
Excerpt #1 
 
Grief, guilt, heartbreak, fear, loss, and abandonment all swirl in my head, creating a vortex of pain and confusion 

keeping me awake. 
Three days ago I was planning a future with the boy I love. Cyrus was going to come back to the Union with 

me. We were going to figure out a way to warn the citizens here or stop the attack. Together. Now his brother is 
dead and Cyrus stayed behind, unwilling to abandon the rest of his family. 

The scents of honeysuckle and fresh-cut grass float on a late summer night breeze. I stare up at the clouds from 
the chaise lounge on the balcony. A thick marine layer inched its way in from the coast hours ago, blanketing the 
sky and obscuring the stars I was hoping to see. With the moon hidden and the Union lights off for the night, 
darkness envelopes me. 

Over the soft murmuring of desalinated ocean water burbling through the aqueduct, I hear the door slide open 
behind me and sit up. My bio-dad, Eddie, walks out and takes the spot beside me. 

“Can’t sleep?” 
I shift to my right, giving him more room. “No. You?” 
He shakes his head, his cinnamon-colored wavy hair sweeping across his shoulders. “My grandmother used to 

say if you can’t sleep, it means you’re awake in someone else’s dreams.” 
That’s a comforting sentiment. Is Cyrus dreaming about me right now? Or is he like me, too afraid of the 

nightmares to close his eyes? 
Eddie presses his lips together and studies me for several long seconds. “Are you ready to tell me where 

you’ve really been all summer?” 
His question catches me off guard. I thought he bought my story, the one I told him when I came back. The one 

Lisa fed him while I was in the Ruins. Posing as me, she texted my mom and Eddie from my tablet with regular 
updates on our fake adventures sailing off the southeastern coast. When I first showed up here yesterday afternoon, 
he didn’t seem to care where I’d been or what I’d been up to, only that I was here at all. I’m definitely not ready to 
have this conversation with him. 

“I don’t know, are you ready to tell me where you were for the first twelve years of my life?” 
He shifts his weight on the chaise next to me and sighs. “I don’t know how many times I can apologize.” 
“You think another ‘I’m sorry’ is going to fix everything?” 
He rubs his palms on his thighs and stands. “You’re welcome to stay here as long as you’d like, but you might 

want to ratchet the anger down a few notches.” He moves toward the door before turning back. “You’re going to 
have to forgive me some day.” 

I raise my head and turn toward his dark silhouette. “Why? You think sending me a ticket and letting me hang 
out with your new kids makes up for everything?” 

“No,” he says quietly, “because hanging on to all that anger and resentment isn’t healthy.” He walks back into 
the house, sliding the door closed behind him. 

With a heavy sigh, I fall on my back and stare back up into the blackness. Seriously? After being nothing to me 
for three-quarters of my life, where does he get off being all parental right now? 
 
 



Excerpt #2 
 
I slide the zipper of my duffel bag closed just as a knock comes on the front door. Eddie answers it, and I see my 
friends on the porch over his shoulder. Eddie greets them with a nod and pulls the door open to let them in. He met 
Lisa and Colin years ago in the Eastern Province when he was attempting to connect with his long lost daughter. 
Recognition replaces the indifference on Eddie’s face, and he smiles, shaking their hands. 

“Eddie, you remember Bryce. This is Jack. Jack, this is my…my Eddie. Eddie McIntyre.” 
Jack shakes Eddie’s hand with genuine enthusiasm. “It’s nice to meet you, sir. I’m a big fan.” 
Eddie’s smile grows wide. This is his world, the one he knows how to live in — the one with adoring fans. 

“Good to meet you, Jack.” 
Great, he can turn it on for a complete stranger, a fan, but his own daughter? I get stony silence. 
Bryce reaches out and takes my bag, slinging it over his shoulder. I stand next to Eddie, not sure if I should hug 

him goodbye. He makes the decision for me, reaching an arm around and giving me an awkward pat on the back. 
“Have fun,” he says, closing the door behind us. 
We make our way to the express elevators in silence, no one finding it necessary to clue me in. Gliding down 

one hundred levels without a word spoken only increases the already building tension spiraling inside me, but asking 
questions when everyone else is quietly clenching their jaw, won’t get me anywhere. 

