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Chapter One

 


I pulled the sheet down Reinaldo’s naked
right hip, trying hard not to peek at what lay beyond. Why
did he have to be so damn hot? Hey, I was a typical
seventeen year-old guy, raging hormones and all that jazz. With one
big difference.

I had orders to terminate.

Reinaldo lay sprawled beside me on the
king-sized bed in our Parisian hotel suite, looking like the statue
of David in a centerfold spread: jet-black curly hair, Roman nose,
angular jaw, the chiseled body of a college gymnast. His biceps
bulged, as did his pecs, which were lightly coated with hair that
tapered into a trail leading down ridges of sculpted abs, past his
pelvis, before disappearing into the tent under the sheets. As far
as what was hidden, let’s just say all that rigorous exercise
hadn’t stunted his growth.

He was the first guy to tell me he loved me.
And now he’d be the first guy I had to kill. The quintessential
love-hate relationship. If there’s one thing I’d learned ever since
my brother Phillipe’s supernatural disappearance, it was that love
had no business in the world of occult espionage.

Opening your heart was akin to opening your
wrists.

I shifted closer, my face inches from his
pelvis. Moving in, I smelled the freshly laundered linen, mixed
with Reinaldo’s own musky athletic scent. I blinked my eyes three
times, activating the infrared contact lenses I’d slipped on
earlier, while Reinaldo’d slipped out of his clothes, after
drinking the potion I’d slipped in his wine. Talk about a slippery
slope.

He didn’t look quite as sexy bathed in a
green glow, more like Michelangelo’s boy with a serious case of
gangrene. But the only part of Reinaldo’s body that truly mattered
was the part no longer hidden by the sheet. The part that throbbed
underneath the gaze of my infrared lenses.

It was there, on his inner right thigh. The
birthmark. My intel had been correct.

It was so tiny I might not have ever seen
it, even if we’d done the deed.

What was it? Right?—no, left
to zoom in. I blinked my left eye a few times enlarging the image.
It was a symbol. A dragon inside a pyramid, its base parallel to
another pyramid base facing the opposite direction and encasing
some type of demon. Both of these were housed within a larger
triangle.

I squinted, flexing my brows. Snap! Snap!
Snap! The photographic evidence of the mark uploaded via the
lenses’ transmitter. These shades rocked. I’d have to give props to
Felanie—if I made it out of this.

I glanced back up at Reinaldo’s face. He
looked so peaceful lying there, completely unaware he’d been duped.
For a split second I almost felt sorry for him. Keywords
split and almost. He’d more than duped me by
pretending to be my boyfriend, until I’d found out he was a member
of a sorcerist cell. Even so, the concept of terminating him
sounded clinical and abstract when discussed in a cold, sterile
briefing room, especially when I’d prepared months in advance, both
physically and mentally, convincing myself it was for the greater
good. With the target warm and curled up against me like a helpless
pup, termination seemed more like murder. Orders be damned. Better
to drug him and see if I could find it first before going down
that road.

I maneuvered my body across his sleeping
form. When our skin touched, I broke out into goose flesh.

Reinaldo stirred slightly.

I held my breath, tensing every muscle.

Then he stretched a sculpted bicep over his
head, not a care in the world.

My heart down-shifted.

I reached over the side of the bed, past the
ornately carved nightstand, and carefully rummaged through the pile
of clothes Prince Charming had deposited on the lush, wine-colored
rug. One black V-neck T-shirt with no pockets, the better to show
off his massive chest. Skin-tight jeans that hugged his thick
thighs and narrow waist contained nothing but empty pockets. A pair
of size twelve flip-flops. Not much else.

I’d already performed a sweep of the room.
He had to have it on him.

Wait a minute. The big silver belt buckle.
Trendy. A good place for hiding a top-secret micro-chip
embedded with an encryption key … stylish. I snatched it up,
the metal feeling cold, even in my icy hands.

I examined the buckle, a very butch affair,
complete with some type of horned steer. At first I’d thought
Reinaldo’d been going for a metrosexual country western look. But
the horns reminded me of the ones on that birthmark nestled against
his loins.

