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      “HOW MANY PEOPLE SAW TREVOR Finch levitate the crocodile?”

      Yaz keeps her eyes on the screen and her hands in her pockets when she answers her stepfather. “About thirty schoolchildren. And whoever’s seen this video.”

      “Which means the world has seen him do it. Unique Minds really messed this one up.” Maximus Braun smirks, his hard gaze fixed on the screen as he replays the video.

      Quinn leans against the desk, sunglasses on even though they’re inside. He’s not as arrogant or rude when they’re with his father. But he still manages to look Maximus in the eyes and speak his mind. It’s something she’s always admired about her half-brother. One of the few things.

      “Should we take it down?” Quinn asks.

      Maximus flicks a wrist, and the short movie returns to the beginning. “Let them clean it up. It’s their mess, after all.”

      Yaz’s hands clench, and a heaviness settles in her stomach. “If the wrong people see this and go after Trevor⁠—”

      “It’s their problem.” Maximus bites off every word.

      “They could come after us as well.”

      “They won’t, because we’re careful,” Quinn retorts.

      “Is there a problem, Yaz?” Maximum asks.

      “No, sir.” She watches Trevor — her other half-brother — fall into the crocodile pit at the Nairobi Snake Park. She’s seen the video a dozen times, but it’s awe-inspiring each time. He puts himself between an approaching crocodile and a small, chubby kid who’s bawling his eyes out.

      So heroic.

      Why can’t Quinn be more like Trevor? Her two half-brothers. Both powerful, yet so different in how they use those powers.

      “I see why you’re attached to him.” Maximus swivels in his chair to study her profile.

      Yaz controls her breath — slow inhale, gentle exhale — and forces herself not to flinch, not to betray her fears and doubts. She doesn’t want to tempt Maximus. Her stepfather feeds on those kinds of emotions like a vampire. He draws them in, sipping at them.

      He was once so intoxicated on a victim’s terror, he staggered into Yaz’s room one evening and started telling her about it. How those emotions were the elixir of life. She thought he was being poetic. Only later did she learn he was being literal.

      She dips her head to the screen. “Not really,” she lies. “I’d hate to see his potential wasted. That’s all.”

      Maximus chuckles. “Of course. His potential. The fact you share the same father has nothing to do with it, hmm?”

      Her stomach squirms.

      “He’s got you there, Yaz.” Quinn kicks off the desk and saunters across the room to a window. “You and I grew up together, but I’ve never been treated to such sisterly love.”

      “You don’t need my help.” She bites her lower lip, regretting the words as soon as she says them.

      “And your new pet does?” Quinn scoffs. “We don’t have space in Legentibus ex Animo for weaklings.”

      “He’s not a weakling.”

      “If he needs your help, he is. We only want powerful⁠—”

      Maximus holds up a hand. “Children, please. There’s no need to argue. Yaz has a good eye for new talent. And she’s right. He passed the first test with flying colors on his first attempt, at such a young age, with minimal training. How many times did you fail that test, Quinn? Three, was it?”

      Quinn scowls but keeps quiet. At least he has enough wisdom to know when not to provoke his father.

      “And Trevor did it in record time, too.” Yaz allows herself a moment of pride in her young half-brother’s achievement. Many older, more experienced and better-trained soul readers failed on their first attempt.

      “Which does raise a concern.” Maximus taps a button, and the video freezes.

      The frame shows Trevor with one hand out, eyes closed. The crocodile is floating just above the ground, starting to flip backward over its tail. An impossible feat for a crocodile. But impossible is very possible for people like Yaz and her family.

      Quinn steps away from the window, his mouth a jagged smile. “He’s too powerful, and he’s already theirs.”

      Maximus holds up a finger and nods. “Exactly. Someone so young takes the test and passes? He’s a force to be reckoned with. He has the potential to be one of the most powerful minds of his generation.”

      “That’s a good thing, right?” Yaz glances between the two men.

      Quinn sneers. “Don’t be thick, Yaz.”

      “If he’s with us, yes. If not, it’s a problem.” Maximus stands. He towers over her, physically and otherwise.

      She holds herself upright, stiffening her back, resisting the urge to look away and get out of his path. “It won’t be a problem, sir. I can reach him. He trusts me.”

