at the display in the window. �If that�s fabulously British, then I�m going to be forever unfabulous.�
Somebody bumped into him.
Just one of those accidental bumps�a rush of images swelled inside his head and he whipped around to stare, the movement automatic even though it was useless.
A girl on the ground. Struggling. Hands gripping her wrists while a man laughed. Grunts, more laughter, a little ragged this time, while the girl whimpered. She went to scream, but it was cut off by a cruel hand against her mouth.
The images flooded him, drowned him.
And as quick as they came on, they were gone.
Whenever he did have a solid connection, it always hit him like this�just like this. Too insubstantial for him to link on, like trying to grip cotton candy, and it was already fading away.
�Caleb?�
Her hand touched his and he heard her quick, startled breath, followed by her hand closing around his wrist as he dropped his shields. She had already done the same.
He couldn�t process this the way Destin could but they merged their abilities too late. It was already gone.
�Where did he go?� she asked, her fingers still gripping his arm.
Still trying to clear his head, Caleb turned his head and stared. �I don�t know,� he said, his voice tight and rusty while a headache started to pulse at the base of his skull.
�Damn it.� Destin shot him a narrow look. �You up for a walk?�
He grimaced. �Doesn�t matter if I am or not.�
A look flickered across her face as she studied him and then she reached into her pocket, pulled out a little tin box. �Here. Tylenol. I expected I�d need them, not you.�
He took a couple and tossed them back dry as they started to walk. �We�re looking for a needle in a haystack here,� he said. There was still an annoying tightness in his throat and the headache was swelling to massive proportions. Pressing the heel of his hand to his eye socket, he dodged a group of laughing girls and met back up with Destin as she stopped at a crosswalk.
�Yes.�
Maybe he was off-balance from the connection. Maybe it was from the headache. Or maybe he needed to see a reaction from Destin, he didn�t know. But he looked over at her and instead of trying to find a subtle way to say it, he just threw it out there. �You know, we might be able to work this a lot faster if your boss wasn�t holding back on us.�
Her spine went straight and tight. Slowly, she turned her head to look at him, her mouth flattened out into a thin, flat line. Her eyes flashed cold fire at him. �Excuse me?�
�She�s hiding something.�
�Oz knows how we work,� she said coldly. �She�s given us everything we need to do our job.�
The kid next to them looked at them strangely and Caleb moved in, grabbing her arm. �Keep it down.�
She jerked her arm away. �Kiss my ass.� Spinning on her heel, she said, �I�ve been doing my job solo a long time and I�ve been working with her a lot longer than you have. She gave us what we need. If we need more? It�s up to us to find it.�

It went from nothing to overload in the blink of an eye.
That wasn�t the case, not really, but it sure as hell seemed that way, and all because of that one moment on the street. If it had been her who�d gotten bumped instead of Caleb, she could have already found that connection, she knew it. Still, even with their fumbling around, they were getting closer.
�It won�t be much longer.� Destin could feel it, the dark, ominous weight hovering around her. Each day they�d returned to the same area and Destin had gone unshielded each time, hoping to catch something. She�d caught something, all right, a headache from the sheer amount of stimuli. She was tuned into the vibes from sexual predators, but she was still psychic and nobody had emotions running on high the way college students revved up on life, nerves and caffeine did.
But that wasn�t what she needed.
What she needed was�this. This dark, ugly connection that was just out of her reach.
But so close.
She just needed one thing to close that gap.
�I feel like something is missing.� The second she said it she wanted to kick herself.
Caleb said nothing, just continued to stare out over the campus.
It had been a quiet two days. They�d both watched the police reports, listened to the radio. And Destin slept unshielded. Because she did, she knew he was doing the same. Heaven help her if she picked up on a rape in progress. Her control was paper-thin right now, but she�d get through it without losing control again, because she had no choice.
Caleb�s words came back to haunt her.
Something is missing�
We might be able to work this a lot faster if your boss wasn�t holding back on us� Was there more going on than what Oz had led them to believe? Shit, of course there was, but did Oz know more?
It was enough to make her head hurt even more than it already did and after the past two days, it hurt plenty. She�d taken to carrying around an entire bottle of Tylenol, plus the medications that had been prescribed for migraines. She hated taking those because they left her head all muzzy, but if a migraine grabbed her, she�d be at the mercy of her gift and that wasn�t acceptable in a place where there was a rapist running free.
She had to be logical about this.
Could Oz be holding something back on her? Loyalty tried to insist no. There was no reason for that, right? What reason did Oz have for holding anything back?
Destin knew there was something out there, a missing piece that she needed to make that connection, but it could be any number of things. She was working blind. She hadn�t talked to a victim yet. Hadn�t even tried. Hadn�t talked to any law enforcement. Hadn�t tried to do that, either. Hadn�t tried to talk to any of the suspects and that would have been easy enough too, thanks to Oz�s list.
All she�d done was wander the town and visit the crime scenes.
And they�d hit the mother lode at the first crime scene. Alleged crime scene, a sardonic voice inside her head reminded her. To that voice, she said shut up. She wasn�t an agent anymore and she knew the rapes had happened. She felt the vibe in the air, felt the hum in her blood. She didn�t have to worry about all the legal trappings of alleged, didn�t have to worry about those lines anymore. Caleb did, but she didn�t.
She�d been standing right where it had happened and when she�d lowered her shields? The rush of fear, lust, pain and the need to hurt had grabbed her, threatened to suck her under. It had gripped her for so long Caleb had ended up walking her near-zombified form off the campus after they�d started to attract attention.
That night, she�d had the first nosebleed but the connection had hovered just out of reach.
With each passing hour, that darkness moved in more and more, until it felt like it was going to choke her. And now�it was just moments away. It could hit in an instant. Of course, it could also take a week. She needed that one missing piece.
The echo was turning into a hum even now and every step she took made the awful music grow louder.
Caleb sensed it too. He was watching her with those dark eyes, watching and waiting for the time to step in. �Do we need to leave?� he asked quietly.
�No. It�s better if we stay.� She shook her head and continued to stare out over the campus.
One of the buildings loomed in front of her and her gaze landed on the doorway�logically, she shouldn�t know what it was. Logically.
But she did.
And�click�
�It was here,� she said, her mouth going dry. The images slammed into her brain. Caleb was silent as everything played out in her head, her vision blurring as the girl�s vision superimposed with her own. Right there�that was where he stopped me/her�
�I need to walk. I�ve finally got something,� she said, forcing her shields up enough so she could focus and talk to Caleb.
�Okay.� Caleb blew out a breath. �Do you need me?�
She could feel the warmth of his presence, hovering just beyond herself and all she had to do was reach for him. �No.� Yes�but she wasn�t going to lose herself in the relaxing comfort of his presence yet. She needed to feel everything the girl had felt for now. �I�m good. I just need to be�somewhere.�
Her instincts would take her to the right spot.
They started up the path away from the library, heading toward the Rotunda. �She�s going to medical school,� Destin said quietly, tuning back into the pain, the vision slicing into her.
�Yes. Her father died of cancer.�
Of course, he knew. He would have read all about the victims, as much as he could find anyway. She had to take that in bit by bit or it colored too much of what she was searching for.
The knowledge hurt even more. It was an old, familiar pain, all that bright and determined hope, so carelessly damaged.
�She hasn�t gone home.�
�No.� He glanced over at her. �Four others did. She hasn�t.�
Destin nodded. A wash of darkness crept across her field of vision, followed by a flicker of bright lights, the ghostly echo of laughter. �There�� She stumbled into him. He steadied her with his hand on her arm.
�Easy,� he murmured. �I got you.�
He passed a hand down her hair. �Let me in now, Destin.�
�No.� She shook her head, hating that she was tempted. So tempted. �Not yet.�
This was what she had to do. She�d rely on him later, but for now, this was up to her. This was what she�d been made for. She hated their suffering, their pain. This was what she needed. But as much as she hated their pain, there was a part of her that lived for this, because this was how she brought down monsters.
She was every bit as monstrous as they were, she thought�waiting for the next job, living for the next time she could go on a chase like this. It didn�t matter that she worked to hunt them down, make them stop.
They were predators who loved to cause fear�and she was a predator who loved to hunt them.
Monsters, the lot of them, and she was no better. Without them, she had no purpose.
Her feet stumbled on the path as the darkness edged in closer. If Caleb hadn�t been so close, she might have gone to the ground. �Easy,� he murmured, sliding an arm around her waist. Anybody watching them would think they were just walking arm and arm, but he was all but carrying her now, the weakness draining out of her as the connection deepened.
�.laughing�why is he laughing�the confusion from the girl tore into her. Confusion, a fog of fear.
�Shit, Destin,� he muttered. �You should have said it was coming at you this hard. How bad is it going to be?�
�It�s not going to be bad,� she said, her voice thick as they settled onto a low-lying brick wall and stared back toward the library. �It�s just strong.�
From here, she could see where the girl had stumbled through the doors just after the library had opened in the morning. Three months ago, and the remnants of what had been done to her still lingered.
All those bits and pieces worked together into a fabric, forming a more cohesive image, her breath coming in harsh, heavy pants as image after image slammed into her.
His face�she could almost see his face.
Through her lashes, she stared at the walkway, already seeing vague echoes of that night superimposing itself over what was taking place now.
�Not bad?� Caleb echoed.
She dragged her attention back to the present and focused on Caleb, staring at him through her lashes. His dark brown eyes were locked on her face, intense, staring at her like he was trying to see clear through to her soul. Once upon a time, she�d thought maybe he could. But those days were done.
�You�re white as a ghost and stumbling. You can�t fight it off and you�re trying to tell me it�s not bad?� he said.
�It�s not.� She swallowed and dashed the back of her hand over her mouth. �It�s strong. Felt the echoes off and on all day. I can push it off if I have to, but it�s right there and I think I need to see what it�s trying to show me now.�
She felt his surprise. She�d never been able to fight them back before. But then again, she�d never been that interested in trying. Control had become vital for her, though.
�Talk to me,� she said as the darkness tugged on her harder and harder. �Tell me something about her, about the girl.� He�d know. He would have gone through every last detail he could get his hands on.
Taut seconds stretched out between them and slowly, he started to speak. �She was in here until it closed. It�s one of the smaller libraries�they�ve got four on the campus, but from what I can tell, they all stay pretty busy. According to the police report, she remembers leaving��
As he talked, she closed her eyes and let her mind drift with his voice until she placed herself there. And then she was there. Back with the girl�back within the girl.
It came on hard, fast.
Too cold�shouldn�t have stayed so late. Why didn�t I bring a jacket�oh, hey, look who is here�features�Destin could barely make them out, but she made a mental catalog of them and something about them was familiar. Look at him closer, let me see him�but she knew it was useless. All of this had already happened and she couldn�t change the events. She�d have to take her clues from what was already there to find.
Still, if she�d seen him before, when she saw him again, she�d know.
Something is off�in the part of her mind where Destin was still herself, she realized that, knew it. She should be able to get her mind to settle better, lock in better on the assailant. But she couldn�t get a better lock and she couldn�t alter or shift things that had already happened.
He�s so fucking hot. Why can�t he be a student�Destin seized on that thought. That�now that was useful.
So nice, so funny�but my dad would kill me�oh, screw it. Why do I always have to be the good girl�I can have a fucking beer if I want, right? He�s not going to tell on me, right? This was the point where Destin would have mentally shied away, if she knew what was good for her, because she already knew what was coming.
Gross. This is nasty. Why do people drink� That was the last clear thought.
After that, everything was clouded and muzzy. She would have been drugged, Destin suspected. As quick as her thoughts went from clear and bright to dark and clouded, there was no way a beer had hit her that hard.
So cold�oh, he has nice hands. I like that. Wait�
Have to stop. Fear tried to push in. Destin felt that flicker of fear ignite her rage, but she battled it down. No more blind rages. Not for her. She didn�t give in to them, didn�t feel them, and didn�t feed on them.
Vague memories of a calming, deep voice, teasing and soft. That quick, light burn of lust, dazed heat. Okay�maybe some more beer instead. Yeah�no. Wait. Have to stop�scholarship.
Cold. So cold�
Oh. That�s nice�the thoughts got blurrier then. The confusion and chaos grew stronger.
Wait�who is that? A voice. The girl didn�t see anybody, but that voice, she knew that voice. A smell, one that triggered instant panic assaulted her, and through the bond of memories, Destin as well.
No, no, no, nononono�what are you doing here?
Clear thought burst through the confusion. Panic.
What is going on�
And then the pain started.