My fingers explored the buckle’s surface, my
thumbs pressing against every ridge. Nada. I’d have to improvise.
Following my instincts, I pricked my thumb on the prong. A small
trickle of blood bubbled forth. Kind of unconventional for
espionage, I know, but it’s not like I worked for the CIA. As a
matter of fact, I doubted even the CIA knew about us, that’s how
high we were on the secret ladder. The Department of
Unexplained Supernatural Terrorism. DUST. Saving the unsuspecting
world from the criminal forces of the supernatural and the occult,
one phenomenon at a time.

I smeared the blood on the buckle’s surface,
hoping the “offering” would activate the trigger point.
Voila! The surface snapped open, revealing the microchip
lying in the buckle’s womb. It amazed me the clout virgin blood
carried in the occult world. Yes, technically, I was still a
virgin, though hardly the poster boy for innocence at the
moment.

I sat up, carefully removed the dime
sized-chip, and slipped it into the hidden slot in the waistband of
my tighty-whities. Then I replaced the buckle’s face and dropped
the pants back into the pile, just as the light came on. Two
powerful arms encircled me from behind.

Had it not been for my rigorous training at
the Farm, I would have panicked and tried to break free. But I
waited a few seconds, despite the hammering in my chest. It was all
about improvisation and adaptability in this business.

The beginnings of a five o’clock shadow
grazed my neck, making me shiver. Then the tingling of soft, wet
lips, slowly kissed and sucked their way up my jugular.

It wasn’t possible. The
drug-in-the-wine-routine should have knocked any human out for
hours. He’d awakened in only twenty-minutes, no worse for wear,
judging by the level of excitement pressing against me.

“Watcha doing, sexy?” Reinaldo purred into
my ear, his big hands squeezing my chest.

Great. I’d lost my advantage. I had to get
the chip out of here and back to headquarters, like
yesterday. Hopefully Reinaldo wasn’t already on to me,
instead of into me.

“Hey there, sleepy-head,” I whispered,
stifling a groan. Nothing like pillow talk with a lethal
assassin.

His fingers traced the outline of my chest
muscles, making their way down the ridges of my stomach, coming to
rest on my waistband, just inches from the chip. A little too close
for comfort, considering the lives at stake.

Reinaldo nuzzled my cheeks, his lips
searching for my own. “You seem a little tense, Daguerre. I can
take care of that.”

His mouth found mine, warm lips pressed
against my own, gently prying them open, his tongue searching and
finding mine.

Nice. Making out with an agent of darkness,
who, from what his dossier revealed, would probably skin me alive,
literally, if he knew what I’d done.

Eager to get Reinaldo’s hands away from my
underwear’s smaller prize, I maneuvered my body around to face him.
My hands clasped behind his neck, just in case an old-fashioned
strangulation was required. My thigh muscles wrapped around his
waist, the better to crack his ribs with. Mmm. I had to admit,
despite being a minion of evil, Reinaldo was a helluva kisser.

Our breathing became heavy. Reinaldo’s arms
gripped my back (searching for pressure points perhaps?). He pulled
me tight, our chests rubbing frantically against each other, his
with a light coat of hair, mine hairless, our bodies slick with
sweat. Before I knew what was happening, he’d rolled on top of
me.

Not good.

His mouth left mine, his tongue snaking its
way down my throat, covering my chest with kisses, sucking on each
nipple. I tensed up and brought my hand down toward his head, in
case I needed to pull him closer—and snap his neck.

“What do we have here?” he asked, his
voice deep, throaty, and breathless. He held up my finger, turning
those big brown eyes up to mine. I didn’t need the special lenses
to see the blood.

I was in deep shit now.

“I must have cut it on the headboard,” I
managed as casually as I could, hoping that the heat of the moment
would overshadow the utter ridiculousness of that statement.

He looked at me deep and hard. For a moment
I thought the jig was up. I tensed my muscles, ready for the
offensive. Then he cracked a smile, his eyelids drooping like a
mischievous imp.

“Don’t worry, babe. I’ll just kiss the boo
boo and make it all better.” Before I could protest, he kissed my
finger, his tongue delicately lapping the trickle of blood. He
started sucking, his eyes never leaving mine.

