
Prologue 

 

“I can’t run this fast after giving birth. I don’t have the strength.” 

Thom turned around. His face was covered in sweat. He squeezed his wife’s hand. 

“I know, Dawn. I’m sorry.” His eyes looked to the horizon behind her. The sun was 

descending in the west, falling into a murky grave of black. Or darkness was rising to swallow 

the sun. He wasn’t sure which one. 

“The world is dying,” Thom said. He looked down to the baby in his arms. “But I won’t 

let either of you die with it.” 

Thom gently handed the swaddled newborn back to Dawn in a mound of blankets. She 

pulled the child close to her chest. Thom bent over and scooped Dawn up in his arms. 

“I will be your strength,” he said. 

Her eyes glistened with tears. She leaned her head forward to his and sighed. The 

moment hung in the air—the baby in Dawn’s arms, and she in Thom’s. 

“Why now?” Dawn asked. She looked down and wiped her tear away. “We didn’t even 

get to celebrate his birthday.” 

“We will. I promise.” 

Her eyes searched for his. “Is this the end?” 

He stared at the horizon. The sky grew darker and the air colder by the moment. It 

wouldn’t be long now. Thom turned back to the east, to the unknown before him. 

“Never.” 

He bolted forward. Stride after heavy stride, he held all that mattered in his arms. The 

world swirled before him and coaxed him to collapse. He couldn’t stop. 



Run. 

A few miles later, he slowed. 

“We’re here,” Thom said in between breaths. He placed Dawn on the ground.  

She pulled back the blankets and peered at the baby. “He’s sleeping,” she said. “So 

peaceful. I wish that could be us again.” 

“Me too. But not after today. Today of all days.” Thom leaned forward and put his hands 

on his knees, panting. He looked at Dawn. “One of them found it.” 

“But you went after him. You stopped him, right?” 

“He was the only one.” 

“You took him out?” 

Thom looked back to the horizon. He closed his eyes and nodded. “A scout. On the way 

back with the information. I took it from him. Now, I’m the only one who knows.” 

“Thom, if the Nekura got their hands on that . . .” A shudder raked through Dawn’s body. 

“All life would be bound beneath them. It would be unending enslavement.” 

Thom sighed. “I know. A nightmare come alive. The Nekura have set themselves up as 

gods—and now their unholy fury is at our backs. They will never stop until they get it. We have 

to go to the other side.” 

Dawn’s eyes flashed. “Thom, is this right? If we leave, who will stand against them?” 

Suddenly, she clenched her chest with a frantic hand. She doubled over and fell to a knee, hardly 

breathing, but clung to the blankets in her arm. 

“Dawn! Are you alright?” Thom dropped next to her. 

“Thom, it’s coming . . . I can feel it. The darkness . . .”  



“Dawn, you won’t survive if we stay. If we jump to the other side, we can hide. We can 

blend in. Others already have.” 

“We won’t be as strong there.” She gritted her teeth in pain. 

“Neither will the Nekura.” 

“But they will be harder to recognize. Their deception will be more insidious.” She 

spluttered the words out. 

“We’ll take precautions. But I can’t protect us now if we fall asleep. With what I know, I 

can’t afford to dream. Maybe ever again.” He nodded at the delicate bundle in Dawn’s arms. 

“And if we jump, it will give Henry a chance to live.” 

“I’d give everything for him.” She looked up at Thom with glassy eyes. “I’d give 

everything for you. The Nekura will try to break us, tear us apart . . .” 

“They can never tear us apart. I promise, Dawn, whenever you call my name, I will find 

you.” 

She nodded. “Okay. For all of us. Let’s jump.” 

 

Chapter 1 

 

The thick walls muted the thunder outside but held the reverberating scream inside. 

The walls weren’t padded. 

Maybe they should’ve been. For people like that. 

The thunder raked through the sky again. Rain pounded the windows with unforgiving 

force, tossed in sheets by the wind. The echoes of the fading scream snapped Henry out of his 

drifting thoughts. He stiffened up. 



The rain clouds rolled in quickly from the west, carrying dark cover and dropping 

temperatures. It was unexpected. 

The screaming more so. 

He heard it a second time, this time more distant—now only a harsh whisper hung in the 

air. As quickly as the sound started, it dissipated—like a flame from an ember that flared and 

vanished. He stared at the door. 

