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      Infiniti Clausman is making the most of senior year. Throwing parties, pulling pranks, and breaking all the rules, she’s determined to graduate with a bang! But there’s one thing on her senior year bucket list she hasn’t been able to cross off yet—falling in love. In fact, she’s never even been kissed.

      Infiniti hopes to change this when she travels from Houston to Colorado for the holiday break. Instead, she finds her world turned upside down when she discovers all things supernatural exist, time travel is real, and her very life is at stake. Suddenly, that kiss is the least of her worries.

      Joe Greg will never forget the injured girl he and Kase Kasun found on the side of the mountain. It was 2012, and he was only twelve, but the image of the wreckage and his interaction with the girl has never left him. When he sees the girl again in 2018, she looks exactly the same. He figures out that she’s time-traveled to his present, with a reaper on her heels and a mystery to unravel. Drawn to protect her, he’s hell-bent on standing by her side. Even if it means his death.
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      Fleet ran his fingers through his dark hair before tilting his head toward the night sky. He eyed the top floor of the Houston skyscraper Tavion had called home since tracking Dominique and her protectors to the oversized Texas city. A cool December breeze swept through the streets, kicking up the stench of trash from a nearby dumpster. Fleet hated all the concrete, all the glass buildings, but mostly he hated taking on the role of being one of the Tainted and on Tavion’s side against the Pures. He had accepted the directive for the greater good, but the passing of so many years had started to muddle allegiances in his brain. All sense of right and wrong had started to merge. Too good at his job, he found himself alone and sure of nothing but the perpetual clench in his gut.

      Fleet closed his eyes. He tried not to picture the horrible things he had done in Tavion’s name while tracking Dominique, but had a hard time suppressing the images. His only solace was knowing that in this life, her final life, Dominique had no recollection of any of her prior lives. Even if it meant forgetting him forever, Fleet hoped Dominique’s memories would never return. There was too much pain and suffering for anyone to have to recall, let alone someone he secretly cared about.

      Fleet banged his fist against the glass wall of the downtown apartment building. “Get your shit together, man.”

      Pressing his palm against the cool surface, he held his breath, then let it trickle out between clenched teeth. He had built a brick wall around his true feelings for Dominique and the Pures ages ago, vowing not to let anyone ever see that side of himself, especially Tavion. He had a job to do and was determined to see it through no matter what. To hell with what anyone thought of him.

      “Don’t let anyone in,” he muttered, while strengthening the fortress of his mind. With his vulnerabilities hidden, he turned his focus to Tavion’s directive: find Dominique and prepare her for death.

      “I got this,” he whispered to himself. “I can do this.”

      With his emotions in check, he jerked the heavy door open. He nodded at the security guard behind the holiday-adorned lobby desk. The guard peered at him from over his computer screen.

      “Hey, Fleet. Your boss is in quite a mood tonight.” He whistled. “Quite a mood.”

      Fleet knew exactly what sort of mood Tavion was in. Starving for death and destruction, he displayed hatred like a neon sign. But some days his harsh light shone brighter than usual. Today must have been one of those days.

      “Thanks, Sammy.”

      Sammy said something else about Christmas spirit and holiday joy, but Fleet ignored him. Joy didn’t exist for him, hadn’t in a long time. And it wasn’t likely to ever return.

      Pushing the button for the top floor with his key card, Fleet repeated his mission over and over in his mind, drowning out the doubt that lingered in the darkest corners. With a ding, the steel doors opened. He loathed interacting with Tavion and mostly operated on his own, but every now and again Tavion would call him in for a status report.

      Fleet steadied himself. He cleared his mind. He stepped into the all-white foyer of the sprawling penthouse. Thick silence and heavy foreboding sucked the air right out of the space. He knew this meeting, like all the others, was going to suck.

      Windows lined the long L-shaped living space that looked out on the sparkling buildings of the massive city. The dark sky outside blended in with the shadowy room. Only the soft light from the gleaming neighboring structures gave any indication of life in the space. An oversized brown leather chair facing the view was the lone piece of furniture in the entire apartment. It was Tavion’s favorite spot.

      Tavion extended his arm over the armrest. He waved Fleet over.

      “Come.”