      Maximus places a hand on her shoulder and squeezes. It’s not a fatherly gesture. More like a warning. “Let’s hope so. Because if this video and the test results are anything to go by, he’ll soon be too powerful to manage. Which means we need to know sooner than later where he stands.”

      “He’ll join us, sir.”

      “I hope so.” Maximus lowers his head until their eyes are at the same level. “Let me be clear, Yaz. If he decides not to join us, he will have to be eliminated.” He releases her shoulder and strolls out of the room, whistling.

      Quinn saunters after him, his father’s mirror image in all ways.

      Yaz waits until the door closes behind Quinn before she slumps in the chair and stares at the image of Trevor levitating a ten-foot-long crocodile. “Please, Trevor. For both our sakes, make the right choice.”
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      “THAT’S A TERRIBLE CHOICE, DUDE.” Jay slams the metal door open and tosses his gym bag into his locker. “Trevor, you know we don’t actually have to take music this year, right?”

      I lean against my locker and wait for a chaotic horde of younger students to pass us. I’m gritting my teeth, clenching my fists. Trying not to blow anything up with my mind.

      It’s been a long day.

      “Studying music helps me identify… you know.” I roll my eyes toward the students walking down the pathway to the parking lot.

      “Oh.” Jay studies the contents of his locker which already smells like the inside of his gym bag. “You mean like people’s music? Their emotions and stuff?”

      I shake my head. “Remember what Miss Happy said about being subtle and discreet?”

      Jay’s torso is almost buried in his locker as he scrounges around. “Nope. I try not to listen to our psycho trainer. It’s bad for my mental health. What’d she say?”

      “We have to be subtle and discreet. Keep our secrets secret. That sort of thing. What’re you looking for?”

      “Chemistry.”

      I reach for the textbook on the top shelf of his locker and toss it onto his bag.

      “Thanks. I can be discreet.”

      “Sure, Jay. Like a hippo in a glass store.”

      “That’d be cool to see. But seriously. I’m totally careful.” Jay grins. “Like the time I stole my oldest sister’s diary. She had no idea until I asked her about the secret boyfriend she kept writing about.” He leans toward me and attempts to wink. “Turns out it was Slash, the demon from The Vampire Babysitters. She’s obsessed with that actor. Too bad he’s datin’ the actress playing Cayenne. Girls. Am I right?”

      A pair of black leather gloves slaps Jay against the side of his head. “The answer to that question is always no.”

      “Ouch!” Jay rubs his head. “Violence isn’t the way, Kezia. ‘Specially against me.”

      Kezia tugs on her gloves and shrugs into her leather jacket. “Yet you still don’t learn your lesson.”

      “Which lesson? To run away when I see you?”

      “Pay attention to this lesson,” Kezia says. “It’s a simple truth. Girls rule.”

      We head to the high school pickup point at the edge of the parking lot. Jay bounces around us like a kangaroo on caffeine. This is his natural state of being. He has more energy in one finger than most students have in their entire bodies.

      The three of us stand apart from the other students crowding around the trophy case as we wait for our ride. Excited chatter crackles overhead as people share their plans for the weekend.

      Jay stops bouncing. “Remember when we used to be excited for the weekends?”

      Kezia purses her lips. “I’m excited for the weekend.”

      “You mean you like trainin’ with Miss Happy more than being here?” Jay jerks a thumb at the school.

      “Pretty much.”

      “You don’t like it here?” I ask.

      Kezia shrugs. “It’s a beautiful place. I could never afford to be here if Unique Minds weren’t paying.”

      “But?” I prompt her.

      “I guess I have to get used to being back at school.”

      I tune in to her emotional music. Normally, her internal piano is smooth and graceful. But right now, loud chords clank against my ears. “What else?”

      “Trevor Finch, stop reading me,” she says.

      “Stop broadcasting so loudly,” I counter. “What’s going on?”

      She glances around, then leans toward us. “I guess I’m not used to being with teenagers. How do you handle them?”

      Jay snorts, then brays like a donkey. “Dudette, we are teens. Sweaty, hormonal⁠—”

      “Yuck.” Kezia wrinkles her nose. “Speak for yourself.”

      “I totally am, dudes.”