Caleb kept his hands on Destin�s even when she flinched and pull away from him. She moaned quietly and all he wanted to do was push inside now, use his ability to cut through what she was picking up on and stop the pain.
But now wasn�t the time.
If he intruded now, she might miss something she needed to see to stop this.
So instead of pushing inside and filtering the pain away, he shared it with her.
It was one thing she�d never realized he could do and maybe there wasn�t any point to it, but he wouldn�t let her suffer alone.
Just as he hadn�t let her suffer her nightmares alone.
When the girl tried to scream, Caleb knew the reason nobody heard was because somebody had clamped a hand over her mouth and he felt the same sensation of smothering that Destin now suffered. The pain that had her sweating and trembling gripped him as well.
And when the connection ended, he lowered his head and focused on the scarred wooden surface of the picnic table. Destin would need a few minutes to settle back inside her skin after that and he�d use it because he needed to settle himself.
It hadn�t been just one son of a bitch who�d hurt the girl.
The police report hadn�t made any mention of that, but the girl had been confused and scared when it started, then it only got worse. She�d been dumped out behind the library, unconscious, and had stayed out there all night, the doctors believed. Her clothes had been torn. Her panties, wool tights and one leather boot had been missing. She had been one of the victims with more serious bruising, but nothing had led the police to believe there was more than one perpetrator.
But Destin�s vision had been pretty clear.
The girl had been held down by one man while another raped her.
Whether or not both men had assaulted her, Caleb didn�t know. The girl had lost consciousness during the assault. Tests at the hospital had proven inconclusive as to whether or not she�d been slipped any sort of drugs that might have incapacitated her.
Caleb was certain she�d been given something. The confusion in the memories Destin had lifted from the vision were too muddled for anything else, and that had started before the rape.
Some of the more popular date-rape drugs left the system pretty damn quick and she�d been outside, unconscious, alone, for hours, and then it had taken the college another hour to get her to the hospital while they wrung their hands and worried about this latest attack.
Two perpetrators.
This changed the game.
Untangling his hands from Destin�s, he swiped one over his forehead and then pressed the heels against his eye sockets, waiting for his brain to settle, the rage to fade.
They�d find them. They�d find them, stop them.
That was all they could do.
It wasn�t enough.
But then again, it never had been.

Sucking in a breath as the connection abruptly ended, Destin closed her eyes and groaned. Disjointed thoughts, sensation and images circled through her head. The connection had ended, but it was like she was still in the middle of a download and the shit she downloaded was like a video straight out of hell.
Across from her, Caleb waited. Patient and quiet, unperturbed.
It was beyond fucked up that she was in this kind of turmoil and he was like the Rock of Gibraltar, she thought disgustedly.
Man, what she wouldn�t give to let him take some of these nightmares for a while.
�It�s coming,� she said sourly. �Too much of it.�
He held out a hand.
As their palms touched, she felt him reaching out, felt his shields lower.
She lowered hers, almost eagerly, ready to let him ease some of the noise away.
The confusion in her head faded almost instantly. The pain. The fear.
All of it gone�and then she opened her eyes, staring at the small building just off to the side of the parking lot.
�There were two of them there that night,� she said quietly. �And one of them was a security guard.�

Chapter Seven

�You need to rest.�
Destin flicked him a glance as she pushed through the doors to the library. She�d rest soon enough. It wasn�t going to be that long before she dropped like a stone. Might as well wring every last bit of information from her brain as she could before that happened, she supposed.
�She came in here,� she murmured, following the fading buzz of emotions. It was a tenuous connection and getting weaker all the time, but it was still strong enough for her to follow. �She could barely walk, she hurt so bad.�
In the back of her mind, something dark and ugly stirred, crowding its way into her mind and taking over.
It wasn�t conscious thought. Images. Feelings. Almost like memory, but not quite. Flashes of terror. Hands that held her down. A brutally strong body.
Ugly laughter. The laughter was the worst.
These flashes seemed to get worse lately. The more control she had of her visions, the more these seemed to control her and the worse the cases got, the worse these�echoes�seemed to be.
A minimum of seven rapes and the man was having fun with it, taking pleasure in hurting, controlling. Using.
It was going to get worse.
It would be nice to take the calmer cases. Or even the bloody, brutal ones that dealt with the dead.
But her gift didn�t work that way and the aftermath and misery, her constant companions, would whisper to her for days after she wrapped up a job. Nightmares where she was the victim. Where she was the one struggling to get away, to break free from hands that tore at her clothing and�
�Destin.�
She stopped in the middle of the floor, panting for air.
Her teeth were rattling and her hands were icy.
Caleb tugged on her arm and, blindly, she followed. When he stopped walking, she had no idea where they were, no idea if anybody was around them. Her breath was coming in harsh, shallow pants and she couldn�t seem to slow down the ragged pace of her heart.
Her teeth chattered. �Sorry. Reaction. Hitting hard this time.�
�Yeah.� He brushed her hair back from her face and cupped her chin, angling her face back until their gazes met. �I see that. Just breathe, baby. Just breathe��
His voice, solid and steady, guided her through it and the fear, the panic and darkness faded back to the edges of her mind. None of it disappeared. It wouldn�t. Not as easy as that. But it was no longer everything she could see, touch, feel.
Moments passed before her mind was her own again. Before she could breathe without feeling the terror crowd her throat. When she could, she eased away from him and forced a smile. �I�m good now.�
�What happened?�
Destin jerked her shoulder up in a shrug. �I don�t know. Bits and pieces of that night still coming through, I think. Come on�I want to do a walk-through and finish up so I can go get a nap.�

She wasn�t telling him everything.
Hell, screw everything. She wasn�t telling him anything. Once they�d come into the library, things had started to change. He�d seen it as clearly as he could see the color of her eyes, the few freckles that dotted her nose, the way her breasts pressed against the simple white shirt she wore as she took a deep breath.
She�d gone from cool and prepared to icy and terrified in a matter of seconds. The fear coming off her had no longer been external. He�d felt the change in that easy enough. He knew Destin, knew the feel of her in his sleep, knew the feel of her in his bones. He knew what made her happy, what turned her on, what made her sigh and what made her laugh. He knew her fears.
And the fear coming off of her hadn�t been hers.
Then they�d pushed through the doors of the library.
To Caleb, it had felt peaceful. Cool, calm and quiet. The turmoil he�d sensed outside had faded away and he�d hoped maybe she�d find some peace in here.
But as his tension had faded, hers had mounted.
Then it spiked, going from tension into outright terror.
�She went this way,� Destin murmured, drawing him out of his thoughts. He trailed along behind her, watching as she made her way to one of the long counters. The woman behind it glanced at Destin, then at him, with curious eyes. Destin shifted direction and ambled away and he stayed on her tail, giving the woman behind the counter an absent smile.
�That was the woman she spoke with, the one behind the desk,� Destin said quietly. �I felt it. Every time the door opens, part of her worries now. I felt that jolt from her. She started taking self-defense classes. Carries mace. And it�s not enough because she reacts. Doesn�t act.�
�Better than to live in denial and pretend like it can�t happen.� He stroked a hand down her back, resting it low on her spine as she neared one of the study areas. �Is there anything here?�
�No.� She shook her head. �Nothing I can use, anyway.�
�Then let�s go. You need to rest.�
Destin gave one last, long look around the library, her gaze lingering on the girl sitting behind the counter. The younger woman sat with her head bowed, focused on a book in front of her, oblivious to her.
�Do you want to talk to her?� he asked quietly.
Moments of silence ticked away and then finally, Destin sighed and shook her head. �No.�

Caleb wasn�t surprised when she fell asleep in the car.
Luck was with him and he found a space close to the door. She was still sound asleep when he opened her door and crouched beside her. Lifting a hand, he cradled her cheek, stroking a thumb down the pale line of her scar. �Destin.�
She made a rough grumble low in her throat and rubbed her cheek against his hand, but other than that, showed no sign of waking up. �Fuck.� He shoved his fingers through his hair and stared at the pavement for a long moment. He could be an ass and wake her up. He knew how badly she needed the rest. Could feel the push of her exhaustion inside her even now.
Or he could do the nice thing and carry her inside her. Nice thing�which would involve holding that sleek, soft body against his once more. Blowing out a harsh breath, he reached over and undid the seat belt. Before he slid her out of the passenger seat, he made sure he�d locked the car, got each of their bags and slung the straps over his shoulder, made sure he had the keycard ready. When he couldn�t procrastinate any longer, he set his jaw. Just do it.
She settled in his arms like she�d never left, her head tucking against his shoulder. She turned her face into his chest and made another one of those grumbling sounds, then she took a deep breath and sighed. It was as though all the tension faded away and even through the shields he was fighting hard to maintain, he could feel her pleasure.
Felt something echo through her�a bone-deep recognition. Welcome. Like she�d been missing him, waiting for him, the same way he�d been missing her, the same way he�d been waiting.
A soft murmur escaped her as she settled against him and although it was just a breath of a sound, he heard it clear as day. �Caleb��
That soft, husky murmur left his knees weak and he wanted to just go to the ground and cradle her. Right there. Cradle her against him, make her all the promises he�d needed to give her years ago�but those promises would have broken the both of them then.
Could they do it now? Could they make it work this time?
He just didn�t know.
There were so many things unsaid between them, so many things undone and unknown. His heart tripped against his ribs, reminding him of yet another secret that lay between them, things he�d have to explain to her, things he�d have to make her understand before they�d ever have a chance.
But if he�d thought it was sheer hell to leave her then, it was nothing compared to the pain that was waiting if he had to walk away from her a second time.

Once they were inside their room, he carried her into the bedroom she�d chosen and laid her on the bed. Taking a minute to go dump the bags on the couch, he went back into the bedroom and stopped dead in the door.
She�d already curled up into a tight, small ball in the middle of the bed, arms wrapped around her knees, like she was trying to hide. His heart twisted and he dragged a hand down his face, tried to think past the misery inside him.
A soft moan escaped her, low and raw, like it had come from her very soul. And although the very last thing he needed to do was touch her�for both of their sakes�he couldn�t stay away. He stripped off the jacket he�d pulled on to cover his weapon and tossed it on the foot of the bed. Sitting on the side of the mattress, he rested a hand on her hip and used the other to free the side holster he wore. The moment he touched her, some of the tension gripping her eased. Once he�d laid the weapon down, he stretched out on the bed but as he rolled to curve his body around her, Destin moved. She came at him like a desperate, drowning woman, one arm wrapping around his waist, clinging to him like he was the only thing in the world that could save her.
But he�d been the one to walk away from her.
His heart broke a little more.
He didn�t need to ask, didn�t need to think about it to know she still suffered like this on a regular basis.
The agents who hadn�t known Destin had seen a shallow woman. One who loved pretty clothes, pretty jewelry and loved to tease and laugh, one who used her gift in an almost nonchalant fashion�careless with it. A woman who had a gift that should have been a terrible burden�and it was. She didn�t let them see the burden she carried, though. She pretended like the weight was nothing. Like her troubles were nothing.
They all believed it.
They�d never seen the woman she truly was.
But Caleb had seen beneath that bright and laughing exterior she wore as a shield, hiding the brittle, broken warrior she truly was.
Everything she saw now stayed with her�.stayed with her, and tormented her. Ghosts of the present, ghosts of the past, they tangled inside her as she tried to sleep and threatened to drive her mad.
But Destin had never been able to see the truth that Caleb had seen so long ago.
Some of the nightmares weren�t from other people.
There had been a time when Destin had been the victim.
And right now, that was the devil she fought in her dreams.
He pressed his lips to hers. �I�d kill him for you if I could, baby.�
She sobbed quietly.
But other than that, she made no sound.

