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      Kira kept a wary eye on the whirring and clacking luggage carousel, craning her neck for any sign of her suitcase. Her muscles tensed at the sensation of multiple strangers crowding around her to intrude on her personal space in their quest to locate their own bags. She took a deep breath, clenching and unclenching her hands reflexively in an effort to keep herself from lashing out at innocent travel-goers with her MMA skills.

      It had been a long day.

      I should have known better than to go for a last-minute deal.

      Countless hours and two connections later, she had finally arrived at her destination at Pearson International Airport in Toronto—a far cry from her suburban hometown of La Valentia on the opposite coast in California. She stifled a yawn and blinked her watering eyes. It was only late afternoon, but she had gotten up at an ungodly hour in her own time zone to get here.

      She wrinkled her nose as the breath she sucked in to cover the yawn informed her a heavy smoker was somewhere in the crowd nearby. She switched to breathing through her mouth instead to avoid the stale ashtray scent—not that it tasted much better than it smelled. Hopefully whoever it belonged to wouldn’t mow her down in an effort to get their luggage and rush out of the airport, where they could finally light up.

      She checked the digital display board that hung above the carousel to check the information again. Yes, she was definitely in the right place. The last of the luggage lurched through the rubber flaps and down the conveyor belt ramp that extended from the ceiling to start its progress around the large, slowly-moving oval of assorted baggage.

      People jockeyed for position near the edge of the conveyor, many of them with metal trolleys to help wheel all their belongings around. Most of them stood in small clusters, muttering and pointing each time someone recognized a familiar bag on the conveyor, like sailors directing a ship captain toward land. Announcements droned from the PA system at regular intervals in both English and French, reminding everyone to make sure their belongings weren’t left unattended. The overhead lights gleamed dully against the chrome of the conveyor in the large, windowless space.

      Kira tugged at her long, brown ponytail and began to tap her foot in anxiety. Still no sign of her suitcase. Maybe it was just on the other side of the conveyor, and she couldn’t see it yet…

      Her gaze snagged on a familiar face standing opposite her on the other side of the carousel as she stood up on tiptoe to look for her bag—a tall, gangly man with glasses. His glossy, dark hair was up in a man bun, and he wore a pair of jeans with a rumpled, blue dress shirt. She snapped her gaze back to the slowly revolving luggage and wracked her brain in an effort to figure out where she had seen him before…

      “Kira Brightwell?” a male voice called out in her direction.

      For a moment, she considered ignoring it. After all, she had come here to get away for a few days. Besides, she didn’t recognize the voice, and the only people she knew in Toronto were her grandparents. And just because someone recognized her, didn’t mean she wanted to talk to them. At this point, all she wanted was to get her luggage and find her grandparents. She had no interest in spending any more time inside another airport than was strictly necessary.

      All these thoughts flashed through her mind as she decided how to respond. But her new friend had already taken matters into his own hands.

      “Kira?” the male voice said again, a little breathless this time.

      She glanced over her shoulder to see the man she had recognized from the other side of the carousel elbowing his way through the thinning crowd toward her. His expression brightened behind his glasses.

      “It is you! What are you doing in Toronto?” His head tilted with birdlike curiosity.

      Kira’s stomach clenched as she realized where she recognized him from.

      He was a reporter for the La Valentia Post.

      Based on the curious looks on the faces of those still clambering over to get their own luggage around her, she realized she must be wearing her deer in the headlights face. She forced herself to give the man a weak smile of greeting.

      He leaned in to nudge her with a pointy elbow. He seemed to be all arms and legs.

      “Are you here on a case?” He pushed his glasses up the bridge of his nose and gave her a knowing smile.

      Kira stifled a sigh. “No, Martin. I’m here to visit my grandparents.”

      Although she and Martin McMullin had never been formally introduced, she had seen his face and byline in the paper often enough—and on her front lawn with the other local reporters who were the most persistent about trying to get an interview.

      First, there had been her own abduction escape three years ago, where she had also rescued seven other women. Kira had been more than happy to let the furor die down, but then a few weeks ago, she had also ended up finding another local missing girl. And then there was old Mrs. Petronas and the body of her dead son that she had helped uncover last week…

      Kira had no interest in giving any interviews or having her face splashed in the papers. Not that her unwavering stance of, ‘No comment,’ stopped the reporters from speculating anyway. Or tracking down her yearbook photo to run on the front page, along with whatever second-hand accounts they could scrounge up. She did her best to ignore the articles and the awkward publicity that came with them. After all, it wasn’t as if she had made it her life’s mission to fight crime in La Valentia. It was all just a matter of being in the right place at the right time. (Or maybe the wrong place at the right time…)

      At least, that was what she told herself.