Definitely high up there on the kinko meter.
I’d seen him in the sunlight, so that ruled out vampirism. Besides,
after being placed in the spotlight by the string of lame ass
books, movies, and shows flooding pop culture some years back, real
vamps had slinked back into the closet out of sheer embarrassment.
But I’d learned in my brief, yet colorful, stint as an agent in the
supernatural spy biz, our fanged brethren weren’t the only
creatures who appreciated plasma treats. Whatever he was, it
didn’t matter. I had the chip.

“Reinaldo,” I whispered, slipping my finger
from his slurping mouth, “let me put something on that.” Before I
get an infection from whatever vile germs you’re carrying in your
putrid insides. I caressed his cheek lovingly, contemplating the
joys of quarantine.

He ran his fingers through my hair. “I don’t
care, Daguerre. I want you so bad,” he crooned, holding on to my
hand as I moved off the bed. “I’ve waited such a long time.”

“Me, too.” Which wasn’t entirely a lie. I’d
been waiting a long time to nail his ass, albeit not in the way he
was thinking. “I’ll be right back, handsome.” I gave him my most
sultry wink and strolled into the sitting room, gently shutting the
door behind me.

I hurried past the fireplace, my bare feet
cold against the marble floor. Reaching the desk, I hit a button
underneath it. A panel slid open on its surface and a glowing
sphere, the size of a softball, rose into the air about a foot
above the opening. A telepathic communicator. DUST’s version of
wireless, untraceable communication. They’d planted it in the room
before we’d checked in. I held my palm over the sphere to establish
a link. I felt the familiar vibration as my DNA was scanned and the
neural pathways in my brain were connected to the system via a
psychic server. Can you hear me now, indeed.

Greek Avenger reporting in. I’ve acquired
the package. Repeat. I’ve acquired the package. The mark is still
active. Preparing to neutralize. Requesting back—

The globe went dark and fell into its
slot.

Shit. Psychic communicators didn’t
drop calls. Unless—

I ripped open the desk drawer to pull out my
weapon.

Click.

Too late.

“Find a bandaid, sexy?” came Reinaldo’s
familiar voice from behind me.

I thought about going for the gun anyway.
But he’d blow a hole in me first.

“Hands up, and turn around slowly,” said
Reinaldo. The smooth talking, lustful rasp was gone. He meant
business now.

I followed his instructions and turned to
face him. There he stood, barely clad in underwear. Except the only
thing pointing at me now was his Glock.

“Let’s get this over with,” I said. It’s not
like I had a death wish or anything. But I’d learned to look the
Reaper in the eye to see who’d blink first.

Besides, I knew Reinaldo would kill me no
matter what I said. And I wasn’t about to give the asshole the
satisfaction of begging for my life, not after the crimes he’d
committed. And the way he’d screwed with my heart.

Reinaldo smirked. “First things first. Who
do you work for?”

I allowed myself to chuckle. “You really
think I’m going to give that up? After all, Reinaldo, you of all
people should know by now that I don’t give things up very
easily.”

Now it was his turn to laugh. “If you’re
referring to your virtue, that’s about as worthless a
commodity as one can possess.”

Oh no, he didn’t. I guess we were entering
the vicious bitch banter portion of the fight. “Go to hell,” I
muttered.

“All the time.” He chuckled, moving closer.
“I’m curious, Dagger. Or do you prefer Agent Beaumont?” He
grinned. “Just when did you begin to suspect me? After you fell in
love with me, or was it after I killed your partner? Connor,
was it?”

My whole body trembled. Connor and I had
been recruited at the same time. And this bastard had
murdered him. No, not murdered. Butchered. I’d been
naïve enough to show Reinaldo mercy. I wouldn’t make that mistake
again.

He cocked the gun. “You work for DUST, don’t
you?” he hissed.

I held my ground. I’d take my secrets to the grave.
My right foot brushed against the marble pedestal next to the desk,
supporting a sculpted bust of Napolean at eye level. Ever so
slightly, I gripped the edge of the base between my big toe and my
second one.

