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 Chapter One

Cody Laurel

 

HE COULDN’T TELL HOW long they’d been driving. It felt like a few hundred hours. Any way you looked at it, Cody was glad when they finally stopped. Despite the protests of cramped legs, he sprinted for the public restrooms. He was so full of piss his teeth were damned near floating, and he was going to explode if he waited too much longer.

The truck stop was a compromise. Hunter Harrison wanted to keep moving. In particular he wanted to get to Chicago and the address he had tucked in his jeans before anyone could warn the people they were after that they were coming. Cody sort of wanted that too, but what he really wanted was a place to sleep. It felt like forever since any of them had gotten any rest. Instead of living his normal life, Cody had run away from home, met up with the strangers he was now traveling with and discovered that he had a monster hiding away inside of his body. Then, just to keep things from getting boring, he’d  decided that continuing on the run with the rest of the kids in the same situation was a better idea than going home and facing his parents’ wrath. Not exactly the cozy nap he wanted to have. Now he was settling for a meal and more driving rather than much-needed sleep.

Instead of riding straight through the night or stopping at a hotel, they entered the Truckadero Truck Stop, which promised good eats and twenty showers. He wanted to eat and stretch his legs. Kyrie and Tina were both desperate for showers, and Gene wanted to sulk some more. He was doing a great job of pouting. Hunter wanted to drive. He kept looking over his shoulder like any second someone was going to come along and wreck everything.

Hunter. He was the one who had it the worst, maybe. He had to deal with Joe Bronx.

Just a few days ago, Cody’d had a real life, a normal life, like the rest of the people he was riding with—the ones Joe Bronx condescendingly called the Failures. A normal life. A dad, a mom and friends. Okay, the friends were geeky, but they still counted. He’d been daydreaming about adventures for as long as he could remember and now? Well, now he was having a hell of a time trying to figure out exactly what was happening. And while there was definitely some action and adventure going on, he wasn’t having a great time.

There was him and there were four other kids the same age, who were, maybe, just as screwed up as he was.

And then there were the others. The Others, the Hydes to their Jekylls.

Cody flushed and zipped and walked over toward the sinks. Somebody with a warped sense of humor had drawn a face on the mirror, and as Cody approached, his reflected face slid into the center of the crude picture. The result was a distortion of his features. His reflection looked almost like it had been swallowed by a bigger face. Normally he’d have thought it was a stupid picture, would have maybe even gotten a little chuckle out of the image—okay, very little, but still. Now? Now the image was unsettlingly close to what his life had become.

The Others. He didn’t know much about them. Whenever they showed up, he went away, swallowed by the other personality hiding inside of him. Hank. The other self inside of him chose the name Hank, and Cody doubted it was a coincidence. Hank Chadbourne was one of the class bullies back home. He’d kicked the crap out of Cody at least a dozen times. He was directly responsible for at least half the panic attacks that had left Cody a little on the neurotic side over the years. Hank Chadbourne was a monster, pure and simple. But he was a human monster.

And somewhere inside of Cody was another mind, but more than that there was another body, physically stronger, faster and tougher than Cody could hope to be. And when the time was right that other personality, Hank, liked to  come out and play.

Yeah. He was a load worse than Hank Chadbourne could ever be. Cody closed his eyes and felt his heart beat faster. Hank was inside of him, watching. He could feel him. Maybe it was that way for all of them, or maybe it wasn’t. He didn’t know for sure. If he focused hard on it, he could remember little bits and pieces of the things Hank had done. Hank was fearless. Cody was . . . not. Cody thought about maybe asking Amanda Summers out to a movie or something, someday. Nothing too big or too fancy, because she’d probably run screaming. Amanda was hot, killer legs, nice butt and one of the biggest racks at school. She was also one of the rare girls who would actually smile when she caught him looking her over. So, yeah, he figured he could ask her out someday. You know, after hell froze over. Until then there was too much of a chance that she’d laugh in his face or maybe sic Hank and Glenn Wagner on him to beat him to death. There were a million ways that actually talking to Amanda could result in humiliation or failure.

He could close his eyes and still feel Hank’s lips kissing a complete stranger, could feel Hank’s hands pulling the girl in closer as the kiss got steamier. He opened his eyes fast at that, because the last thing he needed was a stiffy to advertise to the girls he was traveling with. His reflection looked back at him and blushed.