      Kezia tugs at her shirt’s collar. “But we’re the normal kind of teen. Not like the ones in my classes. They spend most of the time sending each other messages, or posts, or whatever. And when they do talk? It’s about movies I’ve never heard of, and what they’re going to wear tomorrow, and the brand of their favorite sneakers. Who knew the brand was so important?”

      “Pretty much everyone,” I say.

      “Yeah.” Jay nods. “They are.”

      “So I’ve heard,” Kezia says. “I still don’t get it. A shoe’s a shoe.” She sighs. “We’re so lucky. We get to spend our weekend blowing up coffins and dodging bricks Miss Happy tosses at our heads.”

      I wipe a hand across my mouth, pushing away a smile. “And you think that’s normal?”

      Kezia nods. “Yes, of course. Don’t you?”

      Jay snorts more laughter, doubling over.

      “Don’t worry, Kezia,” I say. “You’ll get used to it.”

      “That’s what I’m afraid of.”

      Jay’s right about the weekends. There was a time I thought weekends were for fun. Hanging out with my bodyguard, binge-watching my favorite series, pizza night with the family.

      Those days are gone. Weekends are now spent training with Miss Happy at the Happy Ever After Funeral Home. I’m grateful for the training. It sure beats accidental, uncontrolled explosions. But our trainer’s unorthodox methods border on illegal. They’re definitely not safe or healthy.

      “She did promise if you levitated a coffin, we get out early this weekend.” Jay looks at me, hands in prayer position. “Please levitate the coffin. I have a major chemistry assignment, and I’m gonna need more than one Sunday to study for it.”

      I say nothing. Several weeks ago, I managed to levitate a crocodile and toss it across its enclosure. I’d channeled the emotional music of the onlookers to do it.

      Then during a family beach holiday, I performed a similar trick and summoned a tsunami. And when Jay’s youngest sister Ruhi was drowning, I reenacted a biblical scene and parted the waters. I created a water-free tunnel between me and her.

      Super useful tricks, and I haven’t been able to repeat any of them since.

      “Maybe you need a near-death situation.” Jay rubs his hands, then cracks his knuckles. “Miss Happy can arrange one. Or two.”

      “Sure,” I drawl. “Sounds like a great suggestion to make.”

      “So cool. I’m gonna⁠—”

      Kezia flicks a finger against Jay’s head. “Are you listening to yourself?”

      “Ouch, and no. Why would I do that?”

      “Miss Happy already throws us into near-death situations,” I explain. “We don’t need to encourage her.”

      “Whatever.”

      Kezia flicks at him again.

      “Stop doin’ that,” Jay grumbles. “You’re not one of my sisters.”

      “You mean they’re allowed to?” I ask.

      “No,” Jay says. “But they do anyway. And Ma never believes that it’s their fault.”

      Kezia shakes her head. “Poor Arjan Shah.”

      That gets Jay’s full attention. “Don’t say that so loud. We’re in public.”

      “You mean I shouldn’t say your real name?” she teases.

      “Yeah. That. See? You’re just like my sisters.”

      “I’ll take that as a compliment.”

      “It isn’t one. You know what they did last night?”

      I zone out as Jay babbles on about his five sisters’ recent antics. On the one hand, I envy Jay for his large family. But spending so much time with Jay and Kezia makes me appreciate all the times I don’t have to share a room or a bathroom or a house. Being an only child isn’t so bad after all.

      Except, oops. I’m not an only child. It turns out I have a half-sister, an inconvenient little fact I recently learned during the beach holiday.

      As if reading my mind, Jay smacks my arm. “Dude, your dad’ll be home tomorrow. You gonna ask him this time?”

      My breath hitches, and my heart rate speeds up.

      Kezia’s looking at me like she understands exactly what I’m going through. Maybe she does. She recently confronted her past by returning to her village for an emotional reunion with her parents. In her case, it all ended well. I’m not convinced it will for me. Some secrets are louder and more dangerous than others.

      “You don’t have to do it now, you know,” she says softly.

      Jay scoffs. “Yeah, he does. It’s like a Band-Aid. Rip it off quick and painless.”

      “That doesn’t sound painless,” Kezia points out.

      “But it’s quick, dudes. You gotta do it, Trev. ‘Cause we all wanna know.”

