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prologue
HE SAT ON THE HILLSIDE AND WAITED.

Another day, another job. Before him, rusting tracks disappeared into the depths of the tunnel mouth. In the gray gloom of
the cloudy day, the light barely penetrated beyond the stone arch
of the opening. His eyes never left the entrance. He was expectant
but jaded.
There was no thrill of excitement or flicker of interest.
He had long since ceased to be curious. Now the only thing
that mattered was completing the task. His cold, clinical eyes were
lifeless.
The wind stirred, blowing frigid air around him, but he didn’t
feel the chill. He was focused, watchful.
Any moment now.

ON
ONe
THE FIRST HEAVY DROPS OF RAIN ANNOUNCED THEMSELVES,

tapping out a disjointed rhythm on the tin roof over the train platform. Dylan sighed and plunged her face down deeper into her
thick winter jacket, trying to warm her freezing nose. She could
feel her feet going numb, and she stamped her boots on the cracked
concrete to get her circulation going. She glared at the slick black
train tracks littered with chip bags, crumpled beer cans, and bits of
broken umbrella. The train was fifteen minutes late, and she had
arrived ten minutes early in her eagerness. There was nothing to
do but stand, stare, and feel her body heat slowly seeping away.
As the rain began to fall more steadily, the stranger beside her
tried in vain to read his newspaper, absorbed in a story about a
gruesome murder spree in the West End. The roof provided feeble cover, and droplets fell thickly onto the paper, exploding and
expanding the ink in a blotchy mess. Grumbling, he folded it up
and stuffed it under his arm. The man glanced around, searching
for a new distraction, and Dylan immediately looked away. She
didn’t want to have to make polite conversation.

It had not been a good day. For some reason, her alarm had
failed to go off, and really it had all been downhill from there.

“Up! Get up! You’re going to be late. Were you on your phone
again last night? If you can’t organize yourself, you’ll find me taking a much more active role in your social life, and you won’t like
it!”
Her mother’s voice rang out, barging in on a dream involving a handsome stranger. Her mother’s screech had the ability to
cut through glass, so Dylan’s subconscious offered little challenge.
Her mother continued to complain as she marched back down
the long corridor of their apartment, but Dylan had already tuned
out. She was trying to remember the dream, to hold on to some
of the details for later. Walking slowly . . . a hand, warm around
hers . . . the scent of foliage and damp earthiness heady in the air.
Dylan smiled, feeling warmth bubble in her chest, but the chill
of the morning dissolved the image before she could lock his face
into her mind. Sighing, she forced her eyes open and stretched,
luxuriating in the cozy warmth of her thick duvet, then squinted
left toward her alarm clock.
Oh, God.
She was going to be so late. Scrambling around her room, she
tried to pull together enough clean clothes to create a full school
uniform. A brush through her brown shoulder-length hair created
the usual frizzy mess. Bad hair life. Dylan didn’t even glance at
her reflection as she hid the frizz in a messy topknot. How other
girls managed to create artfully styled, perfect hair was a mystery
to her. Even when she made an effort to blow-dry and straighten
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it, two seconds outside was enough to return her unruly hair to its
natural state.
Having no shower was out of the question, but today she had
to make do with a quick twirl under water that was always scalding
hot, irrespective of knobs turned or buttons pushed. She scraped a
rough towel against her skin and yanked on the black skirt, white
shirt, and green tie that made up her uniform. In her haste, she
caught a jaggy nail on her last pair of tights and ripped a huge run
in them. Grinding her teeth, she lobbed the tights in the garbage
and clattered, bare-legged, down the hall to the kitchen.
A glimpse in the fridge revealed nothing that could be eaten
on the run. There was no time to dash into a café. She would just
have to be hungry. At least she had enough money left on her
school lunch card for a decent meal. It was Friday, which usually meant fish and chips—although of course there would be no
salt, vinegar, or even ketchup. Not in our health-freak school, Dylan
thought, rolling her eyes.
“Have you packed?”
Dylan turned to see her mother, Joan, standing in the kitchen
doorway. She was already dressed in her uniform for a grueling
twelve-hour shift at the hospital.
“No. I’ll do it after school. The train isn’t till five thirty—there’s
loads of time.” Interfering as usual, Dylan thought. Sometimes it
seemed like her mum just couldn’t help herself.
Joan’s eyebrows rose in disapproval, deepening the wrinkles
that ran across her forehead despite the expensive lotions and
potions she applied each night.
“You are so disorganized,” she began. “You should have had it
done last night instead of messaging with your friends—”
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“All right!” Dylan snapped. “I’ll figure it out.”
Joan looked as if she had many more things to say, but instead
she simply shook her head and turned away. It was easy to guess
the reason for her mother’s bad mood. She highly disapproved
of Dylan’s weekend trip to see her father, the man she had once
promised to have and to hold until death—or in this case, life—
did them part.
Anticipating that her mother had not given up on the matter, Dylan threw her shoes and jacket on, grabbed her bag, and
stomped down the hall, trying to ignore the rumbling that was
already coming from her stomach. She paused at the door to yell
a compulsory goodbye—met with silence—before traipsing out
into the rain.
By the time she had walked for fifteen minutes, her cheap
winter jacket had given up the fight against the drizzle and she
could feel the wet leaking into her shirt.
A sudden, hideous thought made her stop in her tracks,
despite the downpour. White shirt. Rain. Wet shirt. She remembered rooting through her underwear drawer for a clean bra and
coming up with only one—dark blue.
She hissed a word between her clenched teeth that would have
gotten her grounded if her mother had been in the vicinity. There
was no time to run home. In fact, despite rushing, she was still
going to be late.
Terrific.
Head down, she splashed along the high street, past the thrift
stores, boarded-up failed dreams, cafés with cheap furniture and
extortionate-priced coffee, and the obligatory liquor shop or two.
There was no point trying to avoid the puddles. Her feet were
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already soaked through; they were now the least of her worries.
For a moment she considered crossing the road and hiding in the
park until her mother left for work, but she knew herself better
than that. She didn’t have the nerve. Muttering a stream of complaints interspersed with obscenities, she turned off the high street
and through the gates of Kaithshall Academy.
The school was three floors of uniform boxes in various stages
of disrepair, and Dylan was sure it had been designed to curb
enthusiasm, creativity, and, most importantly, spirit. Homeroom
was in Miss Parson’s room on the top floor—another tired-looking
cube that the teacher had tried to brighten with posters and wall
displays. Strangely, her efforts only made the space more depressing—especially now, filled with thirty clones chattering about
inconsequential rubbish as if it were life-altering drama.
Dylan’s tardy entrance earned her a pointed look. As soon as
she sat down, the teacher’s high-pitched whine shot over the classroom din. “Dylan. Jacket.”
Amazing how students have to be polite to teachers, but it doesn’t
work in reverse, Dylan thought.
“I’m cold. It’s freezing outside.” And in here, she thought, but
didn’t add.
“I don’t care. Jacket.”
Dylan considered resisting but knew it would be futile. Besides,
any further complaints would draw attention to her, something
she tried to avoid as a rule. Sighing, she battled with the cheap
zipper and shrugged the jacket off. A glance down confirmed her
fears. The sodden blouse was transparent, and under it her darkblue bra seemed to glare like a beacon. She hunched down in her
chair and wondered how long she could hope to remain invisible.
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The answer was about forty-five seconds.
It began with the girls, of course. Snickers erupted somewhere
to her left.
“What? What is it?” The harsh, snide voice of David “Dove”
MacMillan cut across the titters.
Dylan looked resolutely at the front board, but in her mind’s
eye she constructed a crystal-clear image of Cheryl and her cronies
smiling gleefully as they pointed manicured nails in her direction.
Dove was so dense it would take him another few seconds to realize they were even pointing at her, and he would never work out
the joke without a sledgehammer-size clue. Cheryl would provide
that service, mouthing, “Check out the bra,” or perhaps a suitably
obscene hand gesture.
“Ha!” Again, another mental image of the spittle and soda that
would be soaring onto the desk now that Dove had finally gotten
the picture. “Ha, Dylan, I can see your tits!”
Dylan cringed and slunk a little farther down in the chair as
titters elevated to open hilarity. Even the teacher was laughing.
Cow.
Ever since Katie had left, no one at this school even gave the
impression of being on the same planet as Dylan, never mind the
same species. They were sheep, all of them. The boys wore joggers,
listened to hip-hop, and spent their evenings down at the skate
park. Not skating, just vandalizing things and drinking any booze
they’d managed to get their hands on. The girls were worse. Five
layers of makeup and fake tan, and catty, screeching voices picked
up from reality shows. They couldn’t seem to have a conversation
unless it involved tanning, terrible music, or—most disturbing of
all—which of the jogger-wearing players was the most appealing.
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Of course there were other outsiders, but they tended to be loners,
too, just trying to get by and avoid being targeted by the mob.
Katie had been her one companion. They’d known each other
since elementary school and spent their time quietly mocking
their fellow classmates and plotting a way out of the place. Last
year all that had changed. Katie’s parents had decided that, since
they despised each other, the time had come to split. They’d hated
each other as long as Dylan had known Katie, so she couldn’t
understand why it had to happen now. But Katie had been forced
to choose between living with her alcoholic father in Glasgow or
moving away with her obsessive mother. Dylan hadn’t envied her
choices. Caught between a rock and a hard place, Katie had chosen to go with her mother, to a tiny village in Lanarkshire called
Lesmahagow. It might as well have been on the other side of the
world. Since she’d left, life had been a lot harder and a lot lonelier.
Dylan missed her friend. Katie wouldn’t have laughed at the seethrough shirt for a start.
Although the shirt had dried out by halfway through first
period, the damage was done. Everywhere she went, boys from her
year—and some she didn’t even know—followed her and laughed,
making sarcastic comments and attempting to ping her bra strap
(just to check that it was still there). By lunchtime, Dylan had
had enough. She was sick of boys making fun of her, sick of girls
with snide looks, and sick of teachers who pretended to not notice
anything. When the bell rang at the end of fourth period, she
passed by the cafeteria, ignoring the scent of fish and chips and the
pangs from her stomach, and went out of the school gates with the
crowd heading to the pizza place or the bakery. When she came to
the end of the line of shops, she just kept on walking.
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Her heart beat double time as she reached streets that the
students never ventured into at lunchtime—unless, of course,
they were planning to do exactly what she was doing. She’d never
skipped school before, had never even considered it, really. She was
the shy, serious student. Quiet, diligent, but not particularly clever.
All of her successes had to be earned through hard work, which
was easy when you had no friends. But today she was becoming
a rebel. When fifth-period attendance was taken, there would be
an A for absent beside her name. Even if they phoned the hospital, there would be nothing her mother could do about it. By
the time her shift finished, Dylan would be halfway to Aberdeen.
Dylan put the unease she felt out of her mind. Today she had more
important things to think about.
At home, the first thing she did was yank off the school shirt
that had caused all of today’s embarrassment. She dumped it in
the laundry basket and stood in front of her closet, examining her
clothes. What was an appropriate thing to wear when meeting
your dad for the first time in ten years? It had to make the right
initial impression. Nothing revealing that would make her look
like she was out partying; nothing with cartoon characters to make
her look childish. Something pretty and grown-up. She stared. She
pulled clothes aside to see what was hidden at the back. Finally
she was forced to admit that she did not own anything fitting that
description. She grabbed a faded blue T-shirt with the name of her
favorite band emblazoned across the front and topped this with a
gray zip-up hoodie. She kicked off her school skirt and replaced
it with comfortable jeans and threw on some old Nike sneakers.
She scrutinized herself in the full-length mirror in her mum’s bedroom. It would have to do.
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Next she grabbed an old bag from the hall cupboard and
dumped it on her bed. She shoved in another pair of jeans and
a couple of T-shirts, some underwear, and then her black school
shoes and a green skirt, just in case he wanted to take her out to
dinner or something. Her phone and wallet she stuffed into the
front pocket along with some toiletries.
Then she grabbed one last, important item from the bed.
Egbert, her teddy. He was graying with age and fairly battered,
with one eye missing and a slight tear along the back seam leaking
stuffing. He’d never win a beauty contest, but he’d been with her
since she was a baby and having him nearby made her feel safe and
comforted. She wanted to take him, but her dad might think she
was childish. She hugged the teddy to her chest, undecided. Then
put him on the bed and looked at him. He seemed to stare back,
unwanted and abandoned. Instantly feeling guilty, Dylan grabbed
him and placed him gently on top of her clothes. She zipped up
the bag, then unzipped it and chucked him back out. This time he
fell facedown and couldn’t gaze forlornly at her with his one accusing eye. She zipped up the bag again and walked determinedly out
of the room.
Exactly twenty seconds later, she dashed back in and grabbed
him.
“Sorry, Egbert,” she whispered, kissing him quickly before
stuffing him into the bag as she ran out of the door.
If she hurried, she might be able to catch the earlier train and
surprise her dad. This thought carried her down the stairs and
along the damp street. There was a café en route to the train station; maybe she could duck in and grab a burger to sustain her
till dinner. Dylan picked up the pace, mouth already watering in
17

