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Dedication

For all the girls who have closed off their hearts
to others.

Don’t be afraid to love. Take that leap.

 



Prologue

 


I wake to the sound of explosions outside my window
and someone calling my name.

“Skye!” My bedroom door bursts open and my
Mom runs in. “Skye, we have to go honey.”

“What’s going on, Mommy?”

“Some very bad things. We have to go.”

“Where’s Daddy?” I ask as my mother scoops
me up in her arms and pushes my face into her shoulder. She doesn’t
answer me, just makes soothing noises, and tells me it’s going to
be all right. But I know it’s not. There are too many explosions
and gunfire. And yelling. There are men yelling things at each
other. Then there are more explosions.

“Mom, where’s Dad?” I try to look around,
but my mother doesn’t let me see. She’s running through the house,
then stops and opens a door. I don’t realize it’s the door to the
basement until she’s placing me on my feet inside and shutting the
door on me, separating us.

“Mom! Mommy?” I bash on the door with my
fists. Tears are cascading down my face. Why did my mom do this?
Why did she leave me in the dark, scary basement? I keep knocking
on the door, but then stop when I hear men outside the door. I stay
quiet and listen.

“No, no, no!”

“Where’s the girl?”

“She’s not here, I swear!” My mom is crying
and the man is yelling at her. He’s yelling at her about me. Why
does he want me?

“You’re lying. I know you’ve hidden her. Do
you know what the General does to liars?”

“No, no, please.” The door shakes and I step
back. I almost fall down the stairs behind me so I cuddle the
handrail and try to be as quiet as I can. Someone hits the door and
it shakes again. Then I hear a loud bang and everything goes quiet.
I can’t hear my mom anymore. I hear footsteps walking away. I’m
shaking so badly I can hardly move, I’m scared to move, afraid
they’ll come back and find me and hurt me like they’ve hurt my mom.
But I have to listen to see if they’re really gone. I crawl as
quietly as I can, but it’s hard because I can’t stop shaking. I
push my ear against the door and listen. I hear a horse whinny and
then the sound of men talking outside. I hear horses galloping away
and the sound of the men’s voices getting softer the further the
ride away. I wait a little while longer before I strike up enough
courage to open the door.

I don’t know how much time has passed, maybe
minutes, maybe hours. But when I finally open the basement door,
it’s dark. It was morning when my mom put me in here. I crawl out
and my hand lands in something wet and slimy on the floor. I look
down and see a dark shape lying on the ground in front of me. I
reach a shaky hand out and touch it. The shape is a body and it’s
cool to the touch. The moon is shining big and blue in the sky,
which creates just enough light for me to see the dead person’s
face. I move closer and tilt the person’s face toward me. I
immediately jump back and scream.

“Mom?”

The body is my mom. The man who was yelling
hurt her. The slimy stuff I put my hand must have been her blood. I
try to shake her to get up.

“Mom? We have to go. The men will come
back.” I keep shaking and yelling at her, but she’s not moving or
saying anything. She is lying there staring up at the ceiling.

“Mom?” I hear a noise outside, the crunch of
the gravel. I get up and run the other way. I look back, but can’t
see anyone outside the open door. I should keep moving in case they
find me. That’s when I hear more horses out in front of the house.
I turn and run back to the basement door. I jump over my Mom’s
body, slipping in her blood. I slam the door shut behind me and run
into the darkness. Who knew the darkness would be considered
safe?

 


* * * * *

 


I should’ve died. It would be better than the
alternative, than starving. I don’t know how long I’ve been down
here, but I can tell it’s been a few days because the moon and the
sun have done a few cycles. I count five. I sit up. My head is
pounding and my throat burns and is as dry as sandpaper. I look
around the basement, but all I can see are a lot of empty glass
bottles and crates of things. I pull myself to my feet. It’s hard
because I’m so weak. I need to find food and water. I shakily make
my way over to the shelves along the opposite wall, but I only make
it halfway across the room before I hear voices. I quickly hide
behind a crate in the corner. They’re back! They’ve come back for
me!

“Have you looked in the basement, Dad?” It’s
a boy. Now kids have come to do the killing?

“Good idea. The basement is a good place for
hiding.” The door opens, and I curl up into a tighter ball and try
to keep myself from crying and shaking any harder so my teeth don’t
chatter. There are footsteps on the stairs. Someone is coming down
here! I have to stay quiet so they go away. There’s silence for a
few minutes and then something breaks and crunches on the ground.
Someone has broken a glass bottle and stepped on the shards.
They’re so close to me.

“Oh, hey. Hey, it’s okay.”