      “You think he’ll actually tell you?” Kezia asks.

      “Yeah, he will. All the gory details. ‘Cause we’re best friends.” Jay hesitates, looks at me. “You’re gonna tell us, right? We tell each other everything. No secrets here. Know why?”

      My phone bings with a text message. From Quinn? Or maybe Yaz? I don’t dare pull it out to check in front of the others. Besides, Jay’s right. I’ve procrastinated enough. It’s time to find out the truth.

      “I’m ready to talk to my dad,” I say, interrupting Jay’s rambling monologue.

      “Awesome.” Jay walks backward in front of us. “And what’s the worst that can happen? You’ll still be breathin’ and in one piece.”

      “Not helping, Jay,” I say.

      “So you’re gonna do it?”

      “I said I will.”

      “But for real, this time?” Jay asks. “‘Cause you’ve been sayin’ that since we got back from the beach. Just do it.”

      Kezia gives me a sympathetic look. “Whenever you’re ready, Trevor.”

      I nod. Problem is, I don’t feel ready for this conversation, and I may never be ready. What’s worse, Dad knows that I know that he’s been keeping secrets from me.

      Not that he owes me an explanation for everything he’s ever done in his life. But you’d think a secret sibling is big enough and important enough to share with your child. Something like, “How was school today, son? By the way, I know I’ve always told you that you’re a single child, but guess what? You have a half-sister. Congratulations.”

      Instead, I have to board a ghost ship, fight off pirates, and survive a grueling mind test in order to meet a woman who then tells me the truth. The moment Yaz told me she’s my half-sister, I recognized the reality in her eyes: they’re the same color and shape as mine and my dad’s.

      I knew Dad had been married and divorced before he met Mom. He never talked about it, and I’d never been curious enough to ask. But it turns out he had a kid with his ex-wife. Isn’t that something you tell your new family? Does Mom even know?

      I stare out at the parking lot, at the long line of cars inching toward the pickup point. “I mean it this time.”

      Jay bounces onto a bench and does a tap dance. “I hope so, Trev. ‘Cause you said that two days ago. And last week. And⁠—”

      “We get the picture, Jay.” Kezia sits next to me. “You’ll feel better once you do it.”

      “I know,” I say. “You’re probably right.”

      “I usually am.”

      “Sure.” I smirk. “It’s one of your more annoying habits.”

      A girl I recognize from math class gives Kezia a once-over. A gaggle of other girls clustered around her giggles.

      Kezia tucks her hands into her jacket pockets.

      I frown when her emotional instrument — a piano — almost disappears. No one else can hear it, but that doesn’t make it any less real. “What just happened?”

      Jay jumps down and squeezes between the two of us. “That girl’s look? It was an insult if I ever saw one, that’s what. And I’ve seen lots.”

      “How’d you…” I pause. “Never mind.”

      “Sisters, my dude. I got sisters.” Jay nudges Kezia. “You dealin’ with that okay?”

      “Yes,” Kezia says, probably lying. “I’d rather be cleaning dead bodies.”

      “Yeah. I get that.” Jay shrugs. “But you heard the boss. You gotta finish school.”

      “I really don’t,” Kezia argues. “I was perfectly fine cleaning bodies as a day job.”

      “Whatever, dudette. Hey, you know what you could do?” Jay lowers his voice. “Tap into you know what.”

      I shake my head. “Jay, no.”

      “You know what Miss Happy would do if she found out,” Kezia adds.

      “Congratulate you?”

      “Not even close.”

      Jay rubs his hands like he’s about to start a fire between them. “You mean if she finds out. But how would she? No one’s gonna tell her. Just a small tap. A check-in, see what they regret, then put them in a trance and mess up their day.”

      “I’ve been promoted to Level One intermediate agent,” Kezia says, almost smiling. “I’d rather not screw that up by attacking innocent civilians, thank you very much.”

      “They’re not innocent, and you’re not welcome.” Jay sulks. “So boring. I mean, we got powers! Why can’t we use them?”

      “With great power comes…” I tilt my hand at Jay.

      “Great opportunities?” He jumps up and pirouettes to face us. “That’s what I’m talkin’ about.”

      “Great responsibility.” I sigh. “How do you not know that quote?”