“Yeah. Tina’d chew you up and spit out the bones,  dude.” He spoke solely to hear someone speak. He’d just finished talking to himself when Gene Rothstein came into the restroom with a wrinkled nose and a look on his face that said he’d maybe just swallowed a bug and it was still squirming.

Gene was another Failure. Gene was nice enough—average looking, if a bit tall—definitely in better shape than Cody. But that was hardly challenging since Cody had all the muscle tone of wet spaghetti. Dark hair and tanned complexion, Gene was the sort who was destined for middle management or just maybe a life as an accountant, if Cody had to guess. He liked Gene. Gene’s other half, well, that was a different story. If he thought about the kid’s counterpart, all he got was a mental image of a really, really pissed-off guy with longer, darker hair, a broad face and a serious need to cause pain to anything that got in his way. If he closed his eyes and thought about Gene, he could also tap into Hank’s perspective of Gene. Hank was pretty sure he could beat Gene’s counterpart into putty. Cody didn’t want to test that theory. Hank could be as brave as he wanted, but Cody had a serious allergy to pain.

“Did something die in here?” Gene waved his hand around, like it would maybe get rid of the smell of urine and flatulence.

“Dude, it’s like a locker room, only concentrated. Old pee and bad ventilation.” Cody smiled. Despite the fact that  Gene was kind of prissy, he was mostly okay.

Gene looked at him and pointed down to the right. “Out the door and that way to the showers.”

“Wasn’t planning on taking one.”

Gene looked him in the eye and shook his head. “You should. You smell like old gym socks.”

Cody started to open his mouth and say something, but Gene wasn’t done. “Listen. I’m doing you a favor. Neither of the girls we’ve been traveling with are the sort to say it, but we’re all driving in a car. They’re going to smell you and decide you disgust them. Clean up. It’ll wake you up, and you need to stop smelling so bad. Seriously.”

“Whatever.” Cody felt himself blushing and stormed out of the room. Maybe he didn’t like Gene so much after all. But despite his indignation, he headed for the showers.

Tina had given him some money. He used five dollars of it to purchase a shower, complete with travel-sized shampoo and soap. Gene was right about one thing. He didn’t want to smell like an unwashed teenager around Kyrie or Tina. They were almost willing to talk to him. Best not to let a chance like that slip past.

While he showered, he closed his eyes.

And felt Hank inside of him, waiting, biding his time.

He took no comfort from that notion.

 

Hunter Harrison 




 Chapter Two

HUNTER ATE VORACIOUSLY. He was hungry. Even when he wasn’t hungry, he wanted food. He blamed Joe for that. Months of living on canned crap was about enough to ruin his self-control when it came to real food, and much as he hadn’t wanted to stop driving, he had to admit the food at the restaurant was better than he’d expected. He’d finished his steak and was busily wiping his plate clean with a chunk of dinner roll.

The next booth over was occupied by two men who sat leaning toward each other and murmuring softly. They spoke so as not to be heard, but he heard them anyway. He could just make out that they were upset about the cost of fuel for their trucks. From beyond the grizzled men he saw Tina Carlotti heading in his direction, her wet hair pulled back in a tight ponytail and her eyes locked on the table. She was petite: a tiny, olive-skinned, dark-haired girl who looked twelve at the most. But she was fifteen, same as he  was. Probably had the same birth date, assuming that they were actually born. Hard to say. He didn’t know all of the details of being created in a genetics lab. Regardless, she had a lot in common with him.

Kyrie Meriwether was shadowing the shorter girl. She was also fifteen, but aside from that and being a girl, she had almost nothing in common with Tina. She was several inches taller and had fairer skin with blonde hair, green eyes, and a body that caught the eyes of almost every guy and probably a few of the girls too. Kyrie was in a different league, and even when she was trying to dress down, she stood out. She was currently wearing a T-shirt that did nothing to hide her assets and jeans that Hunter found himself envying—they were, after all, very close to her form.

Both of the men at the booth stopped talking about the unfortunate cost of gasoline and started murmuring about what they would like do with the two girls heading in their direction. They weren’t exactly loud, but they weren’t whispering either. Hunter had no doubt that Tina and Kyrie could hear them.