“Very well, Dagger. Hand over the chip.
Now.” He took a few steps closer, still pointing the weapon
at me.

Good. Come closer, bitch.

He pressed the gun to my temple. “Have it
your way, lover. Now you die.”

“Wait, I’ll give it to you,” I stalled. If
he killed me now, he’d get the chip anyway. I reached for the
waistband of my briefs.

“Hold it. I’ll do that.” He gripped the
elastic band, his thick fingers slipping in way past the waistline,
brushing against me. “After I divest you of the chip, I may just
have to rip these off and teach you a lesson, before I kill you, of
course,” he sneered.

Enough of this shit. I shoved the
pedestal with my foot. Napolean came crashing down on Reinaldo,
going all Waterloo on his face. I dove behind the divan, the sound
of bullets screaming through the room, one grazing my left ear.

Reinaldo sailed over the sofa to finish me
off, but I was ready for him, hoisting an armchair and shoving its
legs into his groin. Another stray shot rang out. He’d dropped the
gun. Before he could recover, I charged him. The Eiffel Tower was a
sparkling blur as we crashed through the balcony doors and onto the
terrace.

My head throbbed. The City of Lights dimmed
fast. Reinaldo sat on the floor, covered in glass shards and
streaks of blood, probably mirroring what I looked like. But he was
smiling. Smiling at the small object in his hand, glistening in the
moonlight.

I looked down. My underwear was in tatters.
The chip had been ripped from the waistband. Reinaldo rose to his
feet, wobbly, but steady. And he was changing.

His muscular lats flared like a cobra’s
head, his skin assuming a reptilian texture. He was a Morpher, the
one piece of data missing from his file. No wonder he was so good
at going undercover. He could assume an array of identities,
including that of a hot college frat boy. And to think we’d
almost—fuggeda ‘bout it.

Direct exposure to the moonlight powered a
Morpher’s change. If he completed the transformation, I would be
powerless to stop him.

And he had the chip.

He faced me, drool oozing from contorted
lips, parted to reveal a forked tongue. Two pointy protrusions
burst from his skull. “Now you had to go and get me all horny, you
teasssse.”

“Uh, just so we’re clear, Reinaldo. I
dumped you.”

He lunged at me, fangs bared.

I grabbed the closest thing. A long, jagged
shard of glass. Before he knew what was happening, I jammed it
through his ever-thickening neck. His crimson serpent’s eyes blazed
with surprise and rage.

Blood, too dark and thick to be human,
poured out of the wound. Reinaldo staggered backward, pawing at the
glass lodged in his throat, before collapsing in a convulsing heap,
until he twitched no more.

That was for Connor.

I walked over and scooped up the chip where
he’d dropped it. Safe and sound at last.

Navigating through the sea of shards, I went back
inside and reactivated the communicator.

Base Ops, this is the Greek Avenger. The
package has been acquired. Target neutralized. I need a medic and a
cleanup crew stat.

A green glow indicated the message was
received. The poltergeist team materialized in a few minutes,
scurrying about like three Tasmanian devils, wisps of smoke on
speed, cleaning up the mess so as not to freak out the clueless
humans. One of them was healer-rated, applying a stinging yellow
salve to the back of my head and my battered body. In this line of
work, even the dead made good recruits.

I was exhausted. It was almost three a.m. My
summer was definitely over.

Within thirty minutes, I was relatively
cleaned up, dressed, packed, and on St. Michel, where I caught the
Metro to Charles de Gaulle Airport. I boarded the private jet
waiting to whisk me back to Miami, and my next exhilarating
ordeal:

The first day of senior year.


Chapter Two

 


Despite my jet lag, I sprinted across my
dorm room’s parking lot, tearing through the morning mist shrouding
the Spanish-style compound that was Montefuego Academy. Tentacles
of ivy slithered across the façade like varicose veins. With its
dark, arched windows, and moss-covered turrets, it resembled an
inquisitorial castle.

Then again it was a boarding
school.

Rumor had it our fine educational
institution had, in fact, been an actual institution, as in
mental, which didn’t surprise me, considering the amount of
brainwashing that went on here.