      “What are you doing in Toronto?” Kira asked with a pointed look in an effort to turn the tables. Her brow furrowed as a sudden thought struck her. “You didn’t follow me here, did you?”

      “What?” Martin blinked in confusion. “No, I’m here to visit my mother. She moved up here to be with her family when she and my dad split. She’s very independent, but she still needs some looking after, so my sisters and I take turns visiting to give our cousin a break.”

      Kira felt her shoulders relax. Good. Just a coincidence.

      “So are you sure you’re not here on business?” Martin prompted as he snatched a bulky, black suitcase from the carousel and hoisted it to the ground beside him.

      Kira rolled her green eyes. “I’m sure. And before you ask, I’m also sure I wouldn’t like to discuss any of my past ‘business’ with you either.”

      Martin grinned at her. “Can’t blame me for trying. It’d be nice to have a new story or interview wrapped up by the time I get back home.”

      She gave him a hard smile. “I’m sure you’ll come up with something suitable on your own.”

      She took one last, mournful look at the nearly empty carousel, which was lurching to a stop.

      “Now if you don’t mind, I have to go talk to someone about my suitcase.”

      She strode off before he could stop her and wondered how long it would take to get her luggage situation sorted out. Her stomach emitted a low gurgle to remind her how long it had been since the sub-par airline meal of under-seasoned chicken and a limp side-salad.

      First, I run into some nosy reporter from all the way back home, and now my luggage is missing.

      Some getaway this is turning out to be…
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      “Well, finally,” a cringingly familiar male voice huffed the moment Kira had passed into the windowless corridor beyond the Customs checkpoint.

      She nearly dropped the backpack slung over her shoulder in surprise.

      “Trevor?” she blurted in disbelief. “What are you doing here?”

      She veered off to the side so she could stand next to him by the wall and out of the way of the constant stream of arrivals.

      Trevor snorted. “Waiting for you, of course. You certainly took your sweet time getting here.” He rolled his blue eyes at her.

      “My suitcase got lost and I had to report it.” Kira shook her head as she realized she was defending herself to him for some reason. Her ponytail swished around her shoulders.

      “OK, seriously. What the hell are you doing here?” She took in the rest of his appearance. “And why are you dressed like that?”

      Trevor’s usual getup of a blue polo shirt and khaki shorts with sandals had been replaced by a well-fitting pair of designer jeans and a blue parka (which also ‘just happened’ to match his eyes). His feet were encased in a pair of stylish, winter boots, and he clutched a knitted, blue hat in his free hand. She wouldn’t be surprised to find out he had gloves stuffed in his pockets.

      Kira felt positively naked standing next to him in her jeans, Nine Inch Nails T-shirt, hoodie, and sneakers—not to mention rumpled and stained by the smells of other people she had been cramped next to all day. Trevor on the other hand, seemed fresh as a daisy. The familiar scent of his cologne tickled her nostrils.

      Trevor gave her a dubious look. “We’re in Canada.”

      “Yeah, and it’s almost April.” Kira’s lips twitched. “Have you even been to Canada before? They don’t really all live in igloos up here, you know.”

      Trevor sniffed. “Just because I’ve never been doesn’t mean I don’t know how to dress for it. Does being born here give you special powers against the cold or something?”

      Kira resisted the urge to punch him on the arm for the jab at her Canadian heritage. At least he hadn’t called her ‘Kira Beaver,’ like back in high school… Even though she hadn’t been born in California, she had been raised there, and was just as much a west-coast native as he was. She drew herself up, hoisting her backpack.

      “There is a middle ground between shorts and full-on Hoth gear.”

      Trevor’s brow furrowed beneath his blond curls. “‘Hoth gear’?”

      Kira shook her head. Of course he didn’t get the Star Wars reference. “Never mind. You still haven’t explained what you’re doing here.”

      Trevor flashed her one of his trademark grins, his eyes wide with innocence. “I haven’t?”

      Kira folded her arms across her chest. “No.”

      For once, Trevor actually had the good grace to look sheepish. “Well, I came by your place to visit⁠—”

      Kira quirked an eyebrow at him. “Uninvited. Again.” Trevor opened his mouth, presumably to defend himself, but she waved him off. “Continue.”

      Trevor shifted from one booted foot to the other. “You weren’t there, of course. And Rob didn’t want me hanging around.”

      “Naturally.”

      Kira might have come to forgive Trevor’s past transgressions in his role of High School Bully in Chief (grudgingly, of course), but her best friend and roommate Rob wasn’t ready to move on yet (assuming he ever would).

      Trevor squared his broad shoulders and forged ahead. “Anyway, I saw your car was missing, and it wasn’t parked at the MMA gym, so I figured something must be up.”

      He gave a rueful shake of his head. “I didn’t think Rob would tell me anything. I thought I was going to have to push him into it by threatening
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