Hunter repressed a sudden flash of anger that came with hearing them. Even if he wanted to throw down with the two guys, they were easily a hundred pounds bigger than he was and they looked like they’d had more than their share of fights over the years. Sure, they were flabby, but something had to be holding all that fat up, right?

As she closed in on the table, Tina and fired a look at them that would have frozen boiling water. “Okay, first, that’s disgusting. Even if you weren’t both old enough to be my daddy, I wouldn’t even consider it. And neither would she. You’re both too fat and we ain’t that desperate. Go buy a hooker.”

Hunter barely suppressed a wild burst of laughter. He should have known he wouldn’t have to worry about protecting Tina. She was tough as nails.

The truckers looked less amused. Tina slid into the booth next to Hunter and never batted an eye as she reached for one of his fries. He resisted the urge to slap her hand away. He wasn’t all that hungry anymore, and even if he thought she was being was rude, he wasn’t about to piss her off.

Kyrie slid in across from them and smiled. She didn’t say anything, but Hunter didn’t much care. He could have stared at her for a week without getting bored.

Tina caught the waitress’s eye and gestured her over. “Need some food here. I’m gonna starve to death, I swear it.”

The truckers were still sitting at the next table. The one who was facing them looked at Tina and scowled. “You need something to plug that mouth.” Hunter couldn’t tell if he was flirting or just being a weenie. “Or you could just learn to keep it shut.”

Tina bristled. “Yeah? You could maybe learn from your own example there, bubba. Keep that mouth of yours shut  and you could lose a few hundred pounds and have a chance with the ladies.”

Hunter swallowed and shook his head. “Don’t, Tina.”

“What?” She shot him a murderous look. “He started it. I don’t need Porky Pig over there or his good buddy saying anything to me or about me.”

Porky Pig slid out from the booth, heaving his substantial weight up and then yanking his jeans to where he wanted them. He was a big man, standing easily six feet tall, and Hunter was already imagining how badly the guy was going to beat him to death even before the trucker started heading in his direction.

“You need to teach your little girlfriend some manners, buddy.” The guy was looking right at him. “Before her mouth gets you beat to hell.”

Kyrie turned to look at the man coming their way, a worried expression on her pretty face. Tina was actually sliding her skinny body around until she was on her knees in the booth, and Hunter had a terrifying flash of insight. She had every intention of taking the guy on. His hand moved to grab the back of her pants at the belt level, and he shook his head. “No. Don’t you do it, Tina.”

“You got a problem with me, fat boy, you talk to me.” She was doing it, she was actually provoking the guy. Then, to Hunter: “I don’t need him fighting my fights.”

The saddest part was, she sounded absolutely serious.

“You shut your trap, girly.”

The waitress was heading for them, a worried look on her face. “Billy Ray, you need to calm down. Todd said he wasn’t gonna have you fighting with anyone else now, you hear me?”

Billy Ray. Of course Porky’s real name was Billy Ray. He looked like a Billy Ray.

“It’s all good. Billy Ray was just going to sit down like a gentleman and behave himself.” The rumbling voice came from behind the trucker before the man could say anything. Even if he’d wanted to get all chatty, the hand that clamped down on his shoulder and squeezed seemed to take most of the fight out of him. Hunter was looking right at him. He saw the wince of pain and the way the man’s knees almost buckled when the hand squeezed.

Big hand. Really big. Half a second later, he saw Hank’s face peering around from behind the trucker. Hank’s grin was pure piss and vinegar. There was no kindness in his expression.

Hank. Cody’s Other was out and in control. Hank was huge. He dwarfed the trucker, which meant he was exactly the right size to scare a black bear.

“Go ahead, Billy Ray. Sit down nice and calm and we’ll all pretend everything’s cool. I’m just here to have a nice meal with my little sister and her friends, and you’re just here to sit down and jaw with your friend.” Hank’s voice  was a low purr as he leaned over Billy Ray, letting the man see exactly how big he was.

Billy Ray looked at Hank, then looked at the waitress, then back at Tina, who was smiling toothily at him, then back again at Hank.

Finally he decided to sit down. Hank patted his back cheerily and slipped past him in the booth, sitting next to Kyrie, who looked even smaller in comparison to his hulking figure.

Hunter felt himself relax. He’d sort of expected Hank to break the man’s back, or maybe just flat-out kill him. He hadn’t actually, technically met this Other. Tina had. Gene had. Kyrie had. Joe Bronx had. But not Hunter. He’d been too busy being a monster himself when Hank showed up. He only recognized the brute as Cody’s Other because of the pictures the Others had taken of themselves so that the Failures would know who they were dealing with.