Once on the ground, we take a commuter train the twenty-five miles out to the coast, emerging from the dark 
station into bright late morning sun. It’s a perfect Western Province day, all blue cloudless skies and yellow 
sunshine. We walk out to the boardwalk, a cool ocean breeze skating across my skin, fluttering strands of hair. The 
crashing surf is interspersed with screeching seagulls and children’s laughter. This is the most I’ve felt at home since 
getting back to the Union. Cleanliness aside, this is as close to being in the Ruins as I’ll get here. 

A four-wheel-drive sand cruiser shuttles us to the check-in tent. We step out onto a path of groomed sand lined 
with solar luminaries that will light up at dusk, creating a glowing walkway. A campground employee leads us to a 
grouping of three white canvas tents adorned with strands of solar lights. Each tent has two cots, a small table with a 
vase of fresh honeysuckle and gardenias, and two folding chairs. Lisa and Jack dump their bags in one tent, and I 
follow Colin into another, setting my bag down. I suppose I could have let Colin and Bryce bunk together, but I 
don’t want to be alone. 

The flap from the tent falls into place, and I spin around. “Colin, what the hell—”  
He cuts me off, putting a finger to his lips. I’m trying hard not to freak out, but he’s making it difficult. His 

eyes roam over my face, his mouth pressed in a tight line. “I’ve got my ticket for the Northwest. I leave in a week.” 
“Oh.” I drop into one of the chairs. Over the past couple of days, I haven’t thought much about him leaving. 

We both lapse back into silence. After a few minutes, I get up and go peek outside, looking for the others. Jack, 
Bryce, and Lisa head toward us with grave expressions. Turning back to Colin, I realize it’s the same expression 
he’s had the whole time we’ve been in here. Something really bad is going on. 

They file into our tent, and Jack pulls a palm-sized electronic device from his pocket, moving it over the seams 
of the tent, the cots, the table. After glancing at a display on the front of the device, he motions for me to approach 
and sweeps it over me from head to toe. His shoulders relax and his jaw loosens for the first time since he arrived at 
my door this morning. 

I raise both eyebrows, waiting for someone to clue me in, not sure if I’m allowed to speak yet. 



Jack glances at Bryce before turning to me. “Someone bugged Lisa’s apartment.” 
“What do you mean ‘bugged’?” 
“I was helping her put up some speakers when I found a tiny Union-issue listening device. I swept her place 

with this and discovered twelve in total.” 
“That’s insane.” 
“We checked our place, too, and found another dozen there,” Jack says. “We need to check your dad’s place.” 
“Why would anyone do that? 
“You were gone a long time and so were we,” Bryce says, hands stuffed in the front pockets of his jeans. 

“Apparently someone noticed. We checked everyone’s clothing because we don’t know who planted the bugs, what 
all they had access to, or how long ago. We figured we’d be safest out here.” 

A sliver of fear pierces me. “What did we say in Lisa’s apartment?” 
Bryce shifts, pulling his hands from his pockets. “I don’t think it was anything specific. What about you at 

your dad’s?” 
I shake my head. “Nothing. What about you guys at Lisa’s place before I got there?” 
“Nothing much I can remember,” Jack says, dropping the device into his shirt pocket. 
“What’s going on?” I ask, sinking onto my cot, my voice barely above a whisper. 
“I don’t know,” Jack says. “But we’ve stumbled onto something even bigger than we realized.” 
 
 

Excerpt #3 
 
Colin and I arrange our cots so the ends meet at a right angle in the corner of the tent. Lying on our backs with our 

heads together, we talk. 
“What’s going on with you and Bryce?” Colin asks. 
“Nothing. That was over before it even began.” 
“He cares about you.” 
I twist around, but it’s too dark to make out Colin’s expression. “I never thought you were a fan.” 
“I wasn’t before, but he was really broken up when you were missing. After Jack was ready to throw in the 

towel, Bryce refused to give up. Even after Lisa and I began to wonder if we’d ever see you again.” 
“Wait, I thought Lisa said she always knew you’d find me.” 
“That’s what she said, but I know her, and there were times she wasn’t sure about any of it. Not Bryce, though. 

He just kept going. You don’t do that for someone you only sort of like.” 
I push up on my elbow and study him for a few moments before dropping to my back, trying to process this 

new information along with the events of the past week. At first, we only needed to find a way to stop an attack on 
the Union, but now we have to figure out who’s monitoring us and why. Because as long as someone is listening to 
everything we say, doing anything meaningful to stop the attack is impossible. So trying to make sense of what 
Colin said about Bryce isn’t even on the to-do list. Although I’ll admit it was easier for me to be around Bryce when 
I thought he was the bad guy. 

