
Kinley sensed her son was near, could practically imagine him calling out to her.

 She saw a room. It was homey. There was a rocking chair, a sofa. But there was something else in the
corner.

 A child’s toy chest.

 “Is that my son’s?” she asked Jordan, pointing to the monitor. “Is he here?”

 But he didn’t answer. There was a series of sharp beeps, and Jordan cursed.

 Kinley frantically looked around at all the monitors, expecting to see some kind of security breach. But
they showed no threat. “What’s happening?”

 He went to her, so close they were practically touching. Kinley tried to step back, but he caught her
arm, leaned in and put his mouth against her cheek. “Someone’s watching. We have to make it look
good.”

 And he kissed her.
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 Prologue

 San Antonio, Texas

 Jordan Taylor heard the pounding, but it took him a moment to realize it wasn’t part of the nightmare
he’d been having. Someone was banging on his door.

 He checked the clock on the nightstand. Three in the morning. He cursed, threw back the covers and
grabbed his Sig Sauer, because visits at this time of morning were never good.

 “Jordan, open up!” a woman said. Not a shout, exactly, but close.
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 He recognized that voice and cursed again. Shelly Mackey, his ex, both as a business associate and a
girlfriend. He wouldn’t need the Sig Sauer. Well, probably not. Since he hadn’t seen or heard from
Shelly in months and since her voice sounded a couple of steps beyond frantic, Jordan decided to bring
the gun with him anyway.

 “You have to help me!” Shelly insisted. She continued to pound on the door. “Please. Hurry.”

 That got him moving faster. Shelly wasn’t the drama queen type. Jordan didn’t bother to dress. He
pulled on only his boxers and raced out of his bedroom.

 Her voice wasn’t coming from the front of the house, he realized, but from the door off his kitchen.
Jordan sprinted that way.

 But the pounding stopped.

 He stopped, too, just short of the door. He waited a moment. Listened.

 And heard nothing.

 “Shelly?” he called out.

 Still nothing. That gave him another jolt of adrenaline. Shelly was likely in big trouble.

 Jordan lifted his gun as he reached for the doorknob. Then, he heard it. The sound of a car engine.

 Someone was driving away. Not fast. More like easing away, the tires barely whispering on the brick
driveway that encircled his house. Jordan unlocked the door, jerked it open, but he caught only a flash of
the bloodred taillights before the car disappeared into the darkness.

 With his gun aimed, he shot glances around his heavily landscaped yard. He didn’t see anyone, but the
soft grunt he heard had him aiming his attention lower. To the porch.

 There was a basket with a blanket draped over it.

 “What the hell?” he mumbled.

 Jordan kept his attention on the yard, just in case the someone or something that had caused Shelly to
run was still out there. He stooped down and lifted the corner of the blanket.

 A baby stared back at him.

 Jordan had never remembered being speechless before, but he sure was now. He looked beneath the
blanket again, certain he was mistaken.

 No mistake.

 The tiny baby was still there. Still staring at him with eyes that seemed to ask who are you and why am I
here?

 Jordan wanted to know the same thing.
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 He grabbed the basket, brought it inside so he could set it on the floor and shut the door. He also
reached for his phone and jabbed in Shelly’s number. Each ring felt like a week-long wait.

 “Jordan,” she finally answered. He didn’t know who sounded more frantic—him or her.

 “Talk to me,” he snarled.

 “Someone’s trying to kill me.”

 Despite the baby-in-the-basket bombshell, he wasn’t immune to the fear he heard in her voice. “Where
are you? I’ll send help, and then you can come back for the little delivery you left on my porch.”

 “I’m sorry. I didn’t want to do things this way, but I had no choice. They’re after me, because of the
baby. He’s in danger, Jordan. The worst kind. And I need you to protect him.”

 Him.A boy.

 Then it hit Jordan. He threw back the blanket and had a better look at that little face. Dark brown hair.
Dark brown eyes. About two months old at the most. He quickly did the math. He’d last slept with
Shelly nine or ten months ago. Break-up sex. And he hadn’t seen her since.

 Jordan groaned, and because he had no choice, he sank down on the floor next to the basket.

 “I’ve sanitized my office,” Shelly continued, her words rushing together. “Actually, I burned it to the
ground. They won’t find anything there, but I don’t want them tracing the baby to you. Don’t let anyone
know you have him. Please. There can be no chain of custody when it comes to him, understand?”

 No. He didn’t. But he focused on Shelly and her safety. “Tell me where you are so I can help you.”

 “You can help me by taking care of the baby. There are no records and no paperwork to connect me to
that child. It has to stay that way. I’ve created a phony trail for us, too. If anyone digs into our
connection, they’ll find proof you fired me because I was embezzling from your company. The
documentation will imply that we’re enemies and that you’re the last person on earth that I’d ask for
help.”

 This conversation was getting more and more confusing. “Is this baby mine?” Jordan demanded.

 Silence. He knew she was still on the line because he could hear her breathing. “Just protect him,
please,” she said moments later. “A person might come looking for him. If she uses the code words, red
ruby, then you can trust her.”

 “Red ruby? You gotta be kidding me. A code word? For what? Why?”

 “I have to disappear for a while,” Shelly said, obviously ignoring him. “But when I can, I’ll explain
everything.”

 With that, she hung up.

 Jordan didn’t waste a second, not even to curse. He redialed Shelly’s number. But she didn’t answer.
The call went straight to voice mail.
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 Time for plan B. He phoned one of his agents, Cody Guillory, his right-hand man at Sentron, the private
security agency that Jordan owned. Since Cody was pulling duty at headquarters, he answered on the
first ring.

 “I’m guessing whatever’s wrong got you out of bed?” Cody greeted.

 “Yeah, it did. I have a situation,” Jordan replied. “Shelly could be in danger. She still has the same cell
number and possibly the same phone she used when she worked for Sentron so try to track that.
Discreetly. Let me know where she is.”

 “Will do. Give me a couple of minutes. Anything else?”

 Jordan looked at the baby and debated what he should say.Don’t let anyone know you have him, Shelly
had warned. She’d even used another rareplease. For now, he’d take the plea and warning to heart.
“Just find her and send someone in case she needs help,” Jordan said, and he ended the call.

 The only illumination came from the moonlight seeping in through the windows, but it was enough for him
to see the basket. Jordan stared at the baby, whose eyes were drifting down to sleep, and because he
didn’t know what else to do, he groaned and considered the most obvious scenario. Had Shelly given
birth to his child without telling him? And if so, why wouldn’t he have heard rumors that he was a daddy?
There’d been no signs, no hints, nothing to indicate that this child was his.

 Except for the dark brown hair, dark brown eyes.

 Like Jordan’s own.

 Still, that didn’t mean he’d fathered this baby.

 He needed to talk with Shelly, and even though it was clear she was in the middle of a personal crisis, he
tried her number again. Again, it went straight to voice mail. This time he decided to leave a message.

 “Shelly, we need to talk.” He wanted to say more, much more, but a cell conversation wasn’t secure.
His number wouldn’t show up on her caller ID or phone records because all calls from his house and
business were routed through a scrambler, but someone could get her phone and listen to any message
he might leave.

 Someone’s trying to kill me,she’d said. Even with the shock of finding the baby, Jordan hadn’t forgotten
that. Like him, Shelly now owned a security agency. Even though she’d been in business less than a year,
her startup agency provided services as bodyguards, personal protection, P.I.s.

 And probably more.

 Thatmore had nearly gotten him killed a few times.Was that what was happening to Shelly now? Had a
case gone wrong, and was someone trying to use the baby to get to her? Maybe she’d had no choice but
to bring the child to him, but it damn well had been her choice not to tell him before now.

 If the child was his, that is.

 The phone rang, slicing through the silence and waking the baby. He started to fuss. Jordan had no idea
how to deal with that, so he lightly rocked the basket. Thankfully, the little guy hushed, and Jordan took
the call.
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 “It’s Cody. I tracked Shelly’s phone, no problem, but while I was doing that, I heard her name on the
police scanner, and I zoomed in on the conversation with our equipment.” He paused. “About five
minutes ago, a traffic cop responded to a failed carjacking just about a half mile from your place. It’s
Shelly’s car.”

 Oh, God.“How bad?”

 “Bad.” And that was all Cody said for several long moments. “Shelly’s dead.”

 That hit Jordan like a punch to the gut. He squeezed his eyes shut. “You’re sure it’s her?”

 “Yes, I’ve tapped into the camera at the traffic light, and I can see her face. It’s Shelly, all right. Looks
like a gunshot to the head.”

 Jordan forced away the grief and pain and grabbed the basket so he could take the baby with him to his
home office. He turned on his secure laptop. “Send me the feed from that traffic camera. Audio, too.
And get one of our agents over there.”

 “I’ve already dispatched Desmond—” Cody paused, and in the background Jordan could hear the
chatter from the laser listening device that Cody was using to zoom in on the scene. “An eyewitness is
talking to the traffic cop right now.”

 The images popped onto his computer screen. Jordan saw Shelly’s car. The driver’s door was wide
open. Her body was sprawled out in the middle of the street, limp and lifeless.Hell. If he’d just gotten to
the door sooner, if he could have stopped her from leaving his place, then maybe she’d still be alive.

 Another patrol car arrived, but Jordan zoomed in on the conversation between the traffic cop and a
twenty-something woman dressed in a fast-food restaurant uniform. An eyewitness. Her body language
and nearly hysterical tone told Jordan she probably hadn’t been involved in this as anything more than a
spectator to a horrific crime.

 “The man didn’t want her car,” Jordan heard the woman say, and he cranked up the volume.

 “What do you mean?” the cop asked.

 Tears streamed down the eyewitness’s face. “That man dragged her from her car and tried to force her
into his black SUV. He was trying to kidnap her or something.”

 Or something. Jordan was afraid he knew what that something was. This man wanted information about
the baby. But why?

 The eyewitness broke down, sobbing while she frantically shook her head. “The woman fought him,” she
finally said, her trembling fingers held close to her mouth. “She tried to get away. But he shot her and then
drove off.”

 There it was. The brutal end of one nightmare and the start of another.

 This wasn’t a botched carjacking. Shelly had been murdered. And Jordan instinctively knew the man in
the SUV wasn’t finished.
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 The killer would come after the baby next.

 Chapter One

 Fourteen months later
December 22nd

 Kinley Ford was after two things: Jordan Taylor and the truth. Tonight, she might finally get both.

 If she didn’t get killed first, that is.

 Because if he did indeed know what was going on, he might take extreme measures to stop anyone from
finding out.

 Swallowing hard, she stepped inside the reception area of the Sentron Security Agency to find the
Christmas party in full swing. The place sparkled, not just with some of the guests in their glittery dresses.
There was also an angel ice sculpture on a center table, and it was flanked on each side with white roses
in crystal vases and bottles of champagne angled into gleaming, silver ice buckets.

 Kinley dismissed all of that and looked around. There he was, on the far side of the room next to the
massive Christmas tree.

 Jordan Taylor.

 He looked lethal. And was. She’d studied every bit of information she could learn about him. Over the
years, he’d killed three people. All in the line of duty, of course. But that still gave him a dangerous edge
that she would be a fool to dismiss.

 Kinley hated to think of him as her last resort, but she had exhausted her list of persons of interest. She’d
exhausted her bank account. And herself. She wouldn’t give up if she failed tonight—she would never
give up—but she literally had no idea where to go next.

 Beside her, her “date,” Cody Guillory, took her coat, then her arm and led her not in Jordan’s direction
but toward a tall blond-haired man by the ten-foot-long table filled from corner to corner with party food.

 “Anna,” Cody said using the alias she’d given him, “this is Burke Dennison.” Cody checked his watch.
“In about three hours, he’ll be my new boss.”

 Burke flashed a thousand-watt smile. With that sun-blond hair, blue eyes and tan, he looked every bit
the golden boy he was. At thirty-one he was a self-made millionaire and about to take the reins of one of
the most successful security agencies in the state.

 Burke used his champagne glass to make a sweeping motion around the reception area at Sentron
headquarters. “I bought the place,” Burke let her know. “Isn’t that a hoot? I’m a ranch hand’s son from
Dime Box, Texas, for Christ’s sake. Who would have thought it?”

 Jordan Taylor obviously had, since he was the present owner and about to relinquish control a mere
three days before Christmas.

 Kinley wanted to know why.
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 For fourteen months, she’d examined the lives of more than a hundred people and had looked for any
changes in their lifestyles. This was a major change for Jordan. But the question was, did it have anything
to do with Shelly’s murder?

 “Well, if I’d had the cash, I certainly would have bought the place,” Cody remarked. He, too, looked
around. Almost lovingly. “My life is here.” He shrugged, then smiled. “And usually my body. Burke,
don’t you expect me to give you eighty hours a week the way I gave Jordan.”

 Both men laughed, but she didn’t think it was her imagination that there was some tension beneath.
Maybe Cody wasn’t thrilled with gaining a new owner, or losing the old one.

 When a tuxed waiter moved closer, Cody snagged two fluted glasses of champagne and handed her one
so they could toast Burke. Kinley thanked him and pretended to have a sip while she pretended to be
interested in the conversation Burke started about some changes he wanted to make.

 She’d gotten good at pretending.

 In fact, everything about her was a facade, starting with the red party dress she’d bought from a
secondhand store. The symbolic necklace that she wore twenty-four/seven. Her dyed-blond hair. Her
name. She was using the alias Anna Carlyle tonight, but she had three other IDs in her apartment. She’d
lived a lie for so long. Too long.

 “Excuse me a moment,” Kinley said to Cody and Burke.

 She stepped away and tried to be subtle. She mingled, introducing herself. She even sampled a spicy
bacon-wrapped shrimp from the table, all the while making her way to Jordan.

 There was an auburn-haired woman talking with him, but as if he’d known all along that Kinley was
coming his way, he slid his gaze in her direction. He whispered something to the redhead and she stepped
away, but not before giving Kinley a bit of the evil eye. Probably because she thought Kinley was her
romantic competition. That couldn’t be further from the truth.

 “Nice party,” she said, extending her hand. “I’m Anna Carlyle.”

 He kept his attention fastened to her face. Studying her with those intense brown eyes that were as dark
and rich as espresso.

 This was the first time she’d seen him up close, the first time she’d gotten a good look at him, and sadly,
Kinley realized she wasn’t immune to a hot guy. Funny, after what she’d been through she was surprised
to feel any emotions other than grief and fear, but Jordan Taylor had an old-fashioned way of reminding
her that beneath the facade, she was still a woman.

 Simply put, he was the most physically attractive man she’d ever met.

 He wasn’t slick and golden like his Sentron successor, Burke. Jordan had a sinister edge that extended
from his classically chiseled face to the casual way he wore his tux. The tie was loose. His left hand was
crammed in his pocket. The other held not a glass of champagne but whiskey straight up.

 It smelled as expensive and high-end as he did.

 His hair was loose, a bit long, brushing against the bottom of his collar. It was also fashionably unstyled,
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as if he didn’t have to spend much time to make it look as if he could have been posing on the cover of
some rock magazine.

 “Anna Carlyle, huh?” he asked. And it was definitely a question.

 That pulled her from her female fantasy induced by his good looks and smell. “Yes. Cody was kind
enough to invite me to the party. And you’re…?”

 The corner of his mouth lifted. Not a smile of humor though. It made Kinley want to take a step back.
She didn’t. She held her ground.

 “Jordan Taylor,” he finally said. “But you already know that, don’t you?”

 She was in the process of bringing the champagne glass to her mouth for a fake sip, but Kinley froze.
Nearly panicked. Then he tamped down the fear that she was about to be exposed. She didn’t mind
being revealed as a liar, but exposure could be deadly.

 “Yes, I did know you were Jordan Taylor,” she admitted. “You’re the host of this party. I must have
seen your picture in the paper or something.”

 He eased his hand from his pocket. In his palm was a slim platinum-colored PDA. He held up the tiny
screen for her to see.

 She saw a picture of herself.

 Specifically, a picture of her in the coffee shop across the street. Her worried eyes were fixed on the
Sentron building. He flicked a button, and another photo appeared. Also of her. This time she was
parked in a car on the street just up from his San Antonio estate.

 Oh, God.

 Kinley glanced over her shoulder, looking for the quickest way out. There wasn’t one. To get to the
doors, she’d have to make her way through at least three dozen people, including twenty or so security
specialists who among other things were trained to apprehend suspects. But Jordan likely wouldn’t even
let her get that far, because he was the most qualified security specialist in the room and was only a few
inches from her.

 She couldn’t read his expression. He didn’t seem angry. Or even curious. He just stood there, calmly,
while he apparently waited for her to make the next move.

 “I was thinking about hiring a bodyguard,” she lied. “I wanted to check out Sentron first.”

 He made ahmm sound, slipped the PDA into his pocket, set both their drinks aside and grabbed her
arm. “Let’s take a walk, have a little chat.”

 Once again she held her ground. Fear shot through her, but Kinley couldn’t go with him. She had to get
out of there. “I should get back to my date. Cody will be wondering where I am.”

 “No, he won’t.”

 Because Jordan said it so confidently, Kinley glanced over her shoulder again. Cody and Jordan
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exchanged a subtle glance, and Jordan’s grip tightened on her arm.

 “When I realized you were following me, I sent Cody to the coffee shop. His orders were to strike up a
conversation with you and then to invite you to tonight’s party—an invitation I figured you’d jump at.” He
paused, met her gaze. “Cody’s very good at his job, isn’t he?”

 He was. Kinley hadn’t suspected a thing. Maybe because she’d been so excited about the possibility of
learning the truth of what’d happened fourteen months ago?

 “I’m leaving,” Kinley insisted.

 “Yes. After we have that chat.” Jordan didn’t give her a choice. He practically dragged her in the
direction of a hall.

 “I have a gun,” she warned.

 “No, you don’t. Before you stepped foot in this building, I scanned you—thoroughly.” He tipped his
head to a small camera-like device positioned over the front doors. “If you’d been carrying concealed, I
would have already disarmed you.”

 That caused her heart to drop even further. What had she gotten herself into? And better yet, how could
she get herself out of it?

 He opened a door and maneuvered her inside. Even though she didn’t stand a chance of overpowering
him, Kinley got ready to fight back. She gripped her purse so she could use it to hit him.

 But Jordan didn’t attack her. He turned on the lights and shut the door. The room was filled with wall
monitors, desks, computers and other equipment. No people though. She was very much alone with a
man who might kill her.

 “This is Sentron’s command center,” he explained. “Soundproof and secure. We won’t be overheard
here.”

 Which meant there’d be no one to hear her if she screamed.

 He took out the PDA again and began to flick through more pictures. There was one from her college
yearbook. Another of her in an airport terminal. Her passport photo. But the bulk was from newspaper
articles when she’d been reported missing and presumed dead two years ago.

 “There’s about three million dollars’ worth of equipment in this room, including facial recognition
software. When I realized you had me under surveillance, I pulled up every image in every available
databank.” Jordan turned, aimed those eyes at her again. “I know who you are, Kinley Ford.”

 Since she didn’t know how to respond to that, she didn’t say anything.

 “You’re twenty-eight. Not a natural blonde. You have a Ph.D. in Chemical Engineering from University
of Texas. Two years ago the research lab where you worked exploded, and everyone thought you were
dead. You obviously weren’t. You surfaced again fourteen months ago, only to disappear again. Now
you’re here.” He outstretched his hands. “Why?”

 Kinley chose her words carefully. “I knew Shelly.”
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 He drew his arms back in, clicked off his PDA. “Did you have something to do with her murder?”

 “No.” But Kinley knew she didn’t sound very convincing. “Did you?”

 For the first time, she saw some emotion. For just a second, there was something in his eyes. Not pain,
exactly. But some sentiment that he quickly reined in. “No.” He didn’t sound any more convincing than
she had.

 They stared at each other.

 “You knew Shelly,” Kinley accused.

 He nodded. “She was a former business associate. I fired her because she was embezzling from me.”

 Yes. She’d read all about that. “And she was your lover. I saw a picture of you two in the newspaper.”
In the photo, Shelly hadn’t been able to conceal the attraction she was feeling. It’d come through even in
a grainy black-and-white image. Not for Jordan, though. In that photo, he was wearing the same poker
face he had now.

 “What do you want?” he asked.

 “The truth. Among other things, I want to know who killed Shelly and why.”

 For just a second, his mouth froze around the syllable he’d been about to say. Then, he obviously
rethought his response. “What other things?”

 Kinley blinked, because that’d been a slip of the tongue. “I was her client. And her friend.” She had to
pause and take a deep breath. “I left something important with her.”

 Mercy, had she stuttered on the wordimportant?

 Her nerves were so raw now that she didn’t know. “I tried to retrieve the item,” she continued, “but then
I learned her office was destroyed and that she was dead.”

 She didn’t think for a minute that Jordan was just going to accept her explanation. No. The question
came immediately. “What kind of item?”

 “That’s personal.” And she’d had more than enough of this intimidation. Kinley straightened her
shoulders, tucked her purse beneath her arm and started for the door.

 She didn’t make it far.

 Jordan stepped in front of her, blocking her path and sending her straight into him. He was solid. She
learned that the hard way when her breasts landed against his chest. If he had any reaction to the contact,
he didn’t show it. He merely stepped back so that he was right in front of the door.

 “Who sent you here?” he demanded.

 “No one.” That was the first real truth she’d told tonight. “And I’m leaving.”
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 “Not now, you’re not.” He blocked her again when she tried to go around him. When Kinley tried again,
he caught her, whirled her around and pinned her against the door. “Who knows you’re here?”

 It wasn’t a question she’d anticipated, and now it was her turn to study his eyes to see what had
prompted him to bring up one of her biggest concerns. “Obviously your people know.”

 “Just Cody. And he doesn’t know your real name. He thinks you came because I wanted to have sex
with you. So, who knows you’re here?”

 “No one. I’ve been careful.”

 He gave a slight eye roll and tipped his head toward the PDA where he had pictures of her. “If I saw
you, someone else could have, too.”

 True. And that terrified her. It had terrified her from day one, but even that wasn’t enough to make her
stop this search. She had to know if Jordan had the answers she needed.

 Well, one answer in particular.

 “What’s this really all about?” she asked, hating that her voice was shaky. Heck, she was shaking. And
the full-body contact he was giving her wasn’t helping. She felt trapped. Threatened.

 “I want to know the same thing,” he countered. “Whatitem did you leave with Shelly?”

 She shook her head. “I can’t say.”

 “You mean you won’t.”

 “Can’t,” she insisted. She met his gaze. “What do you know about this?”

 He stayed quiet a moment. “I figure if you take what I know and what you know, we’ll have a complete
picture. So, you show me yours, and I’ll show you mine. You first.”

 Kinley considered that and then considered the alternative. She couldn’t afford a stalemate. Nor could
she afford the consequences of what would happen if she spilled all. So, she took it slowly. “I honestly
don’t know who killed Shelly.”

 “But you know who was after her and why,” he snapped.

 “Maybe.” She groaned. “Look, I can’t think like this. Just back up.”

 To her surprise, he did, and then made an impatient circular motion with his right index finger to signal
her to keep talking.

 Best to start at the beginning,she thought. That was the easy part. Too bad she didn’t know if she could
trust him with the ending.

 “Shelly’s death could be linked to what happened at the Bassfield Research Facility where I worked,”
Kinley explained. “Secrets went missing. Illegal deals were made. The authorities have caught some
people responsible, but since there might have been others involved in the illegal activity, they thought it
best that I be placed in witness protection in another state.”
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 “Yet you’re here,” he pointed out. “Not in witness protection but at my company’s Christmas party.”

 Kinley was certain she couldn’t keep the emotion or the heartbreak out of her expression. “Finding the
item I left with Shelly is critical. It’s worth the risk of leaving witness protection.”

 “And you think I know where this…‘item’ is?”

 She closed her eyes a moment, shook her head. “I don’t know. But I made a list of all of Shelly’s
friends, family members and enemies. I’ve made it through that entire list—”

 He put her right back against the wall. It happened so fast that it robbed her of her breath. “You asked
these people questions?”

 That urgency and his stark concern didn’t help her breathing. “No. I didn’t want to raise any suspicions
so I followed them the way I followed you. I watched them, looking for any signs that they might know
something.”

 His eyes turned even darker. “Because if someone got thisitem, they’d be able to draw you out of
hiding. Why? What do they want?”

 “Information about the last project I was working on.” It was a guess. But a good one, since she hadn’t
been able to think of another reason. She hadn’t been privy to all top-secret data used in the project,
however.

 “You were working on antidotes for chemical weapons.” Again, it wasn’t a question.

 She nodded, not surprised that he knew about the project that’d nearly gotten her killed and had cost
her everything. “The formula for the primary antidote went missing. Someone may think I know where it
is. I don’t,” she quickly added. “That’s the truth.”

 “For a change.” He turned on his PDA again, scrolled through some pages and stopped on one. Not a
picture. This one had some kind of code in it. “That’s your DNA. Day before yesterday, I had Cody
collect your cup from the coffee shop, and I ran the test myself. No one but me has seen the results. Or
compared it to anyone else’s.”

 Oh, mercy.

 Her breath shuttered, and there was no way to hold back the flood of emotion or what she had to say.
She touched her fingers to her necklace and waited until Jordan’s attention went to the stone. “It’s a red
ruby.”

 She saw it. The recognition in his eyes. Just a split second. It was all she needed to continue.

 “My son would be sixteen months old by now. Brown hair. Brown eyes.” Kinley swallowed hard. “You
have him, don’t you? Shelly left him with you?”

 Jordan calmly placed the PDA back into his jacket pocket. “Yes.” A muscle flickered in his jaw. “I have
him. Your DNA matches his.”

 A helpless sound left her mouth. She lost it. Her legs turned limp. Her breath vanished. And if it hadn’t
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been for Jordan catching her, she would have fallen to the floor. “Thank God.” And even though she
knew she sounded hysterical, Kinley just kept repeating it.

 “Don’t thank God just yet. The child was safe. Now he’s not. By coming here, you’ve placed him, you
and me in grave danger.”

 She fought to regain her breath so she could speak. “I never meant to do that, I swear.”

 “The road to hell is paved with good intentions,” he mumbled. Then cursed. “We have to sanitize this
situation and do some damage control.”

 She shook her head. “How?”

 But before he could answer, the doorknob turned. Kinley tried to brace herself for anyone and anything.
It was almost second nature since she’d been living in fear for months.

 “This is damage control,” Jordan whispered to her.

 He shoved his left hand around the back of her neck, dragged her to him and kissed her.

 Chapter Two

 While he kissed her, Jordan drew his gun and used their bodies to hide the Sig Sauer.

 He wanted the gun ready in case the pretense didn’t work. And in case they were about to be met by
someone who’d followed Kinley.

 The door opened and from the corner of his eye, Jordan saw their visitors.

 Cody and Burke.

 Despite his instant relief at seeing nonenemy faces, Jordan didn’t break the kiss. In fact, he took it up a
notch and made it look as if he was groping Kinley’s breasts when he reholstered his gun.

 “Sorry for the interruption,” Cody drawled.

 Only then did Jordan jerk away from her. He tried to look surprised, which wasn’t very difficult since
that damage-control kiss had sent a coil of blazing heat through his entire body.

 Hell.

 Nothing like reacting like a red-blooded male instead of a security specialist in the middle of a potentially
dangerous situation.

 “Something wrong?” Jordan asked the men. Beside him, Kinley was breathing hard. Hopefully from the
danger and not the blasted kiss.

 Jordan made a mental note to figure a different form of damage control. Something that didn’t involve
her mouth or her breasts.

 “Nothing’s wrong,” Burke assured him. He smiled. Cody didn’t. He had a puzzled look on his face. “It’s
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just that some folks have to leave to go to other parties, and I want to make a toast to celebrate your
new semi-retired status.”

 “Of course.” It couldn’t have come at a better time, because a toast and then an exit was the fastest way
to get Kinley out of there.

 Kinley smiled and fixed her lipstick. Her mouth was trembling a bit, and she looked as if she’d been
popped with a stun gun. Again, he hoped that was from the fear. He took her by the arm, and they
followed Burke and Cody.

 “I give you a week,” Cody said, looking over his shoulder at Jordan. “And you’ll be so bored you’ll be
begging Burke to sell you back the company.”

 “I doubt that.” There wasn’t a chance of boredom now that Kinley had arrived with her dangerous
baggage. Not a chance, either, of his wanting to buy back Sentron. He didn’t intend to go back to
working an eighty-hour week.

 Well, maybe not.

 He’d made that plan when he thought he would have to devote more time to protecting the child that’d
been left on his doorstep. Now that Kinley was here, though, his life was in major limbo.

 And so were his emotions.

 Jordan slowed his pace and hated that ache in the pit of his stomach. But from the moment he’d run that
first DNA test, he had known the child wasn’t his. Biologically, anyway. He’d also known that perhaps
one day someone would show up and want the baby back.

 He just hadn’t counted on it being tonight.

 Part of him had hoped it would never happen. He wasn’t one to wish a person harm, but after fourteen
months, he had adjusted to the idea that the baby’s biological parents weren’t coming for him. Or that
they were dead, killed by the same people who’d murdered Shelly. And then he’d seen Kinley Ford’s
DNA he’d pulled from the coffee cup.

 She was the biological mother, all right.

 Now the question was, what was he going to do about it?

 All eyes shifted in their direction when the four returned to the party. To speed things up, Jordan
grabbed two glasses of champagne from the waiter, handed one to Kinley and then slid his arm back
around her waist. He even gave her a lusty, long look that he figured everyone could interpret.

 Burke lifted his glass into the air. “Ten years ago Jordan Taylor created this company from scratch. He
trained every agent in this room. Now Jordan’s company and mine, Burke Securities, will be merged to
form not just the best, but the biggest personal security agency in the state. I only hope I’ll earn the same
loyalty and support that you’ve shown him over the years.” The glass went higher. “To Jordan. Thanks
for creating the benchmark of security services. And thanks even more for selling it all to me.”

 That brought a few chuckles, and the room echoed with “Hear! Hear!” and applause as others joined
the toast.
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 Jordan took one last look around the room. “I’ll miss this place and all of you.” He shrugged. “Well,
maybe not when I’m tossing back shots of Glen Garioch on a private beach somewhere in the Pacific,
but I’m sure there’ll be moments when I’ll miss you…a little.”

 Jordan forced a smile, took the master keycard from his jacket and handed it to Burke. A symbolic
gesture, but one that tugged at his heart. “Don’t run the place into the ground, all right?”

 “I won’t,” Burke assured him.

 They shook hands, embraced briefly, while some photos were snapped. But Jordan had no intentions of
lingering. He’d already said goodbye to his key agents, including Cody, Desmond Parisi and Alonzo
Mateo, and he nodded farewell to two of his newer employees, Chris Sutton and Wally Arceneaux.
Then, he took a final sip of the champagne, and he set Kinley’s and his glasses aside so they could head
for the door.

 Cody stepped out of the gathering to hand Kinley her coat. “You might need this,” he added. Still no
smile, not even a phony one. He was obviously riled that Jordan had sold the company. One day Jordan
might be able to explain to him why he’d done it. “Enjoy your evening.”

 Jordan seriously doubted there’d be anything enjoyable about it. He only hoped it didn’t turn deadly.

 He helped Kinley with her coat and tried not to rush to the door. Jordan got them out of there and
headed to the adjacent parking lot. It was cold, near freezing, and the wind barreled out of the north right
at them. He kept her close, snuggled intimately into the crook of his arm, and he kissed her. This time it
was on the corner of her mouth in the hopes that it wouldn’t carry the punch of a full-mouth kiss.

 It did anyway.

 She was attractive. There was no denying that. But he reminded himself that everything about her was a
facade. Well, except for the fear. She was trembling, but he was almost certain it wasn’t from the cold.

 Kinley looked up at him. “Where’s my—”

 Jordan pressed his lips to hers so she couldn’t finish the question. Still walking, he kept his mouth over
hers a second and then drew back slightly. “Lip readers,” he mumbled.

 Her smoke-gray eyes widened, and she gave a shaky nod, understanding that if someone were filming
them, a lip reader would be able to determine anything they said.

 Including a question about the child.