The waitress who had witnessed the entire thing nodded and started taking orders while Hunter looked over Hank and the two truckers behind him. Hank didn’t seem worried at all about turning his back on the two apes. Cody would have been sweating all over himself and maybe trying to find a way to squirm between Tina and Hunter on their side of the booth, but Hank was calm and cool and in control. Weird. He’d half expected someone with all the manners of the Tasmanian devil.

Hank looked him over, a small smile playing on his face. He only stopped staring to order his food. The clothes he was wearing were beginning to rip at the seams—which wasn’t surprising, really, since they’d been on Cody only a few minutes earlier. Cody was like the runt of the litter, but Hank? Hank was a brute any way you looked at it.

When Hank was done ordering, he leaned forward on the table and planted his elbows. He didn’t look at Hunter but directed his gaze toward Tina. “Anyone ever tell you to back up on the ’tude?”

Tina eyed him right back. “Like I’d listen.”

Hank let out a bark of laughter and leaned back. Then his eyes flickered over to Hunter again, taking his measure. He didn’t seem overly impressed with what he was seeing. On the other hand, at least he wasn’t getting angry. That seemed like a big plus.

“Where are we?” Hank’s question seemed casual. Maybe having Joe Bronx dictating his life had made Hunter paranoid, but he didn’t trust the relaxed demeanor. There had to be another agenda, didn’t there?

“Almost to Illinois,” Hunter replied.

“Cool.” Hank smiled and leaned forward again. The bruiser seemed to have too much energy to sit still. “So we can maybe say hello to Evelyn today? Or you think tomorrow?”

Evelyn Hope was the reason they were driving from Boston to Chicago. The woman in question was, if they  were right in what they’d learned, the reason that they existed in the first place. They were the genetic experiments that had gone wrong in the efforts to make perfect spies, assassins, or soldiers. He wasn’t really sure exactly which. They were the Failures. The ones that didn’t quite work out. They were supposed to be dead and instead they were, well, they were here, and they shared the same problem. There were two people in each body. It wasn’t working out very well. Evelyn Hope was just that, really: their last hope to fix the problem.

Hunter stared hard. It was difficult to deal with this. He’d never spoken to “Hank,” but the guy had information that almost nobody had. He was in on what Joe and the other counterparts were up to, and it was unsettling. More importantly, the Other had already spent private time with Joe Bronx a couple of days before, shortly after Joe, Hunter’s Other half, revealed to them that they were all connected. That was something most of them hadn’t done. The thought made Hunter nervous. Joe was his Other, true, but they’d never met face-to-face and he knew that his Hyde had been planning things on his own for a long time.

And yet, the massive figure sitting across from him was also Cody, who was short and skinny and bordered on mousy. Thinking about it made his head ache.

Tina rolled her eyes and elbowed Hunter in the rib cage. “You go to sleep over there? It’s rude not answering a  question.” She looked at Hank and answered for him before he could respond. “Hunter thinks we can get there today. We just need to eat and then we’re on the way again.”

Hank looked at her again, smile lines around his eyes. “You’re cute when you’re growling.”

Tina did the absolutely unexpected and blushed. Last thing he would have ever thought the girl even capable of. Hunter thought she basically ate nails, and here she was getting shy around the looming figure of Cody’s Other.

“I don’t know what to say to that.” Tina looked away, and Hank chuckled.

Gene came from the direction of the showers, which meant that all of them had finally gotten cleaned up and they could be on the road that much sooner. Gene was tall and lean and normally very reserved. All of this, of course, was really just first impressions—because they’d barely had a chance to get to know each other yet. Hunter got a good feeling off the kid, even if he thought Gene was a little on the fussy side. The guy looked at dirt like it was a personal insult to all he believed in. He doubted Gene had ever so much as made a mud pie.

Gene looked at Hank like he might be a sleeping pit bull; like there was a very strong chance the Other might suddenly leap at him.

Tina’s hip smacked against Hunter’s side. “Scoot. We gotta make room for Gene. No way he’s fitting in next to  Godzilla over there.”

Hank slowly smiled. “I always preferred King Kong.”

Tina looked Hank over. “Yeah, well, King Kong had more hair than you.”