The large man at the front of the room jumped at the sound and spilled his coffee, which 

now dripped from his shirt. He shook the hot liquid from his hand with a grimace, but his eyes 

were fixed on the door also. He didn’t move, unsure if he should open it to whatever lay on the 

other side. He paused, then walked over and opened it. 

Everything stood strangely still outside the room. 

“Hello?” he called down the empty hallway. 

No one answered. No one was there. 

The shrill voice had traced an icy finger up Henry’s spine and nestled at the base of his 

skull. The sound had been awkward and throaty, not like the typical rambunctious yelling. 

Everyone else in the room whispered in hushed tones. 

The man shut the door and relaxed into his natural, slumping posture and tried to corral 

everyone. His sigh of relief betrayed the cigarette smoke on his breath. He pushed his gray 

palette of hair across his head in a futile attempt to cover his baldness, trying to regain 

composure. 

“Finished before Monday,” he said, “and no exceptions.” 

The reminder of homework pulled everyone back into the classroom with a collective 

groan. 



The bell rang. 

The other students packed up their bags and Henry did the same, mimicking their actions. 

The feeling at the base of his skull remained, but he had other things to worry about. Besides, the 

scream was somebody else’s concern. He’d spent a long time steeling himself against the 

craziness of high school life and didn’t need this. 

He tried to forget about it. 

Like he tried to forget about his canceled baseball game. His mind drifted to the baseball 

diamond, thinking of the boggy moat it was becoming. There was one spot by second base that 

was probably a small lake by now. He really needed that scholarship. How was he supposed to 

get it if he couldn’t even play? 

He tried to think back to before the scream. He hadn’t been paying attention anyway. 

Daydreaming again, he missed out on most of his trigonometry class. He had no idea what had to 

be finished before Monday. 

He groaned but caught himself and slapped his hand over his mouth. His eyes widened 

and he glanced around to see who had heard. 

The rest of the class was already gone. 

Hoisting his backpack over his shoulder, he raced toward the door. One class left for the 

day. He had to hurry. His drifting thoughts had already cost him. 

“And Mr. Murphy . . .” the teacher said. Henry stopped and turned around. With a 

sideways nod of the head back into the room, the teacher signaled to the textbook on Henry’s 

desk. “You might need that if you’re going to do any of the assignment.” 

“Oh, thanks.” 

The teacher rolled his eyes.  



Henry offered a sheepish smile in return. He ran back in and stuffed the textbook into his 

backpack. He just wasted valuable seconds. He had to get to his locker before the next class. 

Without a game today, he needed his practice clothes instead of his uniform. 

Playing a game would have been far better than practice. Games were fun, practices were 

grueling. Wind-sprints replaced homeruns. And the standing rule for practice was being late 

meant missing playing time when the games actually happened. 

He sped to his locker and spun the tumbler on the lock. He opened the door and stuffed 

his books inside the locker, but they fell backward to the floor in an ungraceful cascade. He 

rushed to pick them up and grabbed everything he would need for his last class. The mental 

checklist was long: biology textbook, bag of baseball equipment, practice clothes, ball cap, 

cheese sandwich . . . 

Was that everything? He glanced at his watch. 

He had to hurry. 

He slammed the door shut on his locker and turned, then jumped in surprise. 

Someone had been hiding behind the locker door, only a few inches away. A girl. His 

backpack fell off his shoulder with a thud and his whole armload went to the floor again. 

“Charley, don’t do that!” Henry said. The adrenaline still laced his veins from the strange 

sound that had filled the hallway. 

Charley smiled in return. “You’re right, Henry, I should have told you that I was standing 

here. Like I did a minute ago when I walked up and stood here talking to you.” 

“Oh.” He stared at her. 

“You didn’t hear me at all?” 

“No. You were like a ninja or something.” 



“Ugh, don’t give me that because you weren’t listening. Okay, I’ll start over. Did you 

hear that scream?” 

“Yeah. Who didn’t?” 

“What do you think it was?” 

“I don’t know, Charley. I’m just trying to forget about it.” 

“Why? Aren’t you concerned? Just curious?” 

“Why? It’s somebody else’s issue. I’ve got other things I’m worrying about.” 

“That’s right,” came a voice from several lockers down, “you should worry about other 

things.” It was condescending, and Henry gritted his teeth with frustration. 

Trevor. 

 