 They reached his silver Porsche and got inside, behind the bulletproof custom-tinted glass and into a
space that would not only conceal them, but was also soundproof. They could see out, but no one could
see in. And an alarm would beep if anyone tried to scan the vehicle with thermal or sound detectors.
Since Jordan heard no beep, it was safe to talk.

 But not necessarily smart to tell her everything he knew.

 For now, he couldn’t trust her. Yes, Kinley was the birth mother, and she also knew the code word, but
that didn’t mean her maternal instincts had been the reason she’d come to him. He needed more answers
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about her motives, and while he was finding those answers, he had to continue with more damage
control.

 “Now can I ask my question?” she wanted to know.

 He settled for saying, “It’s safe.”

 She didn’t waste any time. “Where’s my son?”

 Jordan didn’t waste time, either. “You had to have known the risks of coming to me. So why did you?”

 She didn’t get defensive. Thanks to the security lights in the parking lot, Jordan could see her clearly.
The light bathed her troubled face and danced off the red crystals on her dress.

 “I just needed to know he was alive,” she whispered. “That he was okay. I couldn’t live not knowing.”
She scraped her thumbnail over the red polish on her right index finger and flaked it off. “I knew there
were risks, but I thought I’d minimized them.”

 “Obviously not, if I figured out who you were and what you wanted.”

 She shook her head. “I didn’t think you had him. I only thought you’d have information. Or rather I
hoped you would. I wasn’t very optimistic because I’d read that Shelly and you were enemies, that she
embezzled from you.”

 Jordan sighed. “That was Shelly’s version of damage control. She didn’t want anyone to be able to link
me to the child.”

 Still, that hadn’t stopped SAPD and even a federal investigator from questioning him. It also hadn’t
stopped three different P.I.s, who’d been hired by God knows who to find out what’d happened in the
last minutes of Shelly’s life. Jordan figured all three P.I.s had probably worked for the same person, but
he’d never been able to dig through the layers of security and paperwork to come up with a name. Or a
reason why the baby was so important.

 But that was something Kinley could perhaps tell him.

 He used the car’s mirrors to glance around the parking lot. “You’re a cautious woman,” he remarked.
“Would you know if someone had followed you?”

 “I thought I would. But I was obviously wrong.”

 “Other than me, would you know if someone had followed you?” He wasn’t being cocky. He was just
better than most at that sort of thing.

 “People have followed me in the past, but after I left witness protection this last time, I haven’t noticed
anyone.”

 That didn’t mean someone wasn’t there. Jordan had another look at those mirrors.

 “You gave up your company for my son,” she said. Not a question, nor an accusation. Her voice was
heavy with emotion.
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 He glanced at her and decided to change the subject. “I’m going with two possible theories here. First,
that the child’s father is behind all of this danger.”

 She was shaking her head before he even finished. “No. He’s dead. He died trying to murder me and
my brother.”

 Okay. That was a story he knew a little about but wanted to hear more of later. “Second theory.
Someone wants the baby for leverage. The people after you want information, and they believe if they
have your child, they’ll be able to manipulate you into giving them what they want.”

 Kinley stared at him so long he wasn’t sure she would jump on to this subject change, but she finally
looked away and returned to chipping off her nail polish. “The research facility where I was employed
was working on several projects. One was the chemical weapon antidote that I told you about. Several
researchers were working on it, and occasionally, I assisted them.”

 “Assisted?” He latched right on to that and mentally cursed when he spotted something he didn’t like in
the mirror.

 Hell.

 “Usually I was just a consult for a particular facet of a project,” she explained. “For instance, I only
worked on a portion of the formula for the primary antidote. I never got to see the finished results. None
of us did. That was the way the facility maintained security.”

 Jordan calmly started the car, put on his seat belt and kept his eyes on the mirror. “But even though you
don’t have the big picture, you have pieces. Others have pieces. And you have the names of those
others.”

 “Yes.” That was all she said for several moments. “Brenna Martel was one of the top lab assistants at
the research facility. She’s in a federal prison serving a life sentence. But there are others who
disappeared after the facility was destroyed and the federal investigation started.” Another pause. “I’ve
written notes about the research, and I’ve gone over them a thousand times, but I just don’t know why
someone would still be after me.”

 “Notes?” he questioned.

 “They’re encrypted,” she huffed, obviously noting his concern. “I wouldn’t just leave information like that
lying around for anyone to see.”

 But someone would look hard for info like that. “And these notes are where exactly?”

 “Hidden in my apartment.”

 Jordan didn’t even have to think about this. “I want to see them.” In fact, he wanted to study them and
then interrogate Kinley and put anyone in those notes under surveillance until all of this finally made some
sense.

 “I can show you what I have,” she answered. “But I want to see Maddox.”

 He glanced at her, frowned. “Who the hell is Maddox?”
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 “My son,” she said as if the answer were obvious. “That’s what I named him. You didn’t know?”

 “No. Shelly didn’t get around to that when she left him on my doorstep.” Jordan had been calling him
Gus. “And I couldn’t exactly go digging for his name or paternity, now could I?”

 “No.” Despite the fear and the seriousness of their situation, she smiled softly. “Do you have a picture of
him?”

 “Not a chance. And as for you seeing him, that’s not gonna happen until you can convince me that
you’re here as a mother and not as someone who wants to use him as a pawn in some sick game.”

 The smile vanished, and her mouth opened in outrage. “I wouldn’t do that. God, what do you think I
am?”

 “You’re a woman who left her baby with a bodyguard because it was too dangerous to keep him with
you. The danger’s still there.” He glanced in the mirror again.

 “I know that,” she snapped. “Shelly had been my friend since high school. I trusted her. And she died
protecting my son. If I could change that I would. But I can’t. And I’ve searched and searched, and I
can’t make the danger go away.” The minitirade seemed to drain her, and she groaned and rested her
head against the back of the seat.

 Jordan huffed, glanced in the mirror again and tried not to let her emotion get to him. He didn’t want
sympathy or pity playing into this. “This isn’t convincing me that you should be mother of the year.”

 That brought her head off the seat. “I don’t want to be mother of the year. I simply want my son.”

 “And then what?” he challenged.

 “I take him and I find someplace safe.” Her voice grew softer. “If necessary, we’ll live our lives in hiding,
but we’ll do that together.”

 Not anytime soon, she wouldn’t. Maybe not ever. Jordan didn’t intend to hand over Gus until he was
damn sure that it was safe to do so, and Kinley hadn’t done anything to convince him of that.

 “So, what do we do now?” she asked.

 “Soon, we’ll go to your apartment and get those notes.” However, he also had a more pressing
problem. “But for now we’ll just drive, and we’ll see if that guy parked up the street plans to follow us.”

 She snapped toward the side mirror and stared into the glass. “What guy?”

 “Black sedan near the intersection.”

 Her breath suddenly went uneven. “How long has he been there?”

 “He arrived not long after we got in the car. It could be nothing,” he admitted. But Jordan didn’t believe
that.

 It was likely a hugesomething.
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 “Put on your seat belt,” he instructed. As he eased out of the parking lot, Jordan kept his attention
fastened to his rearview mirror so he could watch the other vehicle.

 It pulled out just seconds after they did.

 Hell.

 Jordan drew his Sig Sauer and got ready for the worst.

 Chapter Three

 Kinley’s heart dropped.

 This couldn’t be happening. She’d been so careful and so sure that no one had followed her. Yet, the
black car was there and made the same turn Jordan did when he drove away from the Sentron building.

 She felt sick to her stomach. And she was terrified. She had to do something to stop this.

 But what?

 What she couldn’t do was call the police. That would likely alert the wrong people, and it’d be
impossible to explain everything that had happened. That kind of explanation could get her son hurt.

 “Let me out,” she insisted. “Maybe he’ll follow me and won’t connect any of this to my son.”

 “Too late. We’re already connected. I’m just hoping this person is curious, that’s all, and we can
convince him that we’re together because we’re would-be lovers.”

 Maybe. But she hated to risk that much on amaybe. She stared in the side mirror. The car stayed steady
behind them. “Any idea who is back there?”

 “Nope. But I hope to change that.” Placing his gun on his lap, Jordan took out his cell phone, and he
pressed in some numbers.

 “Cody,” Jordan said when the man apparently answered. “I’m traveling north on San Pedro, and I have
a shadow. Can you slip away from the party and run a visual?” A moment later, Jordan ended the call.
“Cody will get back to me when he has something.”

 Kinley latched on to that hope but still had her doubts. “He’ll be able to see the person following us?
How?” she wanted to know.

 “Traffic cameras. We might know soon who’s after us. And knowing who might tell us why. We might
get lucky. This could be someone from witness protection. It might not have anything to do with Gus.”

 “Gus?”

 Jordan huffed. “That’s what I call your son.”

 She repeated it under her breath. It was hard to pin that name to her baby. She’d always thought of him
as Maddox. But then, she hadn’t seen him in fourteen months. He wouldn’t even know her.
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 But her son obviously knew Jordan.

 Where had Jordan kept him all this time? What kind of a caregiver had he been? Kinley wanted to know
every precious detail of what she’d missed, but first, they had to deal with the person in that black car.

 She checked the mirror again, as did Jordan. The car was still there—at a distance but menacing. “Will
you try to lose the guy?”

 “Not just yet. I want to give Cody some time to get a photo so he can use the facial recognition
program.”

 “Good,” she mumbled.

 “Well, maybe not good. Remember, I’ve identified others who’ve followed me, and I’ve never been
able to link it back to the person who hired them.” He glanced at her. “That’s where you can help. Think
hard. Who could have known that you left Gus with Shelly?”

 She pulled in a long breath. “I’ve already thought hard, and I don’t believe anyone knew. After all,
Shelly had him for nearly a month before the trouble started.”

 “Okay. Then what started the trouble?”

 Kinley had thought hard about this as well. “A lot of bad things happened around that time. I was drawn
out of hiding because someone was trying to kill my brother, Lucky. He’s a P.I., and he started looking
for the head researcher, Dexter Sheppard, because Lucky believed Dexter had murdered me. He
obviously hadn’t, but Dexterhad convinced me and his lab assistant, Brenna Martel, to fake our deaths
and his in that explosion.”

 “Why do that?” Jordan wanted to know.

 “Because Dexter said it was the only way for us to stay alive. He had taken money from the wrong
people, and he’d promised to deliver a chemical weapon that we couldn’t deliver. He convinced me that
all of us would die if I went to the authorities.”

 “And you believed him?”

 “Yes,” she said with regret. “I guess Dexter did a good job faking my death because my brother thought
I was indeed dead. But he didn’t think the same of Dexter. He thought Dexter was in hiding but couldn’t
find him. So, Lucky followed Dexter’s sister, Marin, to Fall Creek, a small town not too far from here.
And when the attempts to kill both Marin and my brother started all over again, I knew I had to do
something to try to save them.”

 “So you went to Fall Creek, too,” Jordan commented.

 “I did, and while I was trying to save my brother and Marin, Brenna Martel showed up there. Someone
had been trying to kill her, too, and Brenna was desperate. She mistakenly thought if she kidnapped me,
then she could force my brother to tell her where Dexter was. But my brother didn’t even have proof that
Dexter was alive, much less where he might be hiding out. We soon got proof, of course…when Dexter
tried to kill us. He died during that last attempt.”

 Jordan stayed quiet a moment, obviously processing all that. “Brenna Martel knew you’d had a baby?”
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 “Of course. But she didn’t know where he was.”

 Jordan cursed under his breath. “This Brenna Martel could have figured out that you and Shelly were old
friends. She could have sent someone to get Gus, and Shelly was murdered in the process.”

 “I doubt it. Brenna was on the run like me, and she didn’t have the money to hire anyone.” She checked
the car behind them again. “I don’t suppose the danger could have stemmed from Shelly? I mean, what if
someone was after her for some reason, and they saw Maddox with her and decided to use him to get to
her?”

 He shook his head. “I dug deep for that connection. Didn’t find it.” Jordan didn’t add more because his
phone rang. The call was brief, just a couple of seconds. “Cody has a photo of our snoop in the black
car and is looking for a match. Hold on.”

 That was the only warning she got before Jordan gunned the engine of the powerful sports car. They
bolted forward, and then he took an immediate left turn. Even with her seat belt on, she went sliding
against him. She righted herself, looked in the mirror.

 The black car was still behind them.

 “He’s definitely following us,” Kinley mumbled.

 “Yeah.” And that was all Jordan said for several moments. He kept his speed right at sixty, which wasn’t
too far over the limit. He also kept watch in the mirror and one hand on his gun when he made another
turn.

 Toward her apartment, she realized.

 Of course, he knew where she lived. He’d probably learned that not long after figuring out who she was.
“Is it wise to lead him straight to my place?”

 “It is if we’re aiming for more damage control. When we get there, we get out. We look like lovers who
can’t wait to hurry inside and have a go at each other. Get your key ready.”

 She huffed. “I hate to state the obvious here, but what if he shoots us when we get out?”

 “If he’d wanted to shoot us, then he would have done it when we came out of the building. No, I
suspect his orders are to follow us and hope that we lead him to whatever information you might have.
Or to the baby.”

 Her heart dropped again. Because as long as someone was following them, she’d never get to see her
son.

 Kinley got her keys ready, and Jordan stopped his car directly in front of her apartment. It wasn’t
upscale by anyone’s standards. A far cry from the lavish Sentron building and Jordan’s palatial estate.
But it’d been all she could afford.

 “Stay put,” he insisted. “I’ll get out first and then open your car door.”

 She glanced back and saw the black car. It’d come to a stop just up the street. Away from the lights but
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still visible.

 Tucking his gun into his holster, Jordan left the car, hurried to her side and helped her out.

 He pulled her right into his arms.

 And kissed her.

 The kiss landed on the side of her mouth. Not a real kiss, of course. But it had areal impact, just as the
other kiss had done. It made her wonder just what kind of impact a genuine kiss would have.

 She didn’t have the time or energy to find out, even if her body seemed more than willing to explore the
idea.

 “See?” he mumbled. “No one’s shooting at us.”

 Yet. She hoped she didn’t have to say I told you so.

 Jordan kept her pressed to him, and he positioned his right hand next to her breast so he could get his
gun. He didn’t linger. He kept up the frenzied fake kiss while he maneuvered her to her apartment door.
She reached behind her, unlocked it and they practically tumbled inside.

 The security system started to beep, and she punched in the code to prevent it from going to a full alarm.
Then, Kinley opened her mouth to tell him that she would get the notes, but Jordan put his fingers to her
lips. He stayed close. Nose to nose with her.

 “Don’t say anything,” he warned in a whisper.

 That spiked her heart rate again. God, did he think someone had broken in? But if so, the person would
have triggered the alarm. It was an inexpensive unit, one she’d bought at a discount store a couple of
days after she moved in, but unless someone knew the code, she didn’t think they could have easily
disarmed it.

 Jordan reholstered his gun and took out that strange little platinum PDA again. He pressed a few
buttons, lifted it into the air.

 “Make sex noises,” he mouthed.

 And with that, he added a manly sounding grunt and proceeded to walk around the room. After a few
steps, he glanced over his shoulder at her and gave her a get-on-with-it bob of his head.

 Kinley moaned.

 Apparently, it was a good one because he nodded. Grunted. And he flapped his jacket as if mimicking
the sound of clothing being removed. While she checked the bedroom and the small bath, Kinley tossed
in some deep breathing, though she didn’t think it was necessary. No one else was in the apartment.

 Then she heard the whisper-soft beep.

 She turned and spotted Jordan next to the sole lamp in the living room. It was on a scarred end table.
Kinley went closer, and when he leaned down, he pointed to a small dime-size disk stuck to the base.
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 He made more of those sex noises. “A bug,” he mouthed.

 She pressed her hand to her lips to stop herself from repeating it, but she couldn’t stop the little gasp.
Hopefully, whoever was listening would think it was part of the sex that Jordan and she were faking.

 He caught on to her arm, and with the PDA device lifted in the air, they made their way through the
other rooms.

 No more beeps.

 But one was more than enough.

 Jordan groaned loudly, hit his arm against the bedroom wall, and he maneuvered her into the bathroom.
He slammed the door and turned on the shower.

 “Any idea how the bug got there?” he whispered.

 “No. But it probably happened before I bought the security system.” And if so, that meant someone had
been eavesdropping on her for over two months.

 Anger soon replaced the shock. Kinley felt violated and wanted to catch the idiot who’d done this. But
more than that, she wanted to know why.

 Even though the water was running, and the door was shut, Jordan put his mouth right against her ear.
“While you’ve been here, have you talked about Gus?”

 “No.” Her answer was quick because she didn’t even have to think about it. “I didn’t have anyone to
talk to.”

 He pulled back. Stared at her as if he wasn’t sure if he could believe her. “You’re positive?”

 “Yes.” Now it was her turn to put her mouth against his ear. “I did all my research on the Internet, and
my laptop is password protected. Never once did I mention my son. When I did searches about the
people connected to Shelly, I only used her name, not yours, not Maddox’s. If anyone was checking, I
wanted to make it look as if I were simply investigating the cold-case murder of an old friend.”

 During her entire explanation, she kept noticing the close contact.

 Correction: shefelt it.

 Jordan was against her again. Body to body. He stared at her, and she stared back. Their breaths
mingled, and she could smell the smooth whiskey and sip of champagne he’d had at the party.

 They’d been doing a lot of touching for two people who were at odds. And they were at odds, no doubt
about it. Kinley couldn’t mistake the distrust she saw in him. Maybe other emotions, too.

 He wasn’t pleased with her arrival.

 She wasn’t pleased about it, either. If she’d known she would bring this kind of danger to her son, she
would have stayed away.
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 “I’m really sorry,” she said.

 He continued to stare at her. There was a heat in his eyes. Maybe from the contact. Maybe from his
anger. “You should be,” he grumbled. He stepped away, turned off the water and threw open the door.

 Jordan made a beeline for her kitchen and opened the only cabinet. “Hey, you don’t have any scotch,”
he called out.

 “No,” Kinley answered tentatively, not sure if this was part of the game they were playing. “I can run out
for some if you like.”

 “I have a better idea. Grab a change of clothes, and we’ll go to my place. I have plenty of scotch there.”

 His place. Where they’d be able to talk without an eavesdropping device. But it would mean going back
outside where that black car was likely still parked and waiting.

 “What if he follows us?” she mouthed.

 “That’s what I’m hoping. You’ve opened Pandora’s box, and now I’m going to see if I can close it.”

 Not understanding, Kinley shook her head. “What does that mean?”

 He leaned in again. “I don’t want him or anyone else to think I have something to hide.” He glanced
around. “And besides, this place isn’t safe.”

 Even though he’d whispered that, it rang through her as if he’d shouted it. “But I don’t want to lead him
to Maddox.”

 “You won’t.” And with that, he motioned for her to pack. “Bring your laptop and your notes, but put
them in an overnight bag so they can’t be seen.”

 She didn’t question him further. The only reassurance she’d needed was that this wouldn’t put her son in
any more danger than he already was. Besides, it might help if Jordan looked at her notes. He might find
something she’d missed. And if they found it, they might also be able to figure out who was behind
Shelly’s murder.

 Kinley grabbed a small suitcase and hurriedly packed everything she might need for a short stay,
including the notes, which she took from inside the lining of a coat she had hanging in the closet. When
she came out of the bedroom, Jordan was by the door peeking out the side window.

 “Is he still there?” she whispered.

 Jordan nodded. He reached out and ran his hand through her hair, messing it up. He did the same to his.
No doubt so it’d look as if they’d just had a quick round of sex.

 They walked out, their arms hooked around each other, and got into the car. Jordan drove away
quickly. So did the other car.

 Just as Jordan had predicted, it followed them.
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 “You’re sure this won’t make things more dangerous for my son?” she asked.

 “I’m sure.”

 So, that probably meant Maddox wasn’t at his house. But then, there’d been no indication that he was.
Jordan likely had him tucked away somewhere. But where? And who was caring for him? It broke her
heart to think that her little boy might not get enough hugs and kisses.

 Because she’d already driven to Jordan’s house, she was familiar with the route. He lived in a
subdivision within city limits but still secluded. It had pricy homes on massive lots, some of them several
acres. Jordan’s was one of the largest in the neighborhood. A true Texas-size estate for a Texas
millionaire.

 Shelly had certainly made a strange choice when she involved Jordan in this.

 “Is it true what you said about Maddox—that Shelly left him on your porch the night she died?” Kinley
asked. Right now, she wanted every little detail she could learn about her son and what he’d gone
through.

 Jordan didn’t answer right away. He glanced at her first. “Yes.”

 It was hard for her to picture that in her mind. Her baby literally left on a doorstep. “God, what did you
think when you opened the door and saw a baby?”

 “I thought he was my son.” He stared straight ahead and repeated that softly under his breath. “Then,
with Shelly’s murder, it took me a few days to get around to the DNA test. I had Shelly’s DNA on file,
since she was a former employee, and when I did the comparison, I learned he wasn’t Shelly’s. Nor
mine.”

 Was it her imagination or did he sound disappointed? Hurt, even?

 But she had to be wrong about that.

 Jordan was a ruthless businessman, along with being a rich player who enjoyed the company of lots of
women. He would have taken care of her son, but she seriously doubted he would ever think of himself
as a father.

 “Who’s taking care of him?” Kinley asked.

 She waited.

 And waited.

 He opened his mouth, and she thought she might finally learn an answer to one of her many questions,
but before he could say anything, his phone rang.

 Jordan didn’t waste any time answering it. “Cody,” he said after glancing at the screen. He took the turn
toward his neighborhood. The street switched from four lanes to two, and though it was well lit with a line
of streetlights, it felt isolated because the lots were so spacious.

 She couldn’t hear Cody’s side of the conversation, but she could see Jordan’s reaction. She noticed his
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grip tighten on the wheel. Saw the muscles flicker in his jaw.

 “You’re sure?” Jordan asked. Then he paused. “No. I’ll take it from here.” Another pause. “I need to
ask you to keep this between us.”

 A moment later, Jordan ended the call.

 “What happened?” Kinley wanted to know when he didn’t offer any information.

 “Do you know a guy named Anderson Walker?”

 Kinley thought a moment. “No. That name doesn’t ring any bells. Why?”

 “He’s the one following us.”

 She glanced in the mirror. He was still following them. “What does he want?”

 Jordan shrugged, but there was nothing casual about his body language. “He’s a P.I. who works for
Burke Securities.”

 Her mouth dropped open. “Burke Securities as in the Burke Dennison who bought your company?”

 “The very one.”

 Kinley shook her head. “Why does Burke have someone following us?”

 Another muscle went to work in his jaw. “I don’t know, but I intend to find out.”

 “What do you mean?”

 “I mean he’s not being very subtle. And he knows we’re on to him. If I just keep driving, it might send
him the wrong message—that we have something to hide.” Jordan took his foot off the accelerator. “Get
down now.”

 Jordan spun the steering wheel around, causing his Porsche to do a hundred-and-eighty-degree turn. It
was precise. As if he’d choreographed it, he bumped into the rear side of the black car and sent it into a
spin.

 Before Kinley could stop him, Jordan drew his gun and threw open the door.

 Chapter Four

 The black car screeched to a stop.

 Jordan hadn’t given the driver much of a choice, since he’d angled his Porsche so that the guy couldn’t
get around him. That was the plan, anyway.

 It was time to confront this bozo.

 Jordan didn’t get out, but he aimed his gun. And he waited. Since this was Burke’s man, Jordan was
counting heavily on the fact that the P.I. didn’t have orders to kill. His gut told him this was strictly
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surveillance. Too bad his gut didn’t tell him why Burke had put a tail on him.

 Thankfully, there were no other vehicles on the street. There probably wouldn’t be, either. The street
was private, leading only to his neighborhood, and this time of night, there weren’t many residents out
and about. Jordan wanted that privacy in case this took an ugly turn.

 “Should I call the police?” Kinley asked. Her breath was jagged, and she had her purse in a
white-knuckle grip.

 “No.” Not yet anyway. If he phoned anyone, it’d be Burke to find out what the devil was going on. That
call would still happen, but first he wanted answers from the guy who’d tailed them.

 “Anderson Walker!” Jordan called out, and he made sure it didn’t sound like a question.

 The man still didn’t budge, and Jordan wondered if he’d made a mistake by jumping into this
confrontation.

 Especially with Kinley in the car.

 Maybe he should have waited, but he really just wanted to end this here and now. He didn’t want
anyone following him, especially when he didn’t know their intentions and when they were being so
obvious about following Kinley and him.

 “Walker!” Jordan shouted.

 That did it. The door to the black car opened, and the sandy-haired guy stepped out. Anderson was
what Jordan called a muscle man. Bulky shoulders. Young. He looked physically capable of pulverizing
someone with his bare hands. Jordan had a few P.I.s like that on the Sentron staff because there were
times when a strong arm was needed.

 So, why had Burke or Anderson thought he needed some intimidation?

 Anderson held his gun in his right hand. Not aimed. He had his index finger through the trigger loop, but
the gun dangled upside down in a nonthreatening position.

 Jordan went for the threat. He pointed his Sig Sauer right at the man.

 “You plan to shoot me?” Anderson challenged. He hadcocky written all over him.

 “That depends on your answer to my question. Why are you following me?”

 Anderson started to shift his gun, as if getting ready to aim. Jordan stepped forward and put his Sig
Sauer at the guy’s head. “Don’t,” Jordan warned.

 Anderson froze. And Jordan said a silent prayer of thanks. He didn’t want to start a gunfight, and he
didn’t want to put Kinley in danger. She apparently had enough danger after her without his adding more.

 “Toss your gun into your car,” Jordan instructed.

 Anderson looked at his gun. At Jordan’s. Then at Jordan himself. Jordan put on his best scowl, which he
didn’t have to fake. There was plenty to scowl about. Anderson finally relented and put the gun inside his
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car. That didn’t mean they were safe because Jordan figured the guy was carrying at least one other
backup pistol. Heck, he might even have actual backup in the form of another P.I. or security agent.

 “Why are you following me?” Jordan repeated.

 “It’s not personal.”

 Jordan arched his left eyebrow and gave him a flat look. “And that’s not an answer.”

 “It’s the only answer I can give you. My employer didn’t say why he wanted you followed, only that I
was to report where you went tonight and who went with you.”

 That was a lot of info crammed into that brief two-sentence report. “Why didn’t Burke just ask me
where I was going? I saw him at the party less than an hour ago.”

 The guy blinked. “Because Burke didn’t hire me.”

 Jordan studied the guy’s face, looking for any sign that he was lying, but he seemed darn smug about
telling the truth. “Then who did?”

 “Dunno. I was contracted freelance through a broker.”

 A broker. In other words, a middle man who acted as a go-between for P.I.s and clients who didn’t
want to be identified. That didn’t mean the employer couldn’t be traced. It just meant Jordan would have
to dig through some layers to get to it. Judging from what Anderson had said, Kinley was the reason for
this since his employer had wanted to know who went anywhere with Jordan.

 “What did your broker-using employer tell you to do?” Jordan questioned.

 “Wait outside Sentron.” The man paused. “And when you left, I was to follow you and report back.”

 They were simple instructions, but they could have deadly implications.

 Jordan stared at him. “I’m trying to figure out if you’re a really lousy P.I. or if you wanted me to know I
was being followed.”

 Anderson lifted his shoulder.

 “Well?” Jordan pressed. “Which is it?”

 It still took him several moments to answer. “I was told to be obvious.”

 So, this was for intimidation. “Why?”

 “Wasn’t told that,” Anderson insisted.

 Jordan was about to push for more details, but he spotted the headlights of another vehicle. He eased his
gun to his side so as not to alarm any of his neighbors who might be coming home late.

 But the car stopped.

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


 It stayed idling just up the street. And the driver kept the high beams on so that the blinding light glared
through the darkness.

 Anderson glanced back at the car. “I’m leaving now. My advice—you do the same.”

 “Who’s your friend in the car?” Jordan demanded.

 “Don’t have a clue.” His cockiness and confidence vanished, and he turned.

 Jordan considered stopping him, but it was too risky. If the guy with the high beams was an enemy, then
Jordan would be outnumbered.

 Maybe outgunned.

 Normally, that wouldn’t have bothered him, but he had Kinley in the car. And even though the car and
glass were bulletproof, this whole situation was suddenly making him very uncomfortable. Jordan got that
uneasy feeling in the pit of his stomach, and that feeling had saved him too many times to start ignoring it
now.

 “For the record,” Jordan said to Anderson, “I’m taking my date to my house, and I’d prefer not to have
any interruptions. Understand?”

 Anderson held up his hands in mock surrender and looked over his shoulder again. “I’m not the one you
should be worried about.” And with that, he got into his vehicle, did a doughnut in the road and sped in
the direction of the other waiting car. Anderson whipped past it and disappeared into the darkness.

 The car didn’t budge. It just sat there. Like a predator waiting to attack. Jordan kept his eye on it and
walked backward to his Porsche.

 “What just happened?” Kinley asked the moment he got inside. She swallowed hard.

 “I’m not sure.”

 He worked fast so that they wouldn’t have to sit there any longer than necessary. He opened his glove
compartment and extracted a small pair of high-powered binoculars. Through his partially opened door,
Jordan looked back at the car.

 The high beams were a serious problem, but the binoculars were far from ordinary. His research team
had designed them for all-weather, all-terrain surveillance. He made some adjustments and zoomed in on
the Texas plates. The moment he had the number, he fed that into his PDA—which wasn’t ordinary,
either. He had been able to control most of Sentron, his estate and his training facility with that modified
PDA.

 Since it might take awhile for the data to be retrieved from the Department of Public Safety files, he put
the Porsche in gear and started driving.

 “What about that other car?” Kinley asked. She turned in the seat and kept watch.

 “I’ll know details soon.” Maybe then he could figure out what was happening and fix the problem. But
neither of those things were what troubled him most.
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 It was Gus.

 Jordan prayed he was doing the right thing and wasn’t putting the baby right in harm’s way. He drove
toward his estate.

 And the other car followed.

  

 KINLEY FOLLOWEDJORDANthrough the garage and into the three-story house.

 When they’d first pulled into the circular driveway of the estate, Kinley had half expected a chauffeur, a
butler or some other servant to come running out to assist Jordan. But no one had come, and with the
other vehicle creeping along behind them, Jordan had pulled into the garage, waited for the door to shut
and only then had he gotten her out of the car and into the estate.

 They entered the house itself through a passageway that led to the kitchen. Massive was an
understatement. Like the driveway, it too was circular with floor-to-ceiling windows on the back half of
the room. Lights came on as they stepped inside and revealed all gleaming stainless-steel appliances and
slick black granite countertops. Not exactly homey, but since there were dishes in the sink, it was
obvious that Jordan used the place for mundane things like eating.

 “Is it safe to talk?” she asked, looking around. But not at the kitchen decor. Kinley looked for any signs
that a child lived here.

 She saw none.

 “It’s safe,” he assured her.

 Jordan set her overnight bag on the counter, walked ahead of her and made his way through a butler’s
pantry, a formal dining room and finally into the foyer that was larger than her entire apartment. Again,
lights flared on as they entered each new area.

 No sign of a child here, either.

 Just pristine slate floors, flawless dove-gray walls, a stately, double circular staircase and a
twelve-foot-high Christmas tree decorated with silver foil ribbons and delicate Waterford crystal
ornaments that seemed to catch every ray of the twinkling lights.

 Jordan stopped at a landscape oil painting, one of the few pieces of artwork in the minimally decorated
area, and he lifted it to reveal a panel of various buttons and even a small screen. He pressed some of
those buttons, probably to activate a security system.

 Which they might need.

 After a few keystrokes, images popped onto the screen. He obviously had cameras all around the place,
and he looked at each frame.

 The car was no longer there.

 “He must have left.” Kinley let out a deep breath.
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 Jordan didn’t respond to that. Instead, he took out his phone, scrolled through the numbers and pressed
the call button. He put it on speaker.

 Kinley could hear the ringing, but while Jordan waited for someone to answer, he closed the painting and
started down the hall that fed off the left side of the foyer.

 “Burke, here,” the man finally answered. “Jordan?” He obviously saw Jordan’s name on his caller ID. “I
didn’t expect to hear from you tonight.”

 “Didn’t you?” was all Jordan said.

 Burke paused. “Hold on a minute and let me take this call in private.”