Hunter shook his head even as he slid over. She really was fearless.

Gene sat next to Tina and crowded Hunter into the corner of the booth. Hunter felt his knee brush Kyrie’s and had to suppress a blush of his own. Damn, she was gorgeous.

For her part Kyrie kept looking at Hank, half dwarfed by the size of him as he sat next to her on the other side of the booth.

Hank leaned back and draped his arm over the back of the seat. He seemed oblivious to the look that the trucker behind him cast his way. Maybe he didn’t care. Maybe he didn’t need to care.

There were too many maybes. Hunter didn’t have the answers, not any more than the other people at the table did.

He observed while the whole group settled in and talked. Trying to think through the answers they’d gotten to the questions that had haunted him ever since he woke up five months earlier with amnesia.

He struggled with it. There were memories in his head that he could barely access, faces that should have meant something to him but had no connection to his world. He  closed his eyes and saw a woman’s face and thought she might be his mother, saw a man’s and guessed that perhaps he was seeing his father; there was a boy in his memories—younger than him—perhaps a little brother or a cousin. Or all of them could have been faces from a magazine ad for all he knew. There were no connections, only the feeling that they were somehow important.

Around him the others at the table started eating, chowing down on the food that the waitress brought for them, mostly massive burgers and heaping piles of fries, but Kyrie ordered a tomato stuffed with tuna salad and already looked like she was regretting not getting the larger meal. Both Hank and Tina had also ordered large bowls of chili that looked like they were at least half grease. Hunter had already eaten, and his head ached from driving down the road and staring so hard. He knew how to drive but had no idea how he’d learned. Maybe it was something that Joe Bronx had mastered and he was just getting the benefits without the training. He wasn’t sure how it worked. What he did know was that they were all going to be wearing baggy clothes from now on. He’d done some shopping while they were all showering, and before they left, he’d suggest they go back and change again. Instead of clothes like they’d all been traveling in, he’d picked up several sets of running pants and sweats. It was that or stretch the stuff they were wearing. Why Bronx had never made the switch  was one of those things he’d never know. That was the one of the problems with their situation: they were still new to all of this, and they were learning as they went along.

According to what Joe Bronx had said, he and the others were supposed to be soldiers, sleepers who could be trained in military combat and tactics so that their bigger, far stronger selves could go into battle with the full knowledge of how to fight. Did that work both ways? Or had somebody actually shown him how to drive on his own? The amnesia thing was getting old. He had no way to know, not yet. Not without finding answers from Evelyn Hope or someone else connected to his past.

But maybe Evelyn Hope would have answers. He had to believe it. His hand moved to his hip, touching the sheet of paper in his back pocket. There was an address on that paper. The address was where Evelyn Hope was supposed to be waiting. All they had to do was find her, and if it went the way they wanted, she would be able to answer their questions, to give them back their lives somehow.

He understood that he would never be free of Joe Bronx, not if what his Other had said was true. But maybe he could find out about his family, about the life he used to have. And maybe, somehow, he could get back to that life again.

Evelyn Hope was his last chance, he supposed. He dug the envelope out of his pocket and looked at it again. There was a return address. He read it silently and then read it  again aloud. “Josh Warburton.”

“Who?” Tina looked up from the bowl of chili she was attacking.

“Josh Warburton. He’s the one who wrote the letter to Evelyn Hope. He’s in Chicago too. If they work together, maybe he can help us get answers.”

Tina shrugged her response.

Gene nodded. “It’s a possibility. He might work in the same offices now, or maybe he at least knows about Janus and can tell us where we can find information if Evelyn Hope proves useless.”

“So how do we know they’ll help us, anyway?” Kyrie’s voice was small, but she looked directly at Hunter as she spoke.

Before he could answer, Hank spoke up. “We don’t know. It’s just all we have to work with right now.” He angled his body toward Kyrie. “When you don’t have anything to work with, you have to start sniffing for clues. Joe said this was all he had after years of looking, so we sort of have to try for this.”

Hunter tuned out the conversation, trying to remember anything at all from his past that might help them. He shook his head. He couldn’t go on this way. He had to escape from the endless transformations—and soon.

Evelyn Hope had to have the answers; that was all there was to it.

Around him the others were laughing at something Hank had said. Hunter hadn’t been listening closely enough to hear what it was, but he was glad the others were having fun. They all needed a little more laughter in their lives.