      Fleet’s boots thudded against the marble floors, the echo of each step bouncing all around him like a lonely symphony. He took his place next to Tavion and clasped his hands behind his leather jacket. Glancing at Tavion, he saw that he was dressed in his usual black suit. His profile revealed a deep scowl.

      “How may I help you, sir?”

      Tavion moved his long skeletal fingers to his pale face and started rubbing his chin. “Dominique Wells,” he said, letting the s trickle out of his mouth as if he were a slithering snake. “I’ve been thinking of her final life, and the differences here as compared to our other lives, and I do not like it. The events of late do not sit well with me. This year in particular, 2012, is fraught with too many unknowns.”

      Fleet remembered a time when Tavion’s appearance was hardy and robust. Tavion had once stood on the side of right, but over time, a deep-seated hatred toward mankind pulled him away. Tavion detested humans and blamed them for the gradual destruction of the natural world. His departure split the Transhumans into two factions: the good became known as the Pure. The evil became known as the Tainted, and Tavion became their leader. He eventually marked Dominique for death in an attempt to get back at the Pure. With each passing decade, Tavion’s hate grew in his heart and in his body, reducing him to his current death-like appearance.

      Yet Fleet knew Tavion was right. Things in this life were way different, mainly with the involvement of first lifers Trent Avila and Infiniti Clausman. Friends of Dominique’s, Fleet suspected they’d play a role in Dominique’s quest for survival. It seemed Tavion shared the same sentiment.

      Testing his theory, Fleet asked, “What do you mean?”

      Tavion let out a low growl. “Do not pretend that you know not of what I speak.” He stood and faced Fleet. “Or are you keeping something from me?”

      Hiding his surprise at the threatening move, Fleet eyed Tavion with matching menace, a look he knew Tavion respected. Tavion resided in perpetual paranoia, forcing Fleet to work overtime to keep Tavion’s trust secured.

      Fleet raised his chin. “I assure you, I am not keeping anything from you, sir. Nor would I make pretense.”

      Fleet waited for Tavion’s response, wondering if Tavion had somehow discovered the conflict within him. Fleet curled his fingers behind his back, ready to form an energy ball and strike Tavion if needed. Luckily, Tavion’s face softened. He placed his hand on Fleet’s shoulder.

      “My apologies, Fleet. I should not be so angry with you, especially since you are the only one I’ve been able to count on all these very long years.”

      Fleet relaxed his fist, but his body remained tense. “It’s okay, sir.”

      Tavion eased back down on his chair. He returned his gaze to the twinkling lights of the downtown buildings. “Dominique keeps eluding us, but I know she’s close. I can feel her fear, can practically smell her blood. Her parents cannot hide her forever. Eventually there’ll be another break, and we’ll find her. In the meantime, I want you to follow this one.”

      Tavion let loose a dark mist from his palm. It gathered into a swirl, forming a large oval shape. The mist thinned out, revealing an image of Infiniti Clausman, Dominique’s neighbor and friend. Petite with small features and long dark hair, she danced around her room while packing a suitcase.

      “This first lifer is important,” Tavion said. “I can sense it.”

      Just as Fleet suspected, she was important. He thought of the other first lifer.

      “What of Trent Avila?”

      “Leave him to me.” Tavion jabbed his finger at the floating image. “But this one is leaving in the morning with her mother on a holiday trip, and I want you on her heels. You will follow her to Colorado. I want to know everything about her. Understood? What she eats, what she drinks, what she loves, what she fears. All of it.”

      By the look of her room and the way she carried herself, she seemed like an average teenager of the time—interested in parties, music, and all things superficial. Yet something about her had struck a chord with Tavion. Fleet, too. There had to be more to her, but what?

      “Understood, sir.”

      Tavion whisked the image away. He dismissed Fleet with a wave.

      “Go.”

      A sinking feeling grew in the pit of Fleet’s stomach as he rode the elevator down to the first floor. He’d never been away from Dominique before. He didn’t want to risk Tavion finding her while he was gone, yet he also didn’t want Tavion to know about the conflict within him. Should he abandon Tavion’s directive? Or should he follow Infiniti to Colorado and trust that Dominique would not be found until he returned?