 “Yeah. Sure.” Jordan zipped past the half dozen or so rooms, went to one at the far end of the hall and
put his face close to a small device mounted on the wall. A red vertical thread of light moved over his
eyes.

 A retinal scan.

 This was no ordinary security system.

 The door opened, and he walked inside. It was his office, she realized. And as she’d expected, it was
well equipped with laptops, various keyboards and plasma screens on the walls that completely encircled
the room. With a flick of a switch, all the screens came on to show the different views of the security
cameras.

 Definitely not ordinary.

 “Okay, I’m back,” Burke said. “Am I supposed to know what you meant by your last remark? Why
would you think I’d expected to hear from you tonight?” His voice was still friendly enough, as if he
thought this might be the start of a joke.

 Kinley wished it were a joke.

 “Anderson Walker,” Jordan countered. “Why was he following me?”

 “Was he?”

 “Yeah.” More keystrokes and the largest screen on the center wall changed images. Not the estate any
longer. But Sentron headquarters. The party was still going on, and Jordan zoomed in on Burke. The
man was walking toward the far corner of the room, away from the others. Probably so this conversation
wouldn’t be overheard.

 Burke’s face looked almost the same as it had earlier, except for the slight tightness around his mouth.
Hardly any emotion considering the terse discussion. The man certainly had a poker face.

 “You think I’d send one of my men to follow you?” Burke questioned. “Why would I do that?”

 “You tell me.”
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 “Can’t. Because there’s nothing to tell. But trust me, I’ll check into the matter. You’re sure it was
Walker?”

 “Positive.”

 Burke walked even farther away from the others, until he was at the edge of the hall that led to the
command center where Jordan had taken Kinley earlier. The man glanced around, his nerves showing
slightly. “You confronted him?”

 “I did. He said he was freelancing. But there was another car. Someone else. Any idea who that would
be?”

 “None.” The assurance was fast and confident. “I’ll get back to you when I find out what’s going on.”
He paused. “Why do you distrust me?”

 “I distrust everyone,” Jordan answered. “And if you don’t mind, I’d like to spend a quiet night with my
date. No more P.I.s tailing me.” And with that warning still hanging in the air, he hung up.

 Jordan kept his attention fastened to Burke and zoomed in even closer when the man pulled back his
phone and began to make another call.

 But then Burke stopped.

 Actually, he froze.

 Burke’s back was to them so Kinley could no longer see his expression. He waited there just a few
seconds before walking down the hall.

 Jordan did more keystrokes, and the images on the screen changed. He’d picked up surveillance with
Burke now in the command center.

 While she knew this was important—they needed to find out why Anderson Walker had followed
them—she couldn’t get her mind off her son.

 Was Maddox possibly at the estate?

 It was certainly large enough for the child to be hidden away there. And he would indeed have to be
hidden. After the events of the night, Kinley knew for a fact that her son was in danger.

 Partly because of her.

 And she silently cursed that she’d ever stepped foot in the Bassfield Research Facility. Of course, if she
hadn’t, she would have never met Maddox’s father. It would take time to try to come to terms with that
irony. The very man who had put her in such danger had also given her a child she loved more than life
itself.

 She glanced at Jordan, who had his attention fastened to the screen. Burke made that call, but she didn’t
think Jordan was able to see the numbers the man had pressed because Burke kept his back to them.

 Kinley stepped into the doorway so she could have another look at the hall. She listened. There were no
sounds of a child. No sounds except Jordan’s keystrokes on one of the laptops. Her heart dropped a
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little. She’d wanted to see her child, but the evidence wasn’t pointing to his being in the house. There
were no servants visible and no nanny, either.

 She walked up the hall. Still listening. Still hoping that she would get a glimpse of something that
belonged to her son. But she didn’t make it far. She heard Jordan mumble something, and she hurried
back to see what’d caused that.

 The center screen was blank.

 “Burke just killed the camera feed,” Jordan snarled.

 Kinley was about to ask why, but the answer was obvious. “He doesn’t want us to know what he’s
doing.”

 “Either that, or he’s just trying to piss me off. Until midnight, I’m still the legal owner of Sentron.” He sat
down in the desk chair, took out his PDA and connected it to the computer. “I need to figure out who
was in that second car, and it might take a while. If you want something to eat, help yourself to anything
in the kitchen.”

 He was giving her free rein of the place. Her heart dropped even further. He likely wouldn’t do that if
her son was anywhere around.

 New images popped onto the center screen. Frame by frame. It was still images of the other car that
had followed them, and Jordan began to whittle away at the high-beam lights. He was trying to get a look
at who was behind the wheel.

 Kinley started to turn to do more snooping around the estate, but something caught her eye. Not the
zipping-by images of the car. Or even Jordan’s now-frantic keystrokes. But a screen six monitors to the
right of the large center one.

 She saw a room.

 This time, she could indeed describe it as homey. There was a rocking chair. A sofa. But there was also
something else in the corner.

 She went closer and saw the chest.

 Not some antique or high-end piece of furniture. It was white with bunnies painted on it.

 A child’s toy chest.

 That thought had no sooner flashed in her mind when the image disappeared. In that exact moment,
Jordan spared her a glance.

 “That was a toy box,” she said, pointing toward the screen. “Does that mean Maddox is here?”

 But he didn’t answer. There was a series of sharp beeps, and Jordan cursed.

 Kinley frantically looked around at all the monitors, expecting to see some kind of security breach.
Maybe the other vehicle had returned. But the screens showed no such threat.
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 “What’s happening?” she asked.

 He eased out of his chair and went to her. So close they were practically touching. Kinley stepped back,
or rather she tried to, but he caught on to her arm, leaned in and put his mouth against her cheek.

 “We have to do more damage control,” Jordan told her.

 Oh, God. Not again. “Someone’s listening?” she whispered.

 “No. Worse. Someone’s watching.”

 Chapter Five

 Jordan couldn’t believe what was happening.

 Someone was damn insistent, and to compound the problem, whoever was doing this had some
high-tech resources. This wasn’t an amateur intrusion. The equipment aimed at his estate was expensive,
and judging from the signals that his security system had picked up, it was also powerful.

 “Someone has a thermal scanner aimed at the house,” Jordan explained.

 And that meant the thermal scanner was recording their every move. They’d have to pretend to be
lovers again, until he could neutralize the threat.

 “Can you block the signals?” Kinley asked.

 “Not this particular scanner. And not in this part of the estate. It’d possibly disrupt the security
equipment. I can’t risk that.”

 Because that might be the point. The scanner was perhaps a ploy to get him to disarm the system so
there could be a break-in.

 She pulled back, met his gaze and, judging from her expression, Kinley was aware of the dangers of a
failed security system. “We need to figure out who’s doing this. Is there a way to pinpoint the source?”

 Good. She wasn’t panicking. She was trying to think her way through this. Unfortunately, Jordan had
already considered that option. “It’s a remote signal. In other words, someone likely left a small device
near the house, anywhere within a block radius, but it isn’t being manned. So, we wouldn’t easily be able
to find it. Or trace it. The signals are being sent to some other location.”

 Probably a location at least a mile away. That’s the way he would do it if he’d set up this operation.

 And that was a big concern.

 This person thought like him.

 So who was doing this?

 He hooked his arm around Kinley’s waist and got her moving. First to the kitchen so he could retrieve
her overnight bag, and then he started down the corridor on the opposite side of the house. He kept her
close, pulled right against him, and hoped they were generating enough body heat to convince their
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intruder that sex was about to happen.

 Jordan figured he would be convincing enough.

 For reasons he didn’t want to explore, just being near Kinley reminded him that he did indeed want to
have sex with her.

 “Where are we going?” she asked.

 “My bedroom. Not for that,” he added when her breath went still. “The thermal scan won’t be able to
penetrate the walls because I have them lined with thick metal.”

 Her breath didn’t exactly even out. No doubt it was sinking in fast that he did not live a normal life.

 On several levels.

 He gave her a kiss, his lips landing on her cheek. It was one last part of the show before he took her into
his suite and shut the door.

 “Sorry, but you’ll have to sleep here tonight,” Jordan informed her, his mind already a dozen steps ahead
of what they had to do. “I can take the floor. You can take the bed.”

 She nodded, but her attention wasn’t on him. It was on the room. He glanced around as well, trying to
see it through her eyes. He wasn’t much for decor—he’d left that to the experts—but this was indeed his
space.

 His sanctuary.

 It wasn’t palatial like some of the other rooms. It was homey despite the vaulted ceilings and wall of
windows that overlooked the gardens. He’d kept the colors in shades of gray and white. Simple. Clean.
And with the security features, it wasn’t just homey, it was safe.

 “Those windows,” she questioned, pointing to them, “are they bulletproof?”

 Jordan nodded. “And no one can see in.”

 She nodded as well. “That explains why there aren’t any drapes.”

 “The glass can be darkened when I want to sleep in.” Which wouldn’t be anytime soon. Too much to
do. He put her overnight bag on the corner desk. “I want to go over your notes.”

 “Of course.” But she didn’t move. Kinley took another moment to look around the room. Not just at the
windows. But at the mantel over the slate fireplace, the custom carved nightstands, the desk.

 “There aren’t any,” he informed her.

 Her shoulders went back. “Any what?”

 “Pictures of Gus.”

 “Yes. Because of the risk,” she concluded. But there was still disappointment in her eyes.
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 Soon, very soon, he wouldn’t be able to dodge her questions. Or her need to see her child.

 But exactly how much and when should he tell her?

 Jordan huffed and watched her reach into the dark gray bag and take out her notes. Kinley was literally
the only spot of color in the room. Not that he needed her red sparkly dress to remind him that she was
there. His body was certainly attentive to her presence.

 “The notes are encrypted,” she reminded him. “I’ll have to interpret them for you.”

 “Then, start interpreting,” he insisted. Jordan tipped his head toward the bed. “And get comfortable. It’s
going to be a long night.”

 She eyed the bed as if it were a coiled snake. Then she eyed him the same way.

 Man, he hoped she couldn’t read his very dirty mind.

 “The bed’s a lot more comfortable than the desk,” Jordan assured her. Better to talk than think the
thoughts he was having about stripping that dress off her. “Hit the switch on the side, and it’ll adjust to a
sitting position.”

 With the notes gripped in her hand, Kinley approached the bed with caution and sank down onto the
mattress. “Oh,” she mumbled.

 Oh,as in she concurred with the comfortable part. Kinley gave the thick feather mattress a couple of test
bounces, and she smiled.

 It faded as quickly as it’d come.

 Too bad. She was a knockout when she was scowling, but that smile was good enough to taste.

 Something he wanted to do—bad.

 Thankfully, one of them had the right mind-set because there were no more bounces. No more smiles.
Her attention went straight to her notes. “Where should I start?”

 He took a moment, focused and made a mental list. “I need names of everyone who might have had
anything to do with the research facility.” He went to the concealed bar, hit the button, and it opened. He
offered her a drink by lifting a glass, but she shook her head, declining. Jordan fixed himself a double shot
of his favorite scotch.

 Kinley took a deep breath and looked at Jordan instead of her notes. “The lead researcher, Dexter
Sheppard, is dead. He died over a year ago when he tried to set explosives that were meant to kill me.
The blast killed him instead. Dexter had sold some of his research on the black market, and he didn’t
want me around because I could have testified against him and ultimately sent him to prison.”

 “Dexter Sheppard,” he repeated. That was a name that’d popped up while he was checking Kinley’s
background. There had been no mention in her background about a personal relationship with Dexter,
but there was something in Kinley’s tone that made Jordan suspect that was the case. “He’s Gus’s
father?”
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 She nodded. Hardly paused. “Grady Duran was his business partner. He’s dead, too. Brenna Martel
was an investor and Dexter’s lab assistant. She’s the one in prison. And then there’s Howard Sheppard,
Dexter’s father who also was an investor. He’s dead as well.”

 Yeah. Jordan had already learned that after discovering Kinley’s identity. “What about living investors?
Any left?”

 “Just Martin Strahan,” she answered, again without looking at the notes. The names were likely branded
in her brain. God knew how many times she’d already gone over this. “He’s a businessman from
Houston, and he’s the person I’m guessing was behind the initial attempts to kidnap me.”

 Yes, there had been multiple attempts. Attempts that had nearly killed her, too. That’s why Kinley had
been placed in the witness protection program.

 Since Martin Strahan’s name seemed uncomfortably familiar, Jordan went to his laptop on the desk,
booted it up and ran a flash inquiry. Not using Sentron’s equipment. After the stunt Burke had pulled with
the surveillance shutdown, it was best if Jordan stuck with his own toys.

 Within a couple of seconds, he had a photo and bio on this Martin Strahan.

 It was bad news.

 Martin was in his late twenties. Born filthy rich, he’d managed to lose nearly half of his trust fund,
something that apparently didn’t please his father, Martin Strahan, Sr.

 “The guy’s ruthless,” Jordan concluded. “He operates just on the edge of the law.” And he was exactly
the kind of man who’d try to use Gus to get Kinley to cooperate.

 “That’s what I figured.” Kinley took a deep breath. “He either wants me dead because he’s upset about
the money he lost on his investment or he wants me to tell him what he thinks I know.”

 “The latter would be a stronger motive. That way, he might think he can still recoup his money if he can
get that missing formula from you.” He tossed back some of the scotch and let it slide through him. It
soothed a few muscles that needed relaxing. “Any other living investors and researchers?”

 “I’m the last researcher,” she mumbled. “And the final remaining investor was a silent partner that Dexter
referred to only as Simon.”

 Jordan nearly choked on his scotch. “Simon? You’re sure?”

 Concern raced through her eyes. “Why? Do you know him?”

 “Maybe.” Jordan set his drink aside so he could use both hands on the keyboard. “Tell me everything
you know about Simon.”

 “I never met him, but he must have been from the San Antonio area because Dexter would leave the lab
about once a month to brief him. Dexter wouldn’t be gone long. An hour tops.”

 Oh, yeah. This was not looking good. “How much did this Simon invest?”
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 She eased off the bed, walked closer and studied Martin Strahan’s picture that was still on the screen.
“Once when I was in Dexter’s office, I saw a financial report. From what I remember, Simon invested
about two million in phase one of the project. When that portion of the project sold, it made a huge
profit. Something like two hundred and fifty million. As an investor, Simon would have gotten a nice
chunk of that, at least a fourth, maybe more.”

 And it would have made Simon a very rich man.

 “Was the project ever called Phoenix?” Jordan asked.

 She sucked in her breath. “Yes. How did you know? That was supposed to be classified.”

 Jordan groaned. “It was classified. I found it when Burke Dennison approached me with an offer to buy
Sentron. I had him thoroughly investigated.”

 “Burke?” she questioned.

 “Yeah. He’s Simon. That was the identity that was used on his investment account that was linked to
profits from a classified project.”

 And because he needed it, Jordan finished off that drink.Hell. Hell. Hell. This was not a complication he
wanted.

 Kinley shook her head. “But what does it mean?”

 “It means Burke and Strahan both got stinking rich off the phase-one deal. It also means they’re the last
investors standing. Judging from what I found in Burke’s financials, he put about half his profits into phase
two of the research.”

 “So, he’d be out thirty, maybe forty million dollars,” she concluded. She no longer looked shocked.
Kinley looked worried.

 “That’s a lot of reasons to find the missing formula, especially since he wouldn’t just get back his
investment, he’d stand to earn a big chunk of money when the formula finally sold.” He looked at her.
“How much would a chemical weapons antidote earn?”

 She raked her hand through her hair to push it away from her face. “Dexter said the antidote would
become a cornerstone for other antidotes and other research. He said it could end up being worth a
quarter of a billion.”

 That’s what he was afraid she’d say. And on the black market, it might go for double that.

 People had killed, and kidnapped, for much, much less.

 “It’s my guess that the person who wants you is an investor,” Jordan pointed.

 “Or someone after the reward money,” Kinley added. “The company that insured the project put up a
ten-million-dollar reward.”

 Oh, hell. Yet another reason to come after Kinley. But ten million was a drop in the bucket compared to
what a person could make if they got their hands on that formula.
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 “Okay, let’s put aside any reward seekers for now and focus on the big guns in this. With only two living
investors, that narrows it down. Added to that, Martin Strahan hasn’t surfaced that we know of. Only
Burke.”

 “Oh, God.” Kinley repeated it, leaned against the wall and repeated it again. “Does this mean Burke
knows you have my son?”

 “Maybe. And maybe he’s just on a fishing expedition.” It might also explain why Burke was following
them. And if so, that meant Burke perhaps knew who Kinley really was.

 That was a huge problem that fake kissing or simple damage control couldn’t fix.

 “When did Burke make the offer to buy Sentron?” she asked.

 He knew where this was going. “Three days ago.”

 “That’s when I started following you.”

 Yeah. Did that mean Burke had been watching Kinley all this time? If so, it wouldn’t have been hard to
connect the dots when Kinley started spying on him.

 And those dots led right to Gus.

 Kinley groaned, squeezed her eyes shut and, with the wall supporting her back, slid to the floor and sat.
Probably because her legs would not hold her. She stayed there a moment, eyes closed, and then she
turned toward him. “Wait. If Burke is behind this, why not just kidnap me? If he knew I was following
you, then he also could have taken me at any time.”

 There was so much hope in her eyes that Jordan hated to burst her bubble. “He might be waiting to see
if you lead him to the missing formula.”

 “That I don’t have,” she reminded him.

 “But if he thinks you do and that you’d be willing to do anything to keep it for yourself or for someone
else, he’d look for leverage.” That’s what Jordan would do anyway.

 “Leverage,” she said. Her breath shuddered. “You mean my son.”

 Jordan didn’t verify the obvious.

 She clumsily tried to get back to her feet, giving him a too-clear view of her thigh when her dress
shimmied up. She staggered a bit in the high stilettos, and so that she wouldn’t fall, Kinley grabbed on to
his shoulder.

 She stared at him. There were tears in her eyes, and they shimmered like the sparkles on her dress. “I
have to know my son is okay.”

 “He’s okay. Burke can’t get to him.”

 She frantically shook her head. “But I might have led him to you. To Maddox.”
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 “It doesn’t matter. Even if he did follow you, that doesn’t mean the baby’s in danger.” Not immediately
anyway. And Jordan knew that reassurances weren’t going to be nearly enough.

 He was right.

 “I need to see him,” she begged. “Please. I need to see my son.”

 Hell.There it was again. That punch of empathy. Once, he would have been able to ignore her plea. Her
pain. But that was before Gus. Before he realized that there was something more important in life than his
precious company.

 Hoping he didn’t regret this but knowing he would, Jordan used a series of passwords to get into this
portion of his security system. Finally, an image appeared on the screen. Not the room with the toy box.
Nor any of the other rooms he’d encased with a cyber security shield.

 This was the nursery.

 Because of the late hour, it was dimly lit, but Jordan zoomed into the crib where Gus was sleeping.

 Kinley made a helpless sound. The tears began to stream down her cheeks. And she touched the
screen, gently putting her fingers on the image of Gus’s face.

 “He’s so beautiful,” she said, her voice broken by her raw breath.

 Yes. He was.

 “Who’s taking care of him? Who’s tucking him in at night?”

 Jordan debated how much he should tell her. “He has two nannies, both of whom I trust completely.”
He’d not only handpicked them, Jordan had trained them himself. And he not only paid them extremely
well, he did daily checks to make sure neither of them had betrayed him.

 “And he’s safe?” Kinley asked. “Where?”

 He had another debate. One he lost. Because the truth was, Kinley needed to know. “He’s here.”

 Her eyes widened. “Here?” All breath, no sound.

 Jordan pointed to the door on the far side of the room. “There.”

 “So close,” she muttered. Kinley smeared away the tears on her cheek and bolted right toward the
nursery door.

 Chapter Six

 She would see her son.

 Kinley wasn’t about to compromise on that now. This had to happen.

 She threw open the door where Jordan had pointed and came face-to-face with a massive walk-in
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closet. Certainly not the nursery she’d seen on the computer screen. She looked over her shoulder at
Jordan. But instead of an explanation, he calmly closed down the laptop and walked toward her.

 “You can’t stop me from seeing him,” she insisted, though he could. Jordan was in control here. That
didn’t prevent her from starting a frantic search of the closet. Maybe there was some secret entrance.

 Kinley pushed aside some suits and checked the wall. No seams except for the corners. Jordan caught
her hand when she reached to move more clothes aside. Maybe it was his touch that drew her back to
reality, but it suddenly hit her.

 She spun around toward him. “The thermal scanner—”

 “Won’t work in this area,” he interrupted. “It’s secured like the bedroom.”

 Kinley shook her head. “But won’t the person scanning notice an entire area of the estate that’s not
accessible on the equipment?”

 “No. The scanner only reads the heat and doesn’t register depth. Besides, the estate is over fifteen
thousand square feet. The rooms shielded by metal only make up about one sixth of that space, and
they’re not all clumped together. They feed through the house in a random pattern.”

 Maybe because her nerves were right at the surface and were making it hard to focus, Kinley had no
idea what that meant. “I just want to see my son.”

 “I know.” There was something in his voice. A sadness, maybe? Or maybe it was simply that he was
concerned about revealing the hopefully safe haven he’d created.

 Jordan reached out and opened the middle drawer of the built-in dresser. He reached to the back of the
drawer, pressed in some numbers on a keypad, and a door opened. Not on the wall. But on the floor.
She hadn’t seen the seam because of the way the slate tiles fit together.

 “Go first,” Jordan instructed.

 Kinley did. In the back of her mind, she considered the danger. That maybe Jordan was leading her here
to silence her in some way. But she was surprised to realize that she trusted him.

 Maybe that wouldn’t turn out to be a fatal mistake.

 She went down a flight of stairs that lit up with each step she took. Jordan closed the door behind them
and followed her. They were in the basement, and when she reached the bottom, more lights came on.
No nursery. No room with a toy box. It was cluttered with large wardrobe boxes. Jordan touched one of
those boxes, and it slid to the side to reveal another set of stairs, these leading right back up.

 “A security measure,” he explained.

 And Kinley was thankful for it.

 She hurried up the steps to another door where Jordan used another keypad to press in some numbers.
They came face-to-face with a gun. And the tall brunette pointing it at them seemed to know how to use
the weapon.
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 “It’s okay,” Jordan said to the woman. Only then did she lower the gun.

 The woman still eyed Kinley with suspicion. “You’re sure everything’s all right?”

 Maybe she thought Kinley was coercing Jordan or something. Part of Kinley was thrilled with the
security, and the other part of her hated that her son needed such measures to stay safe.

 “Kinley, this is Elsa, one of Gus’s nannies.”

 Kinley nodded a greeting. Elsa nodded back. But she kept that suspicion in her eyes as she stepped
aside so they could enter.

 “The nannies each have their own room,” Jordan explained, pointing to the doors off what appeared to
be a playroom. It was filled with toys and painted with bright primary colors, and in the corner was a
Christmas tree. “When they need to leave the estate, they dress as maids, and on occasion they help me
entertain houseguests. That way, no one will be suspicious if they see them around the place.”

 Good planning. God knew how long it’d taken him to find, and trust, these women.

 Jordan walked to the door straight ahead, took a deep breath and opened it. It was the nursery, the
room he’d shown her on the laptop.

 And there was her baby.

 Finally, she’d found him! The tears came in a flash, filling her eyes, but Kinley quickly blinked them away
because she wanted to see her precious baby. She’d never doubted this moment would come because
she would have never given up her search to find him. But now that he was here, so close, the emotion
and the pain of the past fourteen months flooded through her. God, she had missed him so much.

 Kinley couldn’t stop herself. She rushed past Jordan and tried to keep her footsteps light so that she
wouldn’t wake him. He was sleeping so peacefully and was beautiful with his dark brown hair. Like hers.
His face was like hers as well. So much of her was in him, and just looking at him broke her heart and
filled it all at the same time.

 She reached out and brushed her hand over his hair, then his cheek. He stirred, and for a moment she
thought he might wake so she could get a better look at him, but his thumb went into his mouth, and he
went back to sleep.

 “He looks like a Gus,” she whispered.

 Jordan made a sound of agreement, and that drew her attention to him, so she could see how he was
handling this. Even in the dimly lit room, she saw the emotion. Not the emotion of a mere caregiver.

 Jordan Taylor loved her son.

 “He gets up around seven each morning,” Jordan said, checking his watch. “Elsa will call us so you can
come and visit with him.”

 Visit.Yes. That said it all. She couldn’t scoop him up and take him away. Not with all the danger and
uncertainty lurking out there, but she could visit. For now, that would have to be enough, but it wouldn’t
be enough for long. One way or another, Kinley intended to reclaim her son.
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 But how?

 Her life was a mess.

 Jordan touched her arm, and she knew it was time to leave. She checked her watch as well. It was
nearly 11:00 p.m., and that meant she still had eight hours before Gus woke. She’d be counting down the
minutes.

 She brushed a kiss on the baby’s forehead and reluctantly followed Jordan. She had a dozen questions,
and it was best if they had some privacy for that anyway. They retraced their steps through the main
room, Jordan whispered something to Elsa, and the nanny locked the door behind them when they left.

 “How long have you had Gus here?” Kinley asked as they made their way back through the basement.
She surprised even herself that she called her son Gus.

 “Since Shelly left him on my doorstep. I thought this would be the safest place for him. When I had the
estate built, I added the area, thinking I might need it if I ever had to hide away witnesses and such.”

 In other words, short-term use. “But Gus has been there for fourteen months.”

 “Yes.” That was all he said until they arrived back into the closet of his suite. Jordan closed the door on
the floor and reset the security. “That’s why I have to move. He needs room to play. He needs a life, and
I couldn’t give him that if we stayed here.”

 Jordan stopped and looked away. But Kinley caught on to his arm. “That’s why you sold Sentron.”

 He didn’t answer. He didn’t have to. In that moment, she realized just how much he’d sacrificed for her
son.

 And just how much he loved him.

 “This is going to be a problem, isn’t it?” she heard herself say.

 Now Jordan looked at her, with that warning in his eyes. She was getting too close to what he wanted to
keep buried beneath.

 He tore out of her grip and headed for the bedroom. Kinley went after him and managed to step in front
of him before he made it to the desk, where he would no doubt start working so he could avoid this
conversation.

 But the conversation had to happen.

 Their gazes met again. He tossed her another of those warnings, but Kinley didn’t move. “You’ve been
a father to him.”

 But that was as far as she got. Jordan latched on to her arm, pulled her closer.

 He kissed her.

 Kinley made a sound of surprise. She certainly hadn’t seen this coming and she knew it was a ploy to

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


stop the conversation, but much to her disgust, she didn’t push him away. She stood there and let it
happen.

 His mouth moved over hers. Hard. Almost punishing. It was heavy with emotion, and even heartbreak.
Maybe it was because Kinley understood those feelings. Heck, she was in the middle of them herself.
And maybe she, too, needed to have physical contact with the one person on earth who understood
exactly what she was going through.

 At least, that’s how it was in the beginning.

 But then, the kiss softened. So did the grip he had on her arm. Jordan’s mouth moved over hers with a
clever touch that she hadn’t expected. The heat moved from his mouth, generating little fires along the
way to her belly. She felt that tug. That need. And Kinley melted, too, against him.

 She fought to tear away from his grip, only so she could slide her arms around him. The kiss deepened,
and he used his tongue. The heat soared and turned those little fires to much larger ones.

 He backed away from her, and the kiss ended just as abruptly as it’d begun. “You were supposed to
stop me,” he mumbled.

 “Sorry.” She ran her tongue over her bottom lip and tasted him there. “I was counting on you to do the
stopping. And you did.” Thank goodness. Because she’d gotten so consumed in the kiss that she’d
forgotten the danger.

 Amazing that a kiss could do that.

 Which meant it was dangerous in its own right.

 Jordan put his hands on his hips, and it seemed as if they were going to finish the conversation that the
kiss had postponed. But before he could say anything, his cell phone rang. He jerked it from his pocket,
glanced at the screen and groaned. When he showed her the screen, she saw the name of the caller.

 Burke Dennison.

 Jordan put it on speaker. “Burke, what do you want?” He wasn’t friendly about it, either.

 “I’m outside your place. We need to talk.”

 Jordan went to the laptop and pulled up the security screen. Yep, Burke was there, sitting in a high-end
black car parked right in front of the estate.

 “It’s late,” Jordan told him. “And I have company.”

 “Yes. The woman you left the party with. I’m sorry to interrupt, but after our last chat, I think you’ll
agree we need to sit down and straighten out some things.”

 Yes. They did. But Kinley wasn’t sure they could trust Burke, and she didn’t really want him in the
house so close to her son.

 Jordan glanced at the computer screen again. Then, at her. Kinley shook her head, not knowing what
they should do.
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 “We’ll meet tomorrow morning at ten,” Jordan countered, and he didn’t wait for Burke to disagree. He
hung up.

 “You think it’s safe to meet with him?” Kinley asked.

 “No. But that’s exactly why I have to.” Jordan pointed to the bed. “Get some sleep because you’ll need
it.”

 Kinley mumbled an agreement, rummaged through her overnight bag and came up with a white cotton
gown. Not provocative, but after that kiss, full armor might not be enough protection.

 She started for the bathroom when she heard Jordan mumble something. She turned around and realized
he had seen something on the laptop screen.

 “Burke isn’t still here, is he?” she asked.

 “No. It’s not that. I just got the identity of the person in that other car.”

 “The one who was behind Anderson Walker?” she clarified.

 “Yes.”

 She walked closer when he didn’t add anything. “Was it another of Burke’s men?”

 “No. One of mine. It was Cody Guillory.”

 Chapter Seven

 Jordan checked his watch. Within minutes, he’d have to interrupt Kinley’s visit with Gus. Judging from
the little boy’s and her expressions, neither would like it. Both were into the Lego tower they were
building.

 A skirt-clad Kinley was on the floor with Gus, who was wearing his usual jeans and a top. This one was
a bright Christmas-red that one of the nannies had bought for him on their last secret shopping mission.

 When Kinley had first come into the room that morning, Gus had looked at her with suspicion. Probably
because his entire world had been Jordan and his nannies. Jordan had taken him to pediatric checkups,
of course. But those had always happened in secret, with him driving the child to the small town of Fall
Creek where Gus had been examined by Jordan’s old friend, Dr. Finn McGrath. Finn was a man who
knew how to keep secrets.

 Gus had had few opportunities to be a normal kid. And that’s why Jordan had decided to make some
major changes in his life.

 Now the question was, what would happen to all his plans?

 Kinley’s smiles and laughter said it all. She wouldn’t just give up Gus. She was here to stay, and Jordan
had to figure out how to deal with that while keeping Gus safe. Safety was his top priority.

 But then, he rethought that.
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 It was a priority all right, but so was Gus himself. Watching the boy, Jordan knew he couldn’t give him
up, either. Even though he’d never allowed himself to say the words aloud, Gus was his son in every way
that mattered. Jordan loved him.

 He checked his watch again. “It’s time,” Jordan told Kinley.

 Her smile faded, and she reluctantly gave Gus a kiss on the cheek before she got up from the floor. She
brushed off her calf-length black skirt, straightened her top but didn’t take her eyes off Gus. Gus
watched her, too, and then looked at Jordan as if asking for some explanation as to what was going on.

 Jordan stooped down to try to give that explanation but got a big hug instead. Gus launched himself at
Jordan, and the little boy giggled.

 “Jor-dad,” Gus called him, and he laughed again because he knew that Jordan would, too. Jordan
couldn’t help it. He always laughed when Gus babbled the attempt to say Jordan, and it was a game they
played nearly every day.

 Jordan gave Gus a kiss on the cheek. “Be a good boy, okay?”

 Gus babbled his version of “okay” and waved goodbye.

 Jordan waited until the daytime nanny, Pamela, came back into the room. It wasn’t necessary for him to
remind the woman to lock up and stay vigilant. She would. And she’d keep Gus safe while Kinley and he
went back into the main living quarters. Not that he wanted Kinley there for the meeting with Burke, but
he didn’t want Burke getting suspicious as to why she wasn’t around.

 “Gus is wonderful,” Kinley said on their way out. “I had no idea he’d be able to say so many words.”

 “We all work with him, and Elsa’s a former teacher.”

 “Teacher turned bodyguard,” she mumbled.