anticipation, then as she passed the high metal gates of the park,
something stopped her dead. She stared through the bars at the
melee of greenery, not quite sure what she was looking at.
Déjà vu.
She squinted, trying to work out what had triggered the feeling. A glimpse of tousled blond peeked out beneath the branches
of a wide oak. For a second, Dylan had a flash of that same halo
of hair, wrapped round a face, featureless but for eyes of shocking
cobalt blue.
The dream.
She sucked in a breath, her pulse suddenly pounding, but a
cackle of boyish laughter shattered the illusion. The head turned
to reveal a smirking mouth pouting out a stream of smoke, cigarette dangling from his lips. Dove MacMillan, with his pals.
Dylan wrinkled her nose in disgust and stepped back before he
could see her.
Shaking her head to chase the last tendrils of the dream away,
she crossed the road, eyes fixed on the hand-painted sign above
the greasy-spoon café.
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tWO
“IT’S OUTRAGEOUS. SCANDALOUS.” THE STRANGER ON THE

platform had clearly decided that, since reading the paper in the
dripping rain was out, he would concentrate on the next best
thing: complaining.
Dylan glanced at him dubiously. She did not really want to
get into a discussion with this tweed-covered, middle-aged man
and end up being drawn into awkward conversation all the way
to Aberdeen. She shrugged, a gesture almost lost under her heavy
parka.
He carried on, unfazed by her lack of enthusiasm. “I mean, the
prices they’re charging, you’d think they could be on time. But, oh
no. Outrageous. I’ve been waiting here for twenty minutes, and you
know when it comes in there won’t be a seat left. Terrible service.”
Dylan looked around. The platform was not crowded enough
for her to melt away and disappear.
The tweed man turned to look at her. “Don’t you think?”
Forced into a direct response, Dylan tried to be as noncommittal as possible. “Mmmm.”