      Back outside, Fleet paced up and down the sidewalk, his mind on overdrive. Everything had repeated perfectly from lifetime to lifetime, but in this life nothing was the same. Nothing! And it was driving him crazy.

      “It’s better that way,” a small voice said.

      Fleet whipped around and saw a young girl. No more than five years old, she wore a long white dress that matched her long hair. She studied him with oversized green eyes.

      “What’s better?” he asked.

      “That everything is different in this life.”

      A million things raced through Fleet’s mind. Before he could say anything, the girl went on.

      “You need to follow her. She will need you.”

      “The first lifer?”

      “Yes. Infiniti. She will need you in Colorado.”

      A pink shimmery hue radiated from her body. Recognizing the young girl as part of the spirit world, yet sensing something familiar about her, he peered at her with questioning eyes. He moved closer.

      “Who are you?”

      The girl lifted her skirt off the floor with dainty hands and gave an old-fashioned curtsey. “I am Abigail. It’s nice to meet you.” Her innocent face flashed with remorse. “I used to be like you, but then I died. I had to in order to help save Dominique. Her friend is my friend, and Infiniti is important. Everyone in this life is. So you see, that’s why you need to follow her. You need to help her.”

      Fleet latched on to her statement about being like him, but had no idea what she meant. Before he could ask her to explain, she stepped forward. She held out her hand, as if she wanted to touch him, but then dropped her arm. She lowered her head, her shoulders sagged, and she looked as if she might burst into tears.

      “I am so sorry about what you are going through. I really am.”

      He looked about to see if anyone was around to witness the conversation he was having with the spirit girl, but the streets were empty. When he turned back to Abigail, she was gone.

      “Hey! Come back!”

      Desperate to ask the girl more questions, he waited a few minutes for her to return, but she didn’t. He clasped his hands behind his neck. He walked up and down the sidewalk. He had no idea what she meant about feeling sorry for him, but figured it had to do with him joining Tavion’s ranks. Shit, even he felt sorry for himself. He eyed the night sky that had begun to lighten to a soft gray. If Infiniti was important enough to garner Tavion’s attention, then she probably would need his help.

      “Guess I’m going to Colorado.”
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      Infiniti clutched the armrests of her seat as the plane from Houston to Denver bobbed up and down. Glancing next to her, she saw her mom’s usual scotch and soda splash over the edge of the plastic cup as she struggled with puckered lips to get the liquid into her mouth. Infiniti wished she had a drink of her own.

      “Maybe I’m being punished,” Infiniti said to her mother, her anxiety on overload. Streaks of light shot through dark clouds. Rain pelted her window. Rumbling thunder shook the plane. “Maybe we should’ve left on Friday instead of today. Maybe I should’ve stayed for that dumb test.”

      “Fin, no one is being punished. Okay? Your teacher said the test was optional. Leaving on a Wednesday will give us more time with the cousins.” Infiniti’s mom sipped her drink. “Relax.”

      Infiniti’s gut twinged because her teacher hadn’t exactly said that. Pushing aside her guilt, she fished through her backpack, searching for her pack of gum. Finding the cinnamon sticks, she unwrapped them and shoved three into her mouth. Terrified of crashing, Infiniti’s mind raced with all things she hadn’t done yet with her life—graduate, get a tattoo, go to college, backpack across Europe, fall in love. She hadn’t even had her first kiss yet. Her stomach twisted tight with fear and regret.

      “We can’t die. We just can’t.”

      “We’re not dying, Fin,” her mom admonished between each hard-earned

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/heading-swash-ornate-screen.png





OEBPS/images/logo-white.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        About This Book
      


      		
        Havenwood Falls High Books
      


      		
        Also By Rose Garcia
      


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Dedication
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Epilogue
      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


      		
        An Excerpt
      


      		
        Willful
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Havenwood Falls High Books


      		Title Page


      		Copyright


      		Contents


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/havenwoodfalls-high-saving-infiniti-final-high.jpg





OEBPS/images/inbooksubad-2.jpg
S
¢ FREE ﬁTOerQ}i
&MORE__ |

i
ot
i
S e J
P Click here to tell us where /"e‘)
tosend them (3
o e

o
N TALLS 8
- —— @&






