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Dedication

To my fellow Story Queens.

You know who you are.

Thanks for the encouragement to finish this.

 



Chapter 1

Skye

 


I’ve been avoiding this
room for a few months now. I walk past it every day and glance at
the doorknob but never touch it. I know what’s on the other side.
It was avoidable. Until now.

Since Blossom’s death and her memorial, I’ve
been putting off gathering the precious little handmade dolls she
had made for all of us. They were her prized possessions, but she
wouldn’t have wanted them to just sit in her room like a sad
shrine. Like the happy doll, she would have wanted us to be
happy.

I open the door and poke my head in. The
room is still shrouded in darkness, but I know where everything is.
Even though I haven’t physically been inside the room since
Blossom’s death, I had committed the layout of the room to memory.
There’s a bed in the corner under a mirror,
and above that, a sunlamp hangs to imitate a
window. Since we were underground, windows looking out to the
outside world weren’t possible. So, we had to make do and create
our own sunlight. At the foot of the bed sits a black and gold
carved wooden trunk, similar to Blossom’s father’s own furniture in
his compound.

Along the wall where the door is located,
the one closest to where I am standing now is
a sliding wooden door—a closet. Blossom didn’t own much. We each
owned just a few sets of clothes, only what was necessary. That was
why Blossom’s dolls were so special to her.

I enter the room and head straight for the
black and gold trunk. I’ve never looked in the trunk previously,
but I know this must be where the dolls are.

Blossom’s bed was always made with military
precision, and she never added any personal touch, such as colorful
throws or toys on the bed. I know this to be a product of a strict
military upbringing.

I crouch down beside the trunk and lift the
lid. It is heavy but dark, and I can’t see anything. I run to the
door and slap my palm against the solar panel beside it. The
sunlamp flickers to life and illuminates the room.

I gasp when I see what is lying inside the
trunk. In a neat row lay a collection of intricately handcrafted
knitted dolls. Each character is recognizable at once. I find
Lukas, Shin, even Robbie our cook has his own doll. I laugh and
take each one out to inspect them. They are so detailed it’s
uncanny.

A piece of folded paper flutters down into
the trunk from one of the dolls. I put the Lukas doll down and pick
up the paper. I unfold it, and a lump
immediately forms in my throat when I see what it is—a note written
by Blossom. But I can’t make myself read it.

That’s where Lukas finds me sometime later, curled into a fetal position on the floor
next to Blossom’s trunk.


Chapter 2

“Skye? Are
you okay?” I feel him touch my back. I don’t move. I just
lay there on the floor clutching the letter in my fisted
hand.

“Are you hurt?”

I move then because I
can’t handle him worrying about me. I sit up and shrug his hand
away.

“I’m fine. Please, leave me
alone.”

“I was going to ask what
you’re doing in here, but I know. I’ve held off saying anything.
I’ve left you alone, but it’s been three months, Skye. Three months
since Blossom died and three months since we kissed. We need to
talk about it.”

And there it was.

The elephant in the room. I stand and hurry
toward the door. This is exactly what I’ve been trying to
avoid.

“Ugh. Please, Lukas. I
don’t want to talk about it.” He stands and follows me out the
door.

“No, Skye. We need to talk
about it. You’ve been not talking about it for three months. You
can’t avoid it forever.”

“Yes, I can.” I storm up
the hall toward my room, planning to lock myself inside. I need to
be alone. I need to be away from him.

“Skye—”

Thankfully, I make it to my room before he
gets any more words out. I stop outside my door and turn on him,
putting a finger on his lips.

“Please, Lukas. I need more
time.”

He must have been holding his breath because he lets it out and bows his head and nods
slowly.

“Okay. How much more time
do you need?”

“I’m not sure, but I’ll let
you know when I’m ready. Okay?” I give him a smile because I kinda feel sorry for him. I do care about
him. I just don’t have room in my heart for him right now. I need
time to heal my heart first before I let him in
completely.

“Okay.” He smiles back and
waits until I step inside my room before leaving. I know this
because I leave the door open a crack and watch him. I wait until
he’s gone and close it.

Then I turn my attention to my own elephant
in the room: the letter. I pull it out of my pocket where I had
stuffed it earlier and walk over to my bed. I unfurl the neatly
folded piece of paper and prepare myself mentally for what
Blossom’s left me.