He seemed to take this as an invitation to continue the diatribe. “Better when it was National Rail. Knew where you were
with them. Good, honest men working the trains then. It’s all
gone downhill now. Run by a bunch of charlatans. Outrageous.”
Where
re is the train, Dylan thought, desperate to be relieved of
this social charade. And then there it was, rolling in like a knight
in rusting armor. One glimmer of hope in a day full of embarrassment and torment.
She reached down for the bag at her feet. Like most things
she owned, it was faded and showing signs of wear and tear. As
she heaved the bag over her shoulder, a faint ripping sound made
her grimace. It would be in keeping with the pattern of today for
the seam to tear open and scatter her underwear across the station.
Mercifully it held, and Dylan shuffled forward with the rest of the
weary passengers as the train coasted slowly to a standstill. She
quickly eyed the direction in which the tweed stranger was headed
and dashed toward a different door.
Once in the carriage, she glanced left and right, trying to identify the red flags—drunks, weirdos, people who wanted to tell you
their life stories and philosophize on the meaning of life—who
seemed inexplicably drawn to her whenever she took public transportation. She was anxious to avoid them today when she had so
many other things on her mind. She scanned the carriage for free
seats: one next to a mother with her screaming baby, its red face
puckered up and angry. Another opposite a pair of drunken teenagers in blue Rangers’ tops. They were drinking from an inexpertly
hidden bottle of what looked suspiciously like beer and singing
loudly and very out of tune.
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The only other option was in the middle of the carriage,
squashed in beside a large woman who had arranged her shopping bags on the seats beside and across from her in a manner that
made it blatantly clear she did not welcome company. However,
glaring or not, she was the most appealing option.
“Excuse me,” Dylan muttered, shuffling over to her.
The woman sighed loudly, her displeasure obvious, but she
moved the bags, nonetheless. After shrugging out of her jacket,
extracting her phone and headphones, and chucking her bag up
onto the overhead shelf, Dylan settled herself down. She closed
her eyes, stuck her headphones in her ears, and turned the volume
up high, letting the heavy drumbeats of her favorite band drown
out the world around her. She imagined the rude lady glaring at
her and her awful music, and the image made her smile. Too quiet
for Dylan to hear, the train groaned and strained, picking up speed
as it raced on toward Aberdeen.
Keeping her eyes closed, she thought about the coming
weekend. Nerves and excitement fought for control of the butterflies in her stomach as she contemplated stepping off the train
and searching for the man who was all but a stranger to her. It
had taken months of persuasion and wheedling for her mother
to relinquish the phone number of one James Miller, her father.
Dylan remembered how her hand had shaken as she’d called, hung
up, called again, and then hung up. What if he didn’t want to talk
to her? What if he had his own family now? What if, worst of all,
he turned out to be a huge disappointment? A drunk or a criminal? Her mother had been unable to give her any more details.
They didn’t talk, ever. He’d left when she’d asked him to and never
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bothered either of them again, like she’d asked him to. Dylan had
been five years old at the time, and in the decade that had passed,
his face had become less than a memory.
After two days of inner turmoil, Dylan had called in the
middle of the day, finding a quiet spot on the school grounds
that wasn’t already claimed by the smokers, amorous couples, or
gangs. Her hope was that he’d be busy and no one would answer.
It worked. After six heart-stopping rings, the voice mail kicked in,
and she suddenly realized that she hadn’t thought about what to
say. Panicking, she left a hesitant, rambling message.
“Hi, this is for James Miller. It’s Dylan. Your daughter.” What
else to say? “I, um . . . I got your number from Mum. I mean, Joan.
I thought, maybe, we could meet up, maybe. And talk. If you want
to.” Breathe. “This is my number . . .”
As soon as she’d hung up, she’d cringed. What was wrong with
her? She couldn’t believe that she hadn’t planned a message. She’d
sounded like a bumbling mess.
Well, there was nothing to do but wait. And she had waited.
All afternoon she felt sick to her stomach. Biology and English
passed in a blur. At home she’d numbly watched TV, not even
changing the channel when the infomercials came on. What if
he didn’t call? Would he have listened to the message yet? What
if he never got the message? Dylan had imagined a female hand
answering the phone and listening, then slowly pressing a painted
red fingernail on the delete button. Too scared to call again, she’d
had no choice but to cross her fingers and stay within easy reach
of her phone.
It took a whole day, a day that felt like a month to Dylan, but
he did call. At four o’clock, just as she was sloshing home through
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yet another rainy day of school with wet socks and increasingly
wet shoulders, her phone vibrated in her pocket. This was it. Her
heart seemed to stop beating as she yanked the phone out of her
pocket. A quick glance at the caller ID confirmed it: it was an
Aberdeen area code. Pressing her thumb on the screen, she put it
to her ear.
“Hello?” Her voice sounded rough and strangled. She tried to
clear her throat quietly.
“Dylan? Dylan, this is James. Miller. I mean, your dad.”
Silence. Say something, Dylan, she thought. Say something, Dad.
The silence hung between them, but in the stress of the moment,
it sounded like screaming.
“Listen.” His voice broke through it, melted it away. “I’m so
glad you called. I’ve wanted to get in touch with you for so long.
We’ve got a lot to catch up on.”
Dylan closed her eyes and smiled. She took a deep breath and
started to speak.
It had been so easy after that. Talking to him felt comfortable, like she’d known him forever. They’d talked until Dylan’s
phone ran out of charge. He wanted to know everything about
her, her school, hobbies, who she hung out with, what movies were
her favorites and what books she liked to read. Boys—though
there wasn’t much to say there, not from the selection on offer at
Kaithshall. In return, he told her about his life in Aberdeen, where
he lived with Anna, his dog. No wife, no kids. No complications.
And he wanted her to visit.
That had been exactly one week ago. For seven days, Dylan
had been wrestling with her nerves and excitement about meeting him, and trying not to fight with her mother, who made no
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secret of the fact that she disapproved of Dylan connecting with
her father. Dylan hadn’t even spoken to Katie about it yet. Sitting
on the train, a pang of nerves made her start a text:
Katie! How are things? New school still suck?

It didn’t take long for Katie to reply.
New school, same morons. These ones are just
country morons.
So glad that this time next year we’ll be
starting college, I can’t wait to get out of here!
Howz things at glorious Kaithshall?
Sucks. Got some news though!
Ooh, do tell!
I called my dad.

Dylan hit the send button and waited. Her heart was racing.
She wanted Katie to say something nice, wanted someone to tell
her that she was doing the right thing. There was a pause that
seemed to last forever before the little icon popped up that meant
she was writing back:
...
So . . . how did that go?

A cautious response. Her friend didn’t want to stick her foot
in it.
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Actually, great! He wants to meet me! He
sounded really nice on the phone.
Don’t know why my mum hates him so much.
Who knows? Parents are weird. Look at mine!
So is he coming down to see you, then?
Nope, I’m going there. Right now.
What?! That was fast! You scared?
No, I’m super excited. What is
there to be scared about?

The reply came through instantly.
Liar. You’re shitting yourself!

Dylan laughed out loud, then clamped her hand over her mouth
when she saw the woman next to her glaring even more fiercely.
Typical Katie, she always saw straight through her pretense.
OK, maybe a bit. Trying not to think
about it too much . . .
Kind of worried I might chicken out if I
actually think about what I’m doing!
It’ll be cool. You need to meet him anyway. And
if your mum really does hate him, then keeping
them in separate cities might be a good idea!
How you getting there? Train?
Yeah, he’s bought me a ticket. He says he
wants to make up for ten years of lost time.
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Dylan held that train ticket in her hand. She was supposed to
text her dad to let him know she was on her way.
She opened up a new text.
Dad, on train. Got an earlier one.
Can’t wait to meet you

Dylan.

Just as she hit the send button, the window beside her went
black. Fabulous, she thought, a tunnel. The phone—an expensive
Christmas gift that her mother had paid for through several extra
shifts at work—scrolled one word across the screen:
Sending . . .
It rolled through three times before the alert popped up:
Message failed.
“Dammit,” Dylan muttered. Irrationally, she tried holding the
phone up above her head, knowing it was useless inside the tunnel;
no signal was going to get through that much rock.
She was poised like that, arm in the air like a mini Statue of
Liberty, when it happened. Light vanished, sound exploded, and
the world ended.
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three
SILENCE.

There should be screams, cries, something, thought Dylan.
But there was only silence.
The darkness was so heavy, it was like a thick blanket smothering her. For one panic-stricken moment, she thought she was
blind. Frantic, she tried waving her hand in front of her face. She
saw nothing but managed to poke herself in the eye. The shock of
the jabbing pain made her think for a moment. They had been in
a tunnel—that was why it was dark.
Her eyes couldn’t make out even the tiniest pinprick of light.
She tried to push herself up from where she’d been thrown sideways onto the seat next to her, but something was pinning her
down. Twisting to the right, she managed to pull herself down
onto the floor between the seats. Her left hand landed on something warm and sticky. She yanked it away and quickly wiped it on
her jeans, trying not to think about what the stickiness might have
been. Her right hand curled around a small object—the phone
that had been in her hand when the world had turned upside