 Jordan heard the disapproval. Not that she disapproved of Gus’s safety, but it was the need for safety
that’d kept him shut away. That need had also kept Gus from her.

 “He calls you dad,” she pointed out.

 “Jor-dad,” he corrected. “He’s trying to say Jordan.” But he couldn’t explain why he hadn’t corrected
the boy. He wanted to have that dad label.

 It was time to change the subject.

 “Burke should be here any minute,” Jordan reminded her. “Make an appearance. Walk through the
foyer when I open the door and then wait in the bedroom.”

 “But shouldn’t I be there in case Burke says something about being Simon, the investor?”

 “That’s exactly why you shouldn’t be there.”

 Once they worked their way back in through the closet and into his bedroom suite, he went to his laptop
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and made sure all the security cameras were registering their images on the split screen.

 “But maybe I could guide the conversation in a direction where we could learn more info,” she pointed
out.

 Jordan shook his head. “I don’t trust Burke, and I’d rather you not be around him.”

 She blew out a long breath, obviously not happy that she wouldn’t be part of this meeting. “What about
Cody? Did you ever find out why he was following us last night?”

 “Not yet. He hasn’t returned my calls.” Which didn’t exactly please Jordan. He considered Cody more
than a loyal former employee. Of course, it was possible that Cody was simply looking out for him since
Jordan had told him that Kinley and he were being followed.

 But then, why hadn’t Cody let him know that?

 It was definitely something he wanted to ask the man. But first, there was Burke to deal with.

 Jordan pointed to an image on the top of the screen. “That’s the pool house.” It was glass encased and
sat right in the middle of the garden. “That’s where I’ll be taking Burke for our chat.”

 She nodded. “Because you don’t want him in the house near Gus.”

 “Right. Burke’s a whiz with developing new equipment, and I can’t take the risk that he might have some
kind of scanner that can read signals through metal. I know it can’t be done at long range, but the
technology exits for it to happen at shorter distances.”

 “Oh,” she said, obviously understanding the danger.

 Jordan spotted Burke’s car the moment it pulled into his driveway. “It’s show time,” he said to Kinley.
And he looked at her to make sure she was steady.

 She was.

 Steady, and still gorgeous. The clothes didn’t help. Her black skirt and silver-gray top clung to her in all
the right places. Or the wrong ones, since he probably shouldn’t have noticed all those interesting curves.

 Jordan had hoped that this attraction would have cooled by now, that the kiss would have been enough
for him to realize he couldn’t have her. But the kiss had done the opposite. It had reminded him that
kissing her wasn’t nearly enough. He wanted her in his bed. And not just for sleeping as she’d done the
night before when he’d slept on the floor.

 He wanted her in his bed with him.

 “What?” she said, searching his eyes.

 “Nothing.”

 So that she wouldn’t challenge that, Jordan headed toward the front door. “Remember, just make a
quick appearance. If you want to listen in on the meeting, you can do that with the laptop.”
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 Kinley agreed, hesitantly, and followed him to the front door. By the time they made it there, Burke had
already rung the bell twice. Jordan made sure his gun was positioned for a quick draw in his concealed
shoulder holster, and he opened the door to face the man.

 “Jordan,” Burke greeted, though it was far from friendly.

 Jordan stepped aside so he could enter. Right on cue, Kinley made her appearance by walking past
them and even managed to look a little mussed and embarrassed, as if she and Jordan had just finished a
steamy tryst.

 And in his mind, they had.

 “This way,” Jordan instructed. After he reset the security system, he led Burke past the Christmas tree
and through the place. He didn’t rush. Didn’t want to make it too obvious that he wanted to get him out
of the main house. However, he also didn’t offer coffee or other refreshments.

 “I’ve spent several hours looking for Anderson Walker,” Burke let him know. “No sign of the man. Did
he happen to say where he was going?”

 “No.” Jordan walked through the glass corridor that led to the pool house. “He wasn’t exactly
volunteering a lot of details. Did you find out who he was working for?”

 “No. Did you?”

 Jordan shook his head. Last night while Kinley had been sleeping in his bed, Jordan had tried, but the
contract for Anderson’s services was buried under layers of dummy corporations. Corporations that
Burke could have easily created. It would take time and resources for Jordan to dig through them.

 Later, that’s exactly what he would do.

 The pool house was made of prism glass, circular and with an open top. The outside temp was chilly,
but the heated water and floor made the room comfortably warm. It was a room he rarely used anymore.
Well, since Gus’s arrival. He couldn’t risk the boy being seen through the glass, and even though his
security system ran the entire perimeter of his property, someone might still be able to see the child.

 He and Burke sat across from each other in a pair of cushioned wicker chairs. Neither said anything, but
a dozen thoughts passed between them. None good. Burke was now the owner of a company that
Jordan had loved. And Jordan didn’t trust him. The feeling was obviously mutual.

 “You’ve been digging into my background,” Burke tossed out. He didn’t wait for Jordan to confirm it,
either. “What exactly were you looking for?”

 “The obvious. I wanted to know if you had your man following me, and why.”

 “And did you decide if I’m innocent or guilty?” Burke didn’t seem overly alarmed at what the answer
might be. Jordan knew the man was cocky, but he hadn’t thought Burke would aim that cockiness at
him. Of course, their positions were different now that Burke owned Sentron.

 “Guilty,” Jordan declared.

 Still Burke offered no reaction. He calmly reached down and swirled his fingers through the lagoon-blue
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pool water. “Someone tapped into my investment accounts. Was that you?”

 “Yes. And someone tried to tap into mine. The person failed.”

 They stared at each other again. Jordan decided to wait him out because Burke seemed to be on the
verge of giving him some real information instead of just repeating things Jordan already knew.

 “I’ve had some sensitive investments,” Burke said as if carefully choosing his words. “You zoomed in on
those that I made under the name Simon. Why?”

 Ah. Now, this is where he’d lie. Except Jordan didn’t get the chance. He saw the movement in the glass
corridor that led from the main house, and he stood to draw his weapon.

 But it was Kinley.

 She stopped in the entryway and motioned for him to come to her. Jordan did. And he hurried. Because
only an emergency would have caused her to interrupt this meeting.

 “I was watching the security screen,” she whispered. “Cody Guillory and another of your former agents
just drove up in separate vehicles. They’re sitting in their cars, looking at the estate.”

 Hell.This couldn’t be good. Jordan glanced back at Burke. “Did you bring backup with you?”

 Burke shrugged. “I don’t know what you mean.”

 Jordan didn’t believe him. That wasn’t a cocky expression. It was a smug one. Burke was playing some
kind of game, and Jordan wanted to know the rules.

 And the stakes.

 Jordan took out his phone and called Cody. The man answered on the first ring. “Looking for me?”
Jordan asked.

 “Desmond and I need to talk to you.”

 Desmond Parisi, Jordan’s former communications guru. If a place needed to be bugged or put under
surveillance, Desmond was the best at Sentron for that. It made Jordan extremely uncomfortable to have
a man like that anywhere around the house. Ironic. Because twenty-four hours earlier he would have
trusted these men with his life.

 “Why do we need to talk?” Jordan questioned Cody.

 “It’s about Burke.”

 Jordan didn’t know whether to be surprised or not. “He’s here.”

 “Yes. I saw his car. What we need to say should be said in front of him. In front of both of you.”

 That was an interesting turn. Had Cody learned something about his new boss? And did it have anything
to do with Cody following him the night before?
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 “We’re in the pool house. Come in through the backyard,” Jordan instructed. Of course, that left him
with a huge problem. Two of them, actually. Kinley and Burke. He didn’t trust Burke, and Jordan didn’t
want Kinley caught in the middle if there was any trouble.

 He took out his PDA and routed the security surveillance to it so he could keep an eye on the place
while this meeting was going on. Jordan also temporarily disengaged the side gate so the agents could
enter.

 “Go back inside,” Jordan whispered to Kinley.

 She nodded, took one step, but then Burke stood. “Kinley Ford.”

 That stopped her. It stopped Jordan’s heart for a second as well. Both Kinley and Jordan turned to face
the man who’d called her by her real name and not by the alias she’d used the night before when Cody
had introduced them.

 Jordan eased his hand over the butt of his weapon that he had concealed beneath his jacket.

 Burke laughed and held up his hands. “You’re going to shoot me, Jordan?”

 “If necessary.” Jordan made sure there was nothing joking about his tone or demeanor.

 Burke chuckled again and sank back down into the chair. “After our conversation last night where you
accused me of having you tailed, I decided to check through some surveillance footage taken at the
Christmas party. I ran Ms. Ford’s image through the facial-recognition software.”

 “And?” Jordan prompted when the man didn’t say anything else. Because she seemed to be holding her
breath, Jordan slipped his left arm around Kinley.

 “There’s noand to this,” Burke insisted. “I wasn’t pleased with your accusations, and I merely wanted to
see what was going on that would make you have that kind of reaction.” He paused. “But I have to
wonder…why would a Ph.D. researcher want to worm her way into a party, only to leave mere minutes
later with the host?”

 “Because the host is extremely hot, and I wanted to be alone with him,” Kinley answered before Jordan
could tell Burke to mind his own business.

 The tension got worse. A lot worse. And that’s how Cody and Desmond found them when they crossed
the backyard and came into the pool house. That brought Burke to his feet again, and judging from his
suddenly tight jaw, he didn’t seem pleased with his employees’ impromptu visit.

 Both agents wore jeans and jackets. They also wore formidable expressions that matched their new
boss’s. Cody took the lead, walking in first. Tall and lean, his former agent looked like an all-American
with his sandy blond hair and blue eyes. Desmond had more of an international look and had often done
undercover assignments as someone from the Middle East.

 “There’s a problem,” Cody announced. He tipped his head first to Burke and then to Jordan. “You two
are in some kind of surveillance war, and you’re putting us in the middle. Now, we want to know what
this is all about.”

 Jordan wanted to know the same thing, and all eyes went to Burke.
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 Burke shrugged again. “I had Cody follow you last night.”

 “Yeah. I know. Why?” Jordan demanded.

 “I thought there was something suspicious about you leaving with Kinley Ford.”

 Cody’s attention snapped to Jordan, and even though he didn’t ask the question, he probably wanted to
know why Kinley had used an alias. Jordan didn’t intend to give his former employee an explanation. The
fewer people who knew about her, the better. Now maybe Cody wouldn’t continue to dig when this
meeting was over.

 “I thought maybe Kinley’s arrival at the party was connected to the sale of the company,” Burke
explained. “I was within hours of taking ownership, and I didn’t want anything to go wrong. I also
considered that maybe Kinley was blackmailing you, and that her actions would put the sale of Sentron at
risk.”

 Jordan wanted to believe that Burke was telling the truth, but he couldn’t. After all, Burke was
connected to Kinley and the research facility. Depending on how much involvement he’d had with his
investment, he might have recognized her the moment she stepped into the party.

 Or even before.

 Because if Jordan had noticed she was spying on him from the coffee shop, someone else like Burke
could have noticed it as well.

 Desmond stepped up to stand side by side with Cody, but he aimed his comment at Burke. “I know
you’re the owner now, but I don’t want to do communications surveillance on my former boss.”

 “Neither do I,” Cody agreed.

 And the silence returned. Several snail-crawling moments later, Burke finally nodded. He looked at
Jordan. “No more surveillance. Can I have the same assurance from you that you won’t spy on me?”

 “No.” Jordan didn’t even have to think about it.

 There it was. For just a second. A flash of hot anger in Burke’s otherwise cool eyes. Then he chuckled.
“Go ahead. Keep me in your sight. Dig into my accounts. You won’t find anything illegal.”

 No. But he might find a motive for Burke to go after Kinley, especially if Burke thought she could
provide him with the missing formula for the antidote.

 “I’ll leave through the yard gate,” Burke announced, and without lingering, he headed in the same
direction from which Cody and Desmond had entered.

 Jordan waited until Burke was out of earshot before he spoke to Cody and Desmond. “I’m sorry you
two were put in the middle.” But he wasn’t sorry they’d ratted out Burke. Jordan intended to make full
use of whatever loyalty to him the men had left. “Exactly how deep a surveillance did Burke put on me?”

 Desmond tipped his head to Kinley. “It was aimed more at her. When Burke told Cody to follow you,
he had me give him a comm pack.”
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 A comm pack—a sensitive device that could be used for long-range eavesdropping.Hell. Jordan had
developed the device himself and knew it was highly effective. Worse, it could bypass detection with
nearly all security systems, including the one Jordan had in the Porsche.

 “I only used the comm pack when I followed you in the car,” Cody explained. “And I told Burke that I
couldn’t pick up your conversation.”

 Which meant he had.

 It also meant Cody and Desmond had likely heard all about Gus. Of course, Jordan hadn’t mentioned
the child was at his estate, not until he was in his secure bedroom, but Cody and Desmond weren’t fools.
They could fill in the blanks.

 “There’s more,” Cody continued, his voice practically a whisper. He stared at Jordan. Nope, make that
a glare. Cody obviously wasn’t happy about this meeting or with Jordan. “Consider this your retirement
gift because after today, my allegiance will lie with Burke. Understand?”

 “Yeah.” Jordan also heard and understood Cody’s resentment. It was there and was feeding the glare
the man was still aiming at him.

 “Desmond and I know who Kinley is,” Cody explained. “Burke had us check on her most of last night.”

 Jordan’s stomach tightened. “Did he say why?”

 “He gave us the same spiel about being concerned that she could somehow hold up his taking ownership
of Sentron,” Desmond continued, keeping his voice low as well. “But after a while, Burke changed his
tune and told us to dig into her background. It didn’t take long for us to learn that she worked at the
Bassfield Research Facility.” Now it was Desmond’s turn to pause. “We know about the research
project and the missing formula. And we also know that this morning at six o’clock, Burke met with
Martin Strahan.”

 The investor.

 And the person with the most motive to find and hurt Kinley.

 Jordan tried not to react. Hard to do, though, because he certainly hadn’t expected Burke to do that.
“Did you hear their conversation?”

 Both Cody and Desmond shook their heads. “He met with him at the Sentron command center.”

 And that was the one place where Burke’s conversation would indeed be private.

 What the devil was going on? Since Burke and Strahan were the last remaining investors, maybe they’d
teamed up to come after Kinley. If so, this wasn’t good. Jordan didn’t need the pair trying to sniff out
Gus’s whereabouts. And eventually that’s what they would do.

 Cody extended his hand for Jordan to shake. “Goodbye, Jordan. I wish things were different. I wish we
could go back to the way things were.” And he slipped a piece of paper into Jordan’s palm.

 Desmond echoed the sentiment, and the men left through the yard gate.

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


 “My God,” Kinley mumbled under her breath. “What do we do now?”

 Because they both needed the contact, he tightened his grip around her waist. “We go back inside. I’ll
beef up security to make sure Burke doesn’t have free rein of our privacy.” He leaned in and put his
mouth to her ear. “Don’t say anything out here about Gus.”

 Her eyes widened, and she looked around. Yes, Burke could still be monitoring their conversation. So
Jordan decided to play that to his advantage.

 “If Burke is after the missing formula for the antidote, then he’s going to be disappointed when he
realizes you don’t know anything about it.”

 “Yes,” she said, obviously playing along. “Maybe he’ll quit hounding us once he realizes that.”

 Jordan added a “yes” of his own. And he kissed her. It was supposed to be all for show, just in case
Burke was somehow watching them. But for some reason his body missed the part about this being a
pretense. Just like the other kisses, this one fired through him.

 Oh, man.

 Her mouth was foreplay, and he had to stop and get his mind back on business.

 First, he checked his PDA to make sure the house was still safe. It was. Just as he’d expected. If
someone had tried to break in, he would have been alerted. Unfortunately, that level of protection didn’t
extend to the pool house so he got Kinley moving.

 He also discreetly looked at the note that Cody had handed him.

 “What is it?” Kinley whispered.

 “Martin Strahan’s phone number.” A real gift, since Jordan hadn’t had any luck tracking down the man.
“Cody must have gotten it when Burke arranged the meeting with Strahan in the command center.”

 “Will you call Strahan?”

 Jordan hoped to do more than that. He hoped to meet with the man to see if he could get to the bottom
of this. Of course, he couldn’t do that until he had Kinley tucked away in a safe place. He didn’t want
Martin Strahan within a hundred miles of Gus and her.

 He hurried their pace so he could get Kinley out of the glass corridor and into the house. Jordan didn’t
breathe easier until they were inside and on their way to his suite, where they couldn’t be monitored. But
they’d barely made it to the corridor next to the kitchen when he heard the sound.

 There was no warning. No time to react.

 The explosion ripped through the house.

 Chapter Eight

 “Gus!” Kinley managed to shout a split second before Jordan shoved her to the floor.
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 She landed hard on the slate, and Jordan landed on top of her. Shielding her, she realized, from the
blast.

 The sound was deafening and shook the entire house. Crystal glasses from the open-faced cabinets
crashed to the countertops and floor around them, and the stainless-steel pots on the rack overhead
clanged and slammed against each other. Everywhere in the house, there were sounds of things falling
and crashing.

 Kinley fought to get up so she could race to check on Gus, but Jordan held her in place. She braced
herself for the roof or walls to collapse, but other than the broken glasses, nothing else fell nearby.

 The security system began to pulse through the house. Not nearly as loud as the blast, but it sent her
adrenaline up another notch. If that was possible. Her body was already screaming for her to get to her
son.

 Jordan must have felt the same overwhelming need because he got up and hauled her to her feet. He
began to run toward his suite, just as his cell phone rang.

 “Pamela,” he said, answering it. It was obviously the nanny, and Kinley held her breath, waiting to hear
what the woman had to say about Gus.

 “They’re okay,” Jordan relayed a moment later. “She’s calling the police and the fire department.”

 The relief nearly made her legs go limp, but Kinley kept running. She couldn’t take the nanny’s word that
they were safe. She had to see for herself.

 But Jordan didn’t head toward the closet entrance. He stopped at the laptop on his bedroom desk and
started viewing the security cameras. It was a smart thing to do. He could maybe pinpoint the origin of
the blast. And, God forbid, maybe he could see if there was another one about to happen.

 That thought sent her heart racing even more, but Kinley tried to force herself to stay calm.

 Jordan touched the top right corner of the screen where she could see the cloud of gray smoke.

 “A fire,” she mumbled and tried again to run to the closet and the secret stairs.

 Jordan held on to her. “Not a fire. That’s just limestone and stucco debris from the blast.”

 That made her breathe a little easier, until she realized where the blast had occurred. On the very side of
the house where Burke, Desmond and Cody had made their exit just minutes earlier.

 Jordan continued to zoom in on all the areas around the house. The security alarm continued to wail. Her
heartbeat continued to pound in her ears.

 “The system’s detected pieces of a detonator,” Jordan informed her.

 A detonator. In other words, this had not been an accident. Someone had just tried to kill them by
blowing them to smithereens.

 He typed in some codes, and the nursery area came onto the screen. Gus was playing with his rocking
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horse, and both nannies were in the room with him. Standing guard, though all appeared to be well.
Thank God those inner rooms hadn’t been damaged.

 Jordan obviously felt the relief as well because he let out a long breath and pulled her into his arms for a
quick hug. “We can’t go in the nursery,” he told her. Kinley shook her head, but he caught her chin to
stop her. “Wecan’t. The police will be here any minute. We’ll be questioned, and they’ll make sure
there’s not another explosive device, something that maybe my security system isn’t picking up.”

 “What if there is another one?” Her words rushed out in an unbroken stream. “What if this monster tries
to blow up the place again before the cops get here?”

 “The house was built to withstand a heavy impact,” he let her know. “And Gus’s area is reinforced with
steel.”

 That didn’t eliminate her fears. “But what about a fire?”

 “There’s a sprinkler system through the place, even around the exterior.” With his hands still gripping her
face, Jordan stared at her. “We can’t tell the police about Gus, understand?”

 Her mind was racing, and it took her a moment to fight through the fear so she could nod. “Yes. I
understand.” It wouldn’t be safe because all it would take was for one cop to say something, and Gus’s
whereabouts would be known.

 “What’s wrong?” she asked when she saw the renewed concern on Jordan’s face.

 “Normally, I’d call Cody at a time like this.” He let go of her, took out his phone again and scrolled
through the numbers. “But I need to stay away from him and anyone else at Sentron. I’ll call a friend. Cal
Rico. I know I can trust him.”

 Kinley hoped that was the case. They certainly needed someone on their side.

 While Jordan made that call, he continued to check the surveillance cameras. There were no signs of
Burke, Desmond or Cody. Just that billowing dust to indicate how close they’d come to being hurt.

 She heard the sirens, and while Jordan finished up his call to his friend, they made their way toward the
front of the house. The Christmas tree was still standing, but many of the expensive Waterford ornaments
had shattered onto the floor.

 “Stay back,” Jordan warned her when he reached for the doorknob.

 Oh, mercy.She hadn’t even thought of an attack from something other than an explosive, but the culprit
could be waiting outside. Waiting to kill them.

 Still, Jordan put himself right in what could be the line of fire when he opened the door. The SAPD were
there. Three cruisers and, in the distance, she could hear the sound of a fire engine.

 One of the uniformed cops came up the steps and flashed his badge. “Any idea what caused the
explosion?” he asked.

 “My security system indicated fragments of a detonator,” Jordan answered.
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 The cop motioned for them to move. “You need to evacuate.”

 “Evacuate?” Kinley challenged. “No—”

 But Jordan cut off the rest of her protest by touching his fingers to her lips. “It’ll be okay. We have to let
the police do their job.”

 She shook her head and tried to tell Jordan that she wanted to stay in the house so she’d be near Gus,
but that didn’t stop Jordan from latching on to her arm and taking her down the steps. “We’ll wait in the
cruiser,” he told the cop.

 And then Jordan froze.

 Kinley froze too and followed his gaze. She braced herself to see another explosive. Or something
worse.

 It was something worse.

 Because across the street, standing on the sidewalk, was a man that she recognized from his photos.

 The ruthless investor who was likely after her and her son.

 Martin Strahan.

  

 JORDAN CURSED. They certainly didn’t need this now. But a confrontation was apparently about to
happen because Martin Strahan stepped off the sidewalk and started toward them.

 Jordan automatically moved in front of Kinley, and he opened his jacket so he could put his hand on the
butt of his weapon.

 Martin Strahan only held up his palms to indicate he wasn’t carrying a weapon. That didn’t mean,
however, that he wasn’t armed. He certainly looked the type to need a weapon. He was around six feet
tall and had a solid enough build, but his pale blond hair and milk-white coloring made him look more like
an anemic high school computer nerd than a high-stakes investor and businessman.

 But he didn’t need strength to set explosives.

 Jordan figured that’s exactly what he’d done. Well, maybe. It did seem stupid to hang around if Strahan
had been the culprit. Still, he was there and had the means, motive and opportunity.

 So did Burke.

 And that meant Jordan had a mystery to solve. Fast. Because until he found the person responsible and
put him behind bars, Kinley and Gus were in danger.

 “Kinley Ford,” Strahan greeted. He stopped right next to the police cruiser and didn’t even glance at the
chaos in the aftermath of the explosion. He kept his attention fastened to Kinley. “I’ve been looking for
you for a long time. You’re a hard person to find.”
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 “I could say the same about you,” Jordan countered. The sirens grew louder, and Jordan knew it was
only a matter of seconds before the fire department arrived. “Are you responsible for the explosion?”

 “Me? Of course not.”

 Jordan studied his expression but couldn’t tell if the man was lying. “Then why are you here?”

 “Bad timing on my part. I stepped from my car, and boom! I take it no one was hurt?”

 “No one,” Jordan assured him. The fire engine and a bomb squad van pulled to a stop in front of the
house, and the men began to hurry toward the point of origin.

 Now Strahan’s ice-blue eyes turned toward Jordan. “I understand you’re searching through my
background. No need. I’ll tell you everything you need to know.”

 Right. Everything that wouldn’t land him in a jail cell. “I’d be very interested in having a conversation
with you.”

 “Yes, I’ll bet you would.” Strahan turned back to Kinley. “And how about you? Are you finally ready to
talk to me?”

 “I’ll talk to you,” Kinley said, stepping out from behind Jordan. “But I know nothing about the missing
research information.”

 “Maybe. Sometimes people know more than they think they know.” And with that cryptic response, he
turned and walked toward one of the uniformed officers. “Jordan Taylor believes I had something to do
with this. How soon can you exclude me as a suspect?”

 The officer looked at Strahan as if he’d just sprouted a third eye. Then the cop looked at Jordan,
obviously waiting for an explanation.

 “I want him questioned,” Jordan finally said.

 “All right.” The officer glanced around and motioned for another uniform to join them. “I’ll have him
taken down to headquarters.”

 Strahan started to walk away with the officer but then turned to face Jordan and Kinley. “I’ll call you
and set up a meeting. It’d be in all of our best interests if that meeting were to happen today.”

 Jordan wasn’t so sure of that. He needed to get things under control here at the estate before he dove
into new waters with the likes of Strahan. However, the man might be able to give them answers to put
an end to all of this.

 “You two need to move farther from the house,” one of the firemen shouted to Jordan. “Just in case
there’s a secondary explosion.”

 Jordan heard the change in Kinley’s breathing and knew she was thinking of Gus. He caught on to her
arm and headed not for the cruiser but the guesthouse just inside the high wrought-iron fence that ran the
entire perimeter of the backyard. He needed to find a private place where he could monitor security and
make sure no one tried to get into the nursery area.
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 “We’ll be in the guesthouse,” he told the fireman, and Jordan headed there before anyone could object.

 Later, of course, Kinley and he would have to give statements, but that could wait.

 “We need to check on Gus,” she whispered.

 Jordan intended to do that ASAP. They hurried through the side gate and to the guesthouse. It had a
keyless entry, and he punched in the code so they could enter the three-room cottage. He shut the door,
locked it and immediately put another code into his PDA so he could rearm the estate’s internal security
system.

 If someone went into the house, he’d know about it.

 Then he clicked the screen to surveillance so he could take a look at the nursery. He turned the screen
toward Kinley so that she could see Gus calmly watching a DVD with cartoon characters.

 “Pamela and Elsa will guard Gus with their lives,” Jordan reminded her.

 She nodded and dropped back so that she was leaning against the door. She was pale. Shaking. And
her breath was gusting to the point she was close to hyperventilation.

 “I did this,” Kinley said. “I brought this danger to Gus.”

 “No.” Jordan couldn’t believe he was on her side. But he was. “This has been brewing for a long time,
and the only way it can end is for the person to be caught.”

 Jordan could see that now. He couldn’t build a shelter strong enough or hire enough bodyguard-nannies
to protect Gus. If they ever hoped to have a normal life, the danger had to stop.

 Kinley shook her head. “If I leave—”

 “It won’t do any good. Burke and Strahan have both already connected you to me. That means they’ve
connected us to Gus.”

 Tears sprang to her eyes. “God, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.”

 Jordan hadn’t intended to touch her, but he couldn’t just stand there while she fell apart. He pulled her
into his arms, and she relaxed as if she belonged there. Not exactly a comforting thought.

 “Once we get the all clear,” he explained, “I’ll add more security measures, and if Strahan doesn’t call
back, I’ll phone him to set up a meeting.”

 “What about Burke?”

 Yeah. Burke had been on his mind, too. “Burke’s a problem. Maybe Cody and Desmond as well.”

 She pulled back, blinked back more tears. “You think Cody or Desmond could be behind this?”

 “I can’t automatically rule them out. Both were upset that I sold Sentron.” But he didn’t want to believe
his former employees would turn against him.
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 Of course, there was the issue of money. In addition to the substantial reward being offered by the
insurance company, there was a lot of cash to be made if that antidote research resurfaced. Maybe this
wasn’t personal. But even then, Jordan couldn’t quite wrap his mind around such a betrayal.

 Since Kinley was staring at him and still looking very fragile, he showed her the image of Gus again.
“See? He’s fine, really.”

 “Why aren’t you mad at me?” she asked. “You warned me this could happen. You told me I should
have stayed away.”

 Yeah. He had. But if their situations had been reversed, he would have done the same thing. Nothing
could have kept him from seeing Gus.

 “We’ll get through this,” he promised, though he wasn’t sure exactly how he could make that happen.
He only knew that he had to. No case had ever been this important.

 “You love Gus,” she said, with those tears still shimmering in her eyes.

 This was almost as uncomfortable a topic as the attraction between Kinley and him. “I don’t talk about
my feelings a lot,” he answered. Which was an understatement.

 “I understand.”

 He made a sound that could have meant anything and checked the PDA screen to make sure Gus was
still okay. He was.

 “I saw the newspaper articles when I was trying to figure out if you might have Gus,” she added.

 Then, she knew that his entire family—his parents, his brother and his sister—had all been kidnapped
and then murdered.

 “When you were eight years old, your father was an archeologist in the Middle East working on a
sanctioned dig,” Kinley continued. “All of you were taken hostage. Only you escaped.”

 “I didn’t escape,” he corrected. “The kidnappers released me so I could deliver a message to the
American embassy that my family would be killed if other political prisoners were not released.
Negotiations failed. My family died. End of story.”

 But not the end of the emotional baggage it’d created. He’d always have that particular dark passenger
lurking in his memory.

 She reached up and smoothed the worry lines on his bunched-up forehead. Until she did that, he had not
even been aware of his tense expression. She came up on her toes and touched her lips lightly to his.
“I’m sorry. I didn’t mean to dredge up old memories.”

 She didn’t have to dredge. They were always there. They drove him. They’d made him successful.
Because no matter what he did in life, he’d always be trying to save them. An impossible task, and one
that had gnawed away at him.

 Until Gus came into his life.
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 Yeah. He loved the little boy. And that scared the hell out of him. Because the last time he’d loved
someone, he hadn’t been able to save them. They’d all died.

 She took his hand, moved them closer to the screen and smiled when she saw Gus. “You’ve done an
amazing job with him. He’s happy, very well adjusted.”

 Kinley brushed her mouth over his again. No doubt a gesture meant to comfort, but his emotions were
right there, right at the surface, and he didn’t play fair the way she was doing.

 He kissed her.

 Why, he didn’t know.

 Yes, he did.

 He always wanted to kiss her, and this was an excuse to do it. The sky-high levels of adrenaline. The
fear. The strange union they’d been forced to form because of a child. All of that seemed like logical
reasons even if they weren’t.

 The taste of her soothed him. It seemed to trickle through him, as if she’d touched him with those
delicate fingers. And then she did touch him. She wound her hands around him and slid her fingers into
his hair.

 Everything stayed simple. Easy. Just a kiss. But just as quickly, it changed. Jordan moved closer the
same moment she moved toward him.

 Their bodies met.

 And the fire blazed.

 Oh, man. This was such a bad idea, but he didn’t stop. In fact, he made things worse by sliding his left
hand down her side and to the curve of her hip. Jordan gripped on to her and dragged her closer until his
erection was right against a part of her that he wanted more of.

 Kinley moaned. It was silky and rich. And she moved, too. Her sex against his caused a multitude of
sensations. All good ones. Except for the dirty thoughts he had about what he wanted to do to her.

 A groan rumbled deep within his chest.

 “We can’t do this now,” Kinley mumbled against his mouth.

 That made him curse. Because she was right. And because she’d addednow. That left the door open for
sex at a later time.

 Jordan forced himself to pull back, and he met her gaze. He considered a lecture—meant more as a
reminder for him than her—to reiterate that they shouldn’t get involved. But he’d be wasting his breath.
Sex would happen. It was inevitable. Now he just had to figure out how to handle the fallout.

 The knock at the door caused Kinley to jump, and Jordan moved her to the side and got his weapon
ready. However, he soon discovered their visitor was one of the men who’d arrived with the bomb
squad.
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 “Sgt. Hernandez,” the man said, identifying himself. “We’ve made a check of the house exterior, and we
found the fragments of the detonator. It set off an I.E.D., an improvised explosive device. It was meant to
do some damage, and if anyone had been walking near it at the time of detonation, they would have been
seriously hurt or worse. You guys were real lucky.”

 Jordan had to take a deep breath. Now the question was, had the I.E.D. been left for Burke, or had
Burke been the one to leave it?

 “We need to know who’d do something like this,” the sergeant continued.

 “Yes. We want to cooperate, but is it possible to take our statements here at the estate?”