 Chapter Three

Evelyn Hope

 

EVELYN SAT IN HER office and tried to tell herself she wasn’t worried. The team was on the hunt and they were well trained. They had every advantage in weapons and equipment and they would surely have the element of surprise. That had to count too, didn’t it?

George was off doing whatever it was he did when he wasn’t in her office, and that left her with only her thoughts for company.

Subject Seven was alive. She was still having trouble accepting that. Her hand reached for the necklace around her neck, once again playing with the wedding ring and bronzed tooth that rested against her skin. Her dead husband’s wedding ring. Her first son’s tooth. Bobby’s tooth.

When Bobby first disappeared, he’d called her several times, and she’d always reacted the same way, sending out  a group to locate him and bring him back. He’d never been there to meet with those teams. She’d long since accepted that he was dead—but now, after all this time, maybe he was alive after all.

Her hand clenched the necklace tightly, and she squeezed her tokens until she could feel the sharp sting of the tooth trying to break her skin.

Her free hand rested next to her phone.

She needed to be able to answer at a moment’s notice. The Strike Team could call in and she wanted—needed—to know if they’d succeeded. The Strikers were good—fast and better trained than most standard-issue soldiers—but they were up against Subject Seven, and he had a history of violence that was unsettling.

She needed to know when they found Seven. Needed to know that the monster had been captured so that he could be brought back to her. She had given him clues, but there had been no contact as of yet. The Strikers were simply following the best route possible at this point.

He had so much to answer for.

The phone rang shrilly in her silent office, and she remained where she was, unflinching, until the third ring. There was no reason to be in a hurry and certainly no reason to let anyone know she was impatient for answers.

“Hello?”

It was Rafael. “We have them in sight.”

Evelyn took a deep, slow breath and forced herself to stay calm.

“Bring them to me. Preferably alive. Call me when it’s done.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

That was all he had to say. She knew he would obey.

It was what he was made to do, after all. Unlike Seven and the others with him, Rafael was a success.



 Chapter Four

Kyrie Merriwether

 

THE FOOD SAT LIKE a lump in her stomach. She’d eaten because she had to, but it was hard to enjoy it with Hank sitting next to her. If she’d met him on the street and never known what he was, she would have had an easier time of it, she supposed. But knowing that he was the thing that hid inside of Cody—little, skinny Cody, who was so shy and sweet—made it harder to accept him. Hank seemed nice enough, but she knew better. If what they’d been told was true, and she had to assume it was, he was designed to be a killing machine. Maybe he had a nice attitude and maybe he was just trying to be nice until he decided it was time to start breaking necks.

Either way, he’d been staring her square in the chest for long enough to irritate her, and she had a headache from not telling him to put his eyes back in his head. Tina  might have the chops to square off with him, but not her. Kyrie wasn’t anywhere near as bold as the other girl in the group.

They climbed back into the car—Hank was too damned big to fit easily in the backseat so he was in the front passenger’s seat instead, which left Kyrie feeling at least a little better. Kyrie sat with Tina on her left and Gene on her right. Hunter was driving, which was good. This way she could study him without him realizing it.

Hunter was good looking, no two ways about it. He was also quiet and very, very angry. She could feel his frustration like it was heat coming from an oven, low and simmering and ready to flare up at any time. And damned if she didn’t find that edge of danger sexy as all get out. Hank scared the crap out of her and he was behaving himself, while Hunter was stiff and almost knotted with anger and she thought he was hot. Where was the logic in that? Not that it mattered. She couldn’t let herself start falling for a guy she’d just met, especially since she didn’t know how long she’d know any of them. She had a life to get back to, just as soon as they could find a way to stop their darker selves from emerging. Joe Bronx had summed it up pretty well when he’d pointed out that their Hydes had no concern about their families and Kyrie couldn’t risk Not-Kyrie waking up and deciding she didn’t like one of Kyrie’s loved ones.

A shiver ran through her. She didn’t know for certain  that her Other had killed anyone, but there was a very real chance. Kyrie didn’t much like that idea. Not at all, actually. She was raised to believe in mercy and the values her family held as sacred. Killing was a sin. She was a good girl. If she died—if she managed to screw everything up and get herself killed before this was all resolved—what did that say about where she was going if her Other was a murderer? Kyrie believed in heaven and dreaded the thought of hell.