down. Eagerly she picked it up and flipped it over. Relief rolled
through her, but it was quickly replaced by disappointment. The
screen was blank. Her fingers jabbed at it, hope fading fast. It was
dead.
Crawling into the aisle, Dylan got her feet beneath her and
stood up, smacking her head hard on something.
“Shit! Ow!” She ducked back down. Her hand reached for
her temple, which was throbbing ferociously. It didn’t seem to be
bleeding, but it hurt like hell. Carefully this time, she straightened
up again, using her hands to guide her head to a safe place. It was
so dark, she couldn’t even see what she’d bumped into.
“Hello?” she called timidly. There was no answering voice, no
rustling sounds of other passengers moving about. The carriage
had been packed—where the hell was everyone? The pool of liquid on the floor by her seat flashed back into her mind, but she
pushed it away.
“Hello?” Stronger this time. “Can anybody hear me? Hello!”
Her voice cracked a little on the final word as panic began to rear
its ugly head. Her breathing quickened, and she struggled to think
through the fear that gripped her. The darkness was claustrophobic, and she clutched at her throat, as if something were strangling
her. She was all alone, surrounded by . . .
She didn’t want to think about it. All she knew was that she
couldn’t bear to stay in the carriage a second longer.
Mindlessly she surged forward, tripping and hauling herself
over objects that lay in her way. Her foot landed on something
soft and slick. The soles of her sneakers found no traction and
slipped. Horrified, she tried to jerk her leg up and away from the
suspiciously spongy object, but her other shoe couldn’t find a safe
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and level place to land. As if in slow motion, she felt herself falling
toward the floor and the fearsome things that lurked there.
No!
Gasping, she threw her hands down to protect herself as she
tumbled down. Her flailing arms caught a pole, and her fingers
tightened around it, bringing her to an abrupt stop that strained
the muscles in her shoulder. Her momentum carried her forward,
and she jarred her neck painfully against the cold metal.
Ignoring the throbbing in her neck, Dylan held on to the pole
with both hands, feeling like it was her grip on reality. Pole, her
brain told her. The pole is next to the door. You must be next to the
door. Relief flooded her system and allowed her to think a little
more clearly. That’s why she was alone. Everyone else must have
made their way out already, and they’d missed her because she’d
been buried under that stupid woman’s bags. I should have sat next
to the Rangers fans, she thought, laughing weakly.
Not trusting her feet in the darkness, she reached along the
partition connected to the pole, expecting to come into contact
with the folded open door. Her fingertips stretched out but found
nothing. Shuffling a little farther forward, she touched the door at
last. It was shut.
That’s weird, she thought. Everyone else must have gone out
of the door at the other end. That was just typical of her luck.
Her logical reasoning calmed her and helped her to think clearly.
Unwilling to travel back across the carriage and risk stepping on
some more worryingly soft things, she felt around for the button
to open the door. Her fingers found its raised edges and pushed,
but it remained closed.
“Dammit,” she murmured. The electricity had probably been
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cut off during the crash. She looked back over her shoulder, a
pointless exercise since she could see nothing. Her imagination
filled in the blanks, packing the route through the carriage with
upturned seats, luggage, broken glass from the windows, and
squishy, slick things that were solidifying in her mind’s eye into
limbs and torsos. No, she was not going back that way.
Putting both hands flat against the train doors, she pushed
hard. Though they held, she felt them buckle a little. With enough
effort, she thought she could force them open. She stepped back,
took a deep breath, and launched forward, kicking the door as hard
as she could with the bottom of her left foot. The bang sounded
very loud in the confined space, ringing a little in her ears, and
her knee and ankle twinged painfully. Nonetheless, she could feel
fresh air against her face and that gave her hope. Her hands confirmed it: one section of the door had been forced off its runner.
If she could do the same to the other door, there would be a gap
big enough for her to squeeze through. She took two steps back
this time and threw herself against the door with as much strength
as she could muster. The door screeched as metal rasped against
metal, before finally giving way.
The gap was not large, but luckily neither was Dylan. Turning
sideways, she squeezed her body through the opening. There was a
ripping sound as her zipper caught between her body and the door,
but suddenly she was free and falling toward the track. She felt a
moment of fear thrill through her, but her sneakers crunched on
gravel after just a short distance and the feeling of claustrophobia
lifted like a chain that had been cut free from around her throat.
The tunnel was as dark as the train. The crash must have happened right at the center. Dylan looked first one way, then the
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other. It didn’t help. She could see no light, and apart from the
gentle sound of air rushing through the enclosed space, there was
silence.
Left or right? she thought. Sighing, she turned right and
trudged forward. It had to lead somewhere.
Without a light to guide her, she tripped often, so it was slow
progress. Every now and then, something by her feet would scurry
quickly away. She hoped there weren’t rats in the tunnel. Anything
smaller than a rabbit caused outbursts of irrational fear in her. A
spider in the bathroom could trigger half an hour of hysteria until
her mum was persuaded to come and rescue her. If anything ran
over her shoe in here, she knew her flight instinct would kick in.
In the dark, though, with the uneven ground, she’d probably fall
flat on her face.
The tunnel went on and on. She was on the verge of turning
back and trying the other way when she saw what she thought was
a dot of light ahead. Hoping for a way out, or a rescuer equipped
with a flashlight, she stumbled faster, desperate to be outside in
the brightness again. It took a long time, but slowly the dot turned
into an arch. Beyond it she could only see a little daylight, but that
was enough.
When at last she exited the tunnel, it was raining softly, and
she laughed with delight as she turned her face up to the gentle
shower. The dark of the tunnel had made her feel dirty, and the
misty droplets felt like they were cleansing some of the horrors
away. Taking a deep breath, she put her hands on her hips and
surveyed her surroundings.
The landscape was empty except for the train track, which
wound forward across a wild backdrop. She had clearly left
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Glasgow far behind. The horizon was ringed with large, imposing
hills. Low-slung clouds blurred their edges as the mist skimmed
the highest peaks. It was a muted palette of colors, purple heather
fighting for space amongst great swathes of brown bracken. Small
copses of trees grew in irregular patterns on the lower gradients of
hills dark-hued with evergreen pines. The slopes closer to the tunnel were gentler, undulating mounds coated with long grass. There
was not a town or a road in sight, not even an isolated farmhouse.
Dylan bit her lip as she studied the scene. It was untamed and
unfriendly looking.
She had expected to see a melee of police cars and ambulances
parked at random angles in their haste to get to the scene. There
should have been hordes of men and women in brightly colored
uniforms ready to rush forward and comfort her, check her for
injuries, and ask her questions. The area just outside the tunnel
should have been littered with groups of survivors, ashen-faced
and huddled in blankets to keep out the cutting wind. In reality,
there were none of these things. Her face fell into a mask of confusion and unease. Where was everybody?
Turning round, she looked into the black mouth of the tunnel.
There was no other explanation: she must have gone the wrong
way. They must all be at the other end. Tears of frustration and
exhaustion sprang up in her eyes. The thought of going back into
the darkness, of having to walk back past the train filled with the
limp, lifeless bodies of the less fortunate, was excruciating. But
there was no going round it. Hacked out from the base of a massive line of hills, the bracken-covered ground rose up on either side
like a sheer cliff face.
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She looked up toward the heavens, as if pleading with God to
change things, but all she saw were the steely gray clouds ambling
across the sky. With a quiet sob, she turned back to the bleak landscape before her, desperate for some sign of civilization that would
save her from having to return to the dark tunnel. Holding her
hand to her forehead to protect her eyes from the wind and the
rain, she scanned the horizon. And that was when she saw him.
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FOuR
HE WAS SITTING ON A HILL TO THE LEFT OF THE TUNNEL

entrance, his hands wrapped around his knees, and he was staring
at her. From this far away, all that she could tell was that he was
a boy, probably a teenager, with sandy hair that was being tossed
around by the wind. He didn’t stand or even smile when he saw
her looking at him, just continued to stare.
There was something odd about the way he sat there, a solitary
figure in this isolated place. Dylan couldn’t imagine how he had
come to be there, unless he’d been on the train as well. She waved
at him, glad to have someone to share this horror with, but he
didn’t wave back. She thought she saw him sit up a little straighter,
but he was so far away it was hard to tell.
Keeping her eyes firmly on him, just in case he disappeared,
she slipped and slid down the gravel bank of the train tracks and
hopped over a little ditch filled with water and weeds. There was
a barbed-wire fence separating the tracks from the open countryside. Dylan gingerly grabbed the top wire between two of the
twisted metal knots and pulled it downward as hard as she could.

It dropped just low enough for her to awkwardly swing her legs
over. She caught her foot as she pulled her second leg over and
almost fell, but she managed to cling on to the wire and keep her
balance. The barbs cut into her palm, piercing the skin and causing little droplets of blood to ooze through. She examined her
hand briefly before rubbing it against her leg. A dark stain on her
jeans made her take a second look. There was a large red patch
on the outside of her thigh. She stared at it for a moment before
remembering wiping the sticky stuff from the carriage floor off
her hands. Realization made her blanch, and her stomach heaved
slightly.
Shaking her head to rid herself of the sick images that were
swirling in her brain, she turned from the fence and fixed her eyes
back on her target. He was seated on the slope about fifty yards
above her. From this distance she could see his face, and so she
smiled in greeting.
He didn’t respond.
Slightly abashed by this frosty reception, Dylan stared at the
ground as she made her way up the hill toward him. It was a hard
climb, and before long she was panting. The hillside was steep,
and the long grass was wet and difficult to wade through. Looking
down, concentrating on her feet, gave her an excuse not to make
eye contact—not until she had to.
WITH COLD EYES, THE BOY ON THE HILL APPRAISED THE GIRL

approaching him. He had been watching her since she had exited
the tunnel, emerging from the dark like a frightened rabbit from a
burrow. Rather than shouting to get her attention, he had simply
waited for her to see him. At one point he had been concerned
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that she would head back into the tunnel, and he had considered
calling out, but she had changed her mind, so he’d contented himself with sitting silently. She would notice him.
He was right. She spotted him, and he saw the relief pool in
her eyes as she waved energetically. He did not wave back. He
watched her face falter slightly, but then she approached him. She
moved clumsily, catching herself on the barbed-wire fence and
tripping on clumps of wet grass. When she was close enough to
read his expression, he turned his face away, listening to the sound
of her drawing nearer.
Contact made.
AT LAST DYLAN REACHED WHERE HE SAT AND WAS ABLE TO