Now it was considered a magnet school,
attracting more than just the mostly affluent artsy Miami Beach
crowd. Yep, we’d set a new bar in cultural diversity all right,
ranging from Multi-Ethnic-Americans to Deceased-Americans. You see,
Montefuego was officially haunted, though students and faculty
alike attributed the fleeting shadows, flickering lights, and
strange creaking noises to heat exhaustion, hangovers, and job
stress.

I knew better.

Dashing up the steps and into Montefuego’s
maw, I glanced at my cell for the umpteenth time since leaving
Paris. Nothing. Surely, they’d analyzed the chip by now?

“How’s it hanging, Officer Vega?” I nodded
at the tubby, middle-aged security guard sitting sentry just
inside.

Before he could answer, I pressed a button
on my backpack’s strap, activating the Perception Distorter. A warm
wave of energy radiated outward and cloaked my gear from the metal
detectors. I couldn’t risk eight hours without any hardware.

“Hmmph,” Vega grunted, holding up an
unenthusiastic hand, never tearing his eyes off his magazine.
Probably Penthouse.

“Have a good one.” I sailed past his
checkpoint, smiling.

The halls were jam-packed with students,
bustling about like ants, recapping each others’ summers and
comparing course schedules. I exchanged a few “hi’s,” “sups,” and
“yo’s” as I wound my way through the throng to the second floor,
where I found my locker.

Movement down my row caught my eye. This
tall lanky dude, maybe four or five inches taller than my own six
feet, stood hunched over his open locker. I’d definitely never seen
him around before. Damn, he was gorgeous. He made
pre-reptilian Reinaldo seem almost homely.

Strangers, even hot ones, made me
nervous. I whipped out my cell and pretended to check
messages, discretely aiming the phone’s scanner at Lanky. I punched
in a code, activating the Facial Recognition Software. Hundreds of
records, representing the entire student body and faculty, whizzed
past the screen, searching for a match. The montage disappeared,
and the screen flashed a message:

Identity unknown.

Maybe Lanky was just new and not in my
database. But why hadn’t I seen him move into the dorms? Stop. I
was getting too paranoid. It was the chip. I shoved the phone in my
pocket and studied him. My suspicions weren’t the only thing
aroused.

He had longish dark hair, which shone like
silk. His profile belonged on an ancient Greek coin, very
dignified, with high cheekbones, a rugged jaw complete with chin
cleft, and a long refined nose. Striking dark eyebrows framed steel
gray eyes. His skin looked real smooth and unblemished, though a
little on the pale side. Definitely not a native. A cobalt-blue,
short-sleeved button-down hugged Lanky’s chest and arms. Denim
jeans clung to him, accentuating his firm, round butt, the gravy in
an already delicious meal. I pried my gaze from his backside to
find him looking right at me.

Awkward.

“Hey there.” I smiled and nodded, securing
my lock.

He glanced at me, gave me a look like he
didn’t understand what I’d just said, and turned back to his
locker.

Either he’s shy, stuck-up, not interested,
doesn’t speak English, or any combination thereof.

I was about to walk over and find out, when
an icy-cold wave of air hit me in the face. My attention shifted
from Lanky to the overhead fluorescents, which flickered and
dimmed, casting distorted shadows down the now deserted corridors
on either side.

Shadows of a horned silhouette, astride the
shape of a fanged beast.

Reinaldo’s birthmark.

The chill dissipated. The light resumed its
steady burn, wiping the shadows from the walls. Montefuego was
definitely trying to tell me something

I turned back to Lanky. He was gone. Probably to
first period where I should be. Whatever. I wasn’t sure if I
felt relieved or disappointed. I hurried down a few doors to
Delacroix’s class, slinking inside.

Delacroix’s chair was still empty. I grabbed
a textbook off the pile on her desk. Everyone was shooting the
shit, taking advantage of the last few minutes before the bell
extinguished the festivities.

“Hey! Dag! Get your butt over here!”

Cassie.

I moved to the back of the room, slid into the desk
next to hers, and gave her a peck on the cheek. Even this early in
the morning, she managed to look smoking. Curly brown hair, almond
eyes, just the right touch of make-up to bring out the natural
highlights of her oval face, and clad in a barely legal skirt and
blouse combo that complimented her curves and long legs.

