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Demos is standing by the side of the bus tapping his finger on his watch as This book is copyright under the Berne Convention. 

I make my approach. I am walking as fast as I can but the grass is slowing me No reproduction without permission. 

down because Mr. Blahnik designed these shoes with red carpets in mind, All rights reserved. 

not fields. But nobody seems to realise this apart from me, because we keep The right of Sarah Alderson to be identified as the author of this parking in fields by the side of freeways and never on Rodeo Drive. 

work has been asserted by her in accordance with sections 77  

‘Suki,’ Demos says, before I can put one toe on the step, ‘I swear to God and 78 of the Copyright, Designs and Patents Act, 1988. 

if you buy one more pair of shoes I’m going to have Ryder sift every god-This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and damn thought of fashion out of your head. You’ll be wearing overalls and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual people living plastic clogs from Walmart for the rest of your days.’

or dead, events or locales is entirely coincidental. 

I stagger back against the side of the RV. 

For more information about the author please visit

I knew I should have snuck in later with Nate’s help. The problem with 

www.sarahalderson.com

living on this stupid bus with a million other people, one of them another mind-reader, is that there’s no privacy. And that’s not the only problem. 

There’s no closet space, either. 

‘You wouldn’t sift me,’ I say to Demos, tipping up my chin, ‘because you need me. And I need shoes.  Ergo,’ I use this word I just learnt from Nate, 

‘ Ergo, you need my shoes.’

‘You’re not the only mind-reader, Suki, we’d manage without you,’ 

Demos warns, but he’s smiling as he says it. ‘We’re going to need a container ship to carry all your shoes if this keeps on.’ 

He is  always grumbling:  ooh the baddies ooh we have to run oooh too many shoes… I roll my eyes and move past him to climb up into the bus. 

‘How do you even pay for all this stuff?’ he asks. 
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I turn on the step and raise an eyebrow in a perfect arch and give him a 

‘Four hundred today, maybe,’ Ryder pipes up from the sofa where he look I learnt from watching Judge Judy, though my way is far more attrac-is still playing with his Wii. ‘But how much did you spend yesterday? And tive. ‘ You are asking  me that question?’ 

the day before that? Even the International Monetary Fund is going to start I see the smile twitch at the corner of his mouth. He looks less serious and noticing his credit card bill soon.’

less like a brain freezer when he smiles, which is about a once a month occur-

‘What is this International Money Fund?’ I ask in alarm. ‘Can you rence. I wondered at first what made Alicia go all Bella Swan over him because sift it?’

Alicia is as hot as any supermodel and Demos is no Edward Cullen but then 

‘OK, people, listen up.’

I read her mind one day, totally by accident of course, and I saw just exactly It’s Demos. He’s standing in the doorway. 

why, and now it’s hard to look Demos in the eye properly, and when I’m 

‘Are we leaving?’ I ask. I think it’s about time we checked into a hotel around Alicia – who is also a mind-reader – I have to do a lot of  la-la la-ing. 

with a swimming pool and room service. It isn’t as if we don’t have the 

‘Go on, get inside,’ Demos says, whacking the bag I’m holding. 

money. And even if we didn’t, and the International whatever Fund cut off Demos has a history involving banks. And that history does not involve my dad’s credit card, Demos could always pay a ‘trip’ to the bank. I keep paying money into one, using an ATM, or working as a bank manager. 

making this argument but Demos just gives me this look, like he’s thinking I found this out by accident too, talking to Harvey one day. He is a mine about permanently freezing me into a statue. ‘Soon,’ he answers. ‘We’re go-of information. 

ing to head down to San Diego tomorrow.’

Inside the bus, Nate is with Ryder and they are playing on his Wii and 

‘Oooh, are we going to spy on the Unit some more?’ Nate asks, shooting I don’t need to ask or look to know that Ryder is whipping Nate’s ass. 

me a look, and I don’t need to be a mind-reader to appreciate exactly what Nate leaps up when he sees me. ‘You went shopping without me?’ he he’s thinking. 

squeals. ‘That’s so unfair. What did you buy? Let me see!’ 

He’s thinking hot men in uniform. Now I am too. 