get a much better look at him. Her guess at his age had been spoton; he couldn’t have been more than a year older than her, if that.
He was wearing jeans, sneakers, and a warm-looking navy sweatshirt with the word Broncos
oncos written across it in flowing orange
letters. Curled up as he was, it was hard to guess at his size, but
he didn’t look small or weedy. He was quite tanned, with a line of
freckles marching across his nose. His face was set in a hard, disinterested mask, and as soon as Dylan got closer to him, he’d begun
to stare off into the desolate landscape. Even when she stood right
in front of him, he didn’t change his expression or the direction of
his stare. It was very disconcerting, and Dylan fidgeted where she
stood, unsure of what to say.
“Hi, I’m Dylan,” she mumbled at last, looking down at the
ground. Waiting for a response, she shifted her weight from one
foot to the other and stared off in the same direction, wondering
what he was looking at.
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“Tristan,” he eventually replied, glancing at her briefly and
then looking away again.
Relieved that he had at least answered, Dylan made another
stab at conversation. “I guess you were on the train, too. I’m so glad
I’m not the only one here! I must have passed out in the carriage,
and when I woke up I was on my own.” She said all of this very fast,
nervous about his frosty welcome. “All of the other passengers had
already gotten out, and apparently nobody had noticed me there.
There was this horrible woman with all these bags and stuff—I
got stuck under them. When I got out, I couldn’t tell which way
everybody had gone, but we must have come out of the wrong side
of the tunnel. I bet the firemen and police and everybody else are
on the other side.”
“Train?” He turned toward her, and she got her first look into
his eyes. They were icy blue and cold. Cobalt. She felt like they
could freeze her blood if they were angry, but just now they were
merely curious. They appraised her for half a second before flickering to the tunnel mouth. “Right. The train.”
She looked at him expectantly, but he didn’t seem inclined to
say anything else. Biting her lip, she cursed her luck that the only
other person here was a teenage boy. An adult would’ve known
what to do. Also, although she hated to admit it, boys like this
made her nervous. They seemed so cool and confident, and she
always ended up getting tongue-tied and feeling like a total freak.
“Maybe we should walk back through the tunnel?” she suggested. It didn’t seem like such an awful proposition with someone
else. Then they could meet up with all the other passengers and
the emergency services, and she might still be able to salvage her
weekend with her dad.
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The boy turned the force of his gaze back on her, and she had
to stop herself from taking an involuntary step backward. His eyes
were magnetic, and they seemed to see through to her very core.
Dylan felt exposed, almost naked, under his stare. Unconsciously,
she folded her arms across her chest.
“No, we can’t get through there.” His voice was disinterested,
as if he wasn’t worried at all about their current predicament. As if
he could quite happily sit on this hillside forever.
Well, Dylan thought, I can’t.
After staring at her for another long moment, the boy went
back to glaring at the hills. Dylan bit her bottom lip as she tried to
think of something else to say.
“Do you have a phone, then, so we can call someone, like the
police or something? My phone died in the crash. And I should
probably call my mum; when she hears what’s happened she’ll
freak. She’s very overprotective, and she’ll want to know I’m OK
so that she can say, ‘I told you so’ . . .” Dylan trailed off.
This time he didn’t even look at her. “Phones don’t work out
here.”
“Oh.” She was getting annoyed now. They were stuck here, on
the wrong side of the tunnel, with no adults and no way to contact
people, and he was being no help at all. However, he was the only
person here. “Well, what should we do, then?”
Instead of answering her, he suddenly stood up. Upright, he
towered above her, much taller than she would have guessed. He
looked down at her, a half smirk playing on his lips, and started to
walk away.
Dylan’s mouth opened and closed a few times, but no sound
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came out. She was motionless and silent, transfixed by this strange
boy. Was he just going to leave her here? She got her answer
quickly. He went about ten feet, then stopped, turned, and looked
back at her.
“You coming?”
“Coming where?” Dylan asked, reluctant to leave the site of
the train crash. Surely staying here was the most sensible thing to
do? How would anybody find them if they went wandering off?
Besides, how did he know where he was going? It was already late
afternoon, and it would be dark soon. The wind was getting up,
and it was cold; she didn’t want to get lost and have to spend the
night roughing it.
But his self-assurance had her doubting herself. He seemed to
see the indecision in her face. He gave her a patronizing look, his
voice dripping with superiority. “Well, I’m not just going to sit and
wait. You can stay here if you want.”
He watched that comment sink in, gauging her reaction.
Dylan’s eyes widened in fear at the thought of being left alone,
waiting. What if night fell and nobody came?
“I think we should both stay here,” she began, but he was
already shaking his head.
Looking as if it was extremely inconvenient, he walked back
over and stared at her, so close she could feel his breath on her face.
Dylan looked into his eyes and felt her surroundings fade away.
His gaze was compelling—she couldn’t have looked away if she’d
wanted to.
“Come with me,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room
for negotiation. It was an order, and he expected her to comply.
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Her mind strangely blank, it did not occur to Dylan to disobey. Nodding numbly, she stumbled forward toward him.
The boy, Tristan, didn’t even wait for her to catch up before he
was off again, striding up the hill, away from the tunnel. He had
been surprised at her willfulness; there was inner strength in this
one. Still, one way or another, she would follow him.
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“WAIT, STOP! WHERE THE HELL ARE WE GOING?” DYLAN HUFFED

to a standstill and cemented her feet to the ground, folding her
arms across her chest. She’d been blindly following him, but they
had been marching for twenty minutes in total silence now, going
in who knew which direction, and he hadn’t said a word since his
curt “Come with me.” All of the questions, all of the reasons for
staying at the tunnel mouth that had inexplicably vanished from
her head when he’d ordered her to follow, had now returned with
full force.
He continued on for a few strides before turning and looking
at her with his eyebrows raised. “What?”
“What?” Dylan’s voice rose an octave with incredulity. “We’ve
just come out of a train crash where everybody else seems to have
disappeared. I have no idea where we are, and you are marching us
halfway across the middle of nowhere, away from the place where
they are going to be looking for us!”
“Who do you imagine is looking for us?” That arrogant half
smirk snuck back onto his lips.

Dylan frowned for a moment, confused by the strange question, before launching into her argument once more. “Well, the
police for one. My parents.” Dylan felt a little thrill at being able
to say that in the plural for the first time. “When the train doesn’t
arrive at the next station, don’t you think the train company might
wonder where it is?”
She raised her eyebrows here, secretly pleased with the strength
of her line of reasoning, and waited for him to respond.
He laughed. It was almost a musical sound, but underpinned
with a hint of mockery. His reaction confounded and infuriated
her again. Dylan pursed her lips, waiting for the punch line, but it
didn’t come. Instead he smiled. It changed his entire face, warming his natural coldness. But there was still something not quite
right about it. It looked sincere, but it didn’t stretch to his eyes.
They remained icy and aloof.
He walked over to Dylan and ducked down slightly so that
he could look into her eyes, shocking blue into startled green.
His closeness made her a little uncomfortable, but she stood her
ground.
“If I told you that you weren’t where you thought you were,
what would you say?” he asked.
“What?” Dylan was totally confused, and not a little bit intimidated. His arrogance was infuriating: making fun of her at every
turn and coming out with nonsense statements like that. What
could be the point of his question except to bamboozle her and
make her doubt herself?
“Never mind,” he chuckled, reading her expression. “Turn
around. Could you find the tunnel again if you had to?”
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Dylan looked over her shoulder. The landscape was empty and
unfamiliar. Everything looked the same. Stark, windswept hills as
far as the eye could see, dipping down into gullied valleys where
vegetation reveled in the shelter from the constant gales. There
was no sign of the tunnel entrance or even the train tracks. That
was weird; they hadn’t gone very far. She felt a tightening in her
chest as she realized that she had no idea what direction they had
come from, that she would be completely lost if Tristan left her
now.
“No,” she whispered, grasping how much trust she had put in
this unfriendly stranger.
Tristan laughed as he watched the realization trickle across her
face. “Then I guess you’re stuck with me.” He began marching again.
Dylan stood motionless, torn, but as the distance began to
open up between them, her feet seemed to act of their own accord,
afraid of being left alone. She scrambled over a small cluster
of boulders and jogged through some short grass until she had
bridged the gap. He continued to stride out, his long legs and loping gait allowing him to outstrip her easily.
“Do you even know where you’re going?” she panted as she
hurried to keep up.
Again that irritating smirk. “Yes.”
“How?” Matching his pace was reducing her to one-syllable
questions.
“Because I’ve been here before,” he replied. He seemed
supremely confident and had taken control of the situation—and
of her—completely. Though she hated to admit it, she had little
option but to trust him.
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“Will you please slow down?” Dylan’s legs, unused to exercise,
were already burning.
“Oh, sorry,” Tristan said, and despite his frostiness, he seemed
it. He slowed to a more moderate speed.
Dylan gratefully matched his pace and continued her questioning. “Is there a town or something nearby? Somewhere where
the phones do work?”
“There’s nothing in this wasteland,” Tristan murmured.
Dylan bit her lip, concerned. The later it got, the more worried she knew her mum would be. One of the conditions of Joan
allowing her to make the trip had been that she would call as soon
as she arrived and met her dad. She wasn’t sure how much time had
passed—she’d clearly been unconscious for a bit on the train—but
she was sure that her mum would have heard about the crash. If she
phoned Dylan’s mobile and got the voice mail, she’d start to worry.
She also imagined her dad waiting at the station for her.
Maybe he’d think she hadn’t wanted to come, that she’d chickened out. That would be awful. No, he would hear that a train had
crashed, which would be worse. Still, she needed to let both her
parents know she was OK. She supposed by the time all of this got
sorted out, it would be too late to head up to Aberdeen this weekend. Hopefully her dad would be willing to buy her another ticket.
Although, really, the train company should give me one for free at least,
she thought. Joan would be even less willing to let her go after this,
though. Maybe her dad could come down to Glasgow instead.
But then something else made her pause. If there was no town
nearby and it was already late afternoon, what were they going to
do once it got dark?
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She gazed around her, hunting for signs of civilization. Tristan
was right: nothing.
“You said you’d been here before,” she began. By now they
had traipsed to the top of the hill and were going down a particularly sheer section of the other side, so Dylan kept her eyes on the
ground, watching every step. If she had been looking at Tristan’s
face, she would have seen the wary, cautious look that came into
his eyes. “When was that, exactly?”
Nothing but blanket silence from the boy walking beside her.
“Tristan?”
Tristan ambled on without answering.
SO MANY QUESTIONS, SO EARLY ON. IT SEEMED AN OMINOUS