Chapter Eight

The feel of the nightmares was one Destin was used to. There were some that would cling to her, like a spider�s web, and she�d be struggling with the fibers of it all day, plucking useful threads from it and discarding everything else.
Other dreams would cling to her�but there would be nothing useful. They were dark and terrible and unwelcome, but she remembered nothing of those.
They were the ones she hated the most because she had to suffer the darkness, the pain, the fear�all for nothing.
The terror was choking. Cloying and thick, and the pain was unending. Laughter surrounded her and she knew the sound of that laughter, knew it as well as she knew her own name.
But even as she tried to grasp the threads of the dream, hold them together, they fell apart. This wasn�t one of those dreams that she�d been able to save. It would just linger in the depths of her mind, tormenting her, but never showing its true face. Like so many others.
The slow, terrible slide into wakefulness couldn�t be rushed. Bit by bit, the dream faded into nothingness, while the echo of that laughter danced in her mind.
Bit by bit, the memory of pain retreated. Pain that wracked her, everywhere. Forgotten tears dried, and her chest, aching from the sobs, eased as she was able to draw a deep, easier breath.
Gone�the dream was gone.
For now.
And then awareness slammed into her.
Warm arms held her. Against her cheek, she could hear the steady beat of a heart. And even as she tensed and started to process what was happening, Caleb stroked a hand up her back and curved it over her neck.
�You fell asleep in the car. I carried you inside and was going to leave you in here to sleep it off but the nightmares had already started.� He nuzzled her temple, his lips soft, gentle�breaking her heart. �I couldn�t leave you alone.�
�Why not? You did it five years ago easy enough.� The question tumbled out of her before she could stop it. Immediately, she wanted to kick herself. �Never mind. Forget I said that.� She untangled her arms and legs from him.
Or at least she tried.
Caleb switched their positions and instead of laying sprawled half on top of him, he was lying on top of her, his hips caught in the cradle of hers and she could feel the massive wall of his chest crushing against her breasts. Her breath caught and her heart settled into a mad gallop that would have done any horse running in the Kentucky Derby proud.
�Easy,� he murmured, reaching up and splaying a hand over her cheek. �You think it was an easy thing to leave you.�
The heat that had started to uncurl through her belly went icy. Pain slashed through her heart and she stared up into his brown eyes, recalling the way he had watched her, so unaffected, so untouched, before he�d turned away and walked out of her life five years ago.
�Yes.� She swallowed the knot in her throat even as her brain screamed at her not to say anything else. Let it go�just let it go� But her brain was saying one thing and she heard herself doing the exact opposite. �I mean, you tell me you were waiting for me to ask you to stay, but all I saw was you walking out the door and it looked like you didn�t have any trouble at all doing it.�
She forced herself to smile despite the pain that threatened to tear her apart.
�Walking away was the hardest thing I�d ever done in my life.� He stared at her, and the look on his face wasn�t all that much different than the one he�d worn the day he walked.
He dipped his head and pressed his brow to hers, his voice low and rough as he said, �I had my reasons for doing it, and if the situation was the same, it might kill me, but I�d probably have to make the same choice. But I didn�t do it because I wanted to. The only thing I ever wanted was what I left behind that day.�
And then he did something unexpected�he lowered the solid, rock-hard shields he never went without.
The emotion that crashed into her was like waves slamming into the rocks during a storm. She tried to suck in a breath, but the intensity of it left her battered, left her shattered.
Pain. Need. Emptiness.
Just like what she�d been living with.
His hand stroked up over her arm, curved around to cup her nape as he slid his lips down her cheek. �I never wanted to walk away�but I didn�t have a choice at the time, Destin.�
The ache in her chest was going to kill her. She wanted to ask him what in the hell he was talking about. But then he shifted over and his mouth covered hers. Talking, thinking, all of it came to a crashing halt. Hell, even breathing became difficult as his tongue stroked along her lips and pushed inside.
She tried to turn her head aside, desperate to think, desperate to find steady ground just so she could settle herself. �Caleb, damn it, wait��
�Why?� Undeterred, he shifted his attention to her neck and she groaned as his teeth scraped across sensitive flesh.
Squeezing her eyes closed, she thought of the first thing that came to mind. �Morning breath. I should brush my teeth.�
He laughed against her ear. �Destin�if you want me to stop, just say stop. If not�quit making excuses.�
Turning her head, she stared up at him. Five years ago, the golden brown of his hair would have fallen into his eyes. Now, nothing was there to soften the impact of that dark, liquid gaze and she felt it clear down to her soul. �If I want you to stop, you�ll stop,� she whispered, bracing her hands on his shoulders.
She could feel the power of solid, sturdy muscle under her hands and her body cried out for him. She�d missed him. A few times, she�d tried to find somebody to fill the void he�d left but it had never worked. Three lovers. One of them had been good too. The others�they�d left her cold.
And come morning, she�d been cold any way.
If you want me to stop�
Watching the carved lines of his face, that familiar face, she smoothed her hands along his shoulders, feeling the cotton of his shirt under her palms. A muscle jerked in his jaw. �Destin��
�Don�t stop.� She curled her arms around his neck and tugged him down to her. She�d regret this later. When she had time to think, she knew she�d regret this. But just then, if she pushed him away, the only thing she�d regret was not reaching for this moment.
Just like she had to live with the regret of not reaching for him as he walked away from her five years ago.
She�d rather live with the pain of heartbreak than the bitterness of regret.
He curved his hand along the back of her head, his thumb stroking the sensitive spot just behind her ear. �Be sure, Destin�are you very sure?�
�Yes. You�ll just have to deal with the morning breath.�
He laughed as he lowered his head and pressed his lips to hers. �I�m willing to risk it if you are.�
Heat blistered through her as he slid his other hand under her shirt, stroking higher and higher, dragging the material with him as he sought her skin out. �Too many clothes.�
�Yeah.� He pushed up onto his knees, straddling her hips as he caught her shirt and stripped it away. Her bra followed. �Naked, Destin. Need you naked.�
She reached for him, wanting the very same thing, but he evaded her hands as he reached for the buckle of her belt and freed it. In seconds, he had her naked while he still wore everything. It was something Destin really needed to do something about except when she went to sit up and do just that, he shifted down and settled between her thighs.
As he caught her hips in his big hands, Destin thought she heard little mini-explosions firing off in her brain. Then he dipped his head and pressed a hot, searing kiss against her.
�Oh, hell.� Melting back against the mattress, she fisted her hands in the sheets.
Caleb�s mouth opened and she shuddered as he flicked his tongue against her. It was like he�d stroked her with a controlled burst of lightning. It hurtled through her and the strangled, choked gasp hitched in her throat. Each rasping touch pushed her higher, higher�
Sensations slammed into her. The feel of his hands on her hips. The rhythm of his mouth.
And more�the feel of him. The warmth of his presence, mantling all around her. It was more intimate than just sex. It was�everything. As he worked her closer and closer to climax, time and trouble and nightmares fell away until it was just them.
His fingers brushed against her inner thigh and she trembled, her eyes flying open.
�Shhh� I�ve missed this,� he muttered against her.
She groaned as she felt him teasing her entrance, the blunt tip of one finger circling around and around. Bringing one knee up, she arched closer.
But he continued on his slow, teasing little play. His mouth teased and tormented, like he was learning her all over again. And his hand�damn those talented fingers, he kept his touch light, just this side of tentative although there was nothing tentative about him.
The contrast was enough to drive her insane and as he worked her to that edge once more, only to back off, Destin reached down and fisted her hands in his hair. The strands were short, almost too short, but she tugged and lifted until his dark eyes met hers. �If you don�t quit teasing me, I�m going to hurt you,� she warned him, her breath coming in harsh, heavy pants.
He smiled and lowered his mouth back to her sex, caught her clit between his teeth and tugged. �Am I teasing, sugar?� He shifted around and used his thumbs to spread her open. �So wet�so ready. Are you ready for me, Destin?�
She shuddered as he pressed his mouth against her core. Then, as a spasm of need gripped her, he thrust his tongue inside her.
Destin climaxed with a harsh cry, twisting on the sheets and straining against his mouth and hands.

While she was still shuddering, shaking from her orgasm, Caleb pulled away. Climbing out of the bed, he all but ran from the room. At the time, he�d told himself it was wishful thinking.
Now, the box of condoms he�d put inside his bag was too far away and his feet felt too fucking clumsy and his hands too big. When he finally found the damn thing, tucked just inside the room he�d taken, his heart was thudding in hard, heavy beats against his rib cage, his hands were shaking and all he could see was how she�d looked, her peach-and-cream body against the sheets, her eyes dark with need.
Box in hand, he headed back into the room and met her gaze as she went to sit up. He settled back on the bed, straddling her hips and catching her head in one hand, slanting his mouth over hers. �I was telling myself I was an idiot for buying these,� he whispered against her mouth. �I�m glad I have no problem with being an idiot.�
As he pulled away, her gaze dropped to the box he held and then she reached for it. He let her take it as he reached for his belt, all but tearing it open. �You�re still dressed,� she said, her voice husky and soft.
�Yeah. I don�t care.� He cupped her breasts in his hands, plumping the sweet little curves together and flicking his thumbs over her tight nipples. Her eyes went cloudy and he pulled the condom out of her hand, put it between his teeth as he unzipped his jeans.
Her hands brushed his away and he groaned as she closed one soft, strong hand around his cock.
Yeah. Screw the clothes just then.
He didn�t need to worry about his clothes. He just needed her.
And�it was easier this way. For now. They could talk later. Right?
He tore the condom open. She reached for the hem of his shirt and he let her tug at it as he unrolled the rubber, but before she could get the shirt up past his abdomen, he tumbled her back on the bed, capturing her head once more and holding her still as he kissed her.
�You tease me nonstop and you can�t even let me take your clothes off?� she teased.
�Fuck the clothes.�
�How about me instead?� she whispered against his lips.
�Yeah. I like that idea.�

Still waters ran deep�that saying could have been created with Caleb in mind. It was something Destin knew well. The world saw a quiet, composed man who rarely raised his voice, spoke only when he had something to say, rarely cursed. Quiet and calm�that was Caleb.
The man in bed with her was anything but quiet. Anything but calm.
He caught her lip between his teeth and tugged, muttering against her lips, �I�ve missed you.� He reached down between them, tucked the head of his cock against her core and they both groaned. Then, as he started to press inside, he rasped, �So tight, Destin. So hot and sweet��
She arched up against him, whimpering low in her throat, her fingers digging into the muscles of his arms.
He eased into her slowly and she shuddered, feeling herself stretch around him. It had been years, she realized. Years since her last lover and it was almost painful. The sweetest pain imaginable. He started to withdraw and she groaned, arched up.
Caleb shuddered, his elbows planted on either side of her head. The muscles in his arms tensed and she could feel him trembling. �Caleb��
With that same, slow rhythm, he surged back inside, working deeper. Just a little�not enough�
Groaning, she clenched down around him and brought her leg up, twining it around his. �Don�t,� he warned, his voice a ragged growl.
She smiled and milked him with her internal muscles again.
He shuddered and swore.
When she did it a third time, a savage curse escaped him and he lunged, surging deep inside her, not stopping until he�d seated himself completely inside her. She cried out, her scream, caught between pain and pleasure, bouncing off the walls.
His hands caught her shoulders, bracing her as he withdrew and drove back into her.
She clutched at him, her hands fisting in the cotton of the shirt he wore, cotton that rubbed against her sensitive, swollen breasts. �Caleb��
�Mine.� He angled his head, his mouth taking hers as he caught whatever she might have said with his mouth.
Yes�
She�d always been his.
A fact that time, distance, heartbreak couldn�t change.
He hooked one elbow under her knee, opening her further, and when he drove into her again, she whimpered against his mouth. His fingers stroked against the seam between the cheeks of her ass, teasing the flesh there while his other hand caught her hand and dragged it to the side. His mouth locked on her neck, his teeth raking the delicate arch. �You don�t know. You can�t know what it did to me, walking away.�
And even know, in the midst of the pleasure, the pain could swamp her.
I don�t want to know. She blocked it out and turned her head, pressing her lips to his cheek. �Kiss me.�
She didn�t want to think, wouldn�t. Couldn�t�not yet.
When his mouth covered hers again, she was the one to take control this time.
Even as his body controlled hers, she controlled the kiss, sinking her teeth into his lower lip, sucking it into her mouth. She felt him shuddering against her and it fanned the fires between them. When he went to stroke his tongue into her mouth, she bit him lightly and felt it as his control snapped.
Snarling against her lips, he braced his arm under her as he surged inside her, deep, hard. Destin whimpered against his lip, caught helpless under the driving impact of his body, caught helpless as need and pleasure and love swamped her.
Love�
He muttered something against her lips, but she couldn�t hear him. Not over the racing of her heart, the roar of blood in her ears.
Orgasm hovered just there�so close�so close�

Her long, slim body tightened under his. Too rough. Too hard� Tearing his mouth away from hers, he lifted his head and tried to throttle back. Tried to force himself to slow even as he pressed another demanding kiss to her swollen mouth. �I love you, Destin.� The words ripped out of him without any conscious thought of his own.
Her eyes, glassy and wild, were locked on his face and he didn�t even know if she heard him.
As she arched up higher, she cried, �Caleb��
Fisting one hand, he called up the scraps of his control. Slow down�gotta slow down�
And then she whispered, her voice shaky and soft. �I love you��
The world rocked around him.
The control he thought he�d lost came back to him and the driving, desperate hunger eased.
Untangling their limbs, he caught her face in his hands. �My girl.� He pressed a gentle kiss to her lips. He stroked his thumb over her cheek. �Fuck, you�re sweet��
She tightened around him and he shuddered as the silk of her pussy milked him�a snug, soft fist.
Her hands caught in his shirt, tried to drag it up. He almost lifted up to let her. Then, as he skimmed his lips along the scar on the side of her face, he remembered�yeah�better wait�
Instead, he caught her wrists and stretched them high overhead, watched as her eyes widened, watched the way her breath caught. �Mine��
�Yours,� she agreed. �And you�re mine. I�m not letting go again.�
Hell, he hoped not. He�d settle for what he could take for now, but they had miles to go yet. Rocking against her, shifting the angle of his body, he groaned as she clenched around, again and again. �Stop it�you�re killing me��
�Then quit teasing me.� She did it again.
And it was heaven, feeling her tighten those sleek little muscles around him, feeling the glide of her sweat-slicked flesh against his. A flush settled low on her breasts, climbing higher and higher as her breathing sped up. Hot warning chills raced down his spine and he could feel his balls drawing tight. Wasn�t going to be able to fight this off. Arctic showers wouldn�t slow this down, not after all this time.
Dipping his head, he pressed his brow to hers, held her close to him. �Stay with me.�
�Yes��
As the orgasm swelled, exploded through both of them, they fell.

Chapter Nine

�We need to shower,� Destin said drowsily.
Caleb stroked a hand down her side. �You go first. I�ll get coffee.�
She wiggled around until she could see his face. �We should conserve water,� she teased, wiggling her brows at him. �Shower together.�
His lids drooped.
The easy, relaxed look on his face didn�t exactly fade. But something changed.
She felt it.
A cold weight settled on her chest as she lay there staring at him.
�Never mind,� she said, forcing herself to smile. She pressed a kiss to the corner of his mouth and went to sit up. As she did, she tugged on the hem of his wrinkled polo. �You�re a mess there, pal.�
�Wait.� He caught her wrist before she could scoot away and she lifted her head, met his eyes.
He sat up, blowing out a breath as he levered upright. �We need to talk,� he said quietly.
Something about the look in his eyes made a knot form in her throat. �Already?� Destin tried to smile again, but it wobbled and died before she even managed to fake it. �I mean, we just had sex. Can�t you let me pretend we�re okay for a while before we get heavy with things?�
�It wasn�t just sex,� he said quietly, reaching and skimming a hand back over her head. �If it was just sex, there wouldn�t be a need to talk.�
Destin swallowed, but that lump in her throat just wasn�t going away. �Okay. So��
As she floundered for the words, he slid off the bed and padded toward the door. �Let�s go get some coffee,� he said, pausing in the door. �This will take a few minutes, baby.�
She glanced at the bathroom and wondered if she could get to the door, lock herself inside.
Then she looked over at him. He knew exactly what she was thinking. And he wouldn�t stop her, she realized. Wouldn�t stop her at all.
With a heavy heart, she slid off the bed and moved to join him.

�You never wanted to hear this when I tried to tell you before,� he started out, his eyes grim.
�Hear what?� Destin asked, nervous as she watched him.
He leaned back in the chair, arms crossed over his chest. He was still wearing that wrinkled, worn polo, a thick growth of stubble darkening that amazing face.
�From the time I met you, the two of us connected,� he said quietly.
Destin inclined her head. �I know that.� This wasn�t a secret. None of the others she�d worked with had ever clicked with her like Caleb had. He wasn�t the only filter she�d worked with. A few of the weaker psychics also had sub-abilities and she�d hoped one of them could do the same thing he�d done. No luck.
None of them had ever been like Caleb.
They�d been like a complete unit, the two of them. He calmed her thoughts and let her see beyond what her gift wanted to show her. And she let him use his unusual ability in a way he wouldn�t have been able to use it otherwise. His odd gifts and weird insights would have just been annoyances in any other job, never complete enough to serve any true function.
It was like they�d been designed to complete each other.
�It went deeper than it should have sometimes,� he said.
His face was blank. But a muscle jerked in his jaw as he said it.
That knot in her gut tightened. �I don�t want to hear this, Caleb. I was never hurt the way you think,� she snapped. Memories of that horrid dream tried to creep out of the depths of her mind, but she shoved them back.
�It�s not just about that,� he said gently. �It�s everything. I�d be working with another agent and I�d get glimmers from you. I could be on the other side of the country and I�d know when you were picking up on a perp, Destin. It went too deep.�
That knot was painful now.
He�d told her that. Time and again, when he�d tried to get her to use some bit of control.
Averting her gaze, she stared out the window at the clear blue sky. �It�s not going to be a problem anymore,� she said quietly. �I can control it now. You�re not picking up like that anymore, right?�
�No, I�m not. And just as much of that was my failing. I should have worked harder to lock things down�I could have built better walls. I�m not blaming you for what was going on with us. We couldn�t have been prepared for how tight we connected.�
�Okay.� She nodded slowly and then looked back at him. �So why are we having this talk?�
�Do you understand what I�m saying now?� he asked. �I tried to explain this before and you never listened.�
�I couldn�t,� she said flatly. �Listening would have required I look past how I did things, how I lived my life, and I wasn�t able to do that until I destroyed things. People. Myself. An innocent life.�
Compassionate eyes watched her. �You couldn�t have known that was going to happen.�
�Oh, bullshit,� she snapped, shoving back from the table. �I should have known it could happen. You warned me all the time that jumping feet first was going to cause me problems.�
�And if it had caused you problems, you would have been fine with it,� he interjected. �You didn�t expect somebody else to pay for it.�
�Somebody did. Somebody paid with their life,� she said quietly. �Now I have to live with that.� She covered her face with her hands, remembered that day. �I have to live with that every day.�
Silence filled the air. How could silence be so loud? It crowded the room until she wanted to scream, just to end it.
Swallowing, she lowered her hands and met his gaze. �If this little chat is to see if I�ve gotten my head on straight, I have. I don�t know where you�re going with this, if you think we should try again or what. We can�t think about that now, though. There�s a job��
Caleb reached for the hem of his shirt and pulled it off.
It caught her off-guard for a moment and she gaped at him.
And then, as shock drained the strength out of her, she sagged back against the counter.
The scar�
Son of a bitch.
The scar.
Hell, it wasn�t even just one scar. It was a myriad of them and they were ugly, twisting and slashing across his torso, disappearing around his side. The mess of them confused her eye and she couldn�t make sense of it.
�Caleb��
He glanced down at the ridged, ruined flesh of his chest and then back up at her.
�I was out on a case,� he said quietly. �For a long time after I left, I kept picking up flickers from you. Logically, I knew I needed to lock you out. Especially��
A dull flush crept up his face. �You had three lovers that first year. One of them, I really wanted to kill him. I think if he had tried, he could have made you forget me.�
She shook her head, unsure what the hell he was talking about. �Caleb, what in the hell happened?�
A mockery of a smile slashed across his face.
�I was careless. That last lover of yours�� A sneer curled his face. �His name was Trey. I remember that because I could hear you whispering his name, over and over, for nights. One night, I was out on an op, observation only. We were tracking down a group of human traffickers. And I was careless. I heard you��
A far-off look settled in his eyes. �It was just a flicker. That�s all I ever got and I could have locked them out, but I didn�t. I needed them, you see. I needed them. Needed whatever I could get. And that time, I blew my cover. Nobody knows what alerted them to me. I didn�t make a sound. Didn�t move. Jones thinks one of them might have had some sort of psychic ability and just sensed me. Who knows? They put me that close because I had a knack for observation and I tend to pick up on things, notice things�it�s not a psychic ability, but it�s saved my ass, saved others. And if I�d been paying attention, I would have seen it coming.�
�Seen what?�
Dark brown eyes met hers and his voice was flat as he said, �I don�t know. One minute I was thinking about you�there was a tug, like one of the ones I�d feel when you were reaching for me. I reached back. And then�� He reached up, rubbing the back of his head. �I felt pain. Like something ripped through my head. I knew something was wrong, tried to block it out, but it was too little too late. I went down and everything went black. When I came to, I was in a dark, nasty little hellhole with three of the bastards they were using for their trafficking rings and they went to work on me.�
Nausea gripped her belly, twisted it as she stared at him. Dizzy, she tried to make sense of the lines and swirls she saw on his chest. Ragged marks�burns, she realized. They�d burned him. �When did this happen?�
�Ten months after I left,� he said quietly.
Ten months�
In the back of her mind, that calm, quiet part of her that still pretended to be somewhat in control did the math. Ten months. She could relive every moment of that first year without him. The first few months had been the worse, because it was like she could still feel him and she�d been so certain he�d come back.
Now she understood why she�d felt him.
Through that connection of theirs.
All of the times when she�d woken up in the night, dreaming of him, thinking that maybe it had been a nightmare, that he hadn�t left after all. Because he still felt like he was there. Now she knew why.
Part of him had been, because they�d never been able to block each other out.
Not until they�d damaged each other.
�Ten months,� she murmured, turning away.
It made sense. That was when she�d really started to spiral out of control. As long as she�d had some sense of connection with him, she�d kept herself under control better.
But one night, she�d woken from a nightmare. Awful and painful and bleak. Another one of those dreams she couldn�t remember, couldn�t make sense of, but the despair and misery that had flooded her had been unreal, sending her down a dark spiral that hadn�t let up for weeks.
Then, when it ended, she had felt�incomplete.
�You found a way to block me out, didn�t you?�
The thick fringe of his lashes swept down over his eyes. �The team tracked me down,� he said quietly. �It took them almost two days and they had to use one of the bloodhounds to get me.�
The bloodhounds were what they�d taken to calling the agents who specialized in finding missing persons. Two days�it didn�t seem like such a long time in reality, but in the hands of monsters, even two seconds was too much. She moved past him to stare outside as he took a deep breath.
From the corner of her eye, she watched as he tugged his shirt back on. �I was unconscious when they pulled me out of there, and stayed that way for three days. When I came out of it, Jones was in the room.�
Destin bit back the urge to curl her lip. She�d heard of the infamous Taylor Jones. Dickhead of the highest order.
Behind her, Caleb continued to talk. �He had one of the empaths with him. I�d worked with her before and she�d told me then that she felt a chink in my shields, said I needed to fix it. The reason they were able to get me out when they did was because she also had a touch of foreshadowing and she�d seen something dark coming. Jones was already mobilizing when I went down�he�d tried to contact me, but her warning to him came too late.�
The knot inside her twisted, almost painful now. �I�m not impressed,� she muttered. �If they�d kept you from being grabbed? Then I�d be more appreciative.�
A soft laugh escaped him.
Turning around, she glared at him. He didn�t even notice. Eyes closed, head tipped back, he looked like he was laughing with a couple of friends over a dirty joke or something.
�This isn�t funny,� she said quietly.
He rolled his head over to look at her, lifting his lids just enough to study her through his lashes. �It�s just ironic. I fucked up, did the same thing I was always telling you not to do�and I learned a painful lesson. They thought grabbing me would be a distraction and they could get their operation moved before anything else happened, but they underestimated Jones.� Slowly, he sat up, his long, rangy body uncurling from the chair in a graceful motion.
As he came toward her, he said, �Most people do. He already had another team in place to deal with them. So they went down�that one little group. They�re like an earthworm, though. You cut of bits and pieces and it still moves, still lives.� He passed a hand over his scarred chest, hidden by his shirt. �And they got me out. It took them longer to get to me but they did get me out. Nobody died. For the most part, it was a clean op.�
Gaping at him, the scars she�d seen so vivid in her mind, she wondered if he�d lost his mind.
�How can you call that a clean op?�
�Because my screwup didn�t blow a sixteen-month op down the drain,� he said flatly. �And we were lucky. I figured out fast that I had to find a way to fix things before I hurt somebody other than myself.�
It was a slap in the face�unintentional, yes. Deserved�oh, yes. But she recoiled from it all the same.
�Hurt somebody�� she echoed, her voice thick. �You mean like I did.�
His lashes flickered. �I didn�t say that.�
�You didn�t have to.� Passing her hand over her mouth, she managed to take the three steps it took to reach the couch and then she sank down onto the cushions. Drawing her knees to her chest, she pressed her face against them and tried to breathe past the pain wracking her.
�Destin��
�I would rather that bastard had killed me than her,� she said quietly.
Silence stretched out, heavy and oppressive. As seconds ticked away without him saying anything, she finally looked up and met his dark eyes. Resting her cheek on her knees, she swallowed and forced the words out. �It would have been worth it�to me. She didn�t deserve to die because I wasn�t good enough.�
�Then you understand why I figure it was a clean-enough op.� Closing the distance between them, he sank to the ground by the couch.
She tensed as he lifted a hand, but all he did was curl it around her ankle, his thumb absently stroking her skin. �But what happened wasn�t your fault,� she said.
�Yeah, it was.� He continued to stare at her, dark eyes hooded. �I couldn�t let go of that one connection. I lied to myself and said I didn�t know how, that it was just a part of me now. But it was all bullshit. Once I made myself do it, I was able to lock you out. I felt like I�d shattered a part of myself but I did it. It hurt, every day, but I was able to do my job, able to function�without hurting anybody, without risking them. I don�t know if I can explain��
She covered his mouth with her hand. �You don�t have to. I felt it too. Told myself it was because you weren�t really gone, you know. Insisted you�d come back. And then one day, you were gone�and I lost it. That was when things got bad for me. It spiraled out of control until the day I fucked up�and a girl died.�
Because she was watching his face so very closely, she saw it, saw that very moment when he understood and she saw when that understanding bloomed into a raw, gut-wrenching sort of guilt.
He closed his hand around her wrist and pressed a kiss to her palm. Then he tugged it down and sighed, staring at nothing. �We�re a pair, aren�t we?�
�Yeah.�
Shifting around on the couch, she turned to face him, one leg on either side of his body. Caleb moved in closer, sliding his arms around her body, tugging her closer to the edge of the couch. �I had no choice but to leave when I did,� he said gruffly. �I was moving closer and closer to the edge�it was too hard to tell where you ended and I began for a while. And if we�re going to do the job we do, we need to know our limits, our strengths. The way we were going, we would have fucked things up bad, probably for ourselves and others. We did that, but it could have been worse.�
Something tripped inside her and the pain in her heart spread. There had been tiny, hairline cracks there already but now�now they were getting worse. So much worse.
�So does this mean we�re done, then?� she said, forcing herself to give him a weak smile. �It�s the whole, we�re bad for each other thing, in a way that will cost lives sort of way?�
�No.� He reached up and brushed her hair back. �We were like that. But we�re different people now. Stronger.�
The ache in her heart continued to spread, though. It almost sounded like he was saying they deserved another chance. Like she deserved another chance. Shaking her head, she caught his wrist and guided his hand down. �Maybe we�re different, maybe we�re stronger. But I�m still the reason a girl lost her life, Caleb.�
�You�re the woman who was trying to save her�the reason she died is because a sick monster killed her. He�s the one who grabbed her, he�s the one who killed her. Nobody made him do it, Destin.�
He hooked a hand over the back of her neck and tugged her closer. As he pressed his brow to hers, she stared into his eyes. She wanted to believe that. Wanted to let go of some of the pain she lived with, but she couldn�t. �We don�t live easy lives, Destin. We make choices, live with things, see things, feel things that nobody should have to live with. It fucks us up and we know this�we�re going to make mistakes. But if we let it trip us up, then even more people get hurt, because sooner or later, we�ll freeze and then we give up. What good are we then?�

Chapter Ten

It was the most he could offer her. As they left the hotel, he knew it hadn�t been enough, but what else was he supposed to do?
It had been months after his fuckup before he had come to grips with things. And he�d only caused his own injury. There were times when he woke up in a cold sweat still, thinking he was back in that dark hole and it wouldn�t be long before they came back in, carrying a hot piece of iron they�d use to brand his flesh.
He suspected her nightmares were far worse.
As if they hadn�t been bad enough already�and shit, she hadn�t even come to grips with those yet.
He bit back a sigh as they climbed into the car. Destin slid him a look. �What are you so grim about?� she asked.
He shook his head.
�Oh, come on��
Skimming a hand back over his hair, he shrugged restlessly before fastening the seat belt. Destin started the car but instead of backing out, she just waited there and turned her gaze his way like she wasn�t going to do anything else until he talked.
�I was just thinking about the nightmares this must have given you,� he said, keeping his voice neutral. �It�s not like you ever slept all that well anyway.�
Her lids flickered. �That�s not everything.�
�No. But we don�t have time to get into it, do we?�
The skin around her eyes went tight. �You�re still caught up on that, aren�t you?�
He didn�t have to explain it. She already knew what he was thinking, where his mind had gone. He�d only approached it a few times�those dark, tormented dreams of hers�sometimes an ability as strong as Destin�s had its roots in trauma. A deep, hidden trauma. She knew that, theoretically. Logically, though, when he�d tried to connect those dreams of hers to her ability�she never wanted to talk about it.
And now wasn�t the time. It wasn�t like she�d wanted to talk about this anyway. He stroked a hand down her face. �We�ve got a job to do, Destin. We�ve wasted enough time around here today.�
�Why are you so certain?� she demanded.
It caught him off-guard. Staring at her, he tried to figure out how to approach this. Brush it off, answer her? He shook his head. �This isn�t the time, Destin.�
�You brought it up.� She jutted her chin up and glared at him.
�Destin, I�ve seen it,� he said, wishing he�d never said a damn thing. She didn�t need this in her head right now. �You can�t remember�but some part of you does and every time you dreamed it, you pulled me in. I can�t block it out the way you can.�
At his words, what little color remained in her face drained away until she was chalk-white, her gaze too dark in her wan face. �No�� Then she clamped her mouth shut. �You know what? We don�t have time for this right now,� she said, her voice stark and cold.
He didn�t bother pointing out to her that he�d tried not to bring it up. There didn�t seem to be any point.

Destin�s shields were built on her ability to control herself. Her emotions. Right then, her shields were falling apart. She kept picking up random flickers, bits and pieces of everything around her. As they slowed to a stop at a light, she felt an overwhelming rush of rage, one that left her gasping for air. But it wasn�t hers. Breathing shallowly, she found herself following the source of that emotion and she saw the two passengers in the car next to her arguing. The windows were up and nobody could hear them, but the silence of their rage was no less powerful.
At least not to her.
Because it hit her so strongly, she knew she was in trouble.
Swallowing the strong, bitter taste of the fear creeping up her throat, she spotted the parking lot up ahead and turned into it. �I��
The words locked in her throat.
�Destin?�
She shook her head and nosed into the parking lot. �Need a minute,� she said, her voice thick and hoarse. She tried to find that place in her head, the white noise she needed, the silence. It wasn�t coming.
Clambering out of the car, she leaned against it and wrapped her arms around her middle, staring up the hill toward the campus. She had to get a grip on this�
Her phone, the shrill sound shattering the silence.
Flinching, she reached into her pocket with awkward fingers, fumbling it out.
�Mortin here,� she said, her voice rasping a little. She cleared it.
�Destin. It�s Oz.�
�Oz.� She licked her lips. �Hello. I was going to call you and give you an update tonight.�
�And do you have much to tell me?�
�Some.� She glanced around and saw that Caleb had climbed out of the car and stood just a foot away, his sunglasses shielding his gaze. He had his arms crossed over his chest and in her mind�s eye, she saw those scars. Those awful, terrible scars. �It�s too complicated to go into in public, though.�
�Won�t be necessary. I�m in Charlottesville. Where are you?�
Destin blinked. �Ah�� Glancing around, she spotted the sign for the bank and named it. �It�s on the main drag through town in front of the campus. Oz, why are you here?�
�It�s complicated. Don�t worry about it, though.� There was a heavy, thick pause, weighted and long. �Why are you at the bank?�
�I needed to get off the road. Head is messed up.�
Another one of those heavy silences. �I�m actually not far away. I�m pretty familiar with the area. Why don�t you just wait there for me?�
Blood roared in Destin�s ears. Out of habit, she locked on Caleb�s face, wishing she could see his eyes. She reached out a hand and at the same time, she lowered her shields.
Something odd�something missing.
�Sure, Oz,� she said quietly. �Sure.�
As the blood roared in her ears, images started to flash in her mind, burning and imprinting themselves on her memory. Hands�familiar hands. A ring that Destin knew. Oz�s.
Flipping through sheets of paper�reports, pictures.
Stopping on one of them�
A face that Destin knew. She knew it very well, but that girl hadn�t been in the file.
�Oh, shit.� Realization crashed into her. Turning her head, she stared at the bank.
Pieces clicked into place.
�Do you have the file?� she asked, looking over at Caleb while wild terror started to beat inside her.
Oz knew how they worked. That was why she�d called Caleb in. He tended to keep the information at a minimum, trying to keep the stimuli from overwhelming her while Destin put the pieces together. If somebody was in immediate danger, the caution went out the window, but if somebody was in immediate danger, Destin was likely to have picked up on it.
Oz knew this. She knew it.
�Yes,� Caleb said slowly, glancing at the car. �Destin, what�s up?�
�I need the file, now.� She climbed into the car, delving into the back and hoping it would give her a few minutes of privacy. Oz would expect to find them standing outside the car, waiting for her, and when she didn�t, she�d glance in the front seat�at least Destin hoped how that was how it would play out.
�Get in and give me the file,� she snapped over her shoulder.
Caleb was already in action and thirty seconds later, the file was in her lap. She laid her hands on it and then looked at him. �I�m dropping my shields�all of them.�
He opened his mouth and she shook her head. �No time for it to happen any other way. You�ll have to get me steady as soon as you can if anything happens, because you were right�something is missing�and I think it�s one of the victims. Oz wasn�t telling us everything.�
The knowledge in his eyes flashed, burning through them both. Destin looked away and gripped the file, grounding herself.
Then she opened it and let every last protective instinct she had fall away.