 The sergeant stared at them. “Most people want to get away from something like this.”

 “I understand, but Ms. Ford is shaken up. It’d be easier on both of us if we could stay here.”

 And that way he’d be close to Gus.

 “Okay.” The sergeant nodded. “I’ll send someone in to take your statements. Stay put, though, until
we’ve finished cleaning up those bomb fragments.”

 “Will do.” Jordan said goodbye, closed the door and relocked it. He looked at Kinley. “We’ll have to
tell them the truth about everything but Gus.”

 She didn’t get a chance to concur because his cell phone rang. It was a call he’d been expecting from his
friend, Agent Cal Rico. “Cal,” Jordan answered, “please tell me you can help.”

 “Absolutely. I can have security measures in place within the next two hours. I can make your estate a
fortress.”

 “Good. Because we’re going to need it. One more thing. I need to arrange a meeting, and it can’t be at
the estate. I want to have it at my training warehouse. You know the location?”

 “The one off Bulverde Road.” He didn’t wait for Jordan to confirm it. “Why there?”

 “Because I can control the security while you keep a watch on things here at the house.”

 “But if you’re going to be at the training facility, then why have me at the estate?”

 For the biggest reason of all: Gus. “I’ll explain that when you get here. Thanks, Cal.”

 Jordan ended the call. That was phase one. For phase two, he took out Strahan’s number that Cody
had given him, and he sent a secure text message to both Strahan and Burke.

  

 Meet me at the training facility. Seven o’clock tonight. Come alone.
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 Kinley’s eyes widened when she saw the message. “You think that’s a safe thing to do?”

 “No.” It was far from safe. But one way or another, Jordan was going to get answers.

 Chapter Nine

 Kinley stared at the building in front of them.

 The training facility was indeed a warehouse. A huge one with a dark gray metal exterior that looked
exactly like the dozen or so other warehouses that surrounded it. This was not the part of the city that
tourists normally saw. It was isolated and downright spooky with the winter mist in the air and lights
streaming over the metal.

 While he drove into the parking area in front of the building, Jordan entered a code on his PDA, and
large doors slid open so he could drive right inside. Another code closed the doors, and while Kinley
approved of them not having to walk across the parking lot, the inside of the warehouse was nearly as
creepy as the exterior.

 Even in the dim light, Kinley could see the center of the building was open from front to end. At least a
five-hundred-foot stretch. But the sides were a different matter. Not exactly open space. There were
ropes dangling from the ceiling, climbing webbing and what appeared to be bunkers and rooms painted in
camouflage.

 “I used to train agents here,” Jordan explained.

 He grabbed two thick legal-size manila envelopes, stepped out, entered something else on that PDA and
more lights flared on. She didn’t know what was in the envelopes, but Jordan had been working in his
office for most of the afternoon while she spent time with Gus.

 Even with the lights, the place still seemed just as intimidating. The place loomed over and around her,
and Kinley wondered if this had been the safest place to meet Burke and Strahan. While she was
wondering, she hoped that Agent Cal Rico was as good as Jordan claimed because the man was
essentially responsible for keeping Gus safe. However, if this meeting went well, if she could convince
Burke and Strahan that she knew nothing about the missing research, then the danger could possibly end
here tonight.

 And she’d have a safe Christmas with her son.

 Kinley got out of Jordan’s Porsche and walked toward where he was now standing. Her footsteps
echoed on the concrete floor. “You said Agent Rico would call immediately if there was any sign of
trouble back at the estate?” She already knew the answer, but Kinley needed one more reassurance that
coming here wasn’t the biggest mistake of her life.

 “If there’s a problem, Cal will call us,” Jordan verified. “He has a daughter a little younger than Gus, and
he knows what it’s like to have a child in danger. Don’t worry. He’ll protect Gus.”

 Oh, she’d still worry. Nothing would stop that.

 She rubbed her hands up and down her arms. She was wearing a jacket and wasn’t especially cold, but
she still felt a chill inside her. “Does Burke own this place now?”
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 “No. He has his own training facility. I decided to keep this for a while in case I ever started another
agency.”

 She nodded, then checked her watch. It was still a half hour until the meeting was supposed to start.
That seemed a lot of time to kill, especially since she was already antsy to get started.

 And to get back to the estate.

 “Follow me,” Jordan instructed. He led her to the right side, through a set of rooms that looked like
something from a movie set. They had doors, windows and even some furniture.

 There were bullet holes in the walls.

 “I had a tunnel built beneath the place,” he explained. “And there are all sorts of training tools.
Rappelling gear. Rifles that shoot dummy bullets.”

 “There were real bullet holes in that wall back there,” she pointed out.

 He nodded. “Sometimes, we train with live ammo.”

 Good. She hoped his friend, Cal Rico, had as well. That way, if this turned into a worst-case scenario,
he would know what to do.

 They walked to the midway point of the warehouse where he dropped the two manila envelopes on the
floor.

 “Are you going to tell me what’s in those?” she asked. “The last time I brought them up, you dodged the
question.”

 “They’re our freedom, I hope.”

 And with that cryptic response, he took her up a flight of stairs to a room that was half metal on the
bottom and thick glass on top. “This is the observation deck and command center,” Jordan explained.
“It’s bulletproof and has complete communication capabilities. I can control everything from here.”

 He pointed to the open space in the center below them. “That’s where Burke and Strahan will be.”

 Kinley felt the instant relief and knew then the reason he’d chosen this place. They couldn’t have this
kind of safety at the estate. This way, Burke and Strahan wouldn’t be anywhere near her son, and Jordan
and she would be tucked away in that observation area.

 “And the envelopes?” she reminded him.

 He sank down into one of the two chairs and clicked on some equipment mounted on a console that half
circled the deck. “Among other things, I’m giving them copies of your encrypted notes.”

 Kinley’s mouth dropped open. “What?”

 “I’m hoping they’ll find something to lead them to the person who stole the research. Since I know that
wasn’t you, it’ll get them off your trail.”
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 She tried to work through the logic of that and took the chair next to him. “But one of them might have
stolen the info about the project from the lab. One of them could already have way too much
information.”

 Jordan’s gaze came to hers. “Good. I hope that’s the case. Then, the two of them can fight it out.”

 Yes. That would be a godsend. Heck, they might even turn their attention to Brenna Martel in prison.
Kinley didn’t care as long as the men weren’t around to endanger Gus. Finally, she could find a happy
ending for all of this.

 Well, maybe.

 “And if they still believe I have the antidote?” she questioned.

 “Then, I have a backup plan.” He swiveled his chair in her direction. “Do you have any idea what I used
to do for a living?”

 It seemed an odd question, especially since she’d followed him for days. “Of course. You owned
Sentron.”

 “I’ve killed people, Kinley,” he flatly stated. “I’ve been ruthless. Cutthroat. All within the parameters of
the law. But barely,” he added.

 She certainly hadn’t thought he was a boy scout, but that caused her a moment of uneasiness. Then she
reminded herself that she trusted him.

 “I can go head-to-head with Burke, Strahan or both, and I can win,” Jordan continued. “But what I
can’t do is put Gus at risk. You understand what I’m saying?”

 Afraid of the answer, she shook her head. “What do you mean?”

 “If things don’t go as planned tonight, if I can’t get one hundred percent assurance that these men will
back off, then I have to move Gus immediately. I have to send him out of the country.”

 I’ll go with him,was her first thought.

 Oh, God,was her second.

 Because she couldn’t go with Gus. The danger would just follow her, and her son. She’d already done
that to him once and couldn’t do it again.

 “How long would he have to be gone?” But she waved off any response. She knew how this had to play
out. As long as the research for the antidote was still missing, then she couldn’t be with Gus.

 “I’m sorry.” Jordan slid his hand over hers. “I’ve gone over this all day, and I can’t figure out another
way.”

 Then, giving Burke and Strahan her encrypted notes would have to work. Because the idea of not seeing
her son broke her heart. This had to end soon.

 “Kinley?” Jordan said. He leaned over and slipped his arm around her. “I’m not going to let anything
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bad happen to Gus.” And he hugged her.

 The hug barely lasted a second because a buzzing sound came from the console. Jordan eased away
from her, took a deep breath and pressed a button. On the screen she saw not one car but two approach
the warehouse. A moment later, Jordan’s cell phone rang.

 “Burke,” Jordan answered after glancing at the caller ID screen. He zoomed in on the vehicles. “Yes,
that’s Martin Strahan behind you. I thought it would be beneficial if we all talked face-to-face.”

 Kinley couldn’t hear exactly what Burke was saying, but judging from Jordan’s expression, the man
wasn’t pleased with the additional guest at this meeting. Tough. Kinley wasn’t pleased with this entire
situation. Well, except for the fact that she had Jordan by her side. As bad as all of this was, she couldn’t
imagine getting through this without him.

 She froze.

 Repeated that to herself.

 And mentally groaned.

 She was falling for him. Not good. The last man she’d gotten involved with had nearly gotten her killed.
Besides, she needed to focus on her son and not a relationship. Even if a relationship was exactly what
her heart and body thought she needed.

 Jordan ended the call and pressed a button that opened the door where they’d driven in. The two cars
pulled in and parked behind the Porsche.

 “They’re alone?” she asked, watching as both men exited their cars.

 “They appear to be. I have an infrared monitor, and I’m not picking up any additional heat sources in
either of their vehicles.”

 So, maybe they would play by Jordan’s rules.

 Burke had stepped from his car first. Then Strahan. Burke spared Strahan a glance—a frosty
one—before he looked up at the observation desk. “Jordan,” he greeted, obviously able to see them
through the glass.

 Jordan turned on the speaker function. “Thank you for coming.”

 Burke tipped his head to Strahan. “You didn’t mention that you were inviting him.”

 “No? Must have slipped my mind. I didn’t figure you’d care since you two are old friends.”

 “Former business associates,” Strahan spoke up, his voice much higher pitched than Burke’s drawl. “I
don’t trust him. Even more, I don’t like him.”

 “The feeling’s mutual,” Burke snarled before he looked up at Jordan and Kinley again. “Do you plan to
stay up there in your ivory tower or come down and join us?”

 “The ivory tower suits me,” Jordan commented. If he was distressed by this meeting, he certainly wasn’t
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showing it. Kinley, on the other hand, was definitely distressed. Her heart was racing, and every muscle
in her body had tightened to the point of being painful.

 “Well?” Strahan prompted. He impatiently checked his watch. “Care to tell me why you called this
meeting?”

 “The envelopes on the floor are for you. Your names are on them.”

 Kinley glanced at Jordan to question why he would label them with their names, since the information
inside was supposedly identical, but Jordan had his attention focused on the two men.

 Strahan picked up his envelope and tore it open. Burke waited a moment before reaching down and
retrieving his and doing the same. Both began to go through the pages.

 “They’re copies of Kinley’s encrypted research notes. It shouldn’t take either of you long to break the
code, and when you do, I think you’ll find something interesting—that Kinley doesn’t know where the
missing antidote is.”

 “So she says,” Burke accused.

 “No. It’s the truth. She made those notes because she was trying to figure out what could have
happened to the formula for the antidote before and after the research facility was destroyed in an
explosion.”

 “And what did happen?” Strahan asked.

 “I don’t know,” Kinley volunteered. “But I’m hoping you’ll be able to figure it out when you go through
those notes and compare them to what you two personally know about the situation.”

 “I’ve added copies of the federal investigation,” Jordan continued. “There’s also a log of everyone who
entered the research facility the day it was blown up. Both your names are on the log, by the way.”

 That caused the men to toss each other a glare. Good. Kinley wanted them pitted against each other.
Maybe that would take the focus off Gus, Jordan and her.

 Strahan reached inside his jacket, causing Jordan to issue a warning. “The glass is bulletproof.”

 “And I’m not stupid. I wouldn’t risk shooting the one woman who might be able to clear all of this up.”

 Maybe. Or maybe he wanted her dead for some other reason.

 Strahan extracted a thick white envelope from his coat and tossed it on the floor where Jordan’s had
originally been. “Those are photocopies of Dexter Sheppard’s final notes from the research project.”

 Kinley went still. Dexter’s notes. She’d known they existed, of course, but she thought he had taken
them with him when he faked their deaths.

 She stared at the envelope.

 Burke stared at it, too. “How did you get that information?” he demanded.
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 Strahan shrugged. “I stole Dexter’s notes the night of the explosion. But before you accuse me of having
the missing antidote formula, rethink that. They’re just notes, and I’ve had men working on them for
months, and they haven’t been able to make heads or tails of them. I’m figuring that Kinley will be able to
help. That’s why I’ve been looking for her.”

 It made sense. Well, maybe. And maybe this was some kind of trick. “How did you find me?” she
asked.

 “Through Burke,” Strahan calmly provided. “I’ve been watching him for months—just like he’s been
watching me—and lo and behold, you walk right into the Sentron Christmas party.”

 “You hired Anderson Walker to follow us?” Jordan demanded.

 “No.” Strahan seemed surprised, or something, with the question. “I used my own men. I wouldn’t trust
one of Burke’s lackeys.”

 Which meant Burke had likely sent Anderson. But why? For intimidation, or was there something else
behind that incident?

 “Read Dexter’s research notes,” Strahan told her. “And get back to me. That antidote is worth more
than all three of us have in our bank accounts. It’s in your benefit to find it because frankly, I’m a bit
desperate. I need the money back that I invested.”

 And desperate men did desperate things. Like trying to use her son to make her cooperate.

 What other desperate things had Strahan done?

 Kinley thought of Shelly Mackey and how the woman had died to protect Gus. Strahan had been
involved with this from the start—including fourteen months ago when Shelly had been killed.

 “Are you the one who went after Shelly?” Kinley asked, staring straight at Strahan.

 She watched his eyes and saw the flash of recognition. “Shelly who?” he asked.

 He was lying. Strahan must have known every little detail about Kinley, and even if he hadn’t figured out
that Shelly had handed Gus over to Jordan, the man would have at least known that Kinley’s P.I. friend
had been murdered in the midst of all this. He would have had Shelly investigated to see if she was
connected to the missing formula.

 Burke tipped his head to the envelope that Strahan had put on the floor. “By giving Kinley and Jordan
those, you have no guarantee that if she and Jordan find the truth, they’ll tell you. I’m betting they go
straight to the Feds.”

 Strahan smiled. “I think not. Kinley understands the need to have this resolved in such a way that all
parties will be, well, content.”

 “Are you saying we share the profits from the antidote?” Burke questioned.

 “I’m saying that when Kinley gives us what we want, she’ll be free to go. And you and I can then work
out an acceptable compromise that will compensate us for our initial investments and the time and trouble
we’ve gone through since this dog and pony show started.”
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 Burke didn’t look like a man on the verge of a compromise, but he also didn’t argue. He turned, headed
for his car and, a moment later, Strahan did the same. After the men had backed out of the warehouse,
Jordan closed the doors.

 “I think Strahan hired the person who killed Shelly,” Kinley let Jordan know.

 “I think you’re right.” Since Jordan didn’t hesitate, he’d likely already come to the same conclusion. “But
we have to prove it. A traffic camera recorded Shelly’s murder. I’ll have someone go through it again
and see if they can match Shelly’s killer to anyone on Strahan’s payroll.”

 That seemed a long shot, but it was better than no shot at all.

 “You think those are really Dexter Sheppard’s notes?” Jordan asked.

 “If they are, I’ll be able to tell. Dexter and I worked closely, and I can recognize his handwriting.”

 She swallowed hard, remembering her stormy relationship with Dexter. A relationship that had produced
Gus. She was thankful for that, but Kinley would never be able to forgive the man for making her life a
living hell. If it hadn’t been for Dexter, there wouldn’t have been a shady research project, and Gus and
she wouldn’t be in danger now.

 Jordan adjusted some of the console instruments and stood so they could leave. Kinley hurried ahead of
him on the stairs and reached for the envelope.

 “Wait,” Jordan practically shouted. He hurried in front of her, stooped down and examined it.

 “You think it’s some kind of booby trap?”

 “With a man like Strahan, you just don’t know.”

 Jordan was right. She’d been so anxious to find a resolution to all of this that she’d temporarily forgotten
that she couldn’t trust Burke or Strahan.

 Jordan used the corner of his PDA to lift the envelope so he could further study it. He must have
approved of what he saw, or didn’t see, because he picked it up and opened it.

 It was indeed notes, and it took Kinley just a glance to realize that was Dexter’s handwriting. Or else it
was a very good forgery.

 Jordan handed them to her, then paused. “You were in love with him?”

 The question threw her a moment, because it felt a little strange talking to Jordan about her former lover.
“I thought I was.” She shook her head. “I didn’t really know him. And if he were alive, he’d be the one
trying to use Gus to get to me. Dexter wouldn’t have protected him the way you have.”

 A muscle flickered in Jordan’s jaw, and he reached out and ran his hand down her arm. It seemed as if
he were about to say something. Something personal about this attraction between them. But then he
must have changed his mind because he started for the car.

 “We have to move Gus tonight,” he said from over his shoulder.

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


 “What? Tonight? I thought this plan stood a chance of working?”

 “A chance isn’t good enough. I know now that neither Burke nor Strahan will back off, not even with a
bribe. They’re counting on hundreds of millions of dollars from this deal, and they won’t stop until they
have the antidote. Or until they kill each other.” He opened the car door for her. His eyes met hers and in
them she saw that he was right.

 Still, this would break her heart.

 “Then, maybe they’ll kill each other,” she mumbled, getting inside the Porsche.

 “I doubt we’ll get that lucky.” Jordan got in the car as well. “And even if we use Dexter’s notes to learn
the formula, we can’t just give it to Strahan and Burke. We’ll have to turn it over to the authorities.”

 “Of course.” Though she had to admit, the idea of using it to get Burke and Strahan off their backs was
tempting.

 “They don’t trust each other. That’s obvious. So, maybe I can push that a little harder, give them a
reason for the distrust to erupt.” He started the car, opened the warehouse door and backed out. “It
wouldn’t have to be something to make them literally kill each other. Just enough to incriminate them so
they land in jail.”

 “Jail,” she repeated. “You think that would stop them from coming after us?”

 Jordan took a deep breath and drove away. Fast. “No.”

 Kinley tried not to react to that. She’d known in her heart that it was true, that there was only one way
this could end.

 Someone would die.

 The thought had no sooner formed in her head when she heard the sound. Not a blast. More like a
swish. At first, Kinley thought it was the noise from the closing warehouse doors, but then the Porsche
jerked violently to the right.

 “Get down!” Jordan ordered. “Someone just shot out one of the tires.”

 Chapter Ten

 Jordan latched on to the steering wheel and tried to keep the Porsche steady. It was next to impossible.

 Especially after the second shot.

 The bullet must have gone straight into the passenger’s front tire because his car jerked violently in that
direction. He had no control and certainly couldn’t speed away from this attack.

 “The glass is bulletproof,” he reminded Kinley. But that wouldn’t be nearly enough to keep her safe.

 He had to slow to a crawl, and by doing so, they were sitting ducks.
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 Jordan grabbed Kinley’s hand and put it on the steering wheel. Not that it would help much, but it freed
him up to draw his gun and get ready to fire. He looked around, trying to pick through the dimly lit area,
but he didn’t see the shooter. Then he glanced up at the flat warehouse roof.

 There was a man dressed all in black and wearing a dark ski mask. If it hadn’t been for the glint of the
security lights on the rifle, Jordan might never have seen him.

 Jordan didn’t want to risk lowering the window so he could return fire. That would create an even more
dangerous situation. Instead, he drove forward, creeping along, so he could put some distance between
them and the shooter.

 There was another shot. The bullet smashed into the back of his car. The body had been modified to be
bulletproof, as well, but sparks flew from the impact.

 Another shot.

 Then another.

 “He’s not trying to kill us,” Jordan mumbled. But the words had no sooner left his mouth when he saw
the headlights of another car. It was coming right at them.

 Jordan tried to steer to the side of the narrow road, but he had almost no control. And besides, he
needed his hands free in case this turned into a full-scale attack. It was a risk—anything he did would be
a risk—but he stopped.

 So did the other car.

 Like the vehicle from the night before, the high beams were on, and they glared right into the Porsche
and made it impossible for Jordan to see. He checked the rearview mirror to make sure the rooftop
gunman wasn’t about to join the fight.

 But the man was no longer on the roof.

 Hell.

 Jordan reached over to the glove compartment and took out another gun and extra magazine clips. “Do
you know how to shoot?” he asked Kinley, pressing the gun into her hand.

 She shook her head. “But I’ll try.” Even in the milky light, he could see the terror on her face. “What
about Gus?”

 “Cal would have called if there’d been an attack.” Jordan was sure of that. He was also sure that he
couldn’t count on Cal to back him up here. Cal needed to stay in place at the estate.

 And that meant Kinley and he were on their own.

 Well, almost.

 “Call nine-one-one.” Jordan passed her his phone and kept watch, looking all around them while he
shoved the magazine clips into his jacket pocket.
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 He spotted yet another car. This one was parked on the side of the warehouse with its lights off. But
Jordan could clearly see the front license plate, and he recognized it: SNTRN 06.

 It was a Sentron vehicle.

 He cursed again. This could be a three-prong attack, including one from a former employee who was
likely now on Burke’s side. Or else after that ten-million-dollar reward for the missing antidote formula.
Was Cody or Desmond in that car?

 Kinley made the call and told the 9–1-1 dispatcher that someone was shooting at them. She gave them
the address and hung up. Jordan estimated it would be at least five minutes before the cops arrived.

 During that time, anything could go down.

 The adrenaline spiked through him, but he kept his breathing level. Kinley couldn’t manage to do the
same. Her breath sawed through the small space of the interior, and he knew she was terrified.

 There was movement to his right. The rooftop gunman or someone dressed exactly like him was
skulking his way across the parking lot toward the Sentron car. The driver’s-side door of the car in front
of them opened.

 And Kinley and he were trapped in the middle.

 A man stepped from the car in front of them. Anderson Walker. He had a gun in his right hand and a cell
phone in his left. He pressed something on the phone, and a moment later, Jordan’s own cell phone rang.

 “Jordan,” Anderson greeted, when Jordan took the phone from Kinley and answered the call on
speakerphone. “This is how this’ll work. You give us Kinley Ford, and I call off the attack that I’m about
to launch on your estate.”

 Kinley gasped.

 “Stay put.” Jordan grabbed her to stop her from getting out.

 “Why would I care if you attack my house?” Jordan bluffed.

 “Because it’s my guess that the kid is there.”

 Jordan forced himself to stay calm. They knew about Gus, and it didn’t matter if they weren’t sure if he
was there or not. Cal might not be able to stop a full-scale attack with explosives, and Gus could be hurt.

 “Who are you working for?” Jordan asked the man. Not exactly a stall tactic. He wanted to know
who’d orchestrated this. But he also wanted to buy some time for the police to arrive. Not that it would
do any good, but he might be able to hurry out of this situation and get back to the estate so he could
assist Cal. He’d need a car with undamaged tires for that, and a police cruiser would work.

 “This isn’t time for talking,” Anderson answered. “I figure you’ve already called the cops or one of your
G.I. Joe pals and that you’re trying to figure out how to get out of this. Well, there’s only one way. So,
I’m giving you ten seconds to hand over Kinley.”

 “I have to do as he says.” She reached for the door handle, but again Jordan stopped her.
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 “They’ll torture you to get the antidote. Maybe kill you because you won’t be able to give them what
they want. And with all of that, there’s still no guarantee that by sacrificing yourself, you’ll be protecting
Gus.”

 The color drained from her face, and her bottom lip trembled. He leaned over, gave her a quick kiss and
got mentally ready for what he had to do. Jordan had no plans to die, but it was a distinct possibility.

 “I’m getting out,” he told her. When Kinley started to shake her head, he caught her chin and forced eye
contact. “You stay put. I’ll lead them away from the car, but if anyone tries to get in, you shoot them.
Understand?”

 She was still shaking her head, but he didn’t have time to negotiate with her. He knew what he had to
do, and that was make himself a decoy and hope that he could dodge enough bullets until the cops
arrived.

 Jordan opened the door, hit the lock switch and stepped out. He closed the door, locking her inside.
She said something to him, something he couldn’t understand. Something he shut out. Because right now
the only thing he wanted on his mind was keeping them alive.

 He crouched down, using his car as cover from the rifleman in black, but there could be others waiting
to attack. Including the person in the Sentron vehicle.

 “I said I wanted Kinley,” Anderson yelled.

 “Yeah, I know. You’re not going to get her.” Jordan turned, aimed his gun at Anderson. And he knew
exactly what the man would do.

 Anderson aimed back.

 And fired.

 Jordan ducked, letting the reinforced body of the Porsche take the bullet. Then he returned fire. The shot
slammed into Anderson’s shoulder and sent the man staggering backward.

 There was another shot. From a different weapon, a different angle. It took Jordan a moment to realize
the point of origin.

 Kinley.

 She had her window partly down and had shot at the man with the rifle.Hell. That glass was her only
protection.

 “Kinley, no!” Jordan shouted.

 But she fired again.

 And missed.

 The rifleman dove behind the concrete pylon that held the streetlight in place.
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 Jordan glanced at Anderson. The man dropped to the ground. Probably not because he was dead. He
was merely injured and therefore still dangerous. Kinley and he could still be caught in cross fire.

 He heard the siren from a police car. That didn’t make Jordan breathe any easier. This was the deadly
time, when Anderson and the other man would either try to escape or make a stand.

 Jordan didn’t have to wait long to find out which.

 The rifleman started shooting at them. Not single shots, but a stream of deadly gunfire.

 “Put up your window,” Jordan told Kinley.

 She did. Thank God. But then she reached over and opened his door. “Get in,” she insisted.

 Since the gaping opening from the door was a bad idea, Jordan fired off several shots at the gunman,
added another round in Anderson’s direction, and then he dove inside so he could slam the door shut
behind him.

 The shots continued pelting into Jordan’s car. One slammed into the glass, webbing it, but it held in
place.

 Jordan spotted the flashing blue lights from the police cruiser as it turned onto the road that led to the
row of warehouses. The shooter obviously saw it, too, because he stopped firing, and Jordan saw him
start to run. He wanted to follow in pursuit, so he could learn the person’s identity and apprehend him.

 But Jordan couldn’t do that.

 It would leave Kinley vulnerable and in grave danger.

 The Sentron car started to move as well. The driver didn’t come in their direction but instead turned
around and made an exit behind the warehouse.

 Anderson, however, didn’t budge.

 Which meant the man might be dead after all. Jordan hadn’t intended that. He needed answers from
Anderson, and a dead man wouldn’t be able to tell him who’d hired him to kidnap Kinley.

 With the sirens wailing, the cruiser came to a stop just on the other side of Anderson’s vehicle. The
Hispanic officer who got out had his weapon drawn. So did his partner, a female uniformed cop who
couldn’t have been much older than twenty-one.

 Anderson still didn’t move.

 Jordan reholstered his gun and handed Kinley his phone. “Call the estate. Speak to Cal and make sure
everything is okay.”

 He got out, raising his hands so that the cops wouldn’t think he was the bad guy. “I’m Jordan Taylor,”
he announced.

 “From Sentron,” one of the cops added with a confirming nod. “I’m Detective Sanchez.” He looked at
the man on the ground. “What happened here, Mr. Taylor?”
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 Jordan took a moment, debating how much he should say and how he should say it. “I’m not sure.
When my friend and I came out of my warehouse, someone shot at us, and I returned fire. There’s
another gunman. Maybe two. They escaped that way.” He pointed in the direction in which the Sentron
car had gone. “What about the man I shot? Is he dead?”

 The second officer stooped down while her partner kept watch. Not just of the area but of Jordan.
“He’s alive, for now,” the woman announced, and Jordan heard her call for an ambulance and backup.

 “What about you and your friend?” Sanchez asked, walking closer. But he barely looked at Jordan. He
was still keeping an eye on their surroundings. “Are you hurt?”

 Jordan looked in at Kinley. She had the cell phone pressed to her ear. She was shaken—and
shaking—but they weren’t injured. At least not physically. “We’re okay.”

 Sanchez nodded, though he still seemed wary. With good reason. Jordan’s Porsche was riddled with
pockmarks from the impact of the bullets and a man was lying shot and bleeding on the ground. There’d
be reports and an investigation, Jordan knew, but those were things that could wait. First, he had to
know if Gus was all right.

 “Cal,” he finally heard Kinley say.

 She didn’t have the phone on speaker so he couldn’t hear what Cal was saying.

 There was a blur of movement from the corner of his eye, and Jordan automatically ducked down. With
his gun aimed and ready, Sanchez turned in the direction of the sound. And Jordan got a glimpse of what
was going on.

 The gunman dressed all in black leaned out from the side of the warehouse and raised his rifle.

 At Jordan.

 Sanchez reacted quickly and fired. There was the sound of metal slicing through metal when the
detective’s bullet slammed into the warehouse. The gunman turned and started to run, following the path
that the Sentron car had taken just moments earlier.

 Sanchez went in pursuit and disappeared around the side of the building. Jordan was about to provide
some assistance, but then he heard the voice. Not Kinley’s.

 Cal’s.

 She’d put the call on speaker and was holding it out so that Jordan could hear. Her hand was shaking.

 “I was already on the phone to call you. Some men just arrived outside the estate,” Cal said. “Three that
I can see on the security monitors. They’re all wearing ski masks.”

 Hell.

 Jordan jumped back into the car. “What’s your immediate status, Cal?”

 “The men haven’t broken in, and I’ve already called my brother at SAPD. But I’m in serious need of
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backup. Get here fast, Jordan.”

 Chapter Eleven

 Kinley’s heart was in her throat.

 It seemed as if Detective Sanchez was crawling along in the cruiser, but she knew he was going as fast
as he possibly could. No speed would have been fast enough.

 At first the two cops on the scene at the warehouse hadn’t exactly wanted to give Jordan and her
permission to go, but as soon as backup and the ambulance had arrived, Jordan had convinced them that
this was an emergency. So there was now another cruiser with blaring sirens behind them and others en
route. Kinley didn’t mind. She wanted every cop in the city at the estate so they could stop her son from
being kidnapped.

 When Sanchez turned the corner, she spotted the two cruisers already in front of the house. The blue
strobe lights sliced through the semidark street, and there was a pair of uniformed officers on the front
lawn.

 No sign of any gunmen.

 Thank God.

 Jordan threw open the cruiser door before Sanchez brought his car to a full stop. Kinley was right
behind them with Dexter’s notes tucked beneath her arm, and they sprinted past the officers to get to the
house.

 “He’s the owner,” Sanchez verified to the other officers.

 Jordan practically knocked down the front door, and they raced into the foyer. Cal was there, talking to
a man in civilian clothes. “This is my brother, Lt. Joe Rico, SAPD.”

 “Is everything secure?” Kinley asked, choosing her words carefully. She had no idea how much Cal had
revealed to his brother. Hopefully nothing about Gus.

 “Everything’s safe,” Cal assured her. “The intruders left when the cops arrived. They didn’t get in.”

 Kinley tried to catch her breath, but it was hard. The adrenaline had already soared through her,
preparing her for a fight. She grabbed on to Jordan, and he pulled her into his arms. Gus was safe. The
kidnapper hadn’t managed to get to him.

 Joe Rico studied them with eyes that were a genetic copy of his brother’s but with a lot more suspicion.
“I got a phone report of what went on at your warehouse. I’m guessing these incidents are related to the
explosion that happened earlier?”

 “Probably.” Jordan eased away from her so he could face the officer. “This is Kinley Ford. She’s in the
federal witness protection program, and someone obviously wants to get to her.”

 The brothers exchanged glances. And concerned expressions. “Do you want SAPD to provide
protection?” Joe asked.

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


 Jordan seemed to have a debate with himself before he finally nodded. “Maybe they can patrol the
immediate area just for tonight. Until I can make other arrangements.”

 Joe nodded too and gave a heavy sigh. “I’ll contact the FBI and let them know what’s going on. There’ll
be reports to do. And I’ll need to get your statements.”

 “Of course,” Jordan agreed. “I’ve already given Detective Sanchez the weapons we fired.”

 The lieutenant glanced at her and obviously noted the fear and weariness. “Your statements can wait
until later. I’ll send a uniform over to take them. Do either of you need to see a medic?”

