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    First Edition


Chapter 13

	She rebuttoned her blouse, hate flaring, and walked out.

	Hayden murmured to himself, smooth as glass: "Ms. Pryor. Tell your husband to brace himself."

	"You're next."

	"For Lacey. I'm collecting."

	I watched Tessa go and worked through the implications. I knew her. She was a woman driven entirely by vanity and the appetite for what wasn't hers. She would not give up easily.

	I prepared to sneak out and follow her.

	Hayden didn't even look up from his desk. "Biscuit. Where do you think you're going?"

	I yapped at him.

	He read minds.

	"Bored? Go wander. Don't drink out of the toilet."

	The first half of that landed sweetly. The second half made me bark in outrage. He was such a *prick.*

	He let me go because every employee on this floor knew me. They wouldn't let me out the lobby doors.


Chapter 14

	I trailed Tessa at a distance. She was too angry to notice a small dog following her.

	Halfway to the elevators her face went green. She bolted for the bathroom.

	The sound of someone vomiting echoed off the tile.

	My senses tightened. Something was wrong.

	She didn't come out right away. She made a call instead.

	Her voice was low. My ears, dog ears, picked it up beautifully.

	"Tate. *Tell me what to do.* I can't believe you didn't pull out — now we have *this* — the baby has to go! Drew has been so stressed about the company he hasn't touched me in two months. There is no possible way this baby is his."

	I almost dropped my jaw.

	Tate Calloway was not just anyone. Tate Calloway was Drew Calloway's younger brother.

	Meaning, Tessa was sleeping with her husband's *brother.*

	"An accident? Get rid of Hayden — "

	"*No.* Do you know what kind of family the Kerrs are? You think this is like dealing with Lacey?"

	The information was coming too fast for my dog brain.

	Tate had wanted to *take Hayden out.*

	*And the way they were talking about me — my own death wasn't an accident either.*

	She must have realized she was being too loud. She lowered her voice, said something about meeting in person, and hung up.

	She came out of the stall faster than I expected. I didn't have time to retreat.

	We stood there. Woman and dog. Staring at each other.


Chapter 15

	She knocked me out with the bathroom mop.

	When I came to, I was caged in the back of a truck.

	She had sold me to an underground dog-fighting ring.

	She gave me a beautiful, regretful smile through the bars. "Sorry, puppy. Bad luck — you picked the wrong owner."

	"If I can't get to Hayden, I can at least get to his dog."

	I was caged. A man was sharpening a knife in the corner.

	I had lived two lifetimes now and this was the first time I had ever literally shaken from terror.

	*Help. Help. Hayden, where are you. If you don't come right now I'm going to be on the menu.*

	A buyer came in. The knife-man's eyes landed on me. He started walking over with the blade.


Chapter 16

	I ran with everything I had.

	The moment he opened the cage, I bolted. I ran out faster than I knew was possible in this body.

	I didn't know where I was going. I just ran.

	I ran into the middle of a road. A bike clipped me. The pain detonated through every joint.

	A young woman picked me up off the asphalt. She looked at me with pity. She drove me to a vet.

	A clean break. Cast for a few weeks. I'd live.

	The young woman who'd saved me worked at a private club.

	I had not expected to see Drew Calloway again. I certainly had not expected the reunion to come like this.

	Drew was on the couch in a private room with a girl draped over each arm.

	He looked like he'd been having a great few weeks. His eyes were ringed in shadow. The classic look of a man burning the candle at both ends.

	His wife Tessa was sleeping with his brother, and Drew Calloway was on a couch like a Roman emperor.

	In Tessa's mouth, Drew was a man torn apart by the responsibilities of the company. In reality, he was burning down his nights one after another.

	No wonder Bellamy Group was hemorrhaging. The old shareholders had read the smoke and run.

	Once upon a time, Drew Calloway had been ambitious. He had been the most decent guy I had thought I knew.

	A few years was all it had taken.

	Apparently a man with too much money rots.