sign to him. He tried to lighten the mood by laughing, but Dylan
drew her mouth into a grimace, and this time she really did
look at him. He rearranged his features into a more convincing
expression.
“DO YOU ALWAYS ASK THIS MANY QUESTIONS?” HE RAISED AN

eyebrow.
Dylan was stung into silence. She turned away from him,
looked up at the sky where the clouds were painted steely gray and
darkening with each passing minute.
“Afraid of the dark?” he asked.
She wrinkled her nose, ignoring him.
“Look,” he said, “it’s going to take longer than this light will
last to get where we’re going. We’re going to have to rough it.”
Dylan made a face. She had no experience of camping but was
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fairly sure that any activity that involved sleeping outdoors with
no access to a kitchen, bathroom, or warm bed was not for her.
“We haven’t got a tent. Or sleeping bags. Or any food,” she
complained. “Maybe we should head back to the tunnel and see if
anybody’s there looking for us.”
He rolled his eyes, arrogant and patronizing again. “It’s way
too late to do that! We’d end up wandering around in the pitchblack. I know a sheltered spot. We’ll survive. You’ve been through
worse today.”
Oddly, Dylan hadn’t thought much about the train crash.
Once she’d gotten out of the tunnel, Tristan had assumed control
so thoroughly that she had simply followed his lead. Added to
that, it had all been over so fast that she wasn’t sure what had actually happened.
“See that?” he asked, pulling Dylan from her thoughts and
pointing to a ruined cottage, about half a mile away, nestled in a
narrow valley at the bottom of the hill. It looked long abandoned,
with a tumbledown stone wall outlining the boundary. The roof
had several large holes in it, the door and windows were long gone,
and it seemed as if another ten years might finish off the crumbling walls.
“You want us to stay there tonight? Look at it! It’s falling apart.
I mean, it’s only got half a roof! We’ll freeze!”
“No, we won’t.” Tristan’s voice dripped with scorn. “It’s barely
raining at all. It’ll probably stop soon, and it’s much more sheltered down there.”
“I am not staying there.” Dylan was resolute. She could not
imagine anything less comfortable than spending the night in a
damp, cold, ramshackle hovel.
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“Yes, you are. Unless you want to keep going by yourself. It’ll
be dark soon. Good luck.” The words were spoken coldly, and
Dylan was in no doubt that he meant them. What could she do?

Close up, the cottage did not look any more attractive. The wilderness was reasserting itself in the garden; they had to fight their
way through thistles, brambles, and tufts of thick grass just to get
through the front door. Once they were inside, things improved
slightly. Even without the windows or door, the wind was cut considerably, and the roof at one end was almost completely intact.
Even if it rained during the night, they had a reasonable chance of
staying dry. The place looked like it had been ransacked, though.
The previous owner had left various possessions and a few rickety
bits of furniture, but almost everything was broken and strewn
carelessly across the floor.
Tristan led the way in, righting a table and chair, and upturning a bucket to sit on. He gestured to Dylan to take the chair.
She sat gingerly, thinking it might collapse under her weight. It
held firm, but she couldn’t relax. Without the howling wind, there
was a very awkward silence. Added to that, she no longer had
the perilous terrain to keep her occupied. There was nothing to
do but sit and try not to stare at Tristan. She felt incredibly ill at
ease, trapped inside a small cottage with a virtual stranger. On the
other hand, the day’s trauma was beginning to sink in, and she
was desperate to talk about what had happened. She eyed Tristan,
wondering how to break the silence.
“What do you think happened? With the train, I mean.”
“I don’t know. Just crashed, I suppose. Maybe the tunnel caved
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in or something.” He shrugged and stared at a spot over her head.
Everything about his body language told her that he didn’t want to
talk about it, but Dylan wasn’t going to give up that easily.
“But what happened to everyone else? We can’t have been the
only survivors. What happened in your carriage?” Her eyes burned
with curiosity.
He shrugged again, standoffish and disinterested. “Same as
yours I suppose.” His eyes flitted away, and Dylan could see he
was uncomfortable. How could he not want to talk about this? She
couldn’t understand it.
“Why were you there?” He looked up sharply at that, startled,
and Dylan quickly elaborated. “What I mean is, where were you
going on the train? To visit someone?” Suddenly she wished she
hadn’t asked. Something had flashed in his eyes that she didn’t
like—a defensiveness.
“My aunt lives in the northeast.” His tone was final, shutting
down the conversation.
Dylan drummed her fingers on the tabletop as she considered
him. Visiting an aunt seemed innocent enough, but she wondered
if it was something more sinister. Why else would he be so mysterious, so shifty? Was she isolated in the middle of nowhere with
some sort of criminal? Or was she just paranoid after the shock of
the day?
“What will we do for food?” she asked, more to change the
subject than anything else, because his aloofness was unnerving.
“Are you hungry?” He sounded a bit taken aback.
Dylan thought about it and found, to her surprise, that the
answer was no. She had last eaten on the way to the train station.
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A hurried hamburger choked down with a warm Diet Coke. That
had been hours ago. Although skinny, she normally ate like a
horse. Her mum always joked that she’d wake up one day and her
metabolism would have changed. Maybe loss of appetite was a
symptom of shock.
“At the very least, we’ll need some water,” she said, although
even as the words came out, she realized that she wasn’t thirsty,
either.
“Well, there’s a stream out back,” he answered, humor in his
voice. “Can’t say how clean it’ll be, though.”
Dylan considered drinking from a stream with mud and bugs
in it; it wasn’t appealing. Besides, she thought, if I drink the water,
I’ll need to use the bathroom, and there doesn’t seem to be one. The
clouds were bringing the night unusually quickly, and the idea of
going out alone in the dark was not one she wanted to contemplate. There were nettles and thistles to consider, plus she would
be too scared to go very far, so she would have to worry about staying within earshot. It would all just be too embarrassing.
He seemed to read the thoughts in her eyes. Although he
turned his face away to stare through the window into the evening,
Dylan could see the telltale lifting of his cheek. He was laughing
at her. She narrowed her eyes and glowered in the other direction,
out of the hole where the back window had once been. She could
see next to nothing, just the outline of hills in the distance. The
onset of night was making her nervous.
“Do you think we’re safe here?” she asked.
He turned back to look at her, his expression unreadable.
“Don’t worry,” he said quietly, “there’s nothing out here.”
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The sense of isolation in his words was as chilling as the
thought of unknown things scurrying about in the dark, and
Dylan shivered involuntarily.
“Cold?” He didn’t wait for an answer. “There’s a fireplace over
there. I’ve got matches—I can probably get it going.”
He stood up and loped over to the stone fireplace, which sat
under the remaining piece of roof. The chimney breast must have
strengthened the wall, because this part of the cottage was in the
best repair. There were still a few logs strewn about beside it, which
he gathered and carefully arranged into a precarious cone shape.
Dylan watched him work, captivated by his quiet concentration.
As he reached into his pocket, he glanced in her direction, and she
hastily went back to staring out of the window. Red colored her
cheeks, and she hoped he hadn’t caught her staring. A low chuckle
from the direction of the fireplace confirmed that he had, and she
squirmed in the chair, mortified. The sound of a match striking
was accompanied by a light wafting of smoke. She imagined him
holding it into the firewood and trying to coax out the flames, but
resolutely kept her eyes away from him.
“Barring a sudden gust of gale-force wind, we should be a bit
warmer in a few minutes.” He stood up and ambled back across
the room to his makeshift seat.
“Thanks,” Dylan mumbled, and meant it. She was grateful for
the fire; it chased away the dark that was creeping over the land.
She turned slightly and gazed into the flames, watching each one
jump and leap over the logs. Soon the heat began to radiate out of
the hearth, bathing them both in warmth.
Tristan went back to staring out of the window, even though
there was nothing to see. Having used up all of her nerve trying to
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broach conversations that had been shut down before they could
really begin, Dylan did not dare interrupt his brooding. Instead
she folded her arms on the table and leaned her chin on them,
staring away from him and into the fire. The dance of the flames
hypnotized her, and before long she felt her eyelids droop.
As the curtain of sleep closed over her, she heard the wind
rushing around the crumbling walls of the cottage. Though she
couldn’t feel the chill of its touch, she heard the wailing as it whistled through cracks and crevices, searching for a way in. The sound
was eerie, frightening. She trembled uncomfortably but tried to
stifle the movement before Tristan noticed it.
It was the wind, nothing more.
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Six
WHEN DYLAN OPENED HER EYES, SHE WAS ON THE TRAIN