“I heard you were spotted talking to a
hot new guy.” She flashed her contagious, Hollywood-White
smile. “Are you steppin’ out on Reinaldo?”

Before I could deliver the DUST approved
version of Reinaldo’s departure, the classroom door flew open and
Marco strolled in, the third member of our Triumvirate. He looked
quite the Abercrombie & Fitch surfer boy, messy platinum hair
contrasting against sun-tanned skin. He hadn’t even bothered to
take off his sunglasses.

“Marco!” I avoided Cassie’s question, waving
him over.

“Hey Guys. What’s up?” He shuffled over,
scooted his desk in closer to us with his butt, and plopped
down.

“Dag was just about to spill about
Reinaldo,” Cassie answered.

“Oh. Him.” Marco wrinkled his
nose.

I shrugged. “There’s really not much to
tell. We’re history. He turned out to be a real snake.”

Cassie exhaled a long breath. “Oh, thank
God. I’ve been telling you for months he wasn’t good enough for
you.”

Marco placed his hand on my knee and
squeezed. “Are you okay?”

I smiled and patted his hand. It was
Cassie’s theory that Marco had developed a crush on me, but I
didn’t want to go there. Friendship was much more durable than
romance. I needed something solid to hang onto in the midst of all
the craziness. Marco and Cassie were my lifeline. Without them, I
was lost.

“I’ll be fine, Marco. Thanks.” I gave his
hand one final squeeze, using the opportunity to return it to his
lap.

It killed me I couldn’t tell them the truth
about Reinaldo. But my life in the agency was off-limits, both for
my sake, as well as theirs.

“So what’s the deal with the new guy?”
Cassie prodded, already moving on.

Marco peeked over the rims of his Hugo Boss’s. “You
mean the guy Dagger was sexually harassing by the lockers?”

I rolled my eyes. “Great. Is there
anyone who doesn’t know about that?”

“No!” came a collective answer from the
class. Despite DUST’s sophisticated spy and surveillance ware, it
had nothing on the Montefuego student body’s grapevine.

I lowered my voice. “You should have seen him. He
looked every inch the dysfunctional bad boy. Just my type.”

Marco frowned. “Puleeze. You need a
man, not a project.”

“I think he might be some kind of exchange
student. Not sure he speaks English.”

“I kinda met someone, too,” Cassie
cooed. “When I was leaving the beach yesterday. We didn’t really
get to hang much, but he was a total hottie, let me tell
you. Buenisimo.” She sighed. “But of course, he doesn’t live
here.”

I chuckled and bumped Marco’s shoulder.
“Tell me more. Tell me more—”

“— Like does he have a car?” he
finished.

She laughed, slapping my arm.
“Pendejos. I say we forget men, have a little fun, and
chill. This Friday night we do South Beach.”

Marco shook his head. “Not sure if I can. Gotta
work.” His hands gripped his laptop.

Cassie’s eyes narrowed. “You’re not still hung up on
that conspiracy crap, are you?”

Conspiracy? My stomach twisted. I had enough of
those in my work life. “What’s the deal, Marco?” I did my best to
sound as casual as possible.

Cassie answered for him. “While you’ve been
honeymooning and divorcing, Marco’s been working on some top secret
bullshit exposé for the school paper.”

Marco got in her face. “It’s not bullshit,”
he whispered. “Something’s going on at this school. A huge
cover-up. Tampering with standardized tests—”

The bell shrilled, cutting him off. I was numb. If
Marco had somehow stumbled onto DUST’s test screening procedures …
Great. Something else to worry about.

The door creaked open.

Everyone scrambled to their seats like in
musical chairs.

Delacroix’ shadow preceded her into the
classroom. Short, olive-skinned, long dark braid. And she wasn’t
alone.

Lanky was right behind her.

Standing next to Delacroix, he looked like
an exotic giant, dwarfing her five-foot frame.

“That’s him,” I whispered to Marco
and Cassie. “The guy I saw at the lockers.”

