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Chapter One: Scorpion
Anchorage




Daphne had come all this way, had deceived
just about everyone she knew to make it happen, and she couldn’t
even climb out of the dang boat onto the pier at Scorpion
Anchorage.

Her backpack was too heavy.
How did she expect to traipse around the entire island with it?
Another wave of panic shimmied down her spine, and that voice that
had been haunting her since she had made her decision to return
repeated its mantra: You don’t know what
you’re doing.

A flock of seagulls cried out overhead, as
though they were laughing at her.

She frowned at the captain as he handed over
her propane canister, which had been stored on the ride over.

Great. One more thing to add to her load.

“I’m gonna have to leave
some things here, I guess—if that’s okay.” She squinted against the
bright sun.

He didn’t reply, but since he didn’t say no,
she eased the pack down on a bench, pulled her arms free, and began
the frustrating process of deciding which lifesaving items she
could live without.

She wasn’t going to give up her sleeping bag.
She’d rather starve. Her new Jetboil stove was another item she
couldn’t do without. Plus it was small—just a two-cup mug that
attached to a small propane canister. The beef jerky, oatmeal
packs, protein bars, and dried pasta mixes weren’t heavy. Should
she chuck some of the canned goods? Hmmm. Maybe she really didn’t
need all these beans and canned chicken.

No. She could imagine Kara shaking a finger:
Scaling the bluffs and trudging along in the elements required
protein.

The portable phone chargers had to stay. How
else would she capture the evidence she needed to bring this place
down?

What about her poetry journal? No. She
couldn’t live without it. It would stay in the pack.

She had bought a tent large enough for two
people, because she couldn’t stand the coffin-like feeling of a
one-person tent. She could probably go without it, but it was the
only place where she could ever be sure she wasn’t on camera. Her
hand circled around the hammer she planned to use to drive in the
stakes. It was pretty darn heavy. Maybe she could use rocks
instead.

She handed it over to the captain. “You can
have this.”

He took the hammer without comment as she
rummaged around for something else to leave behind.

The captain eyed her jugs of water. “There’s
fresh water on the campgrounds.”

She knew that, but what the captain didn’t
know was that she wasn’t going to be staying on the campgrounds for
long.

“The water is your heaviest
weight,” the captain said. “Dump those, and you’ll manage
better.”

As she was considering the captain’s advice,
another boat approached the harbor. Daphne nearly shrieked when she
saw Dr. Hortense Gray standing among the passengers, holding onto
the railing and looking out to shore, like a spider on the edge of
its web.

Daphne dropped to her knees and hid behind
the side of the catamaran.

The chances of being recognized by Dr. Gray
and her staff were pretty slim. Daphne had dyed her hair blonde and
was wearing a baseball cap and sunglasses. Her brother Joey’s baggy
sweatshirt and jeans helped to hide her physique. Besides, no one
would be looking for Daphne. No one was expecting her. She blended
with the other campers and hikers just fine. But she didn’t want to
take any chances—especially before she’d even gotten off the
boat.

The captain’s brows slanted together.

“I don’t want to be seen by
that woman,” Daphne explained. “Please don’t give me away.
Please?”

“I’m on a tight schedule,
miss,” the captain said.

All of the other passengers had already gone
ashore.

“I’ll give you fifty bucks,”
Daphne said.

His eyes lit up. “Fifty bucks?”

Daphne fished in her back pocket for her
wallet, nearly dropping her phone. She pulled out two twenties and
a ten and handed them over, considering it money well spent. No way
was she going to let this mission be spoiled before it ever began.
Too much time, money, and energy had already been put into it.

“Fine.” The captain took the
cash and returned to his cockpit.

Daphne listened for the
other boat to pull away from the pier. Dr. Gray would be circling
around to Prisoners Harbor and docking there, which is exactly why
Daphne was getting off here.

Even Greg didn’t know Daphne was returning to
the island.

When he’d called her in January, she was at
first shocked, then suspicious, and, finally, sympathetic. She had
agreed to meet him at a small café one Saturday afternoon, as long
as she could bring Brock. It had been a week before Christmas.

 


Greg was seated at a corner booth when she
and Brock walked in. Greg looked thin, nervous, and tired. Dark
bags hung beneath his eyes.

“Thanks for coming,” he
said.

“Glad to see you, man.”
Brock offered Greg a fist-bump.

“My God.” Daphne slid into
the booth across from him, unable to peel her eyes away from his
gaunt face.

Brock sat next to her. “You don’t look so
good.”

Greg gave them a half smile and shrugged.
“No, I guess not.”

“How did you get off the
island?” Daphne asked.

He had refused to tell her anything over the
phone.

“When I found out about
Emma…” he stopped for a minute to collect himself.

Daphne bit her lip, feeling awkward. “I never
got to tell you how sorry I was for your loss.”

“Me, too, man,” Brock
added.