Oh, no! They’ve found me. I try not to
scream, but when I look out over the top of the crate, I see it’s
just a boy with sandy-colored hair who looks to be about my age.
Still, it’s a boy and he might hurt me. He might be mean like the
man who killed my mom.

“It’s okay. I won’t hurt you. What’s your
name?”

I don’t answer him. I want him to leave. I
look down and decide to ignore him hoping he’ll leave.

“My name’s Lukas. It’s okay. I know you’re
scared, but you’ll be okay now. My dad and I will take care of
you.”

“My mom and dad…”

“I know. I saw. My dad looked after them.
Don’t worry.” He holds out his hand to me. I look up into his dark
blue eyes. They look kind enough.

“You won’t k… kill me, will you?”

“No, no way. I’m not here to kill you. Take
my hand, it’ll be okay.” He smiles at me, and that’s when I know I
can trust this boy. I reluctantly stand up and take his hand. Lukas
leads me up the stairs to the doorway where my mom is lying in a
pool of blood, but when I reach the top of the stairs, I see she’s
not there. Sun is streaming through the back door. Her blood is
still all over the floor, though.

“Where’s my mom?”

“It’s okay, sweetheart. Your mom is in
heaven with your dad now. They’re not hurting anymore,” says a man
standing near the front door a few feet away. He walks toward us
and I hide behind Lukas. “It’s okay, little one. I’m Michael. This
is my son, Lukas. We’ll look after you now.”

I look around the house and out the back
door, which is still open. There are horses tied up outside and no
sign of the men with guns.

“Who were those men who hurt my mom and
dad?”

“They’re the bad guys, but they’re gone now.
You’re safe. We’re here to rescue the survivors.”

“Survivors?” I looked up at Lukas, who is a
just a little bit taller than I am, and then at his dad, who is
crouched down at our height.

“Yeah. What’s your name, honey?” Michael
asks me.

The wind blows in through the open door,
sweeping my copper-colored locks in front of my eyes. It reminds me
of when my mom used to brush my hair. She said when the sun hit my
hair it turned into honey.

“My mom calls me Honey.” But that’s a memory
that should be reserved for no one else but my mom and me. I push
the hair out of my face and look at Michael and Lukas. “But my real
name is Skye.”

“Well, Skye, you’ll be safe with us.”

I turn and smile at Lukas. He smiles back
and I know I can trust them.


Chapter 1

 


Ten years later

 


“Skye, I know you’re there.”

I duck down as low as I can behind the
rusted old truck. I can hear Lukas’s boots crunching on the gravel
not far away.

“I know you are as well. You’re the worst
tracker ever.” I laugh and quickly stand, pull the trigger, and
fire before quickly ducking down again.

“Ugh. Damn it, Skye!” I peek out from behind
the truck and his laser sensor in the middle of his chest is
flashing red.

“Yes! Got you! Ha!” I jump out from the
behind the truck and do my little victory dance. “Gee, I’m good at
this game.” I pretend to admire my laser gun while Lukas wallows in
the pain of his defeat, and the physical pain of the little
electrodes inside the protective armor, which have shocked his
body. When someone is shot with a laser gun while wearing this
armor, the sensor in the center of the chest piece sends a little
shudder throughout the wearer’s body, letting them know they have
been shot. The pain is more like severe pins and needles. It’s more
uncomfortable than painful. Even though I always win at this game,
I still like rubbing it in his face.

“No. You’re going to go down sooner or later
because everyone knows all you do is hide. They know your
strategy.”

“And everyone knows yours. You’re the
loudest damn tracker ever. You’re going to be killed one day
because they’ll be able to hear you coming several miles away. You
walk like an elephant.” I skip past him still doing my victory
dance. Lukas is still adjusting his suit. I laugh at him and skip
backwards.

“Oh, very funny. You hide because you’re a
coward.”

I freeze. I can’t believe he’s just gone
there.

“You’re a jerk, Lukas Green.” I turn and run
back to the Station.

The Station is our home. It used to be
Olympic Park Train station up until the bombs, which caused
everyone to evacuate and head underground. They were chemical
bombs. They poisoned our waterways and earth. Our government knew
of the threats from the Middle East and built concrete bunkers
underneath every train station and football oval. That was almost
forty years ago. Now, people have begun to resurface and rebuild
their lives. The threat from the bombers has long gone because the
terrorists think they destroyed us all. But they didn’t know about
our secret way of surviving.

I run across the broken concrete. The bombs
had shattered the ground that used to cover this place, but didn’t
completely destroy it. All that is left is scattered pieces of
concrete stuck on the jaundiced earth like pimples. I throw myself
down the three flights of stairs and head back underground.

“Skye, what…” Shin tries to get my
attention, but I ignore him. I just want to be alone right now. I
barrel into him as I head down the corridor to my room, closing the
door and shutting the world out behind me.