      Jay gags. “Boring.”

      “He’s here.” Kezia nudges me and stands.

      I look up. Our family’s Prado is navigating through the congested parking lot, the driver looking like he’s going to kill someone. For all I know, he might.

      That’s another question I really want answered: where did my parents find Bear Bones? From a website for retired assassins and soldiers? It wouldn’t surprise me in the least, not anymore. The question’s not high up on the priority list, but I am curious. Because it turns out my driver isn’t just a driver. He’s a bodyguard. For me. Because apparently I need guarding.

      Mr. Bones steers the Prado up close to the curb. He doesn’t look at us. He’s too busy studying the parking lot, analyzing it for potential threats. “Get in.”

      Jay clambers in first. “Good to see you, too, Mr. Bones. How was your day, Mr. Bones? Mine was awesome, thanks for askin’. You know what else is awesome? Sentences with more than five words in them. Am I right?”

      Kezia coughs back a laugh and climbs into the backseat.

      None of us are allowed to sit in the front. It’s for our protection. Mr. Bones is convinced we’re in constant danger, even when we’re in a school parking lot. What if someone tosses a hand grenade or a rocket at the windshield? I think it’s more likely someone will throw a banana peel or verbal insult at us, and I’m perfectly safe in the front seat.

      But Mr. Bones doesn’t negotiate with teenagers.

      I’m about to climb in when my phone bings. I’m tempted to fish it out, but it can wait. My driver can’t.

      “Seatbelts,” Mr. Bones snaps.

      “Dude—” Jay begins.

      Mr. Bones swivels ever so slightly, leaning a thick, beefy arm across the headrest. “Mr. Bones to you.”

      Jay gulps. “Right. Mr. Bones. You tell us every time we get in here. We know the drill, dude… I mean, Mr. Bones. We’re not gonna forget to put on a seatbelt. Ruhi, on the other hand? You gotta remind her every single time. She’s six, so what do you expect? But we’re almost fifteen now.”

      “I’m sixteen,” Kezia mutters.

      “Like I was sayin’, Trev and me are almost fifteen. We’re not gonna forget.”

      Mr. Bones doesn’t move, just stares at Jay with laser beam intensity. “Seatbelts. Now.” He waits until all of us put on our seatbelts, ignoring a car honking behind us. He then turns around and drives through the parking lot and out of the international school’s main gate.

      “Seriously. Dude’s got issues,” Jay whispers.

      “You’re correct,” Mr. Bones says. “Three teens. Three issues.”

      “And better hearin’ than I thought,” Jay says, lowering his voice.

      My phone bings again. It’s a text message. My chest seizes up when I see who it’s from.

      “You okay, Trev?” Jay asks.

      “Sure,” I say. My throat’s dry and raspy.

      “So cool. So I was thinkin’. Tonight. Let’s binge-watch Dr. Who.”

      “Sure. Sounds good.” My eyes track across the text. It’s from Quinn.

      You’ve passed your test. It’s them or us. Make your choice, or we’ll make it for you.
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      I’M STILL PONDERING QUINN’S MESSAGE when Jay shouts, “Dude, there’s a robot on your lawn.”

      I blink and look around. We’re cruising along a small street inside Forest View, the gated community where Jay and I live. We’ve passed Jay’s house and are now parked in front of mine. Kezia lives at my place during the school week.

      What did Quinn mean, they’ll make the choice for me? Another threat?

      “Dude, you listenin’? When did you get a robot? So cool.”

      My head swivels slowly to face Jay. “What?”

      Kezia’s already standing outside of the Prado. Jay’s scrambling to join her.

      Mr. Bones yanks up the hand brake. “It’s not a robot.”

      “Whatcha call that if it’s not a robot?” Jay asks.

      I squint against the glare bouncing off the windshield, trying to make sense of the clunky, metallic box squatting in front of my house. “What is that thing?”

      “A robot. Told you already.” Jay trots up the path to the device blocking the way to the front door.

      “Mr. Bones?” I ask as I follow him.

      “Autonomous Security Kit.” Mr. Bones says it like I should already know what it is, and why it’s there.

      “So cool.” Jay turns to wave at me to come. “Check it out, Trev. What can it do?”