“All I’m saying,” Colin continues, “is hear him out. I saw the look on his face when you were with that guy 
from the Ruins. I know that look.” 



Of course he does. It’s the same one he gets whenever he sees Lisa and Jack together. I reach out to take his 
hand, squeezing it. He squeezes back and I don’t let go until his hand falls from mine. Sleep doesn’t come for me 
though, and I give up trying after tossing and turning for an hour. Grabbing my sweatshirt, I step outside into the 
chilly air. My feet take me down to the water without any prodding from my brain. The tide is low, providing a large 
swath of hard-packed sand that’s easier to walk on than the loose stuff. 

I stroll along the shore, eyes down, deep in my own thoughts. Colin’s words from earlier and Sonia’s that day 
out in the Ruins about life being too short for regrets mix together in my head like thought soup. 

“Whoa,” a voice startles me and I glance up seconds before crashing into Bryce. 
“Sorry, I didn’t see you.” 
“Trouble sleeping?” 
“Yeah.” I pause. “But I’m glad I ran into you — literally.” 
He turns and falls in step beside me. “Why’s that?” 
With a deep breath, I launch into an unrehearsed apology before I chicken out. “I never meant to hurt you. 

Well, maybe I did…or not.” 
He laughs. “What are you talking about?” 
“Cyrus. The guy in the Ruins.” 
“Oh.” All humor is gone from his voice now. 
“I guess there was a part of me that wanted to hurt the guy I thought you were — the smuggler more interested 

in business than my safety. That guy doesn’t exist, so I’m sorry I hurt you, but the guy I fell for on the train doesn’t 
exist either. Not really.” 

A slow breath of air escapes his lips. “Let’s start over.” He stops and reaches out his hand to mine. “Hi, I’m 
Michael Bryce Cooper…but you can call me Bryce. I like the way it sounds when you say it.” 

I shake his hand, smiling. “Nice to meet you. I’m Evan Delilah Taylor. But you can call me Evansville because 
it makes me laugh.” 

He gives me a full-dimpled smile, white teeth gleaming against dark skin in the moonlight. We turn and start 
back toward camp, walking in silence for several minutes, the gentle sound of the waves pushing ashore the only 
thing I can hear beyond my own thoughts. 

“I like your hair better red.” 
I glance at him out of the corner of my eye. “It took me nearly eighteen years, but I think I do, too.” 
“What made you change your mind?” 
“Quinn.” I shrug. “What she said about how I’m supposed to have red hair. It also made me think about other 

stuff, about how things are supposed to be. Everything that happened led me to where I am now. Maybe this is what 
I’m supposed to be doing.” 

“That’s a huge burden, Evan. You don’t have to do it alone. We’re all in this together, all set in motion by the 
same chain of events.” 

I turn toward him, searching his face. Maybe he’s right. Just because this is my destiny, doesn’t mean it’s mine 
alone. 

“I don’t even want you involved in this,” he continues. “Jack and I are trained detectives. This is what we do. I 
could lose my job, or worse, by involving you.” 

“I’m already involved, Bryce.” 



“I know.” He glances down at the sand for a moment. “But you wouldn’t be if it hadn’t been for me.” 
This is where I should tell him I forgive him, but I don’t. We’ve reached where we need to turn to head back 

into our camp, but I’m still too keyed up to sleep. “I’m going to walk a little longer.” 
He hesitates for a couple of beats. “I can walk with you, unless you’d rather be alone.” 
“No, I’d like the company.” 
While we stroll, we talk about things long left unsaid. He tells me more about his childhood and growing up, 

this time not skirting around topics to protect his cover. His words flow freely as he talks about how hard it was in 
the days after his father disappeared. Pain laces his voice, but I also detect a tinge of hope, as if he believes his father 
might still be alive. 

I share more about what happened in the Ruins, not glossing over my feelings for Cyrus. I don’t want to hurt 
Bryce, but I need him to understand what I was feeling when I was out there, why his deception and dishonesty hurt 
me so much. 

When I’m done, he’s quiet for a long time before stopping and turning to face me. He reaches out and take my 
hands in his. I want to pull them back, but Colin asked me to hear Bryce out, so I leave my hands in his for now. 

“I won’t lie to you again,” he says. “About anything. Even if the truth is difficult.” 
“Thank you,” I say, meaning it. This feels like a moment, the beginning of a genuine friendship based on 

shared goals if nothing else. 
 