again. She blinked, confused for a moment, but then accepted
this bizarre turn of events with an almost imperceptible shrug.
The train jostled and juddered as it jumped over the points, then
settled down into a gently vibrating rumble. She closed her eyes
again and rested her head against the seat.
It felt like only a second later, but when she opened her eyes,
something felt different. Perplexed, she furrowed her brow. She
must have dozed off again. The harsh lights of the carriage hurt
her eyes, making her squint. Shaking her head a little to clear the
cobwebs, Dylan shifted uncomfortably in her seat. The woman’s
bags were taking up a ridiculous amount of space, and something
sharp from a bright orange carrier was digging painfully into her
ribs.
She remembered promising to text her dad to tell him she
was on the train and, with some difficulty, squeezed her phone
out of her pocket. One of the oversize carrier bags shifted with
her and rolled dangerously close to the end of the seat before the

woman opposite her reached forward and shoved it back. Dylan
heard her tut angrily but ignored her. Flicking the screen to life,
she began to text.
Dad, on train. Got an earlier . . .

A sudden jolt of the train jarred her elbow and ripped the
phone from her fingers. She made a grab for it with her other
hand, but only touched the bottom edge, sending it spinning farther out of her reach. With a horrible snapping sound, it clattered
to the ground.
“Crap,” she muttered quietly. Her fingers scrabbled around on
the floor for a few seconds before they found the phone. It was
sticky; some idiot must have spilled their juice on the floor. Dylan
pulled the phone up to inspect the damage.
Instead of juice, her phone was covered in a thick dark red
substance that trickled down her screen and dripped slowly off,
falling to create small explosions on the knee of her jeans. Looking
up, she met the eyes of the woman across from her for the first
time. They stared back, lifeless. Blood trickled from her scalp and
her mouth hung open, gray lips pulled back in a scream. Dylan
looked around wildly and spotted the two Rangers fans she had
tried to avoid. They were lying with their arms around each other,
heads together at an angle that just looked wrong. Another jolt of
the train made them flop forward like puppets, their heads held on
to their necks by thin threads of sinew. Dylan opened her mouth
to scream as the world was torn apart.
It began with a hideous screeching noise, a sound that set
Dylan’s teeth on edge and sawed at every nerve in her body as
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metal collided with metal and ripped apart. The lights flickered
and the train seemed to buck and jerk beneath her feet. She was
flung forward in her seat with incredible force, sprawling across
the carriage directly into the monstrous woman in front of her.
The woman’s dead arms seemed prepared to embrace her, and the
gaping mouth stretched wider into a hideous grin.