Wisps�
Nothing but wisps.
She caught glimmers from the victims, but it was the same sort of thing she�d picked up when she�d walked the crime scene
She wanted to scream as she went through the damn files, the reports, the crime scene photographs, pitiful as they were. Each image of the victim made her heart wrench and her mind twisted as she took in too much. Memories. Sensation. Echoes. Pain. Laughter. All of it churned inside her, but she couldn�t lift much of anything useful out of the morass.
Nausea churned inside her and the breakfast she�d forced down her throat threatened to make a return appearance as she relived hours of confusion, memories of pain and fear and cold. Nothing concrete. Nothing certain.
And nothing from the bastards she needed to connect with�at least nothing solid. There were plenty of threads, but they were all disjointed and loose and when she tried to weave them into a fabric, nothing happened.
She should have enough to get a lock on the rapist, but�
Fifteen minutes later, she put the file down and shoved her damp, sweaty hair out of her face. �This is a waste of time. It�s a fucking mess, sheer chaos.�
She shot a look at Caleb and went to climb out of the car, only to pause, glancing back at him. His face could have been carved from rock, but his flesh was damp, as though he�d been sweating, and his eyes were glassy.
It was, she thought, almost exactly how she�d look, if she�d bothered to check. Not at all the way he usually looked when they�d come out of one of these connections before.
�Are you okay?�
�Fine.� Unlike the way he looked, the answer was level and even. Completely poised.
He didn�t look fine. He looked on edge, his control more than a little shaky, but neither of them had time for this right now. Sighing, she climbed out of the car and met his gaze over the roof.
Unspoken words passed between them. A shared history and so many years of working together so well, it was like their minds were one. Even before he went to ask, she knew what he was going to say.
�Does she go here?�
Destin shook her head. �I don�t know. Oz doesn�t have a good relationship with her anymore. After the divorce��
A car pulled into the parking lot and a rush of hot and cold chills broke out over Destin�s body while a knot of fear gripped her hard and tight. She�d lied to Caleb. No, she didn�t know for a fact, but her gut had already given her the answer.
Oz�s out-of-character actions, why she�d pulled strings and gotten Caleb out here.
Caleb�s odd feeling something just wasn�t right.
Destin�s inability to see the pieces she needed�it was because she didn�t have them all.
As the silver Lexus swung into a parking spot across the lot, Destin swallowed and then looked over at Caleb. �She knows how we work, you know,� she said quietly. �She knows you withhold the information until it�s something you know I�ll need. She knows I trust you to work it that way. And I bet she tried to get a glimmer off the information she had and didn�t succeed.�
A muscle ticked in Caleb�s jaw as Oz climbed out of her car. �So she sends somebody who feels a connection to this sort of crime.�
Destin nodded. She understood. She really did. She wasn�t concerned because her boss, her friend, had decided to keep her in the dark�what worried her was why.
What was Oz up to?
As the long, lean blonde started across the parking lot toward them, Destin stared at her, tried to pick up something, anything beneath Oz�s sturdy, solid shields.
But there was nothing.
�Mom?�
Oz�s mask�and her shields�cracked.
And Destin stumbled against the car under the avalanche of emotion that came pouring out.

Chapter Eleven

�I didn�t want to prejudice you with my personal connection to the case,� Oz said, a bland smile on her face.
Bullshit.
Destin and her boss followed along behind Caleb and Oz�s daughter, a petite brunette who shared Oz�s eyes but nothing else. Well, that wasn�t true. Oz was a strong woman and although it wasn�t the same sort of strength, the girl Destin had just met in the parking lot had strength in her. A lot of it.
Just a quick handshake had been enough for Destin to realize what the girl had gone through.
She remembered more of it than the others had.
Not all, but the memories were clearer.
But instead of calling Oz on her lie, Destin just smiled. She still had a job to do. It was complicated by the fact that she now had to figure out how to keep Oz at bay, get the information to the cops, and all sorts of fun shit, but the job was still there.
Up ahead, Caleb and Oz�s daughter, a quiet, solemn girl with big, serious eyes, stopped in front of a glass-fronted restaurant. Monica gave them a tight smile and waved toward the door. �This is one of my favorite places for lunch�a couple of my friends work here�� Her voice trailed off and she looked away. Destin picked up on the unspoken words. She felt safe here. She only went to places where she felt safe now. After an awkward silence, she said, �I love the sushi. If that�s okay�?�
Destin could have told the girl there was no way she could eat, but she didn�t have to be psychic to know Monica was walking on an edge right now. No point in making her feel more nervous than she already was.
�Sushi is fine,� Caleb said quietly. He gently touched a hand to the girl�s shoulder and next to Destin, Oz tensed. Destin could feel the other woman�s mama-bear instincts flaring but it was unneeded.
Monica looked up at Caleb with the sort of smile people usually saved for lifelong friends.
Yeah, he had that effect on people. He�d always had the ability to calm even the most jumpy of souls.
�Good.� She shot her mother another nervous glance and Oz smiled at her as well, but it didn�t seem to have the soothing effect that Caleb�s had had.
As the other two pushed inside, Destin loitered out there with Oz another moment. �You two don�t get along well.�
�We don�t get along at all,� Oz said, her voice grim. �But it doesn�t matter. We�re here about a job, right?�
�That�s why I�m here,� Destin said quietly. �But you�re here because your daughter was one of the victims� Oz, why didn�t you tell me?�
Oz flinched. A visible shudder wracked her body before she got her emotions under control. The emotions, though, they continued to twist and torment her and because Destin had yet to shield herself the way she needed to, she picked up on that uncomfortable little merry-go-round.
�You work best when you have no connection to the job you�re working, Destin, you know that,� Oz said, her voice cool and level.
And if Destin hadn�t just taken that little ride through Oz�s emotions, she might have bought it. As it was, her gut was twisting and turning, full of too much emotion, too much chaos.
Oz could play the unaffected bit all she wanted, but Destin didn�t know why she bothered.
Whether they were estranged or not, the girl inside that restaurant was Oz�s daughter. She was affected by this no matter what.

The past thirty minutes had been one long, awful headache.
Destin had tried to ask Monica questions.
Oz fielded them.
This is getting nowhere fast, Caleb thought moodily.
Sliding Destin a look, he caught her eye. A thousand words passed unspoken between them and Caleb shifted his attention back to Oz. �Oz, maybe you and I should go for a walk outside.�
�Not necessary,� she said, waving a hand.
Caleb looked over at the girl and saw that she had her attention almost completely on her hands. Her food was untouched and she�d drank an entire pot of tea. Running on too little sleep, too much nerve and all kinds of fear.
�Monica.�
She looked at him, her mouth pinched and tight, her eyes too dark in her face.
�You know what your mom does, right?�
She nodded, a short, jerky nod while she clenched her hands together in front of her, her fingers knotting and twisting over and over.
�You know what she does.�
Now some of the fear flickered and she looked up, the fear fading away until when she looked at them, her expression was clear and smooth as a doll�s. �I know. Lovely, honorable job�and she was never there for me. Never there for my dad.�
�Monica, I��
She shook her head. �Enough, Mom. It�s old news. You saved so many, but you couldn�t save those closest to you. Not us, not your family�and not me.� Blowing out a breath, she passed a hand over her eyes and then glanced over at Oz. �Let me talk to your�agent. Whatever she is. You had her come here for a reason, we might as well get this done.� Then she curled her lip. �She�s wasting her time, though. Nobody has been able to find this bastard. She�s not going to be any different.�
�If that�s what you think, then you don�t know as much about what your mom does as you think,� Destin said quietly. As she leaned forward, she covered Monica�s nervous, pale hands with her own.
Caleb felt that familiar little hum when Destin reached out to connect with Monica.
Monica barely felt anything. It happened that way sometimes. Especially when the person had no psychic skill.
But Caleb felt that hum spread, rising to a steady roar in the back of his mind as the connection built.
�Oz.�
She lifted her head to stare at him, refusal glinting in her eyes.
Part of him wondered if it mattered, though. Destin wasn�t looking at her, and neither was Monica. The two women seemed intent on each other and neither of the other two mattered.
Oz clenched her jaw as she eased back from the table and rose to her feet. Her eyes slid past Monica�s head to rest on Destin�s face for a moment and then she looked at Caleb.
As she circled around the table, Caleb decided it was a good thing he no longer worked under her. She would have made the next few weeks, the next few months of his life difficult.
They were barely outside when Oz cut the silent routine. �I don�t need to be cut out from matters concerning my daughter,� she said, her voice icy.
�The problem is, you�re getting in the way.� Caleb shrugged and crossed his arms over his chest, staring in through the glass. It wasn�t as easy to follow out here and he had to keep a tenuous connection or Oz would figure it out�
�Can you still read her?�
Mentally, he cursed. He�d never told Oz about the weird connection he shared with Destin. But apparently, it didn�t matter. She�d figured it out on her own. With an easy shrug, he lied through his teeth. �It�s been a long time, Oz. We�re trying to find our groove again and it�s taking a while.�
The look in her eyes said she didn�t believe him.
Caleb didn�t care.
Destin was upset. He could feel it, although he wasn�t tuned in enough to figure out the cause.
Images more than anything. Darkness. The scrape of concrete against his back�residual memory from Monica.
A panicked cry and then hands covering her mouth, slamming her wrists down onto the pavement. Hurried, low voices. �What the fuck�she�s not out�� That voice� Monica knew that voice. And he sensed it as Destin thought, Gotta remember that�one of the other girls recognized a voice�
It was straining Destin�s control, though. Uncertain if he could make this connection without touching her, he reached out anyway and watched as some of the tension faded from her shoulders. Saw as she flicked him a quick glance when Monica bowed her head.
The connection between them deepened and some of that misery she was feeling, he pulled it into himself, watched as a bit more strain faded from her eyes.
Everything else around him faded, burning away into white noise. Oz said something and he knew he replied, figured it was probably a logical answer because she didn�t keep yapping at him. But he had no idea what she�d asked. What he�d said.
Just Destin, as she relived a girl�s attack.
He felt the pain as powerful hands threatened to crush fragile bones. Felt his rage tear through him only to all but drown under the onslaught of fear.
Laughter cut through the strange spell that gripped him, piercing the silence, but never quite penetrating it. That part of his mind that still functioned, kept him upright, kept him from drooling or walking out in traffic, made a mental note that the place was getting crowded. People flowing into the restaurant. None of them mattered.
Just Destin. Just her.
And through their connection, he felt Destin stiffen.