I want to scream, but I settle for ripping
off my laser suit and throwing it into the corner of the room. I
can’t believe Lukas actually went there. I can’t believe he would
say the one thing he knows would hurt me.

“Stupid, selfish jerk!” I scream as I send
the breastplate of the suit into the wall. It makes a loud crash as
the plastic and Kevlar collide with the concrete of the wall.

I hear a knock on my bedroom door, which I
ignore. I seriously do just want to be alone. I sit on the bed and
slowly strip myself out of the suit now that I’ve calmed down some.
Then I hear his voice outside. Shin has asked him what happened.
Lukas says he said something stupid to me and proceeds to knock on
my door again. They should all know by now that when my door is
shut, it means I want to be alone.

“Skye? Skye, look I’m sorry. I was an idiot.
It just slipped out. I wasn’t thinking. Please open the door.” I
ignore him and continue to strip. When I am in my underwear, I find
a t-shirt, pull it over my head, and slide into bed. I pull my
pillow over my head and attempt to drown out the noise of the
world, and of Lukas.

“Skye, dammit. Open the door!” He starts
banging now. Laying here in my bed hiding, memories of the worst
night of my life come flooding back.

“No, no, no. You won’t have her. You
won’t ever find her!” My mother screams at the man who is looking
for me. She pleads for her life. I hide in the darkness and safety
of the basement.

Then I hear something new, something I’ve
never heard before.

“If you don’t surrender your daughter
now, I’ll gut your husband right before your eyes. Surrender the
girl to us, and she won’t be harmed. We’re making a better life for
these kids.”

“Better than their own parents? You’re a
monster!” I hear a crash against the door to the basement and then
a gunshot rings out. The sound of boots walking away and then
nothing.

I sit up and throw my pillow off my face.
That was new. What could that man have meant by they were building
a better life for the kids? Were they kidnapping kids? I’ll never
know who those men were who murdered my parents, and perhaps
they’re dead as well, but if I do ever see them again, they won’t
see me coming.


Chapter 2

 


I leave my room a few hours later dressed in jeans,
my favorite combat boots, and the dark grey t-shirt I usually sleep
in. I don’t care what anybody thinks, this shirt is comfortable. I
head upstairs to the kitchen to find food. Long ago, there used to
be restaurants next door to the station, but when the planes were
flying over, people began looting the stores, and taking whatever
they could get their hands on to survive. Everyone was doing it,
even the ones who thought it was wrong. Lucky for us, someone
thought to strip the kitchens of the restaurants and move them into
the station. So in our kitchen we have industrial appliances, which
suits us well with our group of twenty-three. I sit down on a stool
in the kitchen and watch the chef prepare dinner. Our chef is a
burly man with dark, curly hair that is long enough to tie into a
ponytail. I think he is of Italian descent, but I don’t care about
his ancestry—all I care is that he makes excellent food.

“Ahh, there’s my sous chef.”

“Hi Robbie. What’s for dinner?”

“Boiled potatoes, green beans, and roast
chicken with gravy.”

“Mm, you know I love your gravy.”

Robbie is kind of like my therapist, not
that I need one. But I can tell him anything. Even though Lukas is
my best friend, he’s a boy, and he has selective hearing. He
doesn’t completely listen anyway.

“What happened today?”

“What? Oh, nothing.”

Robbie fixes me with a stare that says he
doesn’t believe me. I sigh.

“Fine. I had a fight with Lukas.”

“Oh, that boy needs a good whooping on the
backside sometimes. What did he say now?”

“He called me a coward.” Robbie puts down
his wooden spoon where he’s stirring the gravy and turns around to
face me.

“Honey, you’re not a coward. You are
anything but. In fact, he is the coward. You know, bullies
say those hateful things because they are hurting inside
themselves.”

“I know, but…”

Robbie comes and takes a seat beside me on
the preparation table and rests a hand on my shoulder. “I know it
hurts, but he didn’t mean it as much as you may think he did. Just
give him space. Ignore him for a while. He’ll come to you.”

“But what if he doesn’t? He’s my first
friend.”

“Honey, friends fight all the time. You know
the sign that a friendship is true?” I look up into his kind face.
Robbie is like a big, cuddly teddy bear inside and out. He couldn’t
hurt a soul.

“What?”

“They can have a fight and still manage to
resolve it and come back to being friends again. If you and Lukas
are meant to be, things will work themselves out.”

“And if they don’t?”

“Then it’s his loss.” He stands and picks up
a tea towel from the oven door. He flicks it at my bottom. I
squeal. “Now get out of my kitchen.”

“Yes, sir!” I salute him, smile, and walk
out, but not before stealing a green bean.
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