I don’t think I’ll ever be prepared.

 


Dear Skye,

 


If you’re reading this, then I am either
dead or with my father.

Please don’t be sad or angry. I am my
father’s daughter, yet I am not.

My father placed me inside your home to
spy for him, but please
know that I never wanted to be a spy. I loved you, I really did. I
still do.

Mourn for me, miss me, even forget me, but
please don’t stay angry or sad. Please let me rest. And please
forgive me.

I am sorry.

 


Love Blossom.

 


P.S. The dolls are for you. Please take care
of them for me.

 


Please don’t be angry.

Please don’t be sad.

Forget me.

I was sad. I was angry.

And I definitely could not forget her. How
could she ask that of me?

I was angry, not at Blossom’s father and
what he did, what he forced his daughter to do, but more at the
injustice of it all.

Blossom was an innocent young woman. She was
my sister, and I had to do something.

I had to avenge her death somehow. I reach
into my pocket and pull out the three dolls I had found in the
chest and lay them on my bed beside the other two dolls I already
had there—dolls of Blossom and me.

I look at our dolls lying side by side, and
I choke out a sob.

“I’m sorry, Blossom. I need
to do something. I can’t just sit here and do nothing. I just need
to do something. I’m itching for action and revenge. You asked me
to forgive you. Well, I need to ask you to return the favor and
forgive me.”

I pick up all the dolls and walk over to my
closet where I pull out my backpack. I place the dolls inside the
front pocket and then a few knives inside the larger pocket.

There’s only one place I need to go to put
the pieces of my shattered heart back together again. But I have
one problem—how do I sneak out of this compound without Lukas or
anyone else seeing me? Or worse, stopping me?

 


 



Chapter 3

I walk into the dining room
and find everyone had already started eating without me. I watch
them, my family, for a moment from the doorway. Lukas and Shin are
tossing meatballs up and catching them in their mouths while
Michael and my father are talking loudly and animatedly about
fighting techniques they learned in the war.

Oh, did I mention my father now lives with
us? He still has the farm, and we’re free to
come and go between the Station and the Farm. It’s a little bit
surreal to think he’s actually here. I remember not so long ago
thinking I was an orphan.

Speak of the devil. “Hey, there she is,” he
bellows. Everyone stops what they’re doing and turns to look at me.
My eyes automatically search out Lukas’s face before I realize what
they’re doing. Traitors. I’m not meant to be thinking about him. My
eyes always betray me. I don’t want them to be a reflection of my
true feelings. The eyes are not the windows to the soul. They’re
not!

“Welcome back to the land
of the living,” says Michael. My heart somersaults at his words and
my breath both catch in my throat. I must portray my feelings on my
face because Michael apologizes a minute later. Ugh. Am I really
that transparent? I must learn to hide my feelings
better.

“Sorry, Skye. I didn’t
realize… that was stupid.”

I push away from the cave wall and walk over
to the table. I pull out a chair opposite my father and grab a
bread roll off the pile in the center of the table. I sit and begin
breaking it apart in my hands. A nervous habit of which I did
often.

“It’s okay.” I shrug and
pop some bread into my mouth and reach for the bowl of meatballs
the boys were playing with earlier. The ceramic bowl is heavy, and
Lukas reaches out across the table to help me. His fingers graze
mine underneath the bowl, and I quickly snatch the bowl away,
almost dropping it in the process.

“S… sorry,” Lukas mutters,
then picks up his fork and awkwardly pushes the meat, pasta, and
vegetables around his plate.

“Is everything okay, guys?”
Michael asks, looking between Lukas and me.

“Yes. Fine,” I say a little
too quickly. I look down at my plate so I
don’t have to look at anyone and busy myself with scooping
meatballs onto it. I’m not hungry, but I must keep up my strength
if I’m going to head back to Kato’s Compound. I pile my plate with
vegetables and pasta and then proceed to stuff as much as I can in
my mouth in as little time as I can.

“Are you sure?” my father
asks, eyeing me with concern.

Ugh. They are getting on my nerves. I can’t
take it anymore. I drop my fork on the
table.