      Mr. Bones stalks toward Jay and knocks his hand away. “Don’t touch.”

      “Come on,” Jay complains. “You’re not gonna tell me to look with my eyes, not with my hands, are you? ‘Cause that⁠—”

      “Good idea.”

      “But that’s more than five words,” Jay says. “So you’ll never tell me that.”

      Mr. Bones gives Jay a look that could raise the dead and send them running away in fear for their lives.

      “Do my parents know about this?” I ask.

      “I used the security budget,” Mr. Bones says.

      “You get a security budget?” Jay asks.

      “Apparently.” I clear my throat. “But do my parents know they have a robot parked in front of their door?”

      “Autonomous Security Kit,” Mr. Bones bites off each word. “Not a robot.”

      Jay skips to the side of the vaguely humanoid metallic block and stands on his tiptoes to stare at the top of the robot’s head. “Kinda looks like R2-D2, but fatter and more limbs. I’m gonna ask my parents for a security budget. Then I’ll get my own robot.”

      Mr. Bones presses the Prado’s key fob with more pressure than necessary. “Autonomous Security Kit.”

      “Whatever, dude. Looks like a robot. So it’s a robot.” Jay turns to me and jabs a thumb over his shoulder. “What’s up with the driver?”

      “You mean more than usual?”

      “Yeah.

      “Don’t touch,” Mr. Bones huffs.

      I don’t know why he bothered to say that, because of course that’s the first thing Jay does. He knocks his knuckles against the top of the robot security kit thing.

      “Hey, Trev,” Jay says. “Check out this panel⁠—”

      Two lights blink on. They approximate eyes, except they glow neon blue. “Intruder alert.”

      “So cool. It talks.” Jay rubs his hands. “What else does it do? Is that a probe comin’ out of it? Kinda looks like a taser.”

      “Intruder alert,” the robot repeats in a metallic voice. “Unidentified life form. Initiate defensive action.” A whir of gears punctuates the alert. The R2-D2 impersonator begins to elongate, its legs stretching. It keeps growing until a metallic thunk signals the end of its vertical movement.

      Jay tips back his head. The robot security something-or-other now towers over us, easily taller than Mr. Bones. It has two legs and a stubby tail. Its two arms are bulky and have appendages shaped like crab claws. Really sharp, nasty claws.

      “Launch security protocol 11F,” it intones and takes a lumbering step toward Jay.

      “Help.” Jay stumbles into me. “It’s gonna eat me.”

      “It’s not going to eat anything,” I say. “It’s a robot security kit. Someone’s programmed it to say scary things, that’s all.”

      Jay trembles. “It’s working. I’m scared.”

      The robot’s heavy feet thud against the path. “Intruder, prepare to be eliminated.”

      “Mr. Bones, you’re insane,” Jay yelps.

      Mr. Bones snorts. “Told you not to touch.”

      I start dragging Jay and Kezia toward the Prado.

      “Can’t you get into its circuitry?” Kezia asks.

      “Um…”

      Blue light flashes across my face as the robot’s eyes scan me. “Unidentified life form. Intruder alert. Initiate defensive action.”

      “I live here.”

      The eyes shift from blue to murderous red. “Command not recognized. Launch security protocol⁠—”

      “Stand down,” Mr. Bones orders. “End test mode.”

      The red fades to blue. The robot’s legs fold in an awkward way, and it sinks until the top of its shiny head is only as high as my waist.

      Jay is shaking so hard, his teeth chatter. More impressively, he doesn’t speak. He turns around, eyes wide, mouth gaping open. No words come out.

      “I’m not going to ask if you’re okay,” I say and place a hand on his shoulder. “But I want to assure you that you’re still breathing and in one piece.”

      Jay snaps his mouth shut. “Not. Funny.”

      Kezia huffs a laugh. “It really was.”

      I turn to Mr. Bones. “That thing could’ve hurt us.”

      “No. It was in test mode.”

      “Test mode?”

      Mr. Bones pulls a cigar out of his breast pocket. It’s a new habit. Or maybe he’s restarted an old one. He only smokes when doing patrols outside. The patrols are becoming more frequent, as are the times I find cigar stubs in the trash.

