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Dedication

To those who may be struggling,

You are strong. You will get through this.

 



Chapter 1

Skye

 


I am standing at the window
to my office looking out over the sparkling city of Dreamland. At
its skyscrapers that reach to the clouds and the flying trains
whizzing by my window like metallic snakes.

All of this is new. All of this is mine.

A knock sounds at the door, and I turn in
time for my secretary to announce I have a visitor.

“Madam President, your
husband is here.”

I smile and adjust my gray suit jacket and
fasten the buttons of my blouse over my bust where they had sprung
free. Who invented buttons over boobs? It was not practical.

“Thanks, Mary. Send him
in.” I walk to my white glass desk in the center of the room, my
black heels clip-clopping on the black marble tiles. I tap my
tablet with my finger, and it comes to life. My calendar reminds me
I have a television interview at two. I check the time. It’s
currently two minutes to twelve. Lukas was early.

I raise the standup
desk to a suitable height and open the document on my tablet with
the speech I had started to write for the live broadcast later in
the week.

I only had two words down: “People of…”

The truth was, I had no idea what to write.
I shouldn’t have had to write this speech, but my advisors insisted
on it. They said it was the only way to resolve the situation. As I
think about the words I need to write but aren’t coming, the door
opens and in steps Lukas. I know it’s him by the confident strides
he takes toward me. Before I know it, I am in
his arms and being kissed.

“Hey,” I complain,
laughing. Lukas picks me up and spins me
around. When my feet are planted back on solid ground again, he
doesn’t let me go. Instead, his mouth finds mine. He steals my
breath. Literally.

“Mm, always hard at work,
I see?” he says in between kisses.

I sigh. “You know how it is. Running the
country and all.”

“I do. The guys at the
barracks hardly give me time to breathe in between training.” I
step back and drink him in. His dirty blond hair was cut short on
the sides and long on top—the typical military haircut. At twenty-
two, he was the youngest army captain in New America’s history. He
is in charge of twenty young men and women, and together, they
trained to protect our nation from threats. The role suits
him.

“You don’t need to work,
you know? You could come be the First Man or First Gentleman or
whatever they call the male spouse of the President.”

“I know,” he says,
peppering my chin with more kisses. “But I like it. I like
training. It gives me purpose.”

I smile. I know it makes him happy. His face turns serious, and he drops his voice
then leans in close to my ear.

“I know you miss it,” he
says. My head drops, and I let out a sigh.

The truth was, I did miss training. I missed
my old life.

It was free from responsibility. It was fun,
although I was trapped. I was poor but happy.
I almost laughed.

Here I was now, with my flashy new job,
where I made the rules and more money than I needed. I could go
anywhere I wanted, yet I still felt trapped.

“I know. I do miss it,” I
tell him, “but I have a job to do. My people,
they need me.” I glance back at my tablet. I had a few unread
emails, which I itched to open and read.

“My important wife,” he
says, pulling me back to him, hands on my waist. I look up at him,
in his army green fatigues and shiny gold buttons and name tag.
“You do have a job to do, but you can’t forget to have fun every
now and then.”

I glance back at my
tablet and turn it face-down on the desk.

Lukas grins wildly, making my heart skip a
beat. I press my hips against his, causing him to draw in a
breath.

“You’re right. Let’s go
have lunch.”

I take his hand, and he leads me out of the
office, duties forgotten for the moment.

 


 



Chapter 2

Skye

 


As Lukas and I step out
onto the sidewalk, our senses immediately become overwhelmed with
life and noise. In four years, this city had gone from seemingly
abandoned, a crumbling ruin, to shiny, loud and filled with life.
In four years, our country has changed dramatically. Lukas entwines
his fingers with mine and leads me toward our private car. I hear
an educated, almost robotic female voice speak nearby, and glance
up toward the billboard overhead. I remember when those billboards
were created. I remember the extensive model search they had and
the propaganda videos they shot. It was all for drawing people back
to the cities.

“Welcome to Dreamland. The
place where all your dreams come true. We hope you enjoy your
stay.” The model was glamorous but definitely
robotic sounding. She didn’t seem real. My advisors, some
who were left over from the Capitol, insisted
they would work. But I felt they were a huge waste of
money.

Sighing, I slid into the car.

“So, where are we going?”
I ask, settling into the plush leather seat of the
limousine.

“It’s a surprise,” Lukas
replies, flashing that wicked grin that always makes me weak in the
knees and causes butterflies to dance inside me.

As we pull out into traffic, Reginald, my
driver peers into the rearview mirror and gives me a wink. I
smile.

“How are you today,
Reggie?” I ask.

“Very well. Thank you,
Madam President.”

“Reggie, we’ve been
through this before. When it’s just Lukas and me in the car, you
can call us by our first names. I thought I’d made that
clear?”

“Sorry, Skye. It’s a
habit. They trained me well in the Capitol.” I nod with
understanding.

Reginald had been my driver the day I met
the previous president four years ago. When the president had been
killed in the crossfire between the government scientists and my
family, and I had taken his place, I asked Reggie to continue being
my driver. We got on well, and I loved his spirit and personality.
He wasn’t like the other citizens raised in the Capitol.

I turn to the window and watch as the world
rushes past in flashes. A shadow falls over us. I look up and see
the underside of one of the floating trains. It snakes its way
between buildings, taking people from their place of work to their
next destination.