“So you know.” Greg wiped
his eyes, which had filled with tears. “Well, I had no reason to
stay. I left, right after you did, I guess. Had to beg for
transportation, but I got away.”

A waitress asked if she could get them
something to drink. They all ordered water.

“What about your mom?”
Daphne asked, when the waitress had left.

“Like I said on the phone, I
don’t want her to know where I am.”

“Have you talked to her
since you left?” Brock asked.

“No. And you have to promise
not to say anything to her.”

Daphne was worried about how agitated he’d
become. “We promise. We won’t say a word.”

“You don’t have to worry
about me,” Brock assured him. “I never see her.”

“But you do,” Greg said to Daphne. “She
comes to treat your brother. Does she ever talk about
me?”

Daphne shook her head. Dr. Gray had come to
see Joey twice: once in September and again in November. She was
due to return in two weeks. “Whenever I ask how you are, she says
you’re fine.”

Greg laughed, but it wasn’t pleasant. The
sound from his throat was more a like a cackle. It sounded both
evil and heartbreaking.

“I’m sorry,” she added,
feeling guilty for having allowed herself to forget about the
traumas of the Purgatorium. Her brother, Joey, seemed almost like
his old self—like before he had accidentally killed their
grandfather. Daphne had gone back to school. Her parents were
happier. She and Brock were getting along great.

It had been easy to forget.

The waitress returned with their water and
asked if they wanted anything to eat. Daphne and Brock ordered the
special—chicken-fried steak.

“I don’t have any money.”
Greg looked down at his hands.

“It’s on us,” Brock said.
“Get whatever you want.”

Greg thanked them and ordered the special,
too.

 


Daphne peeked over the rail of the catamaran
to confirm that the other boat had left. She sighed with relief. It
was gone.

“I’m going to be late to my
next stop,” the captain complained from his cockpit.

Deciding to take his advice, she left the
water jugs on the floor of the boat. She had two liters in the
bladder of her backpack and lots of iodine tablets for when she got
to the stream in Central Valley. She slipped her arms through the
straps, hefted the beast onto her back, and climbed onto the
pier.

It was time to begin.

With the sun beating down on her from high
noon, the shade trees and flat dirt path were a relief as she
walked the half- mile trek to her campsite. The park office in
Ventura had assigned her to number thirteen. It had been an easy
number to remember, because it had been Kara’s age when she
died.

On the way to her site, Daphne passed two
families with younger children, a couple in their twenties, and two
groups of men. It was the first Saturday of spring break, so she
had expected there would be people, and that was good, because it
helped her to blend in.

Her new boots felt comfortable, but the
waterproof socks made her hot, and she wanted out of her sweatshirt
now that she was off the boat. The wind wasn’t nearly as bad here
as she remembered it being on the other side of the island. She
dropped her pack on a picnic table at a vacant site and stripped
off the shirt, having remembered to dress in layers. In fact, she
wore a one-piece bathing suit beneath her clothes so she could
easily bathe in the stream without stripping down. Then she
lathered some sunscreen on her arms. She’d learned her lesson from
the last trip.

As she continued on her way, she sipped the
water from the tubing that led to the plastic bladder in her pack
and thought more about her conversation with Greg at the café back
in San Antonio.

 


“I came here for three
reasons,” Greg said, once the waitress had left to fill their
order. “First, to tell you about Emma. I wasn’t sure if you
knew.”

“We were there when they
found her,” Daphne said, recalling that night on the beach. The
memory of Emma’s black and blue body lying on the shore in a heap
made her shiver. “I’m so sorry. Do you know what
happened?”

Greg sucked in his lips, fighting tears. “We
were going to make a run for it during your mom’s Limuw ceremony.”
He took a napkin and patted the beads of sweat forming on his face.
“Emma was still recovering from her gunshot wounds. I should have
known she wasn’t strong enough.” He broke down, unable to hold back
his sobs.

Brock squeezed Daphne’s hand as tears formed
in her eyes, too.

“I’m so sorry.” She closed
her eyes but couldn’t shut out the memory of Emma’s bruised and
broken body.

“She fell from one of the
headlands not far from the resort,” Greg explained. “I tried to
grab her, but I wasn’t fast enough. The ocean swallowed her. I swam
for hours looking for her, but…”

“Oh my God,” Brock
muttered.

“I had just given a hiker a
note and my last twenty bucks to meet you at Scorpion Anchorage. I
don’t even know if you ever got that note.”

“I did.”

“I’m surprised.” Greg sipped
his water, trying to collect himself. “It was a long
shot.”

“I tried to get my parents
to go back,” Daphne said. “I was after them for weeks to get help
and go back, but they wouldn’t.”

“Don’t go back there,” Greg
warned. “Don’t ever go back.”