“Dylan!” The voice, unfamiliar at first, pulled her back into consciousness. “Dylan, wake up!” Someone was shaking her shoulder,
hard.
Gasping, Dylan yanked her head up from the table and gazed
into a pair of concerned blue eyes.
“You were screaming,” Tristan said, his voice anxious for once.
The terror of the dream was still raw. The woman’s death-grin
hovered in front of Dylan’s eyes, and adrenaline pumped through
her veins. But it wasn’t real. It wasn’t. Gradually her breathing
slowed as reality reasserted itself.
“Nightmare,” Dylan muttered, embarrassed now. She pulled
herself upright, away from his stare, and glanced around. The
fire had long since died, but the first light of dawn had begun to
brighten the sky and she was able to see her surroundings clearly.
The cottage looked colder in the morning light. The walls
had been painted cream at some point, but that had long since
faded and begun to peel away. The holes in the roof and the missing windows had allowed damp to seep into the walls, and now
patches of green moss were spreading across the surface. The careless abandon of furniture and possessions was sad somehow. Dylan
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imagined someone, at some point, lovingly arranging the room
with items that held meaning and emotion.
For some bizarre reason, the idea made her choke up. Her
throat tightened and tears threatened to spill down her cheeks.
What was wrong with her?
“We should get going.” Tristan broke through her thoughts,
bringing her back to the present.
“Yeah.” Her throat was husky with emotion, and Tristan
glanced over at her.
“You OK?”
“Fine.” Dylan took a deep breath and attempted to smile at
him. It felt unconvincing, but she hoped that he didn’t know her
well enough to see through it. He narrowed his eyes slightly but
nodded.
“So, what’s the plan?” she asked brightly, trying to gloss over
the awkward moment. It worked, to an extent.
He lifted half of his mouth in a smile and moved over to the
door. “We walk. That way.” He pointed with his arm and then
stood with his hands on his hips, waiting for her to join him.
“Now?” Dylan asked, incredulous.
“Yup,” he replied shortly, and disappeared out the door.
She stared at the door frame he had just vacated, aghast. They
couldn’t just go. Not without having a drink from the stream and
trying to find some food, or maybe even having a quick wash. She
wondered what he would do if she just sat there and refused to
follow him. Keep walking, probably.
“Dammit,” Dylan muttered, getting hastily to her feet and
chasing clumsily after him.
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“Tristan, this is ridiculous.”
“What now?” He turned to look at Dylan, exasperation clear
in his eyes.
“We’ve been walking for hours and hours and hours.”
“And?”
“Well, the train only crashed an hour north of Glasgow. There
is nowhere in this part of Scotland that you could start from, walk
as far as we have, and find nothing.”
He looked at Dylan, evaluating her shrewdly. “What’s your
point?”
“My point is that we must be walking round in circles. If you
really knew where you were going, we’d have gotten there by now.”
Dylan hitched her hands on her hips, ready to argue, but to her
surprise Tristan’s face looked almost relieved. That confused her.
“We can’t just keep going,” she continued.
“Do you have a better idea?”
“Yes, my better idea was to stay at the train tunnel, where
someone would have found us.”
Again he smiled. The concern from this morning had long
since disappeared, and the arrogant, mocking Tristan was back.
“Too late now,” he snickered, and turned and walked onward.
Dylan looked at his back with disbelief. He was so rude and
presumptuous, it was unbelievable. “No, Tristan, I’m serious. Stop!”
She tried to add a ring of authority to her voice, but it sounded
almost desperate even to her own ears.
Even from ten yards away, she could hear his sigh of impatience.
“I want to go back.”
He turned to face her again, and she could tell that it was only
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with great difficulty that he was keeping his calm expression under
control. “No.”
She gaped at him, astonished. Who the hell did he think he
was? He was a teenage boy, not her mother. She couldn’t believe
he thought he could boss her around like this. She folded her arms
across her chest and set her feet, bracing herself for a fight.
“What do you mean, no? You don’t get to just decide where I
go. Nobody put you in charge. You’re just as lost as me. I want to
go back.” She enunciated each syllable in the final sentence, as if
the force of her words could make it so.
“You can’t go back, Dylan. It’s gone.”
Mystified by his words, Dylan frowned and pushed her lips
together into a thin line. “What are you talking about? What’s
gone?” His cryptic sentences were beginning to get on her nerves.
“Nothing, OK? It’s nothing.” He shook his head and seemed
to be struggling to find the right words. “Look, trust me.” His
eyes burned into hers. “We’ve come this far. It would take just as
long to go and find the tunnel again. I do know where I’m going.
I promise.”
Dylan shifted from foot to foot, undecided. She desperately
wanted to go back to the site of the crash, certain that someone in
charge, someone who could fix this, would be there. On the other
hand, she would never be able to find it alone, and she was terrified
of being deserted in the wilderness. He seemed to sense her uncertainty. He walked back toward her, coming uncomfortably close,
bending his knees so that he could look into her eyes. She wanted
to step backward, but she was frozen like a rabbit in headlights.
Echoes stirred in Dylan’s memory, but he was far too near, and she
lost her train of thought.
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“We need to go this way,” he whispered. “You have to come
with me.” He looked intently at her, and Dylan’s mind fogged. She
watched him smile a satisfied smile. “Come on,” he ordered.
Without her thinking about it, Dylan’s feet obeyed.
Trudge, trudge, trudge. They continued over boggy marshland that seemed, somehow, to be always uphill. Dylan’s legs were
screaming, and every step she took was accompanied by a cold
squelch in her sneakers. The bottoms of her jeans had soaked up
water almost to her knees, and they were dragging with every pace.
Tristan, however, was unfazed by her dark looks and grumbling. He kept up the pace ruthlessly, always staying a few feet
ahead of her, silent and determined. Occasionally, if she stumbled,
he would whip his head round, but as soon as he ascertained that
she was fine, he would continue to march resolutely onward.
Dylan began to feel more and more uncomfortable. The
silence between them was like a brick wall, totally impenetrable.
It felt like he resented being stuck with her, like she was an inconvenient little sister he’d reluctantly promised to babysit. There was
nothing to do but take on the role and traipse along after him,
the sulky little girl who wasn’t getting her way. Dylan was far too
intimidated to try to confront him about his hostile behavior. She
tucked her chin into her hoodie and sighed. Looking down at the
long grass, trying in vain to pick out the holes and oddly shaped
clumps that longed to trip her, she muttered miserably under her
breath and plodded in Tristan’s wake.
At the peak of yet another hill, he finally paused. “Do you need
to rest for a bit?”
Dylan looked up, a little disoriented from lumbering with her
head down for so long.
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“Yeah, that’d be good.” She felt like she should whisper
after the prolonged silence, but the wind whipping around them
snatched her words as soon as they left her mouth. He seemed to
understand though, because he ambled over to a large rock that
protruded from the grass and heather, and arranged himself nonchalantly against it. He stared out across the landscape, as if on
sentry duty.
Dylan didn’t have the energy to look for a suitable dry spot.
She sank to the ground where she stood. Almost instantly the wet
seeped through her jeans, but she was already so cold and soggy
that she barely registered the change. She was too tired to think,
too tired to argue. Robbed of spirit, she was ready to blindly follow
wherever Tristan chose to lead her. Perhaps that had been his plan all
along, she thought angrily.
It was odd; somewhere at the back of her mind, she knew that
there were several things wrong. There was the fact that they had
walked for the better part of two days and not met anybody, the
fact that she hadn’t eaten or drunk anything since the crash yet she
didn’t feel hungry or thirsty, and finally—most frightening of all—
the fact that she hadn’t spoken to her mum or dad for thirty-six
hours and they had no idea that she was all right. Somehow these
thoughts stayed at the back of her head, nagging her, but only
vaguely, gentle tugs on the tail of a charging stallion. She couldn’t
focus on them.
Suddenly Tristan looked in her direction, and she was too
absorbed in her thoughts to look away in time.
“What?” he asked.
Dylan bit her lip, wondering which of a million questions to
put to him first. He was very hard to talk to, and he hadn’t asked
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one single question about her. Wasn’t he at all curious? He probably wished he’d started walking as soon as he’d left the tunnel,
instead of waiting to see if anyone else would appear. Dylan wasn’t
sure if that wouldn’t have been better for her, too. She could have
stayed by the tunnel mouth, and if nobody had come, then eventually she’d have persuaded herself to go back through the tunnel
and out the other side. By now she’d be home again and fighting
with her mother about making another trip to Aberdeen.
A distant howl erupted somewhere to her left. It was highpitched, mournful, like an animal in pain. The noise seemed to
echo off the surrounding hills, giving it an eerie quality. It made
her shiver.
“What was that?” she asked Tristan.
He shrugged, apparently unconcerned. “Just an animal. They
introduced some wolves here a while back. Don’t worry,” he added
with a small smile, looking at her nervous expression. “There are
plenty of deer around here for them to eat. They aren’t going to
bother with you.”
He looked up at the darkening sky. It had melted into late
afternoon without Dylan really noticing. Surely they hadn’t walked
for that long? She folded her arms across her chest, hugging herself for warmth. The wind seemed suddenly stronger. Swirling
around her, it tugged stray strands of hair across her face, making
them dance in front of her eyes like rippling shadows. She tried to
brush them aside, but her fingers found nothing but air.
Tristan pushed off from the rock he was leaning against, his
eyes searching the oncoming night. “All the same, we should get a
move on,” he said. “We don’t want to be stuck on the top of a hill
when it gets dark.”
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It really had gotten very dark in a short space of time. Dylan found
it hard to see as they made their way down the hill. This side of
the peak was covered in gravel that skidded out from under her
feet, and rocks that were slick with recent rain. She tried to pick
her way, shuffling forward a small step at a time, keeping one foot
firmly on the ground while she felt her way hesitantly with the
other. It was slow going, and she could feel Tristan’s impatience.
Still, he dropped back to walk by her side, one arm half-extended,
ready to grab her if she fell, and that was comforting. Above the
wind and the sound of her breathing, she occasionally caught the
faint baying of animals prowling in the night.
“Stop.” Tristan flung his arm out in front of Dylan. Shocked
by his abrupt halt, she turned to gaze at him, wide-eyed. Taking
in his stance, she felt a nudge of apprehension thrill through her.
He was standing stock-still, absolutely alert. Every muscle in his
body was tense, ready for action. His eyes were focused intently
on something ahead, darting in small, quick movements as he
scanned the scene in front of them. His eyebrows were furrowed,
his mouth set in a grim line. Whatever it was, it wasn’t good.
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“WHAT IS IT?” DYLAN SQUINTED IN THE DIRECTION TRISTAN

was looking, but could see nothing out of the ordinary through
the gloom. She could just make out the shape of hills in the
distance and the path that they were descending. Though she
stared for a long time, everything was still. She was about to
open her mouth to ask what he had seen when he held up his
hand, motioning for quiet.
Dylan closed her mouth and watched him. He was still frozen,
his eyes searching the darkness. Dylan glanced once more in the
direction of Tristan’s gaze but still couldn’t see anything. His tension was infectious, though, and she felt her stomach tightening.
Her heart started to beat faster, and she had to concentrate on
inhaling through her nose to keep her breathing under control.
Tristan continued to stare keenly forward for another moment,
then turned to look at her. For an instant, his eyes glowed vividly,
like blue flames. Dylan gasped. But the next second, they were
black as coals in the night, and she wondered whether she had
imagined it.

The wind seemed to pick up, whipping around them as they
stood there. The noise rushed in Dylan’s ears, but above it she
thought she detected a faint howling. The same animal noises
they’d heard earlier. Tristan may have said they were nothing to
worry about, but his rigid posture told her otherwise.
“Wolves?” she mouthed, too frightened to speak.
He nodded.
Dylan looked at the landscape in front of them, searching
the black grasses for silhouettes. It was still empty. Anxiety had
pushed her unconsciously closer to him, seeking protection, and
she was able to murmur into his ear. “What are we going to do?”
“There’s a derelict wooden cabin at the bottom of this hill.”
His words were whispered, too, but fervent. “We need to reach it.
We’re going to have to go a little faster, Dylan.”
“But where are they?” she whispered back.
“It doesn’t matter right now; we just have to move.”
His words frightened Dylan. She scanned the dark, half hoping that the danger would reveal itself, half hoping that it wouldn’t.
The darkness was thickening somehow. Even the ground at her
feet was now just a shadow. If she tried to go faster, she would fall,
possibly taking Tristan down with her.
“Tristan, I can’t see.” Fear made her voice catch.
“I’ve got you,” he said, and the certainty in his voice gave her
courage, warmed the chill in her chest. He reached for her hand,
fingers curled around hers, and gripped tightly. Dylan realized
with a start that this was the first time they had touched. Despite
the horror of the moment, she felt almost jittery from the contact.
His hand was very warm, and the hold he took on her fingers
was strong. Immediately she felt safer. His confidence, obvious in
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