He is like a puppy that needs a pee but I drop the bag on the sofa and 

‘You two!’ Alicia suddenly says from behind me. 

take out the box containing my new shoes that feel like they’re made from I whip around. I hadn’t heard her coming, probably because the images baby bunnies but thankfully aren’t because that would be gross as well as from Nate’s head were so overwhelming that everything else was blanked out. 

making them exceedingly hard to clean. 

‘Need we remind you that the Unit is the enemy?’ she says. ‘Not some 

‘You so promised you’d take me shopping next time,’ Nate says, pouting boy band for you to dribble over.’

at me. ‘I’m totally telling your dad that you stole his credit card.’

‘I’m not dribbling!’ Nate protests. 

‘I did not steal his credit card,’ I say, clutching the shoes to my chest. 

He is dribbling. But anyone with eyes would understand and forgive 

‘You stole the PIN number from his head. Same difference,’ Nate says him that. The Unit might be out to get us but that doesn’t change the fact snatching for my shoes. 

that they’re also very buff and two of them in particular are beyond buff – 

‘ Not the same difference and my father is rich – he won’t notice four indeed they occupy a whole new federation of hotness. They are almost as hundred dollars.’

hot as me. Only in a man way. 
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‘Suki,’ Alicia says, rolling her eyes. 

at them, and Amber can see people’s auras, which are apparently big balls of 

‘ What? ’ I protest. ‘They  are cute.’

light. But Demos – he can freeze people with just a single look. He can stop Demos makes a funny shape with his mouth as if he’s just eaten a truck-people from thinking, from moving – even from feeling. And that’s why the load of wasabi. 

Unit want him so much. He’s what Ryder calls  the motherlode. 

‘Suki, these men would kill you as soon as look at you. Let’s see how cute Sometimes I wonder if Demos did something to my head to convince you find them when they’re sticking a gun to your head and threatening to me to join his group of psys, which is what the Unit calls us, because I’m blow your brains out.’ He pauses, giving me his flat-eyed stare, ‘or worse.’

not sure how else he got me to agree to live on this bus with no closet space, Even the images in Nate’s head detour at this point out of the bedroom but here I am. 

and somewhere much more emo. The room falls silent. Ryder pauses the It was Amber who found me. I was shopping and her and Demos cor-game and throws the controller onto the sofa. Amber has appeared from nered me in a changing room. Amber can spot a psy a mile away just by somewhere and she drops onto the sofa next to Ryder and rests her head on scanning auras. I f you’d told me that was possible before I would have his shoulder. Normally listening in on those two is like listening to a Taylor thought you were crazy but I’ve seen her do it – with Nate – so I know it’s Swift album playing on repeat, but now they’re both subdued. Right now true. At first I thought Demos and Amber were whacko people trying to they’re both thinking about the Unit. 

kidnap me. But then they introduced me to Alicia and Ryder and Bill and I look at Demos and hear the anger crackling loud in his thoughts – 

it was the first time in my whole entire life I’d ever met anyone else with a images striking like lightning before vanishing almost instantly – mainly superhot mind power, never mind a whole group of them. 

he’s thinking about that woman – the woman he often thinks of: the dead 

‘We need to find out what the Unit are planning next,’ Demos says, in-woman with the green eyes. And he’s also thinking about Jack Loveday, one terrupting my thoughts. ‘We can’t keep waiting for them to catch up with of the leaders of the Unit. 

us. We need to fight back – put an end to this – to them.’ He turns to me, Demos thinks about him and this woman a lot. But his thoughts and 

‘And Suki, we need you for this.’

feelings are so tangled up – so shockingly violent and devastatingly sad – 

I cross my arms over my chest. ‘I thought you just said you could do that it gives me a headache just to look at him. Sometimes I wonder why without me? Don’t you have another mind-reader you can use?’ I widen my he doesn’t do some of his mind control on himself or get Ryder to sift eyes at Alicia. 

those memories and remove them completely. I think I would. But I know 

‘The Unit know Alicia,’ Demos answers. ‘They don’t know you. We need Demos prefers to remember,  needs to remember. 

you to get close to them.’

The Unit are after Demos like he’s an A class drug. They’re after all of us, I hear Nate snicker behind me. 

but Demos is the one they want the most. 

‘So, 

 ergo, you do need my shoes,’ I say, grinning, ‘Admit it.’

The rest of us have powers – Nate can fly outside his body, Alicia can 

‘OK, Suki,’ Demos sighs, ‘I need your shoes.’

read minds, Ryder can sift memories – removing whole chunks of your past. Harvey and Bill can rob banks and make things move just by looking 4
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 OK, I yell back,  I hear you. Now shhh, so I can focus.  

I scan the room. There they are. Lieutenant Jack Loveday and Lieutenant Alex Wakeman. I’ve only seen their photos so far and the pictures that 2

are in Demos’s head, but the truth is Demos did not do them justice. In fact, Demos’s head needs a tune up or a reboot or an entirely new operating system altogether. 

Jack’s profile is turned towards me. He’s glowering at his iPhone. He’s The bar is called  Belushi’s. It has a flashing neon sign outside, advertising got dark hair and the kind of face Nate would roll over and play dead for. 

Budweiser and T-bone steaks. It is not the kind of establishment that has Alex is facing me, sitting on a stool, one leg propped up on the rail. He’s valet parking and a security man on the door who’ll let me skip the line. 

wearing a white T-shirt and it’s clinging to his body so hard I’m actually There is no line. I don’t think this is the kind of place people would ever line jealous – if it’s possible to be jealous, that is, of a piece of clothing. 

up to enter. Though maybe to leave. 

Alex has blond hair and eyes so blue I can see their colour from here. 

I walk slowly towards the door, like a lamb entering a lion’s den. I might I scan his body. Forget his mind. 

be torn to shreds or end up being manhandled by the Unit back to their His jeans are in the way. 

headquarters and God only knows what would happen to me if I ended up For not the first time in my life I wish my superhot power wasn’t mind-there. We’ve never been able to get inside because of their alarm thing. But reading but X-ray vision. 

a quick scan of the bar reveals that most people inside are thinking about Suki! 

three things: who’s winning the game, who’s buying the next round and Ah. Alicia is in my head again. 

which girl they’re going to try their luck with next. 

   Remember why you’re there!  she yells. 

I walk inside, throwing back my shoulders and striking a pose I should My mission, which I chose to accept, is to infiltrate the enemy. Jack and have patented because I saw it the other day on  America’s Top Model and Alex are the enemy. I pause, wondering how Demos defines  infiltration. 

they’d blatantly stolen it from me. 

 Not that way, Alicia answers for him. 

Men in uniform.  Lots of men in uniform – on every surface, playing I wander up to the bar, standing several feet away from Jack and Alex. 

pool, propping up the bar, chatting up girls with nylon hair extensions, Jack suddenly turns. He notices me and his eyes graze up my body. Then drinking beer, yelling, laughing and thinking generally about one thing. 

he turns back to Alex. ‘Check out the cute girl,’ he says. 

A few men notice me as I stand in the doorway. I pause a moment to lap up I turn my head and pretend I’m not listening. 

the thoughts. Yes, I was right about this dress. It’s  grrrrrr. 

‘I thought you weren’t looking anymore,’ Alex laughs. ‘I thought you’d I hear Alicia all of a sudden in my head, yelling at me to focus. 

turned over a new leaf.’

She’s sitting outside in the getaway vehicle with Demos. My own personal 

‘I have,’ Jack protests. ‘I’m looking for  you. It’s about time you hooked walkie-talkie. 

up with someone. It’s been ages.’
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‘You know the rules,’ Alex answers. 

Jack has what Alicia calls an  ego. But, let me tell you, this boy’s ego is writing 

‘Who’s saying you have to  date anyone?’ Jack laughs. 

cheques his body can most definitely cash. 

‘Not my style, Jack,’ Alex says. 

‘It could be about a boy,’ Alex says, shrugging and taking another swig. 

‘Well then, what about Rachel?’ Jack asks. ‘That would be allowed. She 

‘A 

 what?’ Jack asks. 

works for the Unit.’ 

Alex laughs under his breath. ‘A boy. You know? A Y-chromosome holdI slide slightly around so I can peek at them out of the corner of my eye. 

er?  You don’t notice them as much as you do the X-carriers.’ 

‘She’s blonde, hot, seriously rich… you telling me you’ve never consid-

‘What are you talking about?’ Jack asks, frowning in confusion, ‘A boy? 

ered it?’ Jack asks with a grin. 

She’s just a kid.’

‘You’re so shallow,’ Alex says, laughing and taking another swig from his 

‘She’s seventeen,’ Alex says, ‘She’s not a kid anymore.’

bottle. ‘Does Sara realise this? Maybe I should tell her.’

Jack’s face pales, his eyes bulge. I can hear his thought process. It makes Jack smirks at him. Alex nods his head at the iPhone in Jack’s hand. 

the mental leap evolutionarily slowly between the hypothetical boy and 

‘What did it say exactly?’ he asks. 

what the hypothetical boy might be doing to his sister and then, when he’s 

‘Here, read it –’ Jack says, handing it to him. 

figured it out, he jumps off his stool. 

I can’t see what he’s looking at so I scan Alex’s head as he reads. It’s an 

‘If any boy ever lays a finger on my sister I’m going to kill him,’ he email. 

snarls. Then he pauses to look at Alex. Alex just stares back at him with one eyebrow raised, remembering a whole parade of girls that Jack has laid Surprise! I’m coming to LA. My flight gets in around midday. Lila x fingers on, and much more besides, but deciding not to mention that to his face. 

In my head I hear Alicia conferring with Demos outside but I zone them Finally, Jack sinks down onto his stool again. ‘You think that might be out so I can concentrate on Alex and Jack and what they’re saying about it?’ he asks, looking as if he just sat on an upright beer bottle. 

this girl Lila. 

Alex shrugs. ‘I’m just speculating. When did you last speak to her?’

‘Something’s up,’ Alex says, handing the phone back to Jack. 

Jack shakes his head. ‘A couple of weeks ago. She seemed OK.’

‘Not necessarily,’ Jack answers, pocketing it. ‘You think this is the first 

‘She seemed a little down to me.’

time Lila’s been impulsive? Seriously, dude, you do remember my sister, 

‘When did you talk to her?’ Jack asks. I hear guilt mixed in with a little right? Short, blonde, impulsive as shock therapy? Stubborn as a mule who bit of irritation in his head. He wishes he was a better brother. He thinks won’t take no for an answer?’

maybe Alex is right but would never in a thousand years admit it. 

Alex raises an eyebrow. Without reading his mind I can tell he’s thinking 

‘She emailed a couple of days ago,’ Alex says, wary now. He can read that that’s like the ear wax laughing at the snot. 

Jack. He knows he needs to tread carefully around the topic of Lila. 

Jack sits up straighter on his bar stool. ‘Hey, I’m not short or blond,’ he Jack frowns. 

says. He is standing in such a way that forces me to admire his backside. 

‘Go gently, OK?’ Alex says, ‘She’s been through a lot.’
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Jack rolls his eyes. ‘She shouldn’t be coming. She needs to go back to 

‘What can I get you?’ the barman asks. 

London. I’m sending her straight back.’

‘Would you like anything?’ I say, turning to Alex and Jack. 

‘You can’t, Jack. Let her stay a few days – a week. Find out what’s up. You I’m hoping I will hear Alex say ‘ just you’ in his head, but he doesn’t. 

owe her that.  We owe her that.’ 

He says, ‘No, thank you,’ to my face, his thoughts distracted, still on this He mumbles this last bit and I see a picture in his head of this girl, Lila. 

girl Lila. 

She’s only about fourteen but the memory has a foggy feel to it, which Jack, on the other hand, is definitely checking me out. I catch him star-makes me think it’s at least a few years old because isn’t she seventeen now? 

ing at my shoes. He thinks I have cute legs but then he remembers a girl That’s what Alex just said, anyway. This girl Lila’s got skinny legs, and she’s called Sara and looks away guiltily. 

playing basketball in a back yard somewhere. She has dirty blonde hair 

‘A diet Coke, please,’ I tell the barman. 

tied back in a ponytail and she’s smiling in his memory, kind of gawky 

‘I’m Jack,’ Jack says to me, ‘and this is Alex.’ He tips his head in and wide-eyed. And then the memory picture flits to some other place and Alex’s direction. 

everyone’s wearing black and I’m guessing it’s a funeral and Alex is holding 

‘I’m Suki Nakamura,’ I say, holding out my hand. 

Lila’s hand at the edge of a grave. But then the memory wipes and Alex is Oh, good one, Suki, why not just tell them you’re a psy and ask them to con-back in the moment. 

 tain you whilst you’re at it?  Alicia hisses. 

‘It’s not safe for her here,’ Jack says, scowling at the bar. 

‘So,’ I begin, hurrying on, hoping if I smile brightly enough and flutter 

‘We’ll keep an eye on her. She’ll be fine.’

my eyelashes they’ll forget my name. ‘What do you two do?’ I pause. ‘No, Not if Demos has his way, I think to myself. 

don’t tell me! Do you catch bad guys?’

Alicia suddenly bursts into my head-space again, as though she’s an air 

‘How did you guess?’ Jack asks, smiling. 

traffic controller and I’m a circling plane. 

‘I’m a mind-reader,’ I say, then laugh loudly trying to cover up Alicia Suki, start talking to them. Find out more about Lila if you can and about swearing in my head. ‘Haha, just kidding. I just know that this is where all what the Unit’s next move is. And please, try to focus on gathering useful in-the Marines hang out.’

 tel about their next move, we don’t need to find out what their relationship 

‘So, you like a man in uniform then?’ Jack asks. He’s propped up status is.  

against the bar but he leans in towards me, and in a low, conspiratorial I tell Alicia silently to roger that and then I lean over the bar, angle my voice that almost sends me into spasm, says, ‘Maybe Alex can show you his body towards Alex and give him my sultriest smile. ‘What does one have to weapon later.’

do to get service around here?’ I say, ‘Strip naked and dance on the bar?’

I glance at Alex. He looks like he’s deeply interested in the game playing Jack pauses, shifts on his stool and then gives me a wide smile. ‘You on the television over the bar but, in actual fact, he’s thinking about how could try that. We wouldn’t stop you,’ he says. 

he’s going to kill Jack later. 

‘Jack,’ Alex warns, shaking his head. He smiles apologetically at me then I giggle. He can show me anything, so long as it’s not that weapon the sticks his hand in the air and nods at the barman, who comes straight over. 

Unit use to paralyse us. 
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‘Are you good at catching bad guys?’ I ask, forcing a light tone into my voice. 

Jack’s expression turns grim. He frowns and for a second he looks like 3

he’s about eight years’ old. An image of Demos appears in his head. It’s painted red. 

‘We’re good at catching bad guys,’ I hear Alex say. ‘And very soon we’ll have caught the bad guy we’ve been hunting for a very long time. And then we’re going to make him pay.’

The bathtub alone is bigger than the whole bus. There are closets that I Before I even turn around I see the same image of Demos in Alex’s head. 

can walk into and which are huge enough to host a runway show. There’s a 

‘Soon?’ I ask, turning around to face him, smiling innocently. ‘How soon? 

fluffy white robe and a TV with five thousand channels and room service As in tomorrow? What did he do this very bad bad guy?” 

and boys in cute uniforms to carry my bags and bring me cheeseburgers. 

Alex frowns at me, his eyes narrowing. ‘I didn’t say that out loud,’ he And the best thing is that they take Amex. 

murmurs, slowly rising from his stool. 

And the second best thing is Demos doesn’t know where I am. Though I For an instant I’m frozen like a bunny in headlights on a dark road. 

know he’ll find me eventually with Amber’s help – or Nate’s, if he feels like I hear an intake of air from Jack… and then I’m out of there. 

betraying me. But if I have to sit through another lecture about how few Mr. Blahnik might not have designed his shoes for running in but some-brain cells there are occupying my frontal lobes then I’m going to take my how I manage to make it to the door, sliding under someone’s arm even as new bunny fur shoes and drill a hole through my own head with them. 

the shout goes up around me… and Alicia is yelling in my head at me to It’s not as if it’s my fault. 

run and I burst through the front door and Demos has flung open the car OK. It’s maybe my fault. 

door and I sprint towards him, reaching for his outstretched hand even as I flop on the bed.  Oooh, Egyptian cotton. 

Alicia guns the engine, and I throw myself into the car as we take off in a And then the knock comes. 

screech of wheels. I look back over my shoulder, panting and clutching the I bolt upright. I haven’t ordered room service. I do a quick scan. 

side of the seat as we swerve into traffic. Alex and Jack are standing on the Then I think about hiding under the bed. 

sidewalk guns in hand, but they’re not firing. Then I see that they are frozen 

‘Suki,’ comes Alicia’s voice through the door. ‘Hiding under the bed is a solid as statues. 

really dumb idea. Just open the door. We know you’re in there.’

I glance at Demos. He’s staring at them, holding them in place, and he’s We? I listen harder. He  has betrayed me. Nate is with her. 

scowling. But I know that the scowl is really intended for me. 

I roll off the bed with a groan and slouch over to the door. 

‘Go away,’ I say to the wood panels. 

‘No,’ Alicia answers. 

 How on earth did they find me?  I wonder. 
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‘All you’ve been talking about for weeks now is room service and closet 

‘Suki!’ she screams. 

space. It didn’t take a detective.’

‘What?’ I shrug. But I can already see the pictures in her head… pictures 

‘Suki, let us in!’ This time it’s Nate. ‘It’s just us.’

of men in black combats…

I open the door and Nate shoves past. He takes a flying leap onto the Nate bounds over to the doorway where we’re still standing. He’s wear-bed. ‘Woooooah, check this place out!’

ing the fluffy white bathrobe over his clothes clutching a bag of peanuts 

‘This is  my room. Get your own,’ I say. 

from the minibar in one hand and the room service menu in the other. 

‘Suki... I’ve come to get you and bring you back,’ Alicia interrupts. 

‘What? What’s going on?’ he asks, looking between us. 

‘Why? So Demos can yell at me some more?’ 

‘When are you going to learn?’ Alicia sighs. 

Alicia shrugs one shoulder, ‘You know what he’s like,’ she says, with a 

‘Learn what?’ Nate asks. 

lopsided smile. ‘He didn’t mean to get so angry. It’s just the Unit didn’t 

‘They know your name,’ Alicia says, ignoring Nate and talking straight know about you before. And now they do. It makes this more dangerous to me. Her nostrils are flaring like an angry horse. ‘You can’t use any ID any for you.’

more with that name on it. The unit will have your name flagged.’

She has a point. She hears me think this because her smile widens. 

 Oh. 

‘He’s really sorry,’ Alicia says. 

‘Come on, we need to get out of here now!’ 

I cross my arms over my chest. ‘Yeah? Well, why’s he not here then tell-And then, just then, we both hear an explosion of voices – commands ing me this himself?’

being yelled – a thousand jumbling ping-ponging thoughts flying like bul-Alicia’s smile fades. ‘Because he thought you’d just think he was using his lets into our brains. It’s as if there’s a game playing and the stadium is my powers to convince you.’ 

head. Alicia winces and I cover my ears – not that that helps. 

I harrumph. ‘I don’t want to be part of his silly gang anymore.’ 

Alicia’s fingers grip my wrist and she yanks me out of the door and into I turn away but Alicia grabs hold of me by the elbow. ‘Suki – you know the corridor. 

why we’re doing this,’ she says quietly. ‘It isn’t for fun. We need to stop 

‘But—’I start, my free hand hanging on for dear life to the door post. 

them. And now they know who you are, you’re in as much danger as the I’m thinking of my bag and my new shoes and all the little mini bottles of rest of us. We need to stick together until this is over.’

shampoo and conditioner I’m leaving behind. 

 It’s never going to be over, I think to myself. 

‘Suki – there’s no time!’ Alicia screeches, tugging me until my fingers Alicia scowls and then she says quickly, ‘Look, it’s not safe to stay here. We lose their grip on the door. ‘We need to go. Come on,  run! ’

need to go.’ She glances around, and I see the fear take over her face at the So we do. We run to the end of the hallway, to the elevator, and Nate jabs same time I hear the thought. And then she speaks it out loud. ‘Please, at least the button but the metal doors stay peaceful and shut as a dead person’s eyes. 

tell me you didn’t use your name or pay for all this with a credit card.’

Alicia pulls us to the emergency stairwell next to the elevator and we fall She hears the answer, even though I try to cover it up with some super-into an echoey, hollow stairwell. Roaring up from the bottom comes the loud  la-la-la- ing. 

sound of feet stomping. 
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 Turn around, Alicia screams silently into my head. 

BAM! 

I twist and push Nate back through the door, tripping on his heels. 

Alicia shoves us down the hallway. Suddenly a doorway opens and a sleepy-I’m being stabbed in the head by someone with razor-tipped acrylic nails. 

looking man with a pregnant hairy belly and wearing just a towel around They are poking right into my skull, trying to grab handfuls of brain, and his waist is standing there. ‘What the hell is going on?’ he asks in a funny now they are squeezing hold of it. Next to me, Nate goes crashing to the accent, peering out into the corridor. ‘What’s all the noise?’

floor, landing on top of the groaning man, who stops groaning altogether I hear Alicia’s thought a second before she follows through with it and and falls silent. 

dart out the way of her elbow, which comes smashing down against the And then the room squishes on top of me and I think I must be on the man’s temple. 

floor too because I can feel the soft carpet like cloud beneath my cheek. 

Nate is speechless and blinking as the man goes crashing backwards, let-After what feels like a hundred years the pain does start to fade and it’s ting out a low bellow. Just then the elevator door pings. Alicia’s hands are like waking up from a coma. I feel like one of the characters in the Mexican on my back. 

soaps that Bill likes to watch when he thinks no one is around. I open one 

‘Inside! Inside!’ she shouts, shoving Nate and I over the groaning man eye and see Nate still curled in a ball, with his arms wrapped around his lying on the floor and into his room. 

head. He is lying with his face on the half-naked man’s belly, though the The man grunts as my foot catches him in the groin and I stumble. 

half-naked man is no longer half-naked but wholly naked, his towel tangled I can hear his thoughts tumbling around like pebbles in an empty tin can beneath him, and he has gloopy stuff dribbling out his mouth. Nate must but they’re in another language I don’t understand. 

have knocked him unconscious when he went crashing to the floor. 

Alicia screams, ‘ Stay put! ’ and her eyes are wild. And then she slams the I turn my head slowly, painfully, to the door and crank my ears. I scan door in my face. 

the hallway outside. How long have we been lying here? Where is Alicia? 

 What is she doing?  I jump to my feet. My hand is on the door-handle, I roll onto my knees and shut my eyes and silently I yell her name. 

turning it, when I hear feet pounding towards us, shaking the floor like an But she doesn’t answer, or maybe it’s just that I can’t hear her, not through earthquake and men’s voices yelling so loud it’s as if they’re on fire. 

all the thick clouds of smog filling up my head. Everything is muffled. 

I hear the panic in Alicia’s head, scrambling, fleeting, blurry thoughts – 

Then, in the distance – a sound. 

 run run run… she’s trying to run faster, her heart pounding in her chest. 

I stagger to the door, holding my head in my hands and behind me hear I can see the door she’s heading towards, I can see her hand outstretched be-Nate start to make a whimpering noise. 

fore her as the footsteps come thundering up behind her, closer and closer. 

I press my ear to the door and squeeze my eyes shut again, trying I can feel her fear, can taste the panic. And I can see Demos too, though to concentrate. 

I know that’s just an image in her head, and in amongst it all I hear her And the noise rushes in like another explosion from that weapon, peel-telling me to get Nate and get out and then –

ing back layer upon layer of skin and bone until it hits me right in the cen-tre of my head and I fall right there to the floor and burst into tears because 16
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it’s Alicia I can hear. She’s screaming so loudly it is splitting my head in two. 

She is screaming without making any sense. She is screaming although no one can hear her but me. 

4

And my head is filled with images – of men holding her down. Men dressed all in black, and they’re hurting her, gripping her wrists, holding her by the ankles and the waist as she struggles against them, and they throw her gagged into a black car – I only catch glimpses as she sees it – a handle, a darkened window, a gun. And then a face. 

Demos hasn’t come out and said he blames me and the thoughts in his head It’s Jack. 

don’t say it either. He’s blaming the Unit. But it  is my fault. And Nate didn’t argue with me about that as we stood outside the hotel, him still wearing the stolen bathrobe, both of us clutching our heads. 

So I need to be the one to get Alicia back. Which is why I’m standing outside Jack’s house right now. If I can get inside maybe I can find something useful – like a key to the base or a password or something – anything that might help us get Alicia back. 

I’ve been scanning the house for the last fifteen minutes. I’m peering tentatively through the letterbox trying to guess whether the alarm system is on or not because I do not particularly want to end up saying hello to the sidewalk, when I hear the slap of feet. I jump around. 

There’s a girl wearing jogging shorts and a t-shirt and sneakers and she’s standing at the bottom of the steps to the veranda. Sweat is pouring down her face. I’m not sure if it’s the same girl that I saw in Alex’s head the other night. That girl was younger and more blurry. 

‘Can I help you?’ she asks, out of breath, squinting up at me. 

I do a quick mind-scan. She’s wondering who the hell I am. She decides that I look more like a Manga cartoon character than a neuroscientist, which seems like a very random judgement call. 

‘You live here?’ I ask, confused, and wanting to check it actually is her – 

is this girl called Lila. 

‘Yeah,’ she answers, wiping the sweat from her forehead and frowning 18
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at me suspiciously. ‘Can I help you?’ she asks again, more assertive this time. 

I bound down the steps. ‘I think maybe you can,’ I say, ‘I was looking for Jack.’

She sighs. ‘I’m his sister.’

It 

 is her! Jack didn’t send her back to London after all. Demos will be happy about this. 

‘Nice to meet you Jack’s sister,’ I say, ‘I’m Suki.’ I hold out my hand, winc-ing internally as I remember that’s how we got in this situation to start with. 

Me introducing myself. I really need to get an alias and stick with it. 

‘Hi, I’m Lila,’ she says, taking my hand. ‘So, um, should I tell him you called round?’

I almost don’t hear the question because I’m focusing so hard on all the images swirling around her head, trying to make some sense of them. She’s disappointed with Jack, thinking something about a leopard not changing its spots and then I catch a glimpse of Alex. And then another glimpse – the memories of him are everywhere, overlaid like blankets – the strongest one, the most recent is of his hand on her thigh, he’s crouching looking up at her and I feel my own heart stutter in my chest. But then, interrupting all of these memories, cutting right through them, is an image of a knife hanging in mid-air, its pin-point end scraping the white of an eyeball as though about to skewer it. 

And I blink at her. 

She’s one of us. She’s a psy. This girl Lila, Jack’s sister, is a psy. 

I haven’t let go of her hand, and she’s tugging at it now, trying to pull away and I realise I’m grinning at her like a lunatic. And then the thought comes to me – if the Unit are hunting  us, then surely once they find out about her, they’ll be hunting Lila too? 

20
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Suki is a character from the novel

Hunting Lila

About the author

17-year-old Lila has two secrets she’s prepared to take to the grave. The first Having spent most of her life in London, Sarah quit her job in the non is that she can move things just by looking at them. The second is that she’s profit sector in 2009 and took off on a round the world trip with her been in love with her brother’s best friend, Alex, since forever. After a mug-husband and princess-obsessed daughter on a mission to find a new place to ging exposes her unique ability, Lila decides to run to the only people she call home. After several months in India, Singapore, Australia and the US, can trust – her brother and Alex. They live in Southern California where they settled in Bali where Sarah now spends her days writing by the pool they work for a secret organisation called The Unit, and Lila discovers that and drinking lots of coconuts. 

the two of them are hunting down the men who murdered her mother five years before. And that they’ve found them. In a world where nothing and She finished her first novel  Hunting Lila just 

no one is quite as they seem, Lila quickly realises that she is not alone – 

before they left the UK, wrote the sequel on 

there are others out there just like her – people with special powers – and the beach in India, and had signed a two book 

her mother’s killer is one of them…

deal with Simon & Schuster by the time they 

reached Bali. 
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A third book,  Fated, about a teenage demon 

Visit the author’s Goodreads page to find out more. 
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