“You mean the guy I met at the
beach.” Cassie whispered back, shooting me the I saw him
first look.

It was a testimony to the strength of our
friendship that I didn’t utter “Back off, bitch.”

Marco lowered the sunglasses down his nose
and scrutinized Lanky. “He’s all right, I guess.” He shot me a
look. “You can do much better.” He cleared his throat and
repositioned the glasses, flipping open his laptop.

Delacroix stood like a drill sergeant, feet
spread, and hands behind her back. “Welcome, everyone, to what I’m
sure will be yet another thrilling school year. We have a
new addition to our—” she scanned the room— “illustrious
student body. All the way from Juno, Alaska.” She motioned Lanky
forward. “I’ll let him introduce himself.”

“Hey Guys. Name’s Alexei Dimirov,” he said
in a sexy English baritone. “My father’s side of the family
is from Russia, but I grew up with my relatives in the UK.”

His announcement was greeted with a few
claps and mumbled greetings. Lanky, a.k.a. Alexei, grinned, his
dimples lighting up the room. That much cute had to be
illegal.

Delacroix went on. “I’m sure you’ll all make Mr.
Dimirov feel welcome.” She turned to him. “You can sit by—” her
eyes volleyed between the last two empty seats.

I didn’t need any more complications. I squeezed my
forehead. Other side of the room. Other side of the room.

“—Cassandra Reyes,” she finished, pointing at
Cassie.

Alexei nodded, his sparkling smile widening
as he strutted over and sat in the desk to Cassie’s left. “Hello
again.”

“Hey, stranger,” she replied, a little out
of breath. “I thought you said you were leaving?”

He put a hand on her shoulder. “I had a last
minute change of plans. I’ll tell you all about it during
break.”

She turned and blew me a subtle kiss before
returning to bask in her new neighbor.

I was sure the janitor was going to have to
mop up the drool.

“Very well then. Open your books,” Delacroix
commanded.

I checked my phone again. Still no messages.
Shit. Between the chip, Marco’s conspiracy theory, and
getting cock-blocked by Cassie, I was trippin’.

I glanced past Cassie at Alexei. His
wolf-gray eyes were trained on me like a predator. His lips glowed
moist. Caught in those eyes, I found myself in awe of his
intensity.

He winked at me (or was it at Cassie?), and
turned his attention to his textbook. My nerves tingled. Actually,
it was the vibrating of my cell.

I whipped it out, scanning the text
message.

Chip analysis complete. Code Red. Briefing STAT.

Code red. Hell. Alexei would have to
wait.

I raised my hand.

“Yes, Mr. Beaumont?” Delacroix asked.

“I need … I’m not … feeling well. I
need to go to the clinic.”

Cassie and Marco looked at me, their
expressions twin sets of confusion.

Delacroix pursed her lips. “If it’s truly an
emergency, you may go.”

“It is.”

She nodded, marched to her desk, and wrote out a
hall pass while I gathered my stuff.

“What’s going on?” Marco whispered.

“I’ll explain later.” I nodded at him and
Cassie and strode past Alexei’s penetrating gaze to Delacroix, who
held out the pass as if she were serving a subpoena.

I practically tore it from her hand. She
grabbed my arm, gentle but firm. Her eyes softened. “Feel better.”
Despite her rep as a sarcastic bitch, she had moments of
coolness.

I left the room, rounded the corner, and
bolted down a long flight of steps leading to the basement and the
janitor’s closet. I touched the door. A thin red laser beam shot
into my forehead. The encephalogram authenticated brainwaves, which
were just as unique as fingerprints. There was a slight hum and a
green glow underneath the door.

Swoosh!

The door dematerialized and I stepped
inside the closet, totally not missing the irony. I was in a
stark antechamber, much larger than the space appeared from the
outside. The door rematerialized behind me.

I was bathed in emerald light













cover.jpg
EVERNIGHT
TeE!






tmp_d206ecb9b107b9f6740e97134b828868_GdfkcO_html_m208a84d6.jpg
EVERNIGHT

TEE





tmp_d206ecb9b107b9f6740e97134b828868_GdfkcO_html_m7f84e198.jpg