 “No,” Jordan and Kinley said in unison, and the responses were loaded with impatience. Even though he
was Cal’s brother and a likely ally, Kinley wanted him out of there so she could check on Gus.

 “Lock down the place,” Joe said to his brother. “Call me when you decide what you need me to do. I’ll
wait out front.” And he headed for the door.

 None of them said anything until Joe was gone and the security system had been reset. “We have to
move Gus immediately,” Jordan instructed Cal.

 “Yeah. That’s what I figured. I have the vehicle and everything ready, just like we discussed. I’ll use my
brother for backup.”

 Kinley hadn’t been part of that discussion, but she trusted these men, especially Jordan. However, she
didn’t trust their situation. Jordan had come close to dying tonight, and these arrangements seemed to be
happening way too fast.

 “Let’s get this moving,” Jordan insisted. He hurried down the hall to his office. But stopped when his
PDA beeped. He cursed. “Someone’s monitoring us, probably with a thermal scanner.”

 “Please, no,” Kinley mumbled. It meant someone, maybe one of those gunmen, had gotten close enough
to the house.

 Kinley considered going to the basement to see Gus, but she knew this would be the faster way to see
her son. Jordan clicked on the surveillance, and on the screen, she saw the nannies waiting in the
playroom. Pamela was holding a sleeping Gus in her arms. His head was resting on her shoulder, and she
had a blanket draped around him.

 “It’s time to leave,” Jordan said through the intercom that carried his voice into the playroom. “Go into
the garage through the basement entrance.”

 Kinley started for the door. “I want to say goodbye to him.”

 But Jordan got up and caught on to her. “Sorry. You can’t. They’re monitoring us, and we can’t risk it.”

 Oh, God.It felt as if someone had clamped a fist around her heart. But Jordan was right. She couldn’t
put Gus in any more danger.

 “How will Cal get him out?” Kinley heard her voice trembling but couldn’t stop it.

 “We have a plan. The car in the garage is armored and with tinted windows and a thermal blocker for

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


the back area where Gus and one of the nannies will be. It will appear that only Cal is leaving.”

 “But what if someone follows him?”

 “His brother will monitor that. He’ll trail behind Cal to a small private airport about twenty miles from
here.”

 She choked back a gasp. “An airport?”

 “It’ll be safer if he’s completely out of the area. Cal’s taking him to a place near Houston. For now. If
things heat up, we’ll move him again.”

 Kinley had to sit down, but she refused to lose it. She couldn’t cry because if she started, she might not
stop.

 “We need some distractions,” Jordan told her. “Find the number to the prison where your research
partner, Brenna Martel, is being held. Use the phone in the hall. It isn’t secure. Someone will be able to
monitor the call.”

 She shook her head. “Why would you want that?”

 “I want them to hear. Burke, Strahan and anyone else involved in this will want to know what Brenna
has to say, so ask to speak to her. If the guards won’t let you, which they probably won’t, then leave her
a message asking her about any research notes she made. If they exist, you want a copy. If not, you want
to set up a meeting to discuss everything she remembers.”

 She managed a nod and hoped she could remember all of that. Her head was far from clear, and the
only thing she wanted to think about was her baby.

 “While you’re doing that, I’ll find out who was in that Sentron car parked at the warehouse,” Jordan
continued. “I’ll make waves while I’m doing it.”

 Kinley prayed the waves worked. Anything to give her son a head start.

 She went several feet away to the phone on a hall table, and using directory assistance, she got the
number of Claridge Prison. Kinley made her way through the automated answering system until she finally
got to speak to a person at the guards’ desk.

 “I need to get an urgent message to an inmate, Brenna Martel.” She glanced at Jordan, who was making
his own call, while she listened to the man tell her why she wouldn’t be able to speak to any of the
prisoners tonight. However, he took her message about needing the notes and said he would relay it to
Brenna and her attorney. Kinley didn’t know when or if Brenna would get back to her, but it was a start
and maybe the diversion they needed while moving Gus.

 Jordan was still on the phone when she went back into his office, but he had the images of the nursery
rooms and basement on the screen. Pamela had Gus still cradled in her arms while she, Cal and Elsa
were making their way through the basement. With some keystrokes on the security system, Jordan
zoomed in on Gus’s sleeping face.

 Tears sprang to Kinley’s eyes. It was so unfair. Here, she’d finally found her precious baby and had had
mere hours with him, and now he was being whisked away. Heaven knew how long it would be before
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she’d see him again.

 Jordan ended the call, stood and watched the images with her. Cal and others entered the garage
through stairs that led up from the basement, and without wasting even a second, Cal got Pamela, Gus
and himself into a black SUV. Pamela sat in the backseat with Gus. Elsa, however, went to another
vehicle in the massive garage. A dark green van. She was obviously going to be a decoy. And from the
front security camera, Kinley could see Cal’s brother waiting to follow and back them up.

 “What about the thermal scanner?” she asked. “Please tell me it couldn’t detect them while they were
getting into the vehicles.”

 “It couldn’t. The stairs and the garage are protected, and that blanket around Gus will block the scanner.
Pamela will keep it over him until they’re on the airplane.”

 So many details, and yet Jordan had seemingly addressed them all despite the distraction of the
warehouse attack and the earlier explosion.

 “The vehicles will leave at the same time,” Jordan let her know. “Once they get on the interstate, Elsa
will take the first exit in the opposite direction, toward the San Antonio international airport. If it looks as
if no one is following them, an unmarked police car will tail Elsa, to make it look as if Gus is in the van.
Cal’s brother, Joe, will continue to follow Cal’s SUV.”

 It was a solid plan. As safe as Jordan could possibly make it. But that didn’t stop her from being
terrified. Because no plan was foolproof, and that meant her son was at risk no matter what they did.

 “What about your call?” he asked.

 Kinley didn’t take her eyes off the screen. “I had to leave a message with the prison guard. What about
you, any luck?”

 “Not yet. But I’m running a computer search of Sentron’s records to find out who was in that car at the
warehouse.”

 Yes. Because that person might not have only had a part in this. He might even be the ringleader.

 “Whoever was in that car knew we were in danger,” Jordan verified. “He knew someone was either
trying to kill us or kidnap us, and yet he sat there and watched it happen.”

 So, this person could have been Anderson’s boss. Or someone else who wanted to use her to try to get
that antidote. In other words, definitely not a friend.

 Her money was on Burke.

 He could have easily switched out vehicles, even though she couldn’t imagine why he would do that. If
he wanted to watch them, why hadn’t he used a car that Jordan wouldn’t have easily recognized? Maybe
because Burke had wanted them to know he would use Sentron resources against Jordan and her.

 Was this part of their game meant to intimidate her?

 If so, it was working.

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


 She watched as Cal shut the back door of the SUV, and she could no longer see Gus. A moment later,
Cal was behind the wheel and backed out of the garage. He waited until Elsa was right behind him.

 And they drove away.

 Out of sight.

 Kinley forced herself to hold her emotions together, and she was succeeding. Until Jordan slipped his
arm around her waist and pulled her to him. Just like that, she shattered. And the tears came in spite of
the fight she had put up to stop them.

 “He’ll be okay,” Jordan said, comforting her, though from the slight tremble in his voice, it was obvious
he needed some comforting as well.

 Gus was his son in every way that mattered, and he’d raised the child even though he could have easily
turned that duty over to someone else. But he hadn’t. And that’s why Kinley had to trust what he was
doing now.

 Jordan placed his PDA on the counter next to them and showed her the little blips. “That’s the car Gus
is in,” he said, pointing to the green one. “The red blip belongs to Elsa. The blue, to Joe. The yellow one
is the unmarked police car tailing Elsa.”

 Other blips appeared on the screen. Obviously other vehicles on the road. But none stayed close to Cal.

 They stood there, watching. Praying. Kinley was saying a lot of prayers. The minutes ticked off with the
blips making their way on the GPS-style map. Finally, after what seemed an eternity, Elsa’s car and the
unmarked police vehicle turned toward the San Antonio airport. Cal went in the other direction.

 “No one’s following them.” The relief was all through Jordan’s voice.

 Still, they didn’t take their attention from the PDA. She wasn’t sure how much time passed, but she
watched the green blip make its way along the highway that led out of the city limits. The road must have
been fairly isolated because the only blips belonged to Cal and his brother.

 “They’re at the private airport,” Jordan finally said.

 And they waited again. Kinley held her breath so long that her lungs began to ache.

 Then, the phone rang, the sound slicing through the room.

 Jordan snatched it up. “Cal,” he answered obviously seeing the man’s number on the screen.

 Kinley couldn’t hear the conversation. Nor could she move. She just stood there and said a dozen more
prayers.

 “They’re on the plane,” Jordan said, ending the call. “Gus is safe.”

 He caught her to stop her from staggering. It was in the nick of time. The relief was overwhelming.
Jordan had succeeded. Her son was safe.

 Kinley looked up at him. His expression was a mixture of joy and relief. But some sadness, too. She
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understood that completely. Gus was safe, but he wasn’t with them.

 Since she was already in Jordan’s arms, Kinley let him support her. Yes, it was a risk. The white-hot
attraction was always there, but there was something else. Some strange intimacy that perhaps only
parents of a young child could have shared. For some reason, that made her emotions run even higher.

 It made the attraction even stronger.

 She wished for more. That it would consume her. Overwhelm her. That it would make her forget what
was going on with Gus.

 “Oh, hell,” Jordan mumbled.

 At first Kinley thought he was saying that in reaction to something he saw on the screen, but he was
looking at her. “This is an adrenaline reaction,” he said.

 A split second before he kissed her.

 Yes. It probablywas an adrenaline reaction. And a human one. Kinley didn’t doubt that she needed him
in this most basic human way.

 This was what she’d asked for. Something to overwhelm her. Jordan was certainly capable of doing that
and more.

 “We’re still being monitored with the thermal scan,” he whispered against her mouth.

 Kinley tried to think of the consequences of that. Burke, Strahan or someone else might be seeing the
heated images of their bodies. The kiss would be easy to detect, even though they’d be just thermal
blobs on the scan. This was still an invasion of a very intimate moment.

 But Kinley didn’t care.

 She wasn’t going to give this up because someone had them under thermal surveillance.

 “Consider it a diversion,” Kinley whispered back.

 But this was as much a diversion for her as it was for anyone who might be watching. Still, it might be a
good idea if it distracted the person responsible for the surveillance.

 Soon, though, that thought slid right out of her mind.

 That’s because Jordan continued to kiss her.

 Yes, she was definitely being overwhelmed, and it’d never felt so right.

 He slid his hands into her hair, angling her head so he could deepen the kiss. Kinley went right along with
it, and even though nothing could have made her forget her son, she needed this moment. She needed
Jordan.

 She felt her back press against his office door and realized Jordan was leaning into her. Good. She
wanted him against her, and Kinley hooked her arm around his waist to drag him even closer. Until closer
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was as close as two bodies could get. Almost.

 His kiss was clever. Not too hard. Not too soft. It was as if he’d found the perfect tempo and pressure
to coax every bit of the passion from her. But the kiss also did something else; it revved up the attraction.
The need.

 The kiss turned from clever to frantic, and he slid his hand down her waist. He found the back of her
thigh and lifted her leg so that it was anchored against his. The new position created some interesting
pressure, especially when his sex touched hers.

 Kinley lost her breath.

 And didn’t care if she ever found it.

 “I can stop,” Jordan suggested.

 Kinley didn’t look at him. Didn’t listen. She didn’t want to hear the voice of reason. But what did she
want?

 Full-blown sex?

 That certainly wouldn’t be wise right now since Gus was on the way to the airport and Jordan was
waiting on a computer scan. Oh, and there were cops outside the estate who could come knocking at
any minute. They didn’t have time for sex.

 Or did they?

 Jordan moved his mouth to her neck. To the V of her shirt. And he shoved it down so he could kiss the
top of her right breast. There went her breath again, and Kinley had no choice but to hang on to him and
enjoy this crazy, forbidden moment.

 His hand was still gripping her leg, holding it in place, but he also caught the bottom of her skirt.

 “Sorry,” he said. “This will be way too fast.”

 She shook her head, not understanding. But then he pushed her skirt up to her waist and just like that his
hand went into her panties. And his fingers went into her.

 Kinley moaned. Nearly lost her balance. But Jordan hung on to her, anchoring her in place with his
body. He worked magic with those fingers but behind his hand was what she really wanted.

 She pushed his hand away so she could unzip his pants. But he caught her wrist. “I can’t think if we do
that.”

 “It’ll be quick,” she bargained.

 Jordan’s jaw muscles stirred. He grimaced. But he didn’t stop her when she shook off his grip and
reached for his zipper again. He was huge and hard, and that didn’t make things easy, but she managed
to lower his zipper and take him into her hand.

 That was apparently the only foreplay they would have because he dragged off her panties and hoisted

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


her up, sandwiching her between the door and him.

 Since time seemed to matter, Kinley didn’t waste any of it. Maybe because if they stopped to think, this
wouldn’t happen. And her body wanted desperately for it to happen.

 She wrapped her legs around him, and he entered her. He didn’t stay still, didn’t give himself a moment
to savor the sensation. He moved once. One long stroke that shot the pleasure straight through her.

 But then he stopped.

 Just like that, he stopped.

 With a groan rumbling deep within his throat, Jordan ground his forehead against hers. “Bad timing,” he
grumbled. “Really bad.”

 She shook her head and tried to think of what she could say to make him continue. But before she could
speak, he shoved his hand back between their bodies and used his fingers instead of his sex.

 “I want you,” she clarified.

 “I want you. Too much. But I don’t have a condom here. They’re in the bedroom, and I need to stay
here to keep an eye on the monitor. I promise, I’ll do better later.”

 He didn’t give her a chance to object. Didn’t give her a chance to do anything but go mindless. He
touched her in just the right place. With the right pressure. But what caused Kinley to soar was seeing his
face. Kissing him.

 It was Jordan who sent her over the edge.

 Even as the sensations still rippled through her, she instantly regretted it. Not the act itself, not the
intimacy, but because she’d been the one to get all the pleasure here. Jordan had remained in control.

 He kissed her again. There was control there, too. And he eased her from him so she could stand. He
fixed his pants and even located her panties so he could hand them to her.

 And the awkwardness settled in around them.

 “I’m—” But she didn’t know how to finish that.

 “Don’t think for one minute that I didn’t want to have sex with you. I do. Ireally do.” He cursed. “I just
need to have a clear head right now, understand?”

 “Yes.” But that didn’t stop her from being embarrassed. “And I, uh, need to start going over Dexter’s
notes.” Something she should have started instead of kissing Jordan.

 Right.

 Who was she kidding? She couldn’t have stopped kissing him any more than she could stop worrying
about Gus. Jordan had gotten under her skin, and she was afraid he was there to stay. Great. Just what
she needed. Another broken heart.
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 There was a beeping sound, and Kinley forced herself to come back to earth. To focus. Jordan did the
same and hurried to one of the many computers.

 “Is it about Gus?” she asked, afraid to hear the answer.

 “No. I just got back the results of that computer search for the Sentron car that was parked at the
warehouse.”

 So he had the identity of the person who’d sat and watched as they’d nearly been killed. “Was it Burke
in the car?”

 “No.” Jordan scrubbed his hand over his face and groaned. “It was Cody Guillory.”

 Chapter Twelve

 Jordan took a gulp of the strong coffee and hoped the caffeine would kick in soon.

 Eventually, Kinley and he would have to sleep. He wanted to keep going. He wanted to find the person
creating the danger so he could stop him and bring Gus home. But he was exhausted. Kinley, too, though
she wouldn’t admit it. The caffeine had to buy them a little more time before they would no doubt
collapse.

 After an officer from SAPD had taken their statements about the attempted kidnapping and shooting,
Kinley had taken a couple of catnaps in his office while still in the process of going over Dexter
Sheppard’s research notes. Jordan knew this because even though he’d spent most of the night in his
bedroom coordinating the new living arrangements for Gus, he’d checked on her and twice he’d found
her dozing with her face literally pressed against the notes. The other dozen or so times, she’d been hard
at work staring at the pages.

 He poured Kinley a cup of coffee as well—it’d be her sixth of the day—and he walked out of the
kitchen and through the foyer. The Christmas lights were still on, and with the broken crystal ornaments
littering the floor like diamonds, the place managed to look festive. Even if it wasn’t.

 It wasn’t shaping up to be much of a peaceful Christmas Eve.

 He’d wanted this to be a special holiday for Gus. For months, Jordan had bought presents and hidden
them away. He’d planned on spending the day opening those presents and relaxing with the little boy. A
prelude to the move.

 A move that’d come early, of course, thanks to the danger.

 Jordan had no idea when they’d get around to opening those presents now, and a relaxing day just
wasn’t in his immediate future.

 Looking at the tree, he thought of Kinley. There’d be no real Christmas for her, either, and he wished
he’d had the time to buy her some kind of gift. But maybe the best gift he could give her was to distance
himself from her. He wasn’t doing her any favors by having sex with her. She was an emotional wreck
right now, and he needed to give her space so she could sort out her feelings and get the right mind-set
for motherhood.

 He drew in a weary breath and went to his office. Kinley was still there, seated at the long counter that

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


held monitors, computers and security equipment. She looked up at him and offered a thin smile.

 So much for his little pep talk about giving her some space.

 Despite her sleep-starved eyes and the impossible situation they were in, he still wanted her.

 “I thought you could use this,” he said, and set the coffee next to the notes.

 “Thanks.” She made a sound of pleasure when she took the first sip. “What’s the latest from Cal?”

 “I called him about fifteen minutes ago. It’s all good. Gus is settled in an estate near Houston. I’ve been
there. With all the security modifications Cal has made, it’s a safe place. Gus will be fine while we wrap
up things here.”

 “Yes.” Definitely not a sound of pleasure but of disappointment and frustration. God knew when they’d
actually be able to wrap up things. “And the thermal scanner situation? Are we still being monitored?”

 “No. It stopped several hours ago.” Which could be a good or bad sign. Maybe the person had given
up. Or maybe he was just lying in wait and trying to come up with a new plan as to the best way to
kidnap Kinley.

 “What about Anderson Walker?” she asked. “I don’t suppose he’s said anything yet about who his boss
is so the police can make an arrest?”

 Jordan shook his head. “He’s in the hospital, recovering from the gunshot wound. And he lawyered up
and isn’t saying a word. But maybe if we figure who’s behind this, Anderson might be willing to make a
deal.”

 Mightbeing the crucial word.

 Anderson almost certainly wouldn’t get through this without some serious jail time, but he might not get a
good enough deal to force him to cooperate and do the right thing.

 Strahan was another matter.

 “Cal’s brother, Lt. Rico from the San Antonio police, studied the disk of Shelly’s murder. He thinks he
might have an ID on her killer—a guy named Pete Mendenhall.”

 Kinley’s eyes widened. “Does this guy work for Strahan?”

 “We don’t know yet. SAPD tried to do a facial recognition match right after Shelly died, but her killer
wasn’t in any of the databases.”

 “But he is now?” she clarified.

 Jordan nodded. “Not a criminal database, though, but there are a lot more faces and names in the facial
recognition system than there were fourteen months ago. Rico got a hit. When he brings in this Pete
Mendenhall for questioning, he’ll try to link him to Strahan.”

 And maybe Strahan could be arrested for murder.
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 “What about Dexter’s notes?” Jordan asked.

 Her look of frustration went up a notch. “Well, I’ve solved most of the code but only because I was
familiar with it. It’s something he used often during his research, even though there are a few entries that
don’t follow the normal pattern.”

 “But you’re sure they’re his notes and not a forgery?”

 She nodded. “Oh, they’re his. There are some summaries about failed experiments that happened only
when Dexter and I were in the lab. No one else would have known about them. That makes them
authentic.”

 That was a start. “Anything about the missing antidote yet?”

 “Yes and no. His research for the antidote is here, but he didn’t include just one formula but nearly a
hundred. I’ve started to run them on the computer, but the first five took me over eight hours to do.”

 Jordan wasn’t surprised. Dexter wouldn’t have plainly stated something like that in notes that could be
found. Or stolen.

 “I’ll keep working,” she insisted.

 “Maybe after a nap?”

 She blinked. And he caught the gist of her surprise. She no doubt wondered if he was inviting her to his
bed. As good as that sounded—and it sounded damn good—it couldn’t happen right now.

 “This morning I called Burke, Cody, Desmond and Strahan. I have a two o’clock video conference set
up with them.” And that meant he could expect to hear from them any minute.

 “Desmond?” she questioned. “I understand why you’d want to talk to the others, but why him?”

 Jordan shrugged. “He was here minutes before the explosion.”

 She took a sip of coffee and peered at him over the rim of the cup. “And his motive?”

 “Maybe the same as Cody’s? Money that they think they could get from the antidote. Or the reward.
Ten million is a lot of cash, and it has to be a serious temptation.”

 “But these are men you trained. You know them.”

 “Yeah, I do.” That’s why he had to at least consider they could do something like this. “There are parts
of the job that require some, well, moral flexibility. That character trait that made them good agents might
not keep them loyal to me.”

 She stared at him. Then sighed. “I was stunned when Dexter betrayed me so I understand.”

 The house phone rang before Jordan could say anything. He glanced at the caller ID. “Raymond
Myers?”

 Kinley sprang from her seat. “That’s Brenna Martel’s attorney.” She grabbed the phone and answered
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it. Jordan put it on speaker.

 “Ms. Ford, my client wanted me to contact you right away.”

 “Yes. Thank you. I left a message for her at the prison.” Kinley stood soldier straight and stared at the
phone.

 “She got the message. And she does indeed have notes about the research project you both worked on.
I have those notes, and several days ago, Brenna had instructed me to give a copy to Mr. Burke
Dennison.”

 “Burke?” Kinley questioned.

 Jordan silently cursed. Now, why hadn’t Burke mentioned it? Jordan didn’t have to guess why. Burke
had likely been on this from the start.

 Kinley scowled. “Mr. Myers, those notes are critical. You could say a matter of life and death.”

 “Yes. Brenna indicated that.” He paused. “She instructed me to offer you a deal. She’s authorized me to
fax you copies if you’ll agree to be a character witness at her upcoming trial.”

 The idea of that turned Jordan’s stomach. Brenna had kidnapped Kinley, and he didn’t want Kinley to
have to endure something like vouching for the woman.

 “I’ll do it,” Kinley told the attorney.

 Jordan was certain he was scowling, too, but there was nothing he could do about it. He would have
done the same thing because those notes could help them keep Gus safe.

 “Good. The notes are in a safety deposit box. I’ll leave now and fax them directly from there. You
should have them within the hour.”

 “Thank you.” Kinley reached down, clicked the end call button. “Once I have them, I can compare them
to Dexter’s and mine,” she told Jordan.

 Yes, and work hours and hours to try to figure out which formula was real and which were decoys.
“Maybe I can help once this video conference is done.”

 She thanked him for the offer, sipped her coffee and looked a million miles away. Jordan understood
that look. Despite all the other things they had to resolve, she was still thinking about Gus.

 And that gave Jordan an idea of what he could get her for Christmas.

 The phone on the communications console rang, and Jordan knew that was his cue. “Burke and the
others are obviously ready.”

 He turned on the video feed, but he didn’t make it two way just yet. He wanted a moment to study the
scene. All four men were in the Sentron command center. None looked happy about having their
Christmas interrupted like this. Tough. Jordan wanted answers, and he didn’t care how much they were
inconvenienced. Of course, one of them was no doubt there with the hopes of finding the missing
antidote.
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 But which one?

 Or was that the reason they were there?

 “You should probably try to take a nap,” Jordan suggested to her.

 “Right. As if I’d miss this.”

 He was afraid she would say that. He certainly would have stayed put if she’d been the one telling him to
take a nap. This conversation was critical, and Jordan decided it was a good time to place as many cards
as he could on the table.

 He hit the transmit-feed button so that the four men could see Kinley and him. “Now, which one of you
tried to have Kinley kidnapped last night?” Jordan started.

 Silence.

 Not exactly the reaction he’d hoped for. He’d thought that Cody and Desmond would at least deny it.

 “Well?” Jordan prompted.

 “I’m insulted you’d ask that of me,” Cody finally responded. Desmond echoed the same.

 “I didn’t,” Strahan almost cheerfully volunteered. “I think Anderson Walker was acting alone. I believe
he wanted all that reward money for himself. He got greedy.”

 Maybe. Jordan prayed that were true since it would mean none of these four was a danger. But he
couldn’t risk thinking that way.

 “Burke,” Jordan said, looking at the man. “Any reason you didn’t tell us that Brenna Martel had given
you her research notes?”

 Burke shrugged. “That was a private business arrangement and not nearly as helpful as you might think.
Without Dexter Sheppard’s notes, I’m one-third in the dark.” He tossed a stony glance at Strahan, who
had those notes but had obviously chosen not to share them with Burke.

 So, if Strahan didn’t have Brenna’s notes and Burke didn’t have Dexter’s, then that meant they each had
two-thirds of the picture. Soon, within the hour maybe, Kinley and he would have all three sets.
However, Jordan didn’t intend to share that bit of information with anyone just yet.

 “There’s a lot of distrust in this room,” Strahan continued. “I have a suggestion. You tell these two
wannabe rich guys to take a hike.” He tipped his head first to Cody, then to Desmond. “Burke and I are
the wronged investors here.”

 “But anyone can collect the reward for finding the antidote,” Desmond pointed out.

 Which, of course, gave him motive.

 “You’d risk Kinley’s life for a reward?” Jordan asked.
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 Desmond shrugged. “Her life doesn’t have to be risked to find the antidote.”

 “No, but it sure as hell has been.” So had Gus’s. “Plus, there’s the matter of Shelly’s death.”

 Desmond shrugged again. “I didn’t even know about the antidote back then.”

 Cody still stayed silent.

 “As I was saying,” Strahan continued, “let’s get Cody and Desmond out of here. Other than greed over
that reward, they don’t have anything to bring to this equation. Then, Burke, the two of you and I will
pour through all three sets of notes together. We’ll learn the truth, and none of us here are afraid of the
truth, are we?”

 That put a knot in Jordan’s stomach. He turned a notepad so that Kinley could see it, and he wrote,
“Did Dexter say anything in those notes about you being pregnant?”

 She didn’t have much of a reaction, other than a trembling hand when she wrote. “Maybe. I’ve been
working on decrypting the formulas. I haven’t tried to figure out the rest of it.”

 Hell.Jordan should have anticipated this.

 “Burke, are you in on this offer?” Jordan asked.

 Burke shoved his hands in the pockets of his perfectly tailored suit. “Yes. With one condition. Only
Strahan and I will collect the profits from this. Cody and Desmond are nothing more than former
employees to me. They’ve both been given their notice and won’t be returning in the new year.”

 So, Burke had fired them, even though Burke had given his word that he’d keep on all the key staff
when he assumed ownership of Sentron. That explained some of the tension he saw on Cody and
Desmond’s faces.

 And maybe something else.

 Maybe Burke hadn’t fired them after all, and this was merely a ploy to use whatever means necessary to
find that antidote.

 “You shouldn’t have sold Sentron,” Cody accused, staring right into the camera and therefore right at
Jordan. “Early retirement? You’re not the retiring kind, Jordan. And if you wanted a break, you could
have temporarily put me in charge.” He looked away, cursed. “Instead, you sold me—all of us—to the
highest bidder. To a man who cares nothing about Sentron except for how much money it can make him.
Now Desmond and I are out of a job.”

 He’d sold Sentron because of Gus. Because Jordan had wanted every penny in case they had to hide
out indefinitely. But he couldn’t say that to Cody or Desmond. He couldn’t make them understand.

 And by doing so, he’d made enemies of them.

 “I’m sorry,” Jordan said, hoping it conveyed his sincerity.

 Judging from the agents’ expressions, it didn’t.
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 Later, after this was over, he could do more to make amends. Right now, though, he had enough to deal
with, and saying anything could endanger Gus.

 “Kinley and I will get back to you with our decision,” Jordan announced.

 He didn’t give them time to object. He cut the feed so they couldn’t see or hear Kinley and him.
However, Jordan continued to observe the four. Nothing was said, probably because they knew he’d
still be watching and listening. But the glances they gave each other were not ones of trust. One by one,
the men filed out and Jordan cut the feed completely.

 “So, Cody and Desmond do have motive,” Kinley commented.

 Yeah. All four did, and it came down to money. The worst motive because it was hard to reason with
greed.

 Still, Jordan couldn’t totally surrender to the idea that Cody was pissed off enough at him to go after
Kinley. Of course, Cody technically wasn’t trying to hurt her if he only wanted to collect the reward.

 However, that didn’t mean he wasn’t endangering her by trying to get to the truth. Desmond, too.

 “I need to see about putting some pressure on Anderson Walker to reveal the identity of the person who
hired him,” Jordan said, more to himself than her. He reached for the phone, but he heard the beep from
the fax machine. A moment later, a page started to feed through.

 Kinley hurried to the machine. “Brenna’s notes,” she explained.

 Good. So the lawyer and Brenna had come through after all. Now he prayed that Kinley would be able
to use them to find out the formula to the antidote.

 Kinley gathered the pages as the machine spit them out. “She used the same format as Dexter,” she
observed. “Different encryption, though.”

 Which would make things harder.

 “I’m pretty sure this encryption is a list of formulas,” Kinley continued. “But only about twenty. I can
compare these to Dexter’s and narrow down which formulas are strong possibilities.”

 With her attention riveted to the notes, she blindly made her way back to her chair, and rather than take
her eyes off the pages, she groped for the seat and then dropped down into it.

 He’d leave her to the formula, especially since he had more calls to make. First, about putting some
pressure on Anderson to name his boss. Then he needed to do some digging into Cody’s and
Desmond’s latest activities to see exactly how much of a threat they were.

 Oh, and he still wanted that Christmas present for Kinley.

 Jordan headed for his bedroom so he could get to work.

 Chapter Thirteen

 The correct formula had to be there, somewhere in the combined notes. Kinley was sure of it. But it
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seemed to be just out of her reach.

 What was the problem?

 Why couldn’t she make any of the formulas work?

 She grabbed her mug, because she needed another hit of caffeine, only to realize it was empty again.
She’d lost count of how many times Jordan had filled it for her. Lost count of just how much coffee she’d
consumed in the past twenty-four hours, but she knew it was enough to make her feel all raw and jittery.

 She stood to go into the kitchen and fill it herself, but the phone on the console rang. She glanced at the
caller ID screen.

 It was Cal Rico.

 Just like that, Kinley’s heart jumped to her throat, and she grabbed the phone so she could answer it.
“Cal, what’s wrong?”

 “Nothing,” he answered just as quickly. “Jordan said I should call you at midnight.”

 Midnight?Her gaze flew to the clock on the bottom of the laptop screen. It was indeed that late. She had
no idea where the time had gone.

 “I’m supposed to give you your Christmas present,” Cal told her.

 “What Christmas present?” But an answer wasn’t necessary because the image popped onto one of the
screens mounted on the wall.

 Gus.

 There he was, sleeping peacefully in a crib. Just seeing that precious face made her smile. And yes, her
eyes misted up with tears. Her son was safe. He wasn’t in the middle of a nightmare.

 “This is a preview,” Cal explained. “In about eight hours we’re opening gifts, and you can watch every
minute of it.”

 “Thank you,” she managed to say.

 “No. You need to thank Jordan. He’s the one who set all of this up.”

 Of course. Who else?

 Jordan knew how much she missed Gus. And that made her remember how much she cared for Jordan.
He was indeed a special man to remember something like this with all the craziness going on in their lives.

 “Eight hours,” Cal reminded her. “All the cameras are already set up. Merry Christmas, Kinley.”

 She wished Cal the same, thanked him again and clicked off the feed and the call. The emotion hit her
almost immediately. Maybe it was the fatigue, her gratitude for the perfect gift or the leftover emotion
from her earlier encounter with Jordan. The reasons didn’t seem to matter at the moment. She got up and
made her way through the house.
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 And toward Jordan.

 She walked through the house, and the corridor, and she stopped in the doorway, hoping this was a
good idea. After all, she was here in Jordan’s bedroom, and it was obvious why she was there. She
intended to pick up where they’d left off in his office.

 Jordan wasn’t aware of her sanity check or doubt. He lay in bed. He was facedown, his arms
outstretched, as if pure exhaustion had caused him to land that way. The pearl-colored sheet came up to
his waist and outlined that lean, muscled body.