“Okay, fine. We should all
just acknowledge the elephant in the room. I am not fine.
Thanks for asking. It’s only been three months since Blossom died,
and I am not okay. But it seems as though you all are!” I push my
chair back and storm out of the room. I run downstairs to the underground training center. I need to
get rid of my rage and this ugly feeling. I change into my training
clothes—spandex tights and a tank top. Then I strap my knuckles up
with tape and pull on my boxing gloves. I stand in front of the
punching bag and start hitting the crap out of it.

“How can they be so calm?”
I say in between punches.

“How can they be so
fine?”

Punch, punch, punch. I take one more
swing at the punching bag, swinging my arm back and widen my
stance, and as my fist makes contact with the bag, the bag stills.
It just stops swinging. I stop to study it and
try again. Once more the bag doesn’t move. It’s like it’s being
held in place by an invisible rope. But it’s not. It hangs from the
ceiling by a single thick metal chain. It should be swinging. But
it is not. I walk around it, and that’s when I see what it is
holding it in place. I scream and stagger backward onto the
training mat.

“Hello, Skye.”

“Wha…. Blossom?” It’s
Blossom. But yet it isn’t. She doesn’t seem like herself. And it
can’t be her.

“You can’t be here. You’re
de… dead,” I stammer. I can’t quite believe
it.

“Yes. I am dead. But I told
you, Skye, I’ll always be with you.” I find my feet, and Blossom
comes to stand closer to me, traversing the space in the blink of
an eye.

“Whoa. How…”

She smirks and puts out her hands and
shrugs as if to say no big deal.

“I’m a ghost.”

“How are you a ghost? I
don’t understand.”

Blossom comes to stand in front of me as
fast as I can blink. Her palm touches my cheek, and I feel nothing
but the soft whisper of a breeze. I shiver.

“It’s too much to
understand, the afterlife. All you need to know is you have a job
to do, and you’re straying from the path. I’m
here to put you back on it.”

I walk around her, studying her ashen skin
and her limp black hair. Her once big bright brown eyes are milky
gray in color. It’s eerie to look at. But I don’t want to let the
girl whom I looked at as a sister know I’m afraid of her.

“You always were cryptic,
little sister.”

“That is just my Japanese
origin. I can’t help it. And I am serious. You can’t mourn
forever.”

I pause in my pacing of
circles and stare at her mouth agape.

“Who said I was
mourning?”

She giggled. “Skye, you’ve been exercising
like crazy. You haven’t been eating, and
you’re pushing Lukas away. He loves you.” She emphasizes the o’s in
love way too much. I roll my eyes, turn my back on her, and bend to
pick up my boxing glove that I’d dropped when she scared me.

“Well, I don’t love him.
And I am not mourning.”

“You’re in denial, big
sister. You need to wake up.” Blossom snaps her fingers in front of
my face, and I blink, finding myself on the
floor of the training room.

“Blossom?”

I jump up and spin around searching for her,
but she is no longer there.

“Huh.”

I must have been dreaming.

 


* * * * *



On the way back to my room,
I take a detour via the kitchen and steal some of the leftovers
from the fridge. My father had restored power back to our compound
when he arrived, and it was amazing having hot showers and being
able to heat up our meals in the microwave. Air conditioning was
bliss when it got too hot, and electric
heating was heaven when it got cold. I almost forgot what it was
like without it. I heated up my meal and headed back to my room to
eat.

What had Blossom meant by I was straying
from the path? I wasn’t aware I was on a path. And why had she
returned to haunt me? And why did she actually have to look dead?
Was that how all ghosts looked? I didn’t know. I had never seen one
before now.

 


 



Chapter 4

The next morning, I wake up
and quickly pack up my things. I know what I have to do now, and no
one is going to stop me. I crack open my
bedroom door and peek out. I listen for any signs of life but hear
nothing. I creep out into the hall, backpack on my shoulder. I
almost make it to the top of the stairs when I hear the stairs
creak behind me. My heart thuds strong and loud. I quickly run up
the rest of the stairs that lead to outside and dash over to the
stable. When I get there, though, someone has beaten me.

My heart somersaults into my throat when I
see him standing there in front of my horse.

“Lukas, what are you doing
here?”

“I could ask you the same
question. Going somewhere?” he says, tilting his head toward my
backpack. I sigh and walk into the tack room. He, of course,
follows. I gather my horse’s saddle and bridle
and push past him through the doorway, which he’s deliberately
blocking.
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