 


She reached her campsite and unburdened the
pack onto the picnic table. It didn’t take her long to put up the
tent and transfer her food into the storage box that came with the
site. She hadn’t eaten since morning, so she made herself a little
lunch with her new Jetboil stove. She boiled two cups of water and
added one of the pasta mixes and a can of chicken. She’d eaten this
concoction before and knew it was good, but today she couldn’t
taste the food; she was too nervous.

Once she had finished
eating, she washed out the mug to her stove and then went to scope
out this part of the island. She stopped first at the Visitor’s
Center at the historic Scorpion Ranch House—which was nothing like
the house at Christy Ranch but was, nevertheless, interesting with
its display about the Chumash heritage and the island’s plant and
wildlife. Then she checked out some of the hiking trails. The open
flatlands on this side of the island were easier on her body, but
were less scenic. She’d been told by the woman at the Ventura
office not to miss the sunset at Potato Harbor, so she followed the
trail along the northern shore with a few other hikers and was
pleased with the views once she came to the crest overlooking the
sea. The spectacular scene uplifted her spirit, but as she headed
back toward her tent, tears stung her eyes. That voice of doubt
returned, repeating its mantra: You don’t
know what you’re doing.

And the simple fact was, she didn’t quite
know what she was doing. Yes, she had a plan, but it was flimsy at
best. Her “Plan A” was to kidnap Cam. She had brought rope, a gag,
and chloroform, to help her. If she got caught, she would fall on
“Plan B,” which was to secretly capture as much video on her phone
as possible, something to show the FBI. In three days, Mrs. Turner
would arrive with the police. Mrs. Turner had come with them once
before, but Cam had refused to return with his mother, and since he
was an adult, there’d been nothing she or the police could do about
it; but Daphne didn’t turn eighteen for another month. And there
was no way, when asked, that she would ever tell the police that
she wanted to stay on the island.

Her mind raced back to that afternoon with
Greg at the café in San Antonio.

 


“The second thing I wanted
to tell you was…Can you please get your parents to talk to the FBI?
What my parents are doing over there, it’s criminal. They’ve got to
be stopped.”

Daphne arched a brow.
“Wait. Parents? Both of your parents are over
there?”

“Who’s your father?” Brock
asked.

“Arturo Gomez,” Greg
answered. “I thought you knew that.”

“You introduced yourself as
Gregory Gray.” Daphne looked back and forth between the two boys.
“How could I know?”

So Greg was Arturo’s son. Daphne let that
sink in.

“Well, he didn’t know about
me for the first seven years of my life,” Greg explained. “It’s a
long story. My point is they need to be stopped.”

“I’ve already asked my
parents to talk to the police,” Daphne said. “They won’t. They’re
too grateful for what your mom has done for me and
Joey.”

Greg put his face in his hands.

“Why can’t
you go to the FBI?” Brock
asked.

“I did—about four years ago.
I got handed back over to my parents. No investigation. Nothing but
a slap on my wrists.”

“Why your wrists?” Daphne asked.

Greg lifted his brows. “Have you met my
mother?”

“What makes you think
Daphne’s parents can have any better luck?”

“For one thing, they’re
adults,” Greg said. “And for another, they aren’t related to
her.”

“They won’t do it. Believe
me, I’ve tried,” Daphne said. “If only we had some of the
surveillance video, some evidence we could show the
authorities.”

“What’s the third reason?”
Brock asked Greg.

Greg bit his lip and squeezed his hands
together. “I, uh…”

The waitress brought their plates and a
bottle of ketchup. “Get you anything else?”

“No, thanks,” Daphne
said.

Once the waitress had gone to take the order
of another customer, Greg leaned in and said, “I hate to ask this.
But, my third reason for coming was, well, I was wondering if I
could borrow a few hundred dollars.” Then he added, “I promise to
pay you back.”

“Of course,” Daphne said,
without hesitation.

“Do you have a job?” Brock
asked.

“I did,” Greg explained.
“But if I’m going to have a steady job, I need to change my name,
first, and get new identification, so my parents can’t find
me.”

“But your trust fund…”
Daphne started.

“You think I want their
money? Do you honestly think I want anything to do with my
parents?” Greg’s eyes widened and he bounced up and down in his
seat. “I’d kill myself before I’d take their money.”

“Calm down,” Brock said. “I
get it.”

 


As Daphne reached her tent and crawled inside
of that tiny, suffocating space that would be home for the coming
days, she felt more alone than ever. She needed to fall asleep so
that when darkness came, she could pack everything up and sneak
away from the campgrounds to the other side of the island. If she
got caught crossing the fence by a park ranger or a conservancy
officer, that would be the end of it. No one was allowed on the
Nature Conservancy side without a permit. She’d looked into getting
one, but she didn’t have the training and experience required.
Sneaking and breaking the law were her only options.

But if that’s what it would take to save her
best friend, and maybe all of the Calibans, she would do it. Greg
had warned her not to come back to the island