 He was naked, his clothes discarded on the floor.

 She understood the beauty of those massive windows then. The milky moonlight poured through the
crystal-clear glass and onto him. He was a picture all right. And she understood something else in that
moment.

 That she’d never wanted a man the way she wanted him.

 Kinley peeled off her skirt and top. She did the same with her underwear. She dropped the items on the
floor, and before she could change her mind, she walked across the room toward him. She threw back
the covers and slid in next to him.

 He was warm. Solid. All man. And his scent went straight through her.

 Jordan reached out, hauled her to him, shifting his body so that she was beneath him.

 “What took you so long?” he drawled, sounding both sleepy and alert at the same time.

 Doubts assaulted her. And fear. Kinley didn’t think she could bear another broken heart. But that wasn’t
what she said to him. “I’m here now.”

 Jordan looked down at her. He then slipped his hand into her hair and leaned in. His mouth touched
hers. So gently. Soft. Lingering. The slow, easy kiss surprised her. She expected him to take her with the
same fury that he did everything else in life, but this was a different kind of lovemaking. Even when he
deepened the kiss, and his tongue touched hers, everything was unhurried.

 Her blood turned to fire.

 He controlled the tempo. The angle of the kiss. Everything. And she didn’t care. Kinley let herself be
swept away.

 He kissed his way down her body, his mouth lighting fires along the way. He didn’t hurry. Definitely
didn’t shortchange her with those body kisses. He made his way back up to her face.

 Kinley wrapped her legs around him, forced him closer. But Jordan still didn’t give in to the crazy frenzy
that he’d built inside her.

 As if he had all the time in the world, he took a condom from his nightstand and put it on. He returned to
her and gave her more of those steamy kisses.
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 He entered her slowly. Kinley felt every inch of him. And then he stopped. She saw it then. The need in
his eyes. The intensity was simmering beneath the surface and ready to break free.

 “I shouldn’t need you this much,” he mumbled.

 “I know the feeling,” she mumbled back.

 He didn’t give her a lingering look. Nor any more kisses.

 He caught her hands, pinning them to the bed. He moved. Not gently now. He took her because he’d
finally lost all control. Because he had to have her now.

 Kinley wanted him like this. Wanted him a little crazy. But more than that, she just wanted himnow.

 She lifted her hips, matching those fierce thrusts. She took all of him and let those thrusts take her to the
edge.

 “Jordan,” she said.

 He said her name as well, repeating it with each of those frantic strokes.

 Kinley came first, and even though the passion completely claimed her for those moments, she still
managed to focus and see Jordan’s face.

 Like her, he lost control.

 He gathered her into his arms, drew her close to him and went over the edge.

  

 JORDAN EASED OUTof the bed, careful that he didn’t wake Kinley.

 It was only 4:00 a.m. Still hours away from the time Gus would be opening his presents. Then, he’d
wake her so they could share the moment together.

 She was obviously exhausted because she’d fallen asleep almost immediately after they’d had sex.
Which meant they hadn’t talked.

 That was a good thing.

 It would give Jordan some time to figure out what the hell he was going to do.

 He’d known from the moment he first laid eyes on her that they’d eventually land in bed. He’d also
known this couldn’t be just casual sex. Kinley wasn’t the casual-sex type. Plus, she had feelings for him.
He wasn’t stupid. He could see that.

 And he had feelings for her.

 On the surface that didn’t seem like much of a problem, and it might not have been if it weren’t for all
their baggage. It’d been so long since he’d let anyone get close to him. So long since he’d shared himself
with anyone. Gus had changed that. The little boy had made him see that love wasn’t necessarily a painful
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commitment. That the good outweighed any of the bad.

 But there was Kinley to consider.

 Maybe—just maybe—what she felt for him wasn’t love or a similar emotion but part of her gratitude for
taking care of Gus.

 Jordan groaned softly, pulled on a pair of black jeans, a black long-sleeved shirt and his boots. He
shoved his PDA into his back pocket. The clothes weren’t exactly festive wear for Christmas Day, but
they suited his mood. He’d gotten himself personally involved at a time when it was imperative that he
stay detached and objective.

 Personal involvement meant a loss of focus.

 It could mean making the situation more dangerous. And that’s why he had to put some emotional
distance between Kinley and himself. Yes, he’d had this pep talk before, but this time he had to listen.

 Really.

 He went to the kitchen and started a pot of coffee, something he’d been doing a lot of lately. Kinley’s
taste was still in his mouth. Her scent was on his skin.

 Hell.He could still feel her.

 And hear her. “Jordan.” The way she’d said his name when he was still inside her.

 “Jordan?”

 That jerked him out of his daydream. Because her voice wasn’t some great memory. It was real. Kinley
had just walked into the kitchen.

 She’d dressed. Thank goodness. Well, maybe not. He could remember what it was like to have her
naked despite the dark brown pants and tan top that she wore now. Her hair was still tousled, and her
face flushed with color that could only come from a great night of sex.

 Okay, so maybe that was his imagination, too.

 But it wasn’t his imagination that he wanted her all over again. So much for his latest resolution to
distance himself from her.

 “You’re up early,” he commented, just so he wasn’t standing there gawking at her.

 “Yes.” She sighed.

 Uh-oh. That wasn’t the sound of a satisfied woman. It was the sound of a troubled one, and Jordan
thought he knew why. “You’re having regrets?”

 She blinked. “No. Absolutely not.” And with that, she went to him and kissed him as if she were about
to haul him off to bed. She smiled. “I didn’t thank you for my Christmas present.” She kissed him again.
“Thank you.”
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 Since he liked her way of showing thanks, he kissed her right back. “You’re welcome.” He eased away
from her so he could see her face. “But you could have thanked me later. I was hoping you’d get a few
more hours of sleep.”

 The sighing look returned. “I tried, but I kept thinking about the notes.” She shook her head. “There’s a
problem, but I don’t know what’s wrong.”

 “What do you mean?”

 She grabbed two cups and began to pour them both some of the fresh brew. “I’ve tested every single
formula that Dexter and Brenna listed in common. None of them could have produced an antidote. Not
even close. So, I guess I need to rerun everything—” Her head whipped up, and she looked at him.

 Jordan knew what she was thinking. “Maybe that’s the point. Maybe none of the formulas could
produce an antidote because Dexter never created one.”

 She set the coffeepot aside, probably because her hand was suddenly too shaky to hold it. “No
antidote,” Kinley repeated. Then, she groaned. “God, it makes sense. Every time I’d ask Dexter about
how the formula was coming, he’d stall me. He locked up his research, and that’s the only part of the
project that he prevented me from seeing.”

 Jordan nodded. “And it explains why he wanted to destroy the lab and fake his own death. He’d
already taken a fortune in research money, and he couldn’t deliver.” Unless…“You worked on the
project. Could the antidote have even been made?”

 “I didn’t think so,” she readily answered. “In fact, when Dexter took on the project, we argued about it
because I knew it would take years just to come up with a workable formula, and by then the investors
would already be screaming for results. But I think the idea of all that money was too tempting for him to
pass up.”

 Oh, yeah. Because a man who’d endanger the mother of his child probably wasn’t driven by his heart
but rather by his wallet.

 Kinley bracketed her hands on the granite counter and groaned. “Shelly and heaven knows who else
died because of this. Gus, you and I were placed in danger. My son had to live in hiding since the
moment he was born, and all of that was because of a lie that Dexter told.”

 And the worst thing—without an antidote, they didn’t have anything to bargain with. Burke and Strahan
likely wouldn’t believe Kinley if she told them that Dexter had pulled off one big scam before faking his
death and then being accidentally killed when he set explosives meant to eliminate her.

 No.

 As investors, they wanted only their profits.

 “So where does this leave us?” she asked.

 “First, I’ll start with contacting the FBI. We’ll give them copies of all the notes so they can run their own
independent tests.”

 “That could take days or weeks,” she pointed out. “The only reason I was able to do it so quickly is
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because I was familiar with the research.”

 True. It would take the FBI time, but there was no way around that. However, that was just one step.
He had to do more, much more, to ensure Gus’s and Kinley’s safety.

 “I have a friend who works at theSan Antonio Express-News. I’ll talk to him about doing some sort of
investigative report so he can leak that the antidote was a fraud. Between that and an FBI report, we
might be able to convince Burke, Strahan and anyone else that there’s no reason to come after you.”

 He saw something else in her eyes. Something he hadn’t seen before. Hope. “You really think that’s
possible?”

 “I do. It might not happen today, or even next week, but it will happen.” And that meant soon he’d be
able to bring Gus home.

 Of course, that posed a whole new set of problems. Kinley would want custody of her son. That was
natural. But he wanted custody, too, and somehow, they’d have to work that out.

 First, though, he needed to call the FBI.

 He grabbed his coffee. Then he grabbed a kiss from Kinley. It made her smile, and he kissed her again
just because he liked the way her smile lit her face.

 “Work,” he reminded himself when the third kiss turned hot and French.

 Jordan forced himself away from her and headed for his office. However, he made it only a few steps
before his PDA beeped. He took it out, looked at the screen and didn’t like what he saw. It was a
secure text message from Desmond.

 Code Black, the message said.

 Jordan stopped, set his coffee back on the counter and raced to his office.

 “What’s wrong?” Kinley asked, running behind him.

 “We might have a problem.” He dropped down into the chair and typed in some codes on the
computer. The first was to verify that the message was indeed from Desmond.

 It was.

 Well, it’d come from his private secure line anyway. That didn’t mean someone hadn’t tapped into it and
used it.

 Jordan quickly called the man, and Desmond answered on the first ring. “What’s happening?” Jordan
asked. “Why the Code Black?”

 “I came into Sentron to clear out my things and stopped by the command center,” Desmond said, his
words running together. “I ran a security check on your estate.”

 “Why?”
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 “Because I figured something would go wrong. I don’t trust Burke, Cody or Strahan.”

 Then the feeling was mutual. But Jordan didn’t trust Desmond, either. He punched in the code to run his
own security check of the grounds and house. There were no flags, no indications that anything had been
breached.

 “I don’t see anything,” he told Desmond. “And none of the sensors have been triggered.”

 “Because the breach didn’t exactly happen on your property. Jordan, you have to believe me. Look for
it. It’s just on the other side of the west fence in the greenbelt. If you look, there’s no way you can miss
it.”

 The greenbelt was a heavily treed area just about a hundred yards from his bedroom.

 “I can’t tell how much time you have left,” Desmond warned.

 Jordan ignored the man’s increasingly frantic tone. For the moment, anyway.

 With the phone sandwiched between his shoulder and his ear, Jordan gave the security cameras an
adjustment. The first was useless. He couldn’t see over the high stone privacy fence. But the second
camera by the pool house was elevated enough to see down into the thick trees and underbrush. He’d
designed it that way for just this type of security risk.

 There it was.

 A dull silver metal box with a timer on top.

 Jordan zoomed in on that timer.

 And cursed.

 He got up and hit the buttons on the console to clear the codes so that no one could get access to and
use the security feed to locate Gus. In the same motion, Jordan grabbed on to Kinley’s arm. He started
to run toward the garage. There wasn’t time to get supplies or grab anything.

 They had to get out of there now.

 “What does Code Black mean?” Kinley asked, her voice a tangle of nerves and adrenaline.

 “It means we have to get out of here. There’s a bomb, and it’s set to go off in two minutes.”

 Chapter Fourteen

 Two minutes.

 Kinley was afraid that wasn’t enough time to escape, though Jordan was obviously going to try to do
just that.

 He plowed them through the house and into the garage and shoved her into a black Lexus. He made a
quick check of his PDA, the screen showing the images from the various security cameras of the estate’s
surveillance system. Jordan no doubt did that to make sure no one was out there waiting, and he must
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have seen that it was safe because he pressed the remote control on the dashboard to open the garage
door.

 The moment the door raised, he barreled out of there.

 “What about your neighbors?” Kinley asked, putting on her seat belt.

 “They should be far enough away. This bomb was almost certainly set just to damage only my estate. I
hope.”

 Yes, that was her hope as well. It was bad enough that they were in danger. No need to put anyone else
smack in the middle of this nightmare that just wouldn’t end.

 “There’s a gun and magazine clips in the glove compartment. Hand them to me,” Jordan instructed. His
gaze was darting all around, probably looking to see if they were about to be ambushed.

 Kinley hadn’t said that ambush fear aloud. There was no need. Both of them knew that this bomb could
be just a ruse to draw them out. Maybe the person responsible thought Gus was still inside, and this
would pull her baby out into the open, too.

 And that infuriated her.

 How dare this SOB risk endangering her child all to get a formula that didn’t even exist.

 She took the gun from the glove compartment and handed it to Jordan. He gripped it in his left hand
while he sped away.

 “Should I call nine-one-one?” Kinley asked. There were three magazine clips, and one by one, she
handed those to him as well.

 “No. Not at this point anyway. Besides, I didn’t bring a cell with me. The GPS in them makes them
easier to track. Don’t worry, the neighbors will hear the explosion soon enough and report it.”

 No doubt. It wouldn’t be a peaceful start to their Christmas morning.

 It was dark, still several hours from sunrise, but the streetlights helped. What didn’t help was the cold,
thick pre-morning mist that cast an eerie blanket on the road.

 Like Jordan, she looked around and didn’t see anyone following them.

 “The vehicle’s behind us,” Jordan told her.

 That caused her heart to skip a couple of beats. “What? Where?” Kinley looked again and shook her
head, and then she spotted the car. No headlights. That’s why she had missed it. But it was there, all
right.

 Someone was following them.

 “Stay low in the seat,” Jordan insisted. “The glass is bulletproof, but I don’t want to take any chances.”
And he hit the accelerator even harder.
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 There were no other cars out and about. That wasn’t a surprise. It was, after all, the wee hours of
Christmas morning. Still, with the roads slick with the condensation from the mist, it wasn’t safe to be
going eighty miles an hour on a residential street. But they had no choice. Which led Kinley to her next
thought.

 What did this person plan to do?

 The bomb had perhaps been set to make them evacuate in a hurry. And they had done exactly that.
Maybe the next step was to intercept them and kidnap her.

 Or to break into the damaged estate and look for Gus.

 She silently cursed. It all went back to that damn formula, and it wouldn’t do any good to tell the person
that it was a sham. No. That meant she and Jordan were both in grave danger all over again.

 Kinley checked the clock on the dashboard. Judging from her calculations, two minutes had already
passed, and she’d heard no explosion. Of course, they were far enough away that it still could have
happened.

 Or not.

 “You think Desmond was telling the truth?” she asked, checking the mirror again. The car following them
was still there, and the mist cloaked it so that she couldn’t see who was in the driver’s seat.

 “Maybe.” Jordan turned the steering wheel and took them into a sharp curve. The tires squealed in
protest of the excessive speed. Behind them, the other car did the same.

 “I know you said we can’t call the police, but is that where we’re going—to police headquarters?”
Kinley asked.

 “No. If we do that, this person will back off. Then we’ll have to go through this again and again. Until I
stop him.” Jordan glanced at her. “This morning, I’m going to stop him.”

 She shook her head, not understanding. “But how?”

 He didn’t answer right away, and that sent an icy chill through her. “This person wants you, and if I try to
get in the way, there’ll be an attempt to eliminate me.”

 “Oh, God. You’re talking about going head-to-head with this person so you can sacrifice yourself?
Jordan, you don’t know who he is, or how many hired guns he has with him.”

 “It doesn’t matter. This has to stop. We won’t get Gus back until it does, and that’s why it ends here.
I’m sick and tired of playing games with this fool.”

 She couldn’t exactly argue with the need for this to end, but the question was, how could Jordan make
that happen? And better yet, where?

 “Where are we going?” she asked.

 “The training facility.”
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 Of course. It was the place Jordan had built, and it had excellent security. That was the good news. On
the downside, it was also in an isolated area where they might become trapped if things got worse.

 She was afraid things would definitely get worse.

 Kinley made another check of the rearview mirror. The other car was still there, following them, which
meant it would also follow them to the warehouse. Then this head-to-head confrontation would happen.

 “I have weapons at the training facility,” he explained. “And I know the place like the back of my hand. I
can have you stay in the command center, where you’ll be safe, and I can put an end to this.”

 Yes, by putting himself in a position where he’d be far from safe. “I want to help you,” she insisted.
Kinley couldn’t let him face this alone.

 “Good. Because from the command center you’ll be able to see what’s going on. You can control the
lights, the temperature, even the weather. There’s an overhead sprinkler system to simulate a hard rain.
You can watch what’s going on with the monitors and can tell me where anyone is. And you can do all of
that while you’re safe behind the bulletproof glass.”

 She didn’t approve of the idea of Jordan taking all the physical risks, but at least she could help him.

 Maybe, just maybe, it would be enough.

 Keeping the same high speed, Jordan ripped through the streets and drove toward the warehouse. With
each mile ticking off the odometer, her heartbeat pounded even harder. The only thing that kept her from
panicking was the thought of Gus. This would help him. This would make him safe.

 It had to work.

 Jordan made the final turn to the warehouse. He still didn’t slow down, but he looked around. Not just
in the rearview mirror but all around them. Probably checking to make sure they weren’t about to be
ambushed. If there were gunmen positioned nearby, she certainly didn’t see them.

 Of course, that didn’t mean they weren’t there.

 Jordan used his PDA to open the massive doors to the warehouse. He still didn’t slow down. He raced
through the opening, and only then did he slam on the brakes. There were the sounds and the smells of
the tires burning rubber onto the concrete, and he couldn’t bring the vehicle to a full stop until he was
about halfway into the training facility.

 Kinley looked behind them and saw the other car coming. Oh, mercy. It was headed right into the
warehouse as well. If the driver made it inside, there wouldn’t be time for Jordan and her to get into
place.

 Jordan had obviously anticipated that. With his fingers moving fast, he coded in something on his PDA
again, and the warehouse doors closed.

 The other car slammed into the metal door.

 The crash echoed through the warehouse, and with that deafening noise drumming through her head,
they got out.
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 “Get to the command center now!” Jordan shouted.

 Kinley hit the concrete running, but she also glanced over her shoulder. The car had indeed crashed into
the warehouse, but the wrecked front end of the vehicle had prevented the doors from closing all the
way. There was at least a two-foot gap of space.

 Plenty of room for a gunman to get inside.

 And maybe that was the point. After all, Jordan had wanted a showdown, and he was going to get it.

 The cold winter air howled through the opening created by the crash, and coupled with the sound of
their footsteps, it made it nearly impossible to hear if anyone was already following them. And she
couldn’t see much, either. The only illumination came from the headlights on Jordan’s car.

 “Don’t look back,” Jordan warned. “Just run.” And to ensure that happened, he pushed her in front of
him and guided her toward the stairs that led to the command center.

 They only made it a third of the way up when Jordan suddenly shoved her down. She landed hard on
the steps. So hard that it temporarily knocked the breath out of her. Kinley tried to look around to see
what had caused Jordan to do that.

 “Someone’s blocked off the command center,” Jordan mumbled.

 And he cursed.

 Kinley looked up but couldn’t see anything. “How do you know?”

 “The access code to open the door doesn’t work. Someone’s jammed it so we can’t get inside.” He
shoved his PDA into his pocket and got his gun ready.

 That’s when it hit her. They were perched on the stairs, literally out in the open. The exterior doors were
jammed open with the wrecked car and could easily be breached. And someone had already shut off
their access to the command center.

 The one place of safety in the entire warehouse.

 “We need to make it back to the car,” Jordan whispered.

 She looked down at the vehicle. Both doors were wide open, but the vehicle was sitting out in the
middle of the warehouse with a lot of open space between it and them.

 “We can’t take the stairs,” Jordan said. “We have to jump.”

 “Jump?”

 “It’s all right.” He tipped his head to the floor. “It’s padded below us, to break the fall.”

 Yes, but it was also a twenty-foot drop. Either of them could break a bone or two. Heck, even a
twisted ankle at this point could turn out to be a fatal injury. Then, there was the whole problem of what
might be waiting for them at ground level. The driver of that car could be waiting to shoot them. For that

Generated by ABC Amber LIT Converter, http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html

http://www.processtext.com/abclit.html


matter, so could the person who jammed the entrance of the command center.

 Jordan and she could be attacked from both sides.

 But that didn’t stop Jordan. Probably because it was the only chance they had. “I’m going to slide over
the railing and drop. Count to three and you do the same. Unless you hear shots being fired.”

 That speared the adrenaline through her. “And then what do I do?”

 “Stay put. I’ll get to you as soon as I can.”

 Yes, after he dodged bullets and risked getting himself killed. Still, it was obvious she wasn’t going to
talk him out of this. Besides, she certainly didn’t have a better plan. She didn’t have a plan at all, other
than to do whatever was necessary to survive this.

 Jordan brushed a kiss on her cheek and moved so quickly that he was almost a blur. He grabbed on to
the metal railing, and with one deft move, he hoisted himself up and launched his body over the side.
He’d been right. The floor had some kind of thick, feathery padding because it billowed up around him
like a mattress and broke his fall. He bounced right up, aimed his gun and got ready for an attack.

 “Now!” he told her.

 Kinley got up off the steps. She didn’t have the agility that Jordan did, but she still managed to get her
leg over the railing. And she prayed. Because she was in a very vulnerable position.

 She caught movement out of the corner of her eye and saw someone crawl through the space of the
partially opened warehouse doors. Since the headlights weren’t aimed in that direction, she couldn’t see
who it was. And there wasn’t time to look farther. Kinley crawled over the railing. Said another prayer.

 And dropped.

 She landed on her butt and hands and didn’t have a chance to get to her feet. That’s because Jordan
latched on to her arm and pulled her behind one of the wooden partitions draped with netting. The ceiling
was low, barely an inch above her head, and Jordan pushed her to the back of the small enclosure. It
was dark, cold and quiet.

 But it didn’t stay that way for long.

 A shot rang out.

 Chapter Fifteen

 The shot slammed into the wall just inches from where Kinley and Jordan were standing.

 So did the second bullet. The third tore through the partition and flew into the ceiling, scattering the
acoustic tile into bits over them like little flakes of snow.

 This was not how Jordan wanted things to go down. Bullets flying. God knew how many gunmen
converging on them for an all-out attack. And with someone else in control. Soon, very soon, he needed
to figure out who’d gotten into the warehouse ahead of him and jammed the command center
entrance—which should have been next to impossible to do.
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 But first, he needed to get Kinley safely out of there.

 That meant somehow getting her back into the car so he could drive out the back exit. Jordan only
hoped his security codes still worked. It was possible they’d been altered as well. If so, Kinley and he
were in deeper trouble than just having bullets fired at them.

 They’d have no way out.

 He could hear her breathing. It was way too hard and fast. And he knew her heart had to be racing out
of control. He’d been in too many situations like this, but she didn’t have his experience and training. She
shouldn’t have to be involved in this kind of danger, but she was.

 And he could thank himself for that.

 The moment she’d walked into the Sentron Christmas party, he should have put her in a safe house and
kept her away from all of this. He shouldn’t have tried to learn the truth until he had her out of harm’s
way. Jordan hoped he could undo that mistake and get her to safety.

 “It’ll be okay,” he whispered to her, even though he had no idea if he could deliver on that promise.

 Jordan pushed her deeper into the phase-one training room. It wasn’t exactly bulletproof, but when he’d
designed it, he’d added some metal insulation so a shot wasn’t as likely to be deadly.

 That didn’t mean it couldn’t be.

 But for now, this was one of the best places for them to be. Soon, though, he’d need extra ammunition.
Maybe even extra weapons. Those items were in the warehouse, but to get to them, he’d have to move,
and that meant taking Kinley with him.

 Perhaps the person who’d accessed the command center didn’t know how to operate all the equipment.
Jordan prayed that was true anyway. Because he’d personally designed some very realistic training
obstacles, and he didn’t want to have to go through those, especially with Kinley.

 He didn’t return fire. Best to save his ammunition for high-percentage shots, and for that to happen he
needed to be able to see the target. Jordan used his PDA to enter some codes. And then he held his
breath, hoping they hadn’t been overridden by the person who’d accessed the command center.

 The overhead lights flared on.

 Since his eyes had already partly adjusted to the darkness, the lights were nearly blinding. But he forced
himself to focus, and using the hole the bullet had made, he looked out to determine the position of the
person firing those shots.

 There was a ski-masked gunman near the back of his car. That was the only shooter he saw. The guy
took aim again at the phase-one room where Kinley and Jordan were.

 Jordan took aim, too.

 And fired.
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 The guy dove away at the last second, and he used Jordan’s car for cover. Not only was he out of the
line of fire, it meant as long as the gunman was hiding there, Jordan couldn’t get Kinley into the vehicle.
Even more, Jordan didn’t want to take too many more shots in that direction and risk shooting out one of
the tires.

 He needed a diversion.

 Jordan used his PDA to see if he could get the overhead sprinklers to turn on, but before he could type
in the codes, the place went dark.

 Hell.

 Someone definitely had tapped into the controls. But what else could the guy do?

 Too much, he feared.

 Using the backlight on his PDA, Jordan put in the codes to start the sprinkler system. They spewed on
immediately, and it began to rain down on the place.

 The gunman behind his car didn’t move. Not good. Jordan needed the guy to budge, so he cranked up
the speed on the sprinklers.

 But the water stopped.

 “Someone other than you is controlling things, isn’t he?” Kinley asked, her voice barely audible.

 Jordan considered lying, but a lie wasn’t going to make her less afraid. “Yeah.”

 But the good news was that the person possibly didn’t know what kind of power he had or else he
would have already unleashed it.

 Well, maybe.

 Perhaps the culprit was saving those surprises for later. And that meant Jordan had to take some drastic
action. If he couldn’t immediately get to the vehicle, then he had to get to a phone and call the police.
Yes, the officers would essentially be walking into a war zone, but that might be the only way he could
get Kinley out of this alive. Still, his first choice was a getaway in the car, and he had to try to make that
happen.

 “Stay low and follow me,” Jordan instructed.

 He moved to her side and brushed against her arm. Every muscle was tight and knotted. Something he
definitely understood. Every inch of him was primed for the fight, and the adrenaline was urging him on.
They couldn’t stay put. They needed to move now.

 Jordan inched out of the phase-one room. There was only about four feet of space between it and the
next area, but those four feet were in the shooter’s kill zone. Not the place he wanted to linger.

 Keeping himself in front of Kinley, he raced forward. She stayed right with him, and they practically
dove into the other room.
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 The bullets started again.

 Not single shots, either, but a barrage of gunfire, and it was all aimed at them.

 Jordan pulled her to the floor, amid the dust and straw that covered this particular section. The bullets
had no problem eating their way through the partition, which meant the gunman had switched ammo. He
was probably using some kind of Teflon-coated bullets.

 And that meant they had to move again.

 “Let’s go,” Jordan ordered. He caught her arm with his left hand. With his right, he got his own gun
ready.

 As he raced forward, he fired. And he just kept on firing until they were in the next room. He repeated
the procedure again. And again. Until they were within ten yards of the car.

 Moving so close to the gunman was probably scaring Kinley to death, but Jordan figured if he could just
get closer, he could take the guy out.

 “I’m going to try to draw out the gunman,” Jordan whispered to her.

 “How?”

 She wouldn’t like the plan, and he didn’t have time to reassure her. “Stay right here, and when I tell you
to run, get to the car as fast as you can. I’ll be right behind you.”

 He hoped.

 Jordan figured he had six shots left. He’d need them all and then would have to switch magazines. He
put away his PDA, took a deep breath and launched himself out of the room. He caught the webbing that
covered the adjacent training building, and he hoisted himself up so he could pinpoint the gunman hiding
on the other side of his car.

 Jordan fired.

 The guy stayed down for the first two shots. Then Jordan went up another rung on the webbing, turned
and fired again.

 Two more shots.

 These tore up chunks of the concrete and spewed the debris right in the man’s face. Of course, the ski
mask protected his skin, but not his eyes.

 The man said something that Jordan couldn’t distinguish, and he jumped back away from the flying bits
of concrete.

 Two more shots got the guy scrambling to the side, and he ducked behind one of the training partitions.
Jordan changed his clip.

 “Now,” he told Kinley.
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 She was ready. She barreled out of the room and made a beeline for the car.

 She didn’t get far.

 Jordan aimed his gun, but a gun was defenseless against this.

 His car exploded in a fireball.

  

 “OH MYGOD,” KINLEY MUMBLED.And because she didn’t know what else to say or do, she just
kept repeating it.

 Someone had blown up the car, their means of escape. Now what would they use to get out of there?

 She forced herself to move, and she raced toward the cover of the training room. Something hit her hard
in the back, and for a moment she thought she’d been shot. But it was just a piece of debris, she realized.

 She didn’t dare look back. Didn’t dare pause to check her injuries. The fiery fragments of Jordan’s car
were literally raining down on them, and any of those fragments could be deadly.

 So could the gunman.

 He was no doubt still there on the other side of the warehouse, and if he could manage to see through
the cloud of wreckage, he would shoot at them again.

 She scrambled back into the room and yelled for Jordan to do the same. He jumped from the webbing
and not a second too soon. A piece of the car’s leather upholstery had flown against the webbing, setting
it on fire.

 The smoke was already thick from the explosion itself, but the new fire only added to it. Soon, they
wouldn’t be able to breathe, and that meant they had to move, maybe closer to the fresh air coming from
the gap in the front warehouse door.

 Of course, that meant going back through the maze of rooms, and that meant the gunman would once
again have clean shots at them.

 “Let’s go,” Jordan instructed.

 He didn’t waste another moment. With his gun ready and with him positioned at her side so he could
shield her, they started to retrace their original path.

 Kinley heard heavy footsteps on the concrete. Maybe the gunman was trying to escape, too. Unless
he’d brought equipment with him, he wouldn’t be able to breathe much longer, either. If he went in the
same direction they did, there’d be another gun battle.

 That caused her adrenaline to spike even more.

 Jordan and Kinley made it through two of the training rooms. Then another. No shots came at them. No
one attacked. They were about to race to the area nearest the front door, but the moment they reached
it, overhead sprinklers came on again. Cold water began to pour down from the ceiling.
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 Jordan lowered his gun, putting it barrel down, no doubt to protect it from the water. However, there
was nothing they could do to protect themselves. Within seconds, they were drenched. With the winter
air rifling through the opening, she began to shiver, and her teeth began to chatter.

 “Now,” Jordan prompted.

 They started to move again toward the front door. Heaven knew what they would do once they were
outside. Maybe darkness would shield them long enough for them to take cover.

 But then what?

 With no cell phone and miles from anyone who might be able to help, getting out of the warehouse was
only the first step to what would be a nightmare of obstacles.

 They stopped in the first room. And waited. Jordan lifted his head, listening. But with the pounding
downpour, they couldn’t hear anything. Someone could be sneaking up on them, and they wouldn’t
know until it was too late.

 “Let’s move,” Jordan finally said.

 Just as the water stopped.

 That caused him to stop, and she tried to listen again to see what was going on.

 She heard a sound as if someone were dragging something heavy. That sound was followed by
footsteps. Not one set this time. At least two. And the dragging sound and the footsteps were coming
from the front door.

 Mere feet away.

 Kinley was almost certain someone was moving the wrecked car sandwiched beneath the warehouse
door.

 Jordan put his left index finger to his mouth in a keep-quiet gesture, and he aimed his gun at the opening
to the room. But no one came inside. The footsteps moved quickly past them.

 Without making a sound, Jordan leaned his head to the side and peered out the room’s opening. Even
though there was barely any light, Kinley could still see his expression. His jaw had turned to steel, and
he mouthed some profanity.

 “What’s wrong?” Kinley put her mouth right against his ear so she wouldn’t be heard.

 Jordan didn’t take his eyes off the opening, but he moved closer to her and whispered, “Two Sentron
agents just arrived. Both armed.”

 “Not Cody and Desmond?” She held her breath, praying it wasn’t.

 He shook his head. “New recruits. I trained them both here just last month.”

 Now she understood the reason for his reaction. She doubted the men were on Jordan’s side. No, they
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almost certainly had been sent here as hired guns. And they knew the warehouse. They were trained. By
Jordan, no less.

 The men would know how to kill.