      “Really?” I wait for him to explain, which he doesn’t. “What happens when it’s not in test mode?”

      Mr. Bones lights up the cigar, inhales deeply, his eyes half-lidded. He tips his head back and blows skyward. “Death to intruders.”

      Jay whimpers.

      “Death…” I wipe my mouth, wondering — not for the first time — if Mr. Bones is mentally stable enough to be my driver. Or to operate a lethal robot.

      Stupid question. Of course he’s not.

      “We don’t need a killer robot,” I say.

      “We need it,” Mr. Bones replies around a puff of smoke.

      “Forest View is safe,” I argue. “It’s kind of the point of a gated community. Two security companies patrol it. Four guards at the gate. Two supervisors monitoring the surveillance cameras⁠—”

      “He’s crazy,” Jay mumbles.

      Mr. Bones studies his cigar. “Stand in a line. Cayenne, scan their bio-data.”

      “Cayenne?” I repeat.

      Jay snorts. “You named the robot⁠—”

      “Autonomous Security Kit,” Mr. Bones says.

      “You’re callin’ it Cayenne?” Jay starts to laugh, a braying sound with a jagged edge of hysteria. “Isn’t that a character in The Vampire Babysitters? Dude. Seriously?”

      “At least he didn’t name it after that demon character, Slash,” Kezia says.

      Mr. Bones’ nostrils flare. Smoke snorts down, curls around his beard, and drifts up in a cloudy halo. “Line up. Now. Code Finch home.”

      “What’s code Finch home supposed to mean?” Jay asks.

      “Cayenne knows this is home,” Mr. Bones says.

      “So?”

      “It’ll guard its home.”

      The robot’s eyes sparkle back to life. Neon blue, icy and inhuman. “Code Finch home accepted. Prepare for registration. Submit new bio-data sources.”

      “You sure my parents know about this?” I ask.

      Mr. Bones puffs on the cigar rapidly several times.

      “Right. I didn’t think so.” I eye Cayenne. “What if they arrive, and you’re not around to stop this thing from doing whatever it does to strangers?”

      “Cayenne has their bio-data,” Mr. Bones explains with zero enthusiasm. “It obeys the Finch family.”

      Jay elbows me. “It’s not gonna use that probe to… you know. Probe us. Is it?”

      “Let’s get this over with,” Kezia says.

      At least Cayenne is efficient. It scans our retinas, facial features, fingerprints, and possibly the inside of our nostrils. Once we’re registered in its system, it trundles off the path and lets us pass.

      “Freaky,” Jay wheezes. “Crazy, freaky, worse than my sisters⁠—”

      Kezia pats Jay on the back. “There, there. Let’s get you a glass of milk, and you’ll be fine.”

      “Don’t lie to me, dudette. Nothin’ about this situation is fine.”

      I glance back at the robot. Its head swivels 180 degrees to watch me. It gives me an unblinking, cold stare.

      I shiver. “Hey Jay, can you read its circuits?”

      “Don’t,” Mr. Bones orders and stubs out his cigar in a flower pot.

      As soon as we’re all inside, I sag against the door. “You don’t think that robot⁠—”

      “Autonomous Security Kit,” Mr. Bones grumbles as he heads for the kitchen.

      “It doesn’t have X-ray vision?” I ask.

      “Like it’s not creepy enough already,” Jay says. His hands are still trembling as he tries to pour

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/image-3-lost-memory.jpg
3 oo
TREVOR FINCH
& THE LOST MEMORY

VERED EHSANI '
SO

N,





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Chapter 15
      


      		
        Chapter 16
      


      		
        Chapter 17
      


      		
        Chapter 18
      


      		
        Chapter 19
      


      		
        Chapter 20
      


      		
        Chapter 21
      


      		
        Chapter 22
      


      		
        Chapter 23
      


      		
        Chapter 24
      


      		
        Chapter 25
      


      		
        Chapter 26
      


      		
        Chapter 27
      


      		
        Chapter 28
      


      		
        Chapter 29
      


      		
        Chapter 30
      


      		
        Chapter 31
      


      		
        Chapter 32
      


      		
        Chapter 33
      


      		
        Chapter 34
      


      		
        Chapter 35
      


      		
        Chapter 36
      


      		
        The Adventure Continues
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