Chapter Twelve

It hit too hard.
Monica had remembered far more than she realized, buried under a thin, tough shield that had gotten her through the awful days, the horrible nights. Destin kept that thin shield in place, determined not to damage it. If that was how Monica needed to get through this, more power to her.
But now the images were dancing through Destin�s mind.
A face�
That security guard.
It had been him.
Destin didn�t know how, didn�t know why she couldn�t get a read on him, but he was involved.
And�
Her mind fought to lock on the next face.
It was hard, though, because Monica was rebelling, resisting the connection even as Destin fought to keep it. Resisting, because Monica knew the boy. Those memories were hidden, muzzy by drugs and fear and denial� Denial because she knew him. Knew him. Liked him. Trusted him.
And that made it so much harder. So even though some part of her knew, she tucked that knowledge deep inside her and hid it away.
I�m sorry�you have to let me see him�
�Monica, hey! Now what is this�they know I like when you sit in my section��
And that fragile shield shattered. Monica�s breath hitched, and caught.
With her shields low, Destin was completely exposed. Not just to Monica�s memories�but his.
Stupid cunt. You always got to fucking ignore me. You twitch your little ass and think I don�t see, but I do. Now I�m going to show you�
Hot, hungry need. The desire to control. The hurt. Laughter�memories of a man watching this girl. Even here�
Here, in this place where she claimed to feel safe.
Slowly, Destin looked up and focused.
He had a nice face.
That was all she could think.
He had a nice face.
And he stood there next to Monica, smiling down at her like he had every right to do so. Like he hadn�t been one of the two men to grab her, throw her down and rape her.
Monica looked a little dazed and Destin realized she hadn�t done as good a job as she�d hoped, keeping her connection apart from the girl. With a confused look on her face, Monica looked up at the guy next to the table and some of the fear, some of the memories she tried to hide from started to break free. �Hey, Cory�ah, I didn�t know you were working today.� And her voice trembled.
�I�m�� He eyed her oddly and his words trailed off as Destin rose.
His lids flickered and she felt his alarm spike. He felt so smug, secure in the knowledge that Monica might not have been completely out of it when they raped her, but she didn�t remember it�he got off it on still. Destin could feel all of that and it infuriated her.
Now he worried.
Something he saw in Monica�s eyes worried him.
But the look on Destin�s face worried him even more.
Damn, she thought sourly. I need to work on that.
He turned to walk away. Destin glanced toward the front of the restaurant and her gut clenched in icy warning.
Oz had seen it. All of it.
And this kid had no chance of keeping Oz out of his head.
The woman at the door would kill him, Destin realized.
Let her�some quiet voice whispered.
A million thoughts seemed to hurtle through her mind.
She could stay there, blind and ignorant of what would come.
It would maybe even be justice.
Maybe.
No, it wouldn�t.
Because there was more to this than just this boy. And her best chance of seeing it through was going to be through him. That all died if Oz got a hold of him.
Nausea and pain churned inside her as she realized she had a chance to do penance here. In a painful, awful way.
Five years ago, because she�d rushed things, a girl had died. Destin�s job had been to save her, and hopefully find justice, closure for the other girls who had been hurt by him.
Now she had another monster in front of her. She could let him walk to his death, and it would be sweet. Or she could move now�and let all his other victims maybe have a chance at finding justice as well.
She fell in place behind him.
Halfway to the door, he started to run.

They hit the door and he made Oz in a second, spinning away from her before she could catch him. Caleb tore off down the road after him, but when Oz went to do the same, Destin caught her boss and slammed her against the nearby brick wall.
�No,� she snapped, glaring into Oz�s pale eyes. �No. You can�t do this.�
Oz bucked against her and Destin applied more pressure. But they were of a similar height and weight, too closely matched when it came to hand-to-hand. They ended up on the ground, surrounded by a bunch of slack-jawed onlookers. They didn�t stay quiet for long and in the back of her mind, Destin knew she�d be horrified in a few minutes.
�Destin, get the fuck off,� Oz snarled, her voice caught between a sob and a moan.
�No.� She grunted as Oz caught her in the gut.
�I have to do this��
�And go to jail? How does that help anything?�
Another low, pained sound. Closer to tears this time than anything else, Destin thought. Too close to tears.
�Back up!� Caleb shouted, his voice deep and booming, the authority in it carrying. He might as well have been shouting, �FBI! Freeze!�
At the sound of Caleb�s voice, some of the tension in Destin mounted, climbed. Had the boy gotten away?
Oz�s struggles renewed with a frenzy. Her elbow caught Destin in the cheek and as tears flooded her vision, Oz managed to get away.
Dashing the tears from her eyes, Destin shoved herself to her feet and looked around. They had a crowd, a huge one, but most of them had backed away from Caleb.
And Oz, it seemed.
Probably because Oz had her gun.
Shit.
�This,� Destin muttered, �is a clusterfuck.�
Oz�s hand shook as she stared at the boy Caleb had with him. With one hand gripping the kid�s neck, Caleb had the other hanging ready at his side.
Destin wasn�t fooled by that empty hand. He was holding back because of who he was, where he was. He still carried a badge and it mattered to him.
�Don�t, Oz,� Caleb said quietly. �The cops can sort this out. It�s why they are here.�
She laughed, a jagged, harsh sound. �And they�ve done such a beautiful job of it, haven�t they?�
�Oz�� Destin reached up and touched her boss�s shoulder. �This isn�t your way. You don�t want to do this. Not in front of your daughter. Not like this.�
�My�� She licked her lips and glanced around.
Monica took one shaky step forward. She darted a glance to the boy and that friendly, affable look was gone from his face. She flinched and went white, jerking her gaze back to Oz. �Mom��
It was, Destin realized, about the only thing that would have gotten through to the woman.
Oz swallowed, the sound audible in the tense silence.
Then, slowly, she nodded and tucked her weapon away. �Have you called the cops?�
The kid in Caleb�s grasp jerked hard. �You can�t fucking call the cops. You can�t��
Destin walked over to him and leaned in, dropping her voice low as she murmured, �We can. We will. We�re going to. And unless you want your dreams haunted every night for the rest of your life, you�re going to confess what you did, kid. Otherwise��
She dropped her shields and shoved all the fear she carried inside him, watched as he sagged, screaming and crying, to the ground.
After a few seconds, she knelt beside him. �Do you understand?�

Chapter Thirteen

�Think it will work?�
They watched as the police led him away.
His name was Cory Larson and up until only an hour ago, Monica had thought he was her friend. He�d been the one she called to take her home, because she felt safe with him. They�d been study partners off and on for almost a year. They flirted with each other. She ate lunch and chatted with him all the time.
He�d been the one she called when she had nightmares. Because she trusted him.
And he�d been the one who paid some son-of-a-bitchin� rent-a-cop to arrange her rape.
When Destin didn�t answer, Caleb bumped her shoulder with his and asked her a second time.
�Will what work?� she asked, frowning.
�What you did, telling him that shit to get him to talk.�
Destin gave him a sly smile. �Oh, I think he�s going to have nightmares anyway. Emotions and the subconscious are a fucked-up thing, Durand, don�t you know that? I went ahead and planted the seeds. Now he has to live with them. But he already gave the police the name of his partner that night. It�s enough to put weight on that one. Hopefully he�ll sing.� Then she shrugged. �If not�?�
They both sighed. If not, there was nothing else they could do. And if it didn�t work, she suspected Oz would find a way to get her own sort of justice. For Cory�s sake, he might be better off hoping he had his day in court. Jail would be kinder than anything Oz might do to him.
The crowd had finally dissipated.
Off to the side, Monica stood with her mother. Oz had her in awkward embrace and the two of them looked like they were trying to talk.
�You realize how much trouble she could have gotten the two of us in,� Caleb said quietly.
Destin nodded. �Yes.�
He skimmed a hand up her back, kept his touch light. And he was relieved when she didn�t back away. Instead she turned toward him and closed the distance between them, reaching up to touch his cheek. �I know what could have happened�and you stood more to lose than I did,� she said, stroking a thumb over his lip. �You need to let Jones know, in case this comes back to bite you.�
�Yeah.� He�d worry about that later. He had other things to worry about now.
Even as he was turning that over in his head and trying to figure it out, Destin said, �You know, I can�t blame her, not really. I like to think I would have been more careful, more in control�but if I had a way to track down somebody who�d assaulted my daughter, I�d have probably been all over that.�
Caleb said nothing. Because he understood as well.
Her gaze flicked his way, and once again, all those words passed between them. Unspoken, but understood.
Her throat worked as she swallowed and then she turned away. �You really think there are things there, don�t you?�
Curving a hand over her nape, he tried to figure out the right way to answer that. Was there a right way? A wrong way? �Do you know how you felt when you looked at the kid and just knew what the answer was? It�s the same way, Destin. The very same way. If you�d look, I think you�d see it. But you�re not ready to go there. You might never be. And that�s fine.� Leaning in, he pressed a kiss to her nape. �But I can understand what she did, because who knows�if I could have found who hurt you, I don�t know what lines I might have crossed.�
Destin�s body shuddered against his. �When it comes to those we care about, I guess we�re always willing to cross certain lines.�
�Care�� He caught her chin in his hand and tipped her head back. �Destin, do you think I�d do it because I care about you? Hell, I care about Oz, but I wouldn�t throw my life away for her. I care about a lot of people�but there�s only one person I�d give up everything for.�
Her lashes flickered.
Then she licked her lips and backed away. �Is this really the place?�
As she built the walls back around her heart, Caleb let his hand fall. With a tight smile, he said, �Perhaps not.�
Maybe there wasn�t going to be a place.

Chapter Fourteen

The hotel room was strangely quiet.
The curtains were open and Destin could see the gentle, golden light of the sunset falling in to paint lovely colors across the otherwise-bland, impersonal room.
�The police have my information,� Caleb said as he finished organizing the rest of the files. �They�ll contact me in D.C. if they need me.�
Destin nodded.
Something�s missing�
She still felt like some crucial piece of an important puzzle was missing. It wasn�t the case. When the police had gone to arrest the rent-a-cop, he�d refused to let them in. Then they�d had to bust the door down when they heard a gunshot. The son of a bitch had shot himself in the head with a Desert Eagle .357. That was going to be a fun cleanup job.
The good news was that he�d kept a journal documenting his �jobs�.
The bad news was that a lot of the bastards who�d hired him for his little �pay to rape� business were trust-fund babies and their daddies and lawyers were going to have a field day with this.
But her unrest had nothing to do with the job.
She suspected it had everything to do with the man behind her.
Bracing a hand against her temple, she blocked out everything and reached for that inner calm. Calm�she needed it. Once she had calm, she could handle anything.
Dimly, she was aware of him.
Felt his pain.
Felt his resignation.
Resignation�
Turning around, she saw that he�d left the sitting area. Swallowing, she moved to the doorway of his room and saw that he was packing.
No. Not yet.
Slipping into the room, she moved to stand behind him. He paused in the middle of folding a shirt, but then went right back to it.
Stroking a hand down his back, she leaned in and pressed her mouth to him. He went still.
�Destin. What are you doing?�
Slipping her hands under the hem of the polo he wore, she said, �Give me a minute, and you�ll figure it out.�
She started to strip the shirt away, but he stopped her, spinning around to catch her wrists when she would have reached for him. �Stop it,� he growled. �The job is done, so we�re done. I�m leaving, okay?�
�Just like that?� She stared at him. �A few hours ago, you were telling me that there was only one person you�d give up everything for�I thought it was me. Is it?�
He jerked her against him, one hand molding to the back of her skull. Then, as his mouth came down on hers, he stole her breath away. There was nothing gentle to it. His teeth nipped her lower lip, demanding entrance, and even when she opened for him, he wasn�t done making demands. His tongue drove into her mouth, darting and teasing and tasting, while his free hand streaked down to cup her hip in his hand and pull her lower body against him.
Hard, rough and breathless�that was what this was. And then it was over.
When he lifted his head, dark brown eyes glittered at her. �Do you think there�s anybody else for me?� he all but snarled.
Always so controlled, Caleb. But not now. His control had shattered and fallen to shreds around him, it looked like.
Harsh hunger stamped his face but his hand was gentle as he stroked it up her back, along her shoulders to rest it on her neck, his fingers splayed wide. �You�re inside my skin, in my dreams, in my soul�just where you�ve been for the past eight years. Even when I walked away, you were there. I had to cut you out of me to keep this connection from killing us. I�� Then he stopped, shaking his head.
As he untangled their bodies, Destin stared at him. Her head was pounding, her heart racing from his words. And she ached. Physically, emotionally, mentally. He made her ache, hunger, want.
�You need to let me finish packing,� he said quietly. He brushed his thumb over her lip and then moved away. �If you want a chance in hell of walking out of this now, just��
He shook his head and turned away.
A chance in hell�
No. She didn�t want that at all.
As he turned his back on her once more, she closed her eyes and thought about the time five years ago when she�d watched him walking away from her. If she�d reached out�
No. No looking back, she told herself. It was too late for that and the past five years, if nothing else, had made them both stronger. They�d need to be if they were going to handle what happened between them.
But she�d be damned if she let him walk away this time.
On silent feet, she moved up behind him again as he reached inside the bureau. He caught sight of her in the mirror and she watched as a muscle bunched in his jaw, saw the way his eyes flashed hot and wild before that familiar, cool shutter fell back into place.
Then as she laid her hands on his back and smoothed them down, his lids drooped down low. �You didn�t hear me.�
�Oh, I heard you.� She leaned in and pressed her lips to his back, felt the tremor race through him. She did that. She could make this man, this cool, controlled, contained man tremble for her. Smoothing her hands down his back, she slid them under the hem of his shirt again, resting them on his sides. �But you said if I wanted a chance in hell��
Rising up on her toes, she pressed her lips to his ear and said, �The only chance I want is with you. I don�t care if it�s in hell. If it�s in heaven. I just want what I thought we lost five years ago.�

As her lips brushed against his ear, thought sputtered and died.
Or maybe he�d just lost his mind. That was a more likely option. It would explain why he thought Destin had just said she wanted a chance with him. But she�d pushed him out earlier, hadn�t she?
Her hands, though, were stripping his shirt away and�fuck.
As his shirt fell to the floor, she leaned in and pressed her lips to the ruin of his chest and he swore, his voice a low, ragged snarl as he caught her head in his hands. �Destin, what in the hell is this?�
�Our chance,� she said quietly, looking up at him. �It�s the one we need to take�now.�
�But you cut me out earlier,� he said, shaking his head.
�I didn�t cut you out.� Her face softened. �That wasn�t the time�or the place. This�thing�we have between us, as deep as it runs, we still need to have time inside our own heads, inside our skin, don�t we? But Caleb, I didn�t cut you out. I was just waiting until we had our time.�
He searched her face, hoping he understood, hoping he hadn�t lost his mind. But not quite ready to believe that.
As she reached for him again, he swore and spun around. Catching her hands, he pinned them over her head, glaring down at her. �Stop it,� he snapped. �Just�� He closed his eyes and dropped his head to her shoulder. �Just let me think.�
�Do you always try to think when women are seducing you?�
Turning his head to her neck, he skimmed his lips up the soft curve. �Beats the hell out of me�I�m out of practice. Other than last night, it�s been five years. I can�t remember what in the hell I�m supposed to do.�
She stiffened. �Five��
He heard her breathing catch and he lifted his head to stare down at her, watched as her lashes fluttered over her eyes while her face flushed a pale shade of pink. �Did you say five years?�
Leaning in, he let the soft curves of her body cushion his. �Five years�I haven�t been with anybody since I left you.� He leaned in and nuzzled her mouth, but when she tried to deepen the kiss, he pulled away. They needed to talk. To think. He couldn�t do that if he was kissing her. �There were a few times when I almost did, or when I thought about trying. But every time I closed my eyes, I saw you. And I figured, why in the hell bother? All I was doing was setting myself up for disappointment.�
Pressing his lips to hers, he said, �You�re it for me, Destin�so unless we�re going to make this work, it�s best if I just leave now.�
�No.� She bit his lower lip. �We make this work, damn it. We make it work.�
�You�re sure��
Instead of answering, she kissed him, arching against him so that he felt every subtle curve, every long line. Her tongue sought out his, teasing him, taunting him�the kiss was a challenge, an answer, a promise.
�We make it work,� he muttered against her lips.
Letting go of her hands, he reached for the front of her shirt, but his fingers seemed to twist and tangle on him, refusing to cooperate. With a ragged groan, he hooked his hands in the front of her shirt and jerked. Distantly, he was aware of the buttons popping and flying off, but he didn�t care. Her bra opened in the front�that was a lovely invention, he decided�and he freed the clasp, dipping his head to catch one tight, swollen nipple in his mouth as he shifted his hands down to deal with her trousers.
Destin laughed, the sound breathless and a little ragged. �In a hurry?�
�Fuck, yes.� He stripped her trousers and panties off in one swift, abrupt motion.
They should find a bed.
They should talk. They should talk, right? But he could barely manage to breathe. Talking wasn�t going to happen. Hell, at the rate he was going, he didn�t think a bed would happen, either. He caught the curve of her lower lip between his teeth. �Should we find the bed?�
�We know where it is,� she said with a sly grin. �We�re good right here.�
Destin�s hands, quick and nimble, reached for his zipper, and when she worked it down over the swell of his cock, Caleb was ready to whimper like a baby. Then she eased his trousers down, his underwear, closing her fingers around him, cool and strong, stroking him once all the way from root to tip.
The sound that came out of him was a cross between a whimper and a groan and he was damn certain he�d fallen into heaven. Head falling back, he closed his eyes and braced his legs wider as she started to stroke. When she would have slowed down, he closed his hand around hers and tightened her grip, rocking into her hand and shuddering at the beautiful, lovely feel of it. �Fuck, that�s good,� he rasped.
She stroked her thumb over the head of his cock and he hissed, stopping in mid-stroke as he felt the teasing start of his climax hovering just right there. �Stop it,� he said gruffly as she tried to start back up.
He moved in, shoving his jeans down lower. �We go together.� He tangled his hand in the longer strands of her hair and tugged her head back, kissing her quick, hard and rough. Then he boosted her into his arms. �I don�t ever want to be without you again, Destin. Not even for a minute.�
�Sounds pretty damn good to me.�
Her lids drifted down as he pressed the head of his cock against her gate and he leaned in, nipped her chin. �Look at me,� he demanded. �You look at me.�
A slow smile curved her lips as she lifted her lids and stared at him.
And like that, he joined their bodies, with him staring into her eyes and her smiling up at him. The sleek, wet glove of her pussy closed around him and he groaned in hot, heady satisfaction as she gripped him like a fist, milking him, slowly, surely�drawing him in oh so slowly.
Once he�d buried himself inside her, he slanted his lips over hers and took her mouth. As he started to withdraw, he stabbed his tongue into her mouth, alternating the rhythm. She caught his tongue and sucked on him, clenched down around his cock with her pussy and milked him. Clinging to him with everything she had and he rode her, gave himself up to her�lost himself.
The solid, heavy weight of his shields stood between them though and he hated it. Lifting his head, he let them fall and then he held her gaze as he reached out and pressed against hers. �Let me in,� he whispered. �All the way this time.�
Her lids flickered and for a second, he didn�t know if she would. Never before had either of them given up that much of themselves.
But just when he thought he�d pushed for too much, he felt it. That slow, subtle release of the last barrier between them, collapsing away into nothingness.
And then they were truly lost.
Destin watched him, wide-eyed, as he pulled out and surged back inside. A strangled cry rose in the air. Her? Him? He didn�t know. Didn�t care. As her arms twined around his neck, one of them curving over the back of his neck, he stroked a hand down her back, cupped the curve of her ass in his hand and hiked her higher, tilting the angle of her hips so that each stroke had him riding against the hot, swollen bud of her clit.
When she tightened around him and shuddered, he had to hold his climax back by the skin of his teeth. Dipping his head, he bit the curve of her neck, felt her arch, heard her whimper�and through the bond between them, there was the distant echo of her pleasure.
Harder�faster�
The ragged sound of broken breaths rose around them. Sweat-slicked flesh slid against flesh. Her hands sought for purchase on his arms, her nails biting into his skin and each little pain was a new, sweet agony.
As darting little tingles danced down his spine, he buried his face against her neck. One final, breathless scream escaped her and he felt her go rigid.
Then, as she started to climax, he stopped fighting it.
As he hurtled over the edge with her, the last thing he heard, over the racing of his heart, were the soft, broken little words, �I love you��

�I love you too.�
Nearly ten minutes had passed and they�d found their way to the bed. She was naked. Caleb was still wearing his jeans. Their breathing had calmed, but her heart was still racing along and hearing him say that wasn�t exactly going to bring about calming thoughts, either.
Destin popped one eye open and stared up at Caleb. He pushed up onto his elbow, peering down at her.
Her head, her heart, her soul, all of her felt too full of him.
Something niggled and tugged at her but she suspected if she looked at it too hard just then, she�d be pissed. Instead, she sighed. �You�ve been holding back secrets, babe.�
The tip of his finger stroked down her nose. �You weren�t ready to hear them.�
Part of her wanted to argue with him. He�d been feeling everything she felt, suffering everything she suffered�and she hadn�t known. It didn�t matter that she wasn�t ready. She should have been. This was the man she loved and she should be able to cope with whatever he had to cope with.
A sharp tug on her hair had her opening her eyes to glare at him. �Hey!�
He cocked a brow at her. �You were already coping with it�you lived with it, remember?� Then he sighed and sat up, skimming a hand back over his hair. �I caught the residual while you were making a connection and I dealt with it. I didn�t want to make it worse for you than it already was.�
�So what changed?� she asked quietly.
�We did.� He glanced back at her and she saw the truth of that in his face. He was still so painfully gorgeous it hurt to look at him, but there was something different about his face. Not just that he was older, or harder.
It was more. He looked more level. Not so closed off, despite what she�d thought when she�d first seen him in the office just days earlier.
As for her?
Yeah. She�d definitely changed. Swallowing the knot in her throat, she asked softly, �And how do we handle the jobs and stuff? You work for the FBI. I work for Oz.�
He shifted in the bed and covered her knee with his hand. �It�s early yet, we can figure that out as we go. All that matters now is you�you�re the one for me. The one, the only.�
His words made her heart shudder in her chest�shudder. Quiver, roll over and just�sigh. �Caleb,� she whispered. Laying a hand on his cheek, she leaned over and pressed her brow to his.
�The only,� he said again, his voice soft and gentle. �All that matters. Everything else is just noise. As for a job? I can always quit and freelance for Oz. Or you can think about going freelance for the Bureau.�
�Shit.� Passing a hand over the back of her mouth, she tried to get her heart back into its normal rhythm. �Yeah. Me, back in the Bureau. Like that would happen. After the way I fucked up with them? They don�t want me back.�
He bent down and pressed his lips to her thigh. �Jones sort of runs his own ship. If he thinks you�d be good to have around, he�ll pull strings, move heaven and hell to get you in. If that�s what you want.�
�I want you.� She stroked her hand over his hair. �That�s all I know for sure.�
�Then the rest we�ll work out.� He lifted up and pressed his lips to her neck. �We�ll deal with the details later. Is that good enough?�
�Hell yes. Now�� She shifted around and pushed him onto his back. �I think we�ve got five years of time to make up for. And we don�t really have to check out just yet�right?�
He was grinning as she bent down and covered his mouth with hers. �Absolutely.�

Author�s Note

According to RAINN (Rape, Abuse and Incest National Network), there is a sexual assault every two minutes in the U.S. Almost half of the victims are under eighteen. Eighty percent are under the age of thirty. Fifty percent of sexual assaults are not reported to the police and ninety-seven percent of rapists will never spend a day in jail.
Two-thirds of assaults are committed by somebody the victim knows. Almost forty percent of the assaults are committed by friends or acquaintances.
Drug-facilitated sexual assault remains common. Drugs like GBL can be slipped into a strong-tasting drink and the victim may act normally, i.e., they might not look drunk or act out of it, but they won�t remember anything that happened while the drug was in their system. It�s metabolized fast and will leave body within twenty-four hours.
Rape doesn�t happen to �other� people. It happens to people in all walks of life.
Learn more at www.rainn.org.
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