 When they joined up with their ski-masked comrade, Jordan and Kinley would be seriously
outnumbered. They really had to get out of there now.

 Jordan must have come to the same conclusion because he inched his way to the opening. “Stay as quiet
as you can,” he mouthed.

 So, this wouldn’t be a mad dash like before. They would need to sneak out without being seen or heard.

 Jordan stopped at the room’s door. He looked out again and then crouched down. Kinley did the same,
and, following him, they crept toward the warehouse opening. It wasn’t hard to find. It was the source of
the wind and the only noise in the place.

 Well, except for her heartbeat.

 It was pounding like war drums in her ears, and she hoped that her breathing wasn’t as audible as it
sounded to her. She didn’t want to give away their position.

 Jordan eased out of the room, and, still crouched, he turned in the direction of the still-burning car and
command center. He kept watch while they made their way out.

 There was a crackle of sound, and Kinley braced herself for another explosion. Or for the overhead
sprinklers to spew water onto them. But it wasn’t a bomb or water.

 The lights flared on.

 Not just a few of them. Probably every light in the place. She spotted the still-blazing car.

 And the men.

 They were a lot closer than she’d anticipated. And both of them had assault rifles trained right on Jordan
and her.

 “Hold it right there,” a heavily muscled, dark-haired man snarled.

 Kinley looked at the opening. The wrecked car was indeed gone, giving them a clear path to escape.
But the exit was at least ten feet away. Too far for her to even attempt it. The men would gun her down
before she could make it another step.

 Jordan lifted his hands, and he stood, positioning himself in front of her.

 He was surrendering.

 Behind them, there was a grinding sound of metal scraping against metal.

 And the warehouse door dropped shut.
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 Jordan and Kinley were trapped.

 Chapter Sixteen

 Jordan hadn’t thought things could get much worse.

 But he’d obviously been wrong.

 Here they were, being held at gunpoint by two of his former agents: Chris Sutton and Wally Arceneaux.
Jordan had never worked an assignment with either of the men since they’d only been with Sentron a
little over a month. But he knew what they were capable of doing.

 And what they were capable of doing was killing.

 All of his former agents had been trained to do that.

 Now the question was, for whom were they willing to kill? Were they getting their orders from Burke, or
had Strahan or someone else hired them? Or maybe they were working for Cody or Desmond.

 Jordan made a quick check of the warehouse and spotted the ski-masked gunman. He didn’t come
closer, but he also had his rifle trained on Kinley and him.

 Now they were facing three armed men, and with their escape route cut off, that meant he had to find
another way to get her out of there.

 “Drop your gun,” Wally ordered.

 Jordan held on to it, but he did ease it down to a position that would hopefully not seem so threatening.
“Is this a Sentron-directed mission?” he asked.

 “Drop your gun,” Wally repeated.

 That was standard operating procedure. Don’t engage the detainee in conversation. It could be a
distraction. It could create an empathetic situation, not that Sentron agents were high on empathy. Jordan
had hired them because they had ice water in their veins and weren’t easily distracted.

 Now that was coming back to haunt him.

 “I want to speak to Burke,” Jordan tried again. “He needs to know what Kinley found out about the
formula for the antidote.”

 Jordan wouldn’t tell them that the antidote didn’t exist. That it was a fake. He had to let Burke or
whoever believe that it was possible for him to get his hands on it. This way, it would buy Kinley some
time and some safety. They wouldn’t kill her as long as they believed she could give them what they’d
been told to get.

 “Drop your weapon,” Wally said for the third time, and he lifted his gun, preparing to shoot.

 Jordan recognized that look in the man’s eyes. This wasn’t a bluff. Wally had orders to kill him. And that
meant he had to do something fast.
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 Kinley beat him to it.

 She jumped in front of Jordan.

 Hell.She was trying to protect him.

 “I want to talk to Burke,” she insisted. “And Martin Strahan. There are things they need to know.”

 Wally and Chris exchanged a brief glance. Then Wally nodded. “Come with me. I’ll take you to the
person you should be talking to.”

 Wally had chosen his words carefully and hadn’t incriminated his boss. That meant Jordan wasn’t any
closer to learning the identity of the person behind this attack. But he pushed that aside for now because
he had to do something to stop them from taking Kinley.

 Even though the agents likely didn’t have orders to kill her, they would no doubt torture her to get her to
reveal secrets that she didn’t even have.

 Wally used his rifle to gesture for Kinley to move closer so she could no doubt go with him. She didn’t
budge, but Wally wouldn’t put up with her stance for long. Soon, he’d try to grab her to get her moving.
That’s when Jordan would have to act, and he only hoped that neither Wally nor Chris would take shots
at them.

 The seconds crawled by. Each one ticked off in Jordan’s head. Each one kicked his heartbeat up
another notch. Finally, Wally took a step toward them. He kept his rifle aimed at them. So did Chris.

 Wally took another step.

 And that was Jordan’s cue to spring into action.

 Praying that Kinley wouldn’t unintentionally do something to get in the way, Jordan threw his arm around
her waist, and with her gripped to him, he dove toward the training room. They crashed to the floor, and
his shoulder slammed into the concrete. The pain shot through him. Still, he did a quick check to make
sure Kinley was okay. She seemed to be. She scrambled to get to her feet when he did.

 Jordan fought off the pain and came up ready to fire. But Wally and Chris didn’t shoot. What they did
do was curse, which confirmed they had orders to keep her alive. Jordan would use those orders to his
advantage.

 “Move quietly,” he mouthed and hitched his shoulder in the direction of the other room. They were going
to backtrack, to make their way toward the center of the warehouse. Back to the command center stairs
where he could get to the training tunnel he’d had installed.

 With the lights on at full glare, Jordan had no trouble seeing Kinley’s face. She was drenched from the
simulated sprinkler rain, her hair had flecks of ash and debris from his car, and her bottom lip was
trembling. Probably a combination of cold and fear. But despite what had to be a terrifying situation for
her, she kept moving. When they reached the room exit, they bolted straight into the next area.

 Jordan listened, to try to hear what Wally and Chris were doing. Not that he expected differently, but
they moved too, following along the outside of the rooms. The men were no doubt waiting for Kinley and
him to reach the last training area before the command center.
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 Then they would grab Kinley.

 Or so they thought.

 Jordan didn’t want the duo to get suspicious and ambush them so he kept watch on the exit and worked
as quickly and quietly as he could. He used his foot to kick back some of the soggy straw that covered
this particular section of the training area. He grabbed the handle that the straw had concealed and lifted
it.

 There was a set of steps that led down to a tunnel. A tunnel that Chris and Wally didn’t even know
existed. This was a route used by the trainers to set up a simulated ambush for advanced training,
something that neither of the men had received yet.

 When she saw the tunnel, Kinley’s eyes widened, and there was just a touch of relief in them. She didn’t
waste any time. She hurried down the steps and into the dark space. Jordan got in as well, and he pulled
the door shut. It wouldn’t stop Chris and Wally from finding the escape route, but all Jordan needed was
a minute or two head start.

 Since it was pitch black, Jordan handed Kinley his PDA so she could use the backlight to illuminate their
way. Thankfully, there were no turns to take. They were literally on a direct path to another trapdoor exit
near the command center. Too bad the tunnel didn’t extend the entire length of the warehouse. That
would have been a nice bonus about now, but he had to be satisfied with just making it to the halfway
point.

 One step at a time.

 There was little or no chance for them to get into the command center now, but if they got very lucky,
they could quietly make their way out of the tunnel and through the other training rooms at the far end of
the warehouse. Then he’d need another dose of good luck that his PDA codes would still work so he
could open the exit.

 If not, well, he didn’t want to go there.

 Nor did he want to think of who or what might be waiting for them once they made it out.

 This had to work.

 Jordan moved ahead of her as they approached another set of stairs that led to the exit. He kept his gun
ready in his right hand, and he used his left hand to ease open the hatch door. Just a fraction. Then he
waited and listened.

 No voices.

 No footsteps.

 Just the glare of the light bouncing off the water on the floor.

 “I should go first,” Kinley whispered. “They won’t shoot me.”

 Not on purpose, anyway. But it was possible one of them might have a quick trigger finger. Plus, they
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had to worry about the ski-masked guy. Jordan had no idea what his intentions were, but he doubted
they were good.

 “I’ll go first,” Jordan insisted. “There’s about ten feet of space between the tunnel exit and the first
training room. Get there as fast as you can.”

 She nodded, and as he’d done before, she brushed a kiss on his mouth. Jordan wished he had the time
to tell her how sorry he was that she was in this predicament. He wished there was time to say a lot of
things. But there wasn’t. They had to make their move now.

 Jordan inched the tunnel door to the side and looked out again. No one. He made his way up the steps,
and while staying crouched down, he fired glances all around them. Wally and Chris still had their rifles
trained on the room at the other end.

 Good.

 Two fewer guns to worry about.

 Jordan motioned for Kinley to come up the steps as well, and he held his breath. Waiting and praying.
She made it to the top, and he motioned for her to move. They needed to get to the cover of the nearest
training room and then run like hell.

 He reached for her hand and helped her to step out onto the concrete floor.

 Just as the lights went out again.

 Kinley gasped.

 Jordan wanted to believe she’d made that sound because of the shock of the darkness, but he knew in
his gut that it was much more than that.

 There was some shuffling. Footsteps. Since his eyes hadn’t adjusted to the darkness, Jordan had no idea
what was happening. He couldn’t fire and risk shooting Kinley. He could only stand there in the pitchy
blackness and wait for what he knew wouldn’t be good news.

 “Jordan,” she said, her voice a tangle of nerves and concern.

 “I’m here,” Jordan answered and immediately moved to the side.

 It wasn’t a second too soon because the shot came right at him.

  

 THE SOUND OF THEbullet blasted through the warehouse and echoed off the metal walls.

 “Jordan!” Kinley called out.

 That bullet could have hit him. He could be hurt, or worse. But there was nothing she could do to get to
him because someone had grabbed her and put her in a fierce hold.

 Worse, that someone had a gun pointed to her head.
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 “Move and Jordan dies,” the person rasped in her ear.

 Kinley couldn’t recognize the voice, which was no doubt what he intended, but he obviously didn’t
intend to stay put. He began to move away from Jordan and to the stairs that led to the command center.
If he got her there, Jordan wouldn’t be able to get to her.

 Even more frightening, Jordan would be a sitting duck.

 She had to make a stand and stop this person from getting her up those stairs.

 But how?

 How could she do that without risking Jordan’s life?

 Kinley had his PDA still in her hand, and she’d seen him type in various codes to make things happen in
the warehouse. She didn’t know the codes, but maybe if she could randomly punch in some numbers,
she might be able to create some kind of distraction.

 Of course, it could be a deadly one.

 God knew what kind of training exercises were in place. She hoped she didn’t make something explode
or cause shots to be fired. Still, she had to try. Her kidnapper was much stronger than she was, and he
was using his muscle to get her up the stairs.

 Trying not to draw attention to what she was doing, she used her thumb to push some buttons.

 Nothing happened.

 She pressed more. Then more when the darkness stayed, and still nothing changed. Maybe there was a
special sequence of codes. Maybe even fingerprint recognition. If so, the PDA was useless.

 The man dragged her up the first step, and when she struggled, he jammed the gun hard against her
back. “Think of Jordan,” he warned.

 She couldn’t think of anything else. Jordan was in danger because of her.

 Kinley frantically stabbed more buttons.

 Everything seemed to happen at once. The lights came back on. So did the overhead sprinklers, and
netting dropped from the ceiling landing on the two agents who minutes earlier had held Jordan and her at
gunpoint.

 She didn’t see Jordan.

 God, where was he?

 She didn’t even know if he was alive since that shot could have been a direct hit.

 Her kidnapper ripped something from his face. Night goggles, she realized. Now that the lights were on,
they were useless. Still, she couldn’t get a good look at him because beneath the goggles, he wore a ski
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mask. This was the man who’d taken cover behind Jordan’s car.

 But who was he?

 He stopped on the stairs, yanked her against him so that her back was to his chest.

 And he put the gun to her head.

 “Call out Jordan’s name,” the man growled, his voice still unrecognizable.

 She shook her head, but he only jammed the gun harder against her back. “Do it,” he insisted. She
realized then he was wearing some kind of device to alter his voice. “Or you die here.”

 “You won’t kill me.” She dug in her heels to keep him from moving her higher up the steps. “Because if
you do, you’ll never get the antidote.”

 “The antidote doesn’t exist,” he said. It sounded very much like a threat.

 And it was.

 Kinley didn’t say anything. She just stood there, waiting for him to continue while she looked around the
warehouse for Jordan. Still no sign of him. But the two agents on the floor were gradually making their
way out of the netting. It wouldn’t be long, a couple of minutes probably, before they could join forces
with the man who had the gun jammed against her.

 “I got copies of all the notes, too,” he continued. “And I had people go through them. About two hours
ago I was told the formula didn’t exist.Yet. ”

 “Yet? What do you mean?”

 “I mean you’re going to create that antidote for me so I can sell it. I already have a buyer.”

 “Impossible. I can’t make it.”

 “You’ll find a way. If not, Jordan will die. And if that doesn’t work, I’ll track down your son and use
him. One way or another, you’ll cooperate.”

 Oh, God.He was talking about holding her hostage while he forced her to make something that probably
couldn’t even be done. This was just the beginning of the nightmare. Gus was still in danger. And he
would stay in danger as long as this man believed she could create that formula.

 She would have to die.

 That was the only way.

 If she were dead, it would stop. Gus wouldn’t be in danger any longer and neither would Jordan
because he would somehow escape this mess. There’d be no threat that could rear its ugly head years
from now when some other person decided to get their hands on a potential gold mine.

 A sudden calm came over her. She didn’t want to die. She wanted to live and raise her son. Kinley
wanted to see if she and Jordan could possibly have a future together, but her past had ruined any
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chances of that.

 She took a deep breath. And got ready to jump. The padded floor would probably save her again, but
her kidnapper might shoot. Either way, she’d be away from him.

 There was a soft rattling sound that stopped her. It caused her kidnapper to freeze, too. She felt the
muscles tighten in his chest and arms. His gaze flew up toward the ceiling.

 But it was too late.

 Jordan was there, hanging on to a pulley-type rope that was zooming down on them. Her kidnapper
lifted his gun and aimed, just as Jordan crashed into him. The collision sent them all plummeting to the
floor.

 Kinley landed with a thud and quickly rolled to the side so that she wouldn’t be crushed beneath them.
Jordan’s gun went flying, but that didn’t stop him. He came up off the padded floor and launched himself
at the kidnapper. He landed a quick punch and snatched the ski mask off the man’s head.

 Kinley got just a glimpse of the man’s face before he fired a shot at Jordan.

  

 “CODY,” JORDANSNARLED, and he dove out of the way of the shot.

 After the way things had been happening in the warehouse, Jordan figured Kinley’s would-be kidnapper
was someone with insider knowledge of the training facility, but he’d hoped it wasn’t Cody, the agent
who’d once been his right-hand man.

 Now that right-hand man was trying to kill him.

 Jordan would have much preferred to be facing Strahan or Burke. Heck, even Desmond. Because none
of them had as much training and experience as Cody.

 “Don’t!” Cody warned when Kinley went for the gun that had been dislodged from Jordan’s hand
during the fall. So had his PDA that Kinley had been holding. It was just a couple of inches from Jordan’s
feet.

 Unfortunately, Cody had managed to hang on to his weapon and had it pointed at Kinley. When she
continued to go after the fallen gun, Cody turned his weapon on Jordan.

 That stopped her.

 Kinley looked at Jordan, and he didn’t see fear in her eyes. Just resolve. Which wasn’t a good thing
right now. He didn’t want her taking any risks that could result in her getting hurt. Cody was obviously
desperate and greedy enough to do just about anything.

 “Cody wants me to create a formula,” Kinley explained. She wiped the water from her face.

 “I know she can do it,” Cody insisted. “I read all about Kinley when I went through Burke’s files.”

 “What were you doing in Burke’s files?” Jordan asked. But he wasn’t really interested in the answer. He
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was more interested in how he could get that gun away from Cody.

 Cody shrugged. “I was checking up on my new boss. The boss you shoved down my throat when you
sold Sentron. Bad move, Jordan. The company was as much mine as it was yours, and you had no right
to sell it.”

 “I didn’t have a choice.”

 “So you say.” There was some movement to Cody’s left. Chris and Wally were finally making their way
out of the webbing that Kinley had dropped down onto them earlier. Once they were free and able to
help Cody, Jordan didn’t stand a chance of stopping them from taking Kinley.

 “Get on the floor, Jordan,” Cody demanded.

 All in all, it wasn’t a bad place to be. Jordan got to his knees, using his leg to hide the PDA. He scooped
it into his hand.

 “The formula is impossible to make,” Jordan informed Cody. “The lab tried for months and couldn’t do
it.” He didn’t expect his former employee to believe that. Nor did he care if he did. Jordan needed the
sound of his voice to cover the keystrokes he was making into his PDA, and once he was done, he
eased the device back onto the floor.

 Wally and Chris got to their feet and started to make their way toward Cody. Both turned, however, at
the whirring sound. Neither knew what was coming.

 “Kinley, get down!” Jordan shouted.

 She did, thank God. Kinley dove toward him, just as the dummy bullets sprayed over them. Jordan had
turned the training rifles toward them and had coded the signal for all to fire. It wasn’t a training exercise
he used often, but he was damn glad it was in place now.

 The shock and the piercing pain from the rubber pellets caused Wally and Chris to run for cover. Cody
automatically turned as well, to shelter his face.

 Big mistake.

 Jordan grabbed his gun from the floor.

 Cody whirled back around and aimed his own weapon at Jordan and fired. But he was a split second
too late. Jordan fired first, a double tap of the trigger.

 Shots meant to kill.

 And that’s exactly what they did.

 Jordan saw the startled look go through Cody’s eyes. It was probably wishful thinking, but he thought he
saw remorse and regret as well.

 Then Cody dropped dead to the floor.

 The rubber bullets continued to slam into them. Kinley yelped in pain. She was obviously getting hit.
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Jordan was, too, but he had something else to do before he could stop the training exercise.

 He turned, pointing his hand in Wally and Chris’s direction. “Drop your weapons and get on the floor,”
Jordan yelled.

 There was hesitation, and for one sickening moment, Jordan thought he was going to have to kill again
tonight. But both men finally complied. Their weapons fell, they kicked them toward Jordan, and they got
to the ground.

 “Code in six-seven-three on the PDA,” Jordan instructed Kinley.

 She did, and the assault from the dummy bullets stopped.

 Jordan made his way to Cody and checked for a pulse. He found none. He then rifled through Cody’s
pocket and located a cell phone. Without taking his eyes off Wally and Chris, Jordan tossed the phone to
Kinley.

 “Call nine-one-one,” he told her.

 He heard her press in the numbers, and because the warehouse was almost deadly silent, he heard the
ring. And he also heard the emergency dispatcher say, “What’s your emergency?”

 What Jordan didn’t hear was Kinley respond to that critical question.

 He glanced at her to see what was wrong.

 And his heart dropped to his knees.

 She had the cell phone cradled next to her ear, but her eyes were closed. She was ash pale.

 Lifeless.

 And there was a pool of blood around her.

 Chapter Seventeen

 The sound of voices woke Kinley. Jordan’s voice and several others that she didn’t recognize.

 She forced open her eyes. Everything was blurry and she was woozy, but she could tell she was in a
hospital. Specifically, she was in a bed surrounded by white walls, white floors and white bedding.

 Kinley started to get up but came to an abrupt halt when she felt the jab of pain in her shoulder. And
then she remembered.

 She’d been shot.

 The bullet that Cody had fired had ricocheted off something in the warehouse and had slammed into her
shoulder.

 “You’re awake,” Jordan said. He practically ran across the room to get to her. Behind him, she saw the
massive Christmas tree that several orderlies were decorating.
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 Jordan leaned down and kissed her. Not some lusty foreplay kiss. But one so soft that it barely touched
her lips. He was gentle, and judging from those lines on his forehead he was worried about her.

 “Where’s Gus?” she asked.

 “On the way. He should be here any minute.”

 Good. That would be the best medicine for her. She put Jordan in that category, too. He could certainly
cure a variety of ills, though he didn’t seem certain of that. That’s because he didn’t know how she felt
about him.

 He didn’t know that she loved him.

 And that meant it was time to tell him.

 Kinley tested her shoulder again. The pain was still there, but it was manageable so she tried to ease
herself into a sitting position so they could talk.

 Jordan stopped her.

 With that same gentleness, he took hold of her arms and had her lie back down.

 “I’m okay, really,” Kinley assured him.

 “No, you’re not. You had to have surgery to remove a bullet lodged in your shoulder.” He paused, put
his hands on his hips. “Why didn’t you tell me you’d been shot? Here I was ordering you to make calls,
and I didn’t even look at you to make sure you were okay.”

 Kinley knew where this was going.

 Or rather where it’d already been.

 While the doctors had been removing the bullet, Jordan had no doubt beaten himself up because he
hadn’t been able to stop her from being injured.

 She reached out and pulled on his hand to draw him closer. Much closer. She dragged him down so that
he was sitting on the bed next to her. “You saved my life a dozen times in that warehouse,” she reminded
him. “If it weren’t for you, I’d be dead.”

 “But I didn’t stop you from being shot.”

 She smiled. It was probably a weary one and God knew how bad she looked, but it was heartfelt.
“Jordan, you have some amazing qualities, but even you can’t stop a bullet from ricocheting and hitting
my shoulder.”

 He shook his head. “I wasn’t careful enough with you.”

 To stop him from continuing his guiltfest, she pulled him down to her for a real kiss. No whisper-soft
one. Kinley kissed him as if he were the man she loved. Because he was.
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 “Women in hospital beds shouldn’t kiss like that,” he drawled with his mouth still hovering over hers.

 She smiled. Though she wanted to continue this lighter banter, she heard a crash in the corner and
automatically jumped and braced herself for the worst.

 But there was no worst.

 One of the orderlies who was decorating the tree had dropped an ornament, and it hadn’t even broken.
Amazingly, the delicate-looking glass had hit the floor and rolled a few feet away.

 “The tree was no doubt your idea?” she asked.

 He eased back just a bit. “Since you have to stay here for a day or two and since it is Christmas, I
thought you and Gus would like the tree.”

 That brought tears to her eyes and reminded her that Jordan was a very thoughtful man. “Thank you. It’s
beautiful.”

 Her gaze left the tree and came back to Jordan at the same moment that he looked at her. “Cody’s
dead,” he told her.

 Yes. She remembered that. “You did what you had to do.”

 He shrugged. “Cody used his remote control to get into the facility. That’s how he was able to set up
those obstacles for us. If I’d figured out beforehand that he was responsible—”

 Kinley grabbed him harder this time. Kissed him harder, too.

 “I guess that means you don’t want to talk about Cody,” he remarked.

 “Or maybe it means I just want to kiss you,” she joked. But he was right. She didn’t want to talk about
the nightmare that had come to life in the warehouse. Unfortunately, though, she needed to know if it was
safe for her son to come home.

 “Is the danger over?” Kinley stilled, trying not to cry. But she was afraid she’d do just that if they had to
go on the run again.

 “It’s over,” Jordan assured her.

 Because he said it so calmly, it took her a moment for that to sink in. “Really?”

 “Really.” He scrubbed his hand over his face and groaned softly in a where-do-I-start kind of way.
“Martin Strahan has been arrested for Shelly’s murder.”

 “How did that happen?” she asked, surprised.

 “Lt. Rico brought in Pete Mendenhall, Shelly’s killer, and the guy made a deal. He’ll testify that Strahan
hired him, and the D.A. will take the death penalty off the table. Don’t worry, though. Pete will spend the
rest of his life behind bars.”

 And Strahan wouldn’t be able to terrorize them anymore. “What about Cody?”
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 “Anderson Walker, Chris and Wally have all confirmed that Cody put this plot together and hired them
to help him. First, he wanted to get the formula just to collect the reward because he was riled with me
for what he considered a betrayal for selling Sentron. But when he realized the formula didn’t exist and
that he could potentially earn a fortune if it did, he decided to kidnap you so you’d make it for him.”

 And now that Cody was dead, he could no longer threaten her. But someone else could.

 Someone else who might believe she could create the formula.

 Jordan reached out and smoothed his fingers over her bunched up forehead. “The FBI has put out the
word that the formula was a sham, that it can’t be developed.”

 The breath rushed out of her. “So, there’ll be no more attacks, no more attempts to use Gus to make me
cooperate?”

 “No more,” he promised.

 She believed him. Besides, Jordan wouldn’t be bringing Gus home unless he was positive that her son
would be safe. After all, he’d devoted the last fourteen months of his life to the child.

 “What about your company?” she asked. “Will you be able to buy Sentron back from Burke?”

 “I don’t want it back. To run it right, it would mean more eighty-hour workweeks. I’m thinking I’d like
to create something smaller where I can hire some of the agents that Burke fired. Something more
specialized. And less dangerous.”

 Well, that certainly sounded good to her. They’d had enough danger to last them several lifetimes.

 “All done,” one of the orderlies announced. The men gathered up the now empty boxes that’d held the
decorations and went out the door.

 Kinley spotted the gifts under the tree. At least a dozen beautifully wrapped boxes.

 “For Gus,” Jordan volunteered. “I had to do something while you were in surgery, so I ordered a few
things and had them delivered. I also had some presents brought from the estate.”

 He’d done that so Gus would have a Christmas. Yes, Jordan was indeed thoughtful.

 And much more.

 She touched his face again so he would turn and make eye contact with her. “You gave up so much to
keep Gus safe.”

 “Yeah. But I got a lot more in return. I wouldn’t have you if it weren’t for Gus.” He paused and kissed
her. “Do I have you, Kinley?”

 Even with the pain meds making her a little woozy and the dizzying effects of that kiss, she didn’t even
have to think about her answer. “You have me, Jordan. Any way you want, you have me.”

 But then she stopped. Rethought that. And considered why he was asking. “Does this have anything to
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do with me getting shot?”

 “In a way.”

 So this was a pity reaction? She didn’t want his pity. She wantedhim.

 “When I came so close to losing you,” he explained, “that’s when I realized just how important you are
to me.”

 Important? Well, he was more than important to her. “I’m in love with you, Jordan.”

 Yes, it was a risk. To a confirmed bachelor, an I’m-in-love-with-you confession might send him running,
but Kinley didn’t want to go through another minute without telling him. That nightmare in the warehouse
had taught her that every minute was precious and that life was too short to hold anything back.

 He took a deep breath. But didn’t run. “You’re in love with me,” he flatly stated.

 Kinley silently groaned and tried to brace herself for a rejection.

 “Will you marry me?” Jordan asked.

 Because she wasn’t expecting to hear that, Kinley had to repeat his question. Several times. However,
once the proposal sank in, she didn’t have to think about the answer.

 “Yes,” she said.

 Still no reaction from Jordan. But then, she wasn’t reacting, either. They were both sitting there, holding
their breaths.

 Then he shouted, “Yes!” And he pumped his arm in a gesture of victory.

 Kinley laughed, partly at seeing him so emotional and partly because she was overwhelmed with joy.
“You really want to marry me?” she clarified.

 He answered that with a kiss. It was long, hot and so Jordan. It was also the best way to answer
because it left no doubt that he had marriage on his mind.

 But what else did he have on his mind?

 Maybe it was everything she’d recently been through that gave her doubts, but she had to wonder: Was
this proposal for Gus’s sake?

 In part she loved Jordan for everything he’d done for her son, but she didn’t want a marriage based on
convenience for the sake of a child. She wanted a real marriage.

 “Uh-oh,” Jordan grumbled. “You’re having doubts already.”

 Unfortunately, yes.But she didn’t get a chance to voice them. That’s because there was a knock at the
door and a split second later, it opened. Kinley heard Gus before she even saw him in the doorway with
Elsa.
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 Nothing would have stopped Kinley from sitting up then and there. She wanted to give Gus a huge
Christmas hug.

 Elsa stood the boy on the floor, and with a big grin on his face, Gus began to toddle his way toward
Jordan, who got off the bed and onto his feet.

 “Jor-dad,” Gus squealed. But the little boy stopped when he spotted the Christmas tree. His soft brown
eyes lit up. “Tris-mas.” And he clapped his hands, nearly throwing himself off-balance in the process.

 Gus would have made it to those presents, too, if Jordan hadn’t scooped him up in his arms. “Those are
for later, buddy.” And Jordan kissed him on the cheek. “For now, why don’t you say hello to your
mom.”

 “I’ll give you guys some alone time,” Elsa insisted. She stepped back into the hall and shut the door.

 Jordan brought Gus to her, and even though those presents were still obviously distracting her son, Gus
gave her a sloppy kiss on the forehead. But he got a concerned, curious look on his face when he saw
the bandage on her shoulder.

 “Boo-boo?” he asked.

 “Just a little one,” Kinley assured him, smiling.

 “Boo-boo,” Gus confirmed, and he leaned down and gently kissed the bandage.

 Kinley’s smile turned to a few tears of joy. Both Jordan and Gus had magical powers when it came to
her pain and her mood. Just being there with them made her feel as if everything was right with the world.

 Well, almost everything.

 There was still that issue of why Jordan had proposed.

 Apparently no longer concerned with her boo-boo, Gus pointed to the tree again, and Jordan walked
with the boy in that direction. Jordan picked up one of the smaller boxes, carried it and Gus back to her.

 “This one is for you,” he told Kinley, and he placed the box on the bed beside her.

 Surprised, she stared at him. “You found the time to get me a present?”

 “I made the time.” Jordan stared at her, too.

 Gus, however, sprang into action. He yanked off the lid and looked inside. “Ohhhh,” he said. “Pretty.”
He grabbed whatever was inside and brought it out for her to see.

 It wasn’t justpretty. It was beautiful.

 Her son dropped the sparkly diamond engagement ring onto her lap and squirmed to get down,
probably so he could head back toward the tree and the rest of the presents. Jordan let the child go, and
while keeping an eye on him, he slipped the ring onto her finger.

 “Well?” Jordan asked. “What about those doubts now?”
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 Kinley blinked back the tears, and not all of them were of the happy variety. “The ring is perfect,” she
started. “Gus is perfect. So are you.” She shook her head and reached to take off the ring. “But I don’t
want a marriage of convenience—”

 “Good.” He caught her hand to stop her from removing the ring. “Because I wouldn’t ask you to marry
me for Gus’s sake.”

 “You wouldn’t?”

 “No way. I have an even better reason. I asked you to marry me because I’m in love with you, and I
want to spend the rest of my life with you.”

 Her breath caught, and she hadn’t realized just how much she wanted to hear him say that. Kinley went
into his arms and melted against them. “Then, everything is perfect because I want forever with you, too.”

 No broken breath for Jordan. But there was a sigh of relief, right before he kissed her blind.

 The man definitely had a clever mouth.

 Jordan was smiling when he finally eased away from her, and they both automatically checked on Gus.
He was ripping the paper from one of the packages. When he got through all the ribbon and paper, he
struggled and finally pulled out a red plastic fire engine that was large enough for him to sit on and ride.
That’s exactly what he did. With him in the driver’s seat, he scooted it across the tile floor.

 “I think he likes it,” Kinley said, knowing that was an understatement. Gus was laughing and obviously
enjoying his gift.

 Kinley looked up at Jordan. “But I didn’t get you anything. There aren’t any presents under the tree for
you.”

 He made a show of looking disappointed and then tapped his chin as if in deep thought. “Well, let’s see.
What can you get me? Not that,” he joked and gave her a naughty grin. “Well, not at this moment. You
have to heal first. Then we’ll get married. And maybe next year, you can give me what I want for
Christmas.”

 “And what would that be?” she asked, moving in for another kiss.

 Jordan tightened the hold he had on her and tipped his head to Gus. “You can give me a baby. A
brother or sister for Gus.”

 “A baby?” she questioned.

 He nodded and seemed to hold his breath.

 She nodded as well. “Jordan, I’d love to have your baby.”

 And that earned her the best kiss of all.

 Kinley had thought the moment was perfect, but she realized it hadn’t been. That had made it perfect.
Jordan and she weren’t just in love and headed for the altar. They were a family—a soon to be growing
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one—and Kinley couldn’t wait for them to begin their lives together.
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