She shook her head, exasperated with herself and the mess her world had become, as the car pulled onto the interstate and started accelerating. When they left Boston, Joe Bronx had cruised down the road at seventy miles an hour. In comparison, his Other, Hunter, drove slower, more cautiously. He barely nudged the car up to sixty.

The road was almost empty except for their car. It was the timing, she supposed. They were in the middle of nowhere and the worst traffic would start later, when work began for the people who worked in the nine-to-five world.

She looked around, uncomfortable. When she woke up in the middle of Nebraska, she’d tried hitchhiking back to her home in Seattle, and that had ended poorly. Sometimes people expect a certain kind of payment for a ride and sometimes they’d get insistent.

Kyrie didn’t like to think about what might have happened if her Other hadn’t come to her rescue. It made her feel a little better about not knowing where the trucker (who’d  been trying to get frisky) had vanished to. The radio talked again about the missing truckload of firearms. She tried not to dwell on the fact that the driver was missing too.

The truck? She knew where that was. It was in Boston, where she’d met up with the rest of the group. Somewhere along the way, it had been emptied of handguns and rifles and whatever else had been inside of it, courtesy of Joe Bronx, who also let Kyrie know that her Other had brought it along to the rendezvous.

She crossed her arms over her chest and shivered again. How was any of this possible? She was just a kid. She wasn’t in a hurry to grow up; but here she was driving across the stupid country to find a woman who was supposed to make everything all better. Driving with a group of strangers who had more in common with her, physically, than she had with her family. She wanted it all to go away. She wanted to be home again. Was that even possible? Could she ever go back to her old life?

Kyrie had been raised in a Christian family. She went to church every Sunday and she took care of her brothers and sisters and she was a cheerleader and a dancer and a high school sophomore. She wasn’t a gunrunner or a killer or a trained spy. Yet here she was, dealing with all of the insanity that had been dropped in her lap when Joe Bronx woke up the Other that was hiding inside of her.

Was that right? She frowned, uncertain. Did Joe have  something to do with what had happened to her? She wasn’t sure. She couldn’t be sure. She hadn’t asked him, and he surely wasn’t offering any information.

Joe Bronx. He was Hunter’s other self. His Other. He was as different from Hunter as Hank was from Cody, and he was dangerous in the worst possible way. He was handsome, true, like Hunter, but so different that she could barely accept they were the same being. Bronx was smooth and confident and absolutely predatory. Every move he made was sleek and charged with restrained power. He didn’t walk; he stalked. He didn’t speak; he growled. His smile wasn’t friendly; it was a baring of fangs, and yet he still managed to come across as both intelligent and fascinating. She didn’t mind looking at Hunter—he was handsome enough. But she couldn’t take her eyes off Joe Bronx when he was around. He was larger than life. She’d never understood that saying before she met him. He was fascinating and terrifying at the same time.

He scared her half to death.

Tina nudged her with an elbow and nodded toward Gene on her other side. Gene had gone to sleep, his eyes closed, his mouth hanging open, and was snoring softly. His arms were crossed tightly over his chest, and despite the fact that he was obviously sleeping, he looked rigid with tension.

She studied him silently for a second before lights started filling the car.

“What the hell?” Kyrie squinted against the sudden illumination.

She looked to the left and saw the bright headlights glaring into the side windows. Whatever was coming toward them was coming from the wrong direction and aiming for a collision.

“Hunter!”

The boy didn’t answer her. He was already slamming on the old car’s brakes and fighting with the steering wheel. Without a word Hank reached out and yanked the wheel toward him hard enough to take the car out of its skid and onto the shoulder. The vehicle that had been coming for them, that had almost smashed into them, rocketed past with a squeal of rubber and then straightened out and stopped behind them.

Hank’s voice was a low, deadly growl. “Looks like we’ve got trouble.” He was smiling as he spoke. “Sweet.”

Hunter didn’t reply. He was looking around, back at the van that had tried to ram them. The vehicle wasn’t moving yet, but no one trusted it would just sit there after trying to hit them.

Hank opted not to wait around to find out. He opened the door of the car and slid out in one smooth step, rolling his shoulders and eyeing the van like it was a new victim.

Tina hollered after him, “Where do you think you’re going? Get the hell back over here!”

Hank stood still
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