Chapter 17

	The reason I was in the same VIP room as him? The woman who had rescued me had brought me in. She was now curled in Drew's lap.

	There were a few small dogs and a cat in the room with us.

	I quickly learned why the room was a small zoo.

	Drew got up and walked into a side room. He came out with — equipment.

	The little dog next to me was first.

	The animal screamed. Drew got more excited as it did.

	I crammed myself into a corner.

	I had been delivered from the dog-fighting ring directly into the hands of a sadist.

	Hurting small animals — Drew had a high in it. His eyes were glassy.

	He looked over at me. He started walking toward me.

	I scrambled.

	He came after me. The chase aroused him. The others in the room joined in, just to corner me.

	*Please. Please not like this.*


Chapter 18

	The door blew open.

	I was pinned on a table. A scalpel was at my belly.

	Hayden's face was the color of an oncoming storm.

	His glare hit Drew, and Drew's scalpel slipped. It cut a thin line through my skin.

	*Oh you absolute son of a —*

	"Hayden?" Drew said, like a kid caught with stolen candy.

	Hayden walked across the room and put his foot in Drew's chest. Drew sailed backwards two meters and hit the floor.

	"*What the hell is wrong with you.*"

	He hauled Drew up by the shirtfront and started hitting him.

	"What gave you the *idea* you could touch my dog."

	Drew was a man who lived on a couch with women. Hayden lived in a gym. The fight was not a fight.

	Drew howled.

	"*You're jealous* — that's all this is. You hate me because Lacey picked me — "

	Hayden's next punch put him on the floor.

	"Don't say her name. I will permanently mess you up if you say her name again."

	"And about Lacey's car accident, Drew. You'd better hope I don't find evidence. Because if I do, I'm putting you away myself."


Chapter 19

	Hayden took the scalpel away. He unclipped the muzzle they had locked around my snout. He looked at the cut across my belly. His brow drew tight.

	"Biscuit. Does it hurt?"

	I howled at him.

	*Yes it hurts you absolute beautiful idiot it hurts a lot.*

	He took me to a vet. They patched me up. We went home.

	"That's what you get for running off." He rapped my forehead, gentle, with two fingers.

	Looking at him close: he hadn't slept the two days I had been missing. His eyes were threaded through with red.

	I curled into his chest and decided that henceforth I would never go anywhere again.

	I woke up before he did.

	I usually scooted off the bed first thing.

	This time, something was wrong.

	I tried to push myself up — and my paws weren't paws.

	They were *fingers.*

	I rolled out of bed and stumbled into the living room. I yanked the throw blanket off the couch and wrapped it around myself.

	*What — what — *

	What was I going to say when Hayden walked out?

	*Surprise! Lacey is back! Lacey, mighty hunter, has returned!*

	…

	I had no plan. The bedroom door opened.

	He walked out, scrubbing his hands through his hair.


Chapter 30

	This is the truth.

	My name is Lacey Bellamy.

	I have lost count of how many hypnotists I have seen.

	I have lost count of how many times I have told someone the story of me and Hayden Kerr.

	Hayden was the boy next door.

	I was in love with him for years.

	Once, in our sophomore year of college, Hayden was caught reading a love letter from another girl. He came up to me and made a big show of it, just to needle me. I didn't eat for the rest of the day.

	That evening my roommate asked me, very gently, if I had a crush on Hayden.

	I am too stubborn for my own good. I would never have admitted it to anyone. I was still mad at him. I said, with three parts spite: *If Hayden Kerr were the last man on earth, I still wouldn't.*

	It got back to him. He didn't speak to me for three days. After that, he looked through me whenever we passed.

	I went looking for him to explain.

	The day I found him, he had his arm around a beautiful girl. He announced to the entire room that this was the girl he had been in love with for years.

	I almost combusted.

	To prove a point I had to no one but myself, I went and dated Drew Calloway, the heartthrob of my own department.

	I had intended Drew as a diversion. Then one day, abruptly, Drew said
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