The trains had been Flynn’s idea. He had
been working on them since before the war. It is only now with
money and resources that his dream has been brought to life. He is
slightly unhinged and paranoid, but he is a genius. An inventor. We
are glad to have him on our side. If it weren’t for Flynn, I don’t
know where Lukas and I would be right now.

Speaking of, I feel his hand slide across my
leg. Heat permeates from the spot he touches. After all these
years, he still has that effect on me. I turn to him and smile,
sliding my hand to cover his.

“Where are you?” he
whispers.

“I’m here,” I answer, a
little sudden and louder than I intended. It causes Reggie to peer
into the mirror at me. I shake my head. I lean into Lukas and
continue to watch the world fly by outside. I shut my eyes,
promising myself a minute of peace. The world fell away around me…

 


I sit up. I am no longer in the limo. Lukas
is no longer beside me. I am alone.

I am standing in the dark feeling like the
only person left alive on the planet. I glance around.

“Hello?” I call out, but
no one answers but my own voice. It echoes in the
emptiness.

When out of the darkness, comes a solitary
voice. No, it was not my own.

I am not alone anymore.

“You shouldn’t be
here,” the voice hisses. It is a harsh voice like it’s angry with me. Why is it angry with
me?

“Who’s there?” It’s too
dark and too quiet. I check my pockets for my phone, a flashlight,
matches. Anything that would provide me with light. But I have
nothing. My pockets are empty.

The voice speaks again. “This is not your
destiny,” it says.

It sounds like a decrepit old woman or man,
a homeless person, someone who’s had a hard life. A survivor.

“Can you come closer so I
can see you?” I say.

After several more minutes of no answer,
someone grabs me. I scream and kick out. I swing my free arm out
and twist my body to block the attack, but the person is strong.
She fights back.

Wait. She?

An old woman now stands beside me clutching
my arm tightly. I try pulling my arm free, but her grip is fierce.
She refuses to let go. I try another tactic.

“Ah… What do you want, ma’am? Are you
okay?”

“You should go. You do not
belong here. This is not your destiny, child.”

“What isn’t my destiny?
Why shouldn’t I be here?”

A light appears to surround her, and I
realize she is holding a lantern. When I see her face, I jump back
and shriek.

“Oh, my god!”

She had on a long, threadbare brown cloak,
her feet dirty and naked, and her face showed a lifetime of
hardship and a million stories. But that didn’t keep me from
recognizing her. The old woman was me.

“You are meant to lead,
but not like this. If you stay on this path, you will only crash
and burn.”

I step back away from her as she reaches for
me. I keep backing away, but I stumble as the ground falls away
from under me.

 


I wake up to Lukas shaking me.

“Skye? Skye? Are you okay?
Come back to me!” When I open my eyes, he looks relieved. He lets
out a sigh. “Thank goodness.” Then his eyes fill with worry as he takes in my face and the fear and
confusion that must be apparent on it.

“What happened? Don’t tell
me you saw another ghost? It’s been years.”

I nod and let out a sob. I glance around and
notice Reggie has stopped the car. It’s dark outside, but there are
lights above us. I realize we must be underground.

“Tell me what
happened?”

There was no air in the car. I had to get
out. It was too dark. The old woman, the older version of me could
return. I push the latch and open the door.

“Skye?”

“Not now. I… I need to get
out. Let’s go have lunch.”

The door flies open, and I lose my balance
and stumble, hitting the ground with my knees first. Lukas jumps
out of the car and is at my side in an instant. He helps me to my
feet and then lifts me into his arms and carries me toward the
elevator. I glance around and realize we were inside the
underground parking lot of our apartment block. We were home.

 


 



Chapter 3

Skye

 


I don’t complain as Lukas
carries me inside. I’m thankful to be out of the dark. He carries
me across the floor of our studio apartment and sets me down on our
white leather couch. He takes off my heels and places a cushion
under my head. I grin weakly up at him.

He understands me more than anyone. I’m glad
I have him.

“Now, will you tell me
about it, the dream?”

“Yes. But first, fetch me
a glass of wine. Please? I need to settle my nerves.” He nods and
jogs off down the hall to the kitchen.

The dreams hadn’t happened for years. Why
were they now returning? The dreams weren’t natural. They were a
result of a government experiment where a team of scientists,
headed by General Kato, had inserted chips into the brains of naïve
children, giving them the ability to dreamwalk. I was known as the receiver. Blossom, my
little sister, not by blood, but we were raised together, was the
one who could dreamwalk. But her gift (or
curse—call it what you will) was forced upon her by her own father,
General Kato. She no longer dreamwalked, but I
did. Not by will, though.

My mind was far too strong, I had been
told.

My abilities in the past were, in a way,
clairvoyant. I could dreamwalk inside
someone’s past or future. At first, I had thought I saw ghosts after I thought Blossom had died, so I had
never delved deeper into what they meant. All I knew was they had
gotten me out of some tough times. They had saved my life.

Now, they had supposedly returned, and I was
scared. I had recognized the old woman as me,
and I knew it was a vision of the future. But why was the old me
telling me that my current life was not my path?

Then something occurred to me. Blossom had
practically said the same thing to me. Back then, I was feeling
lost and sad, thinking I had lost her. She helped me realize I was
meant to save our people.

But what if that wasn’t to be? What if I
wasn’t meant to be president after all?

Lukas returned with a glass of wine and a
beer for himself. He sat on the couch beside me, and I sat up
taking the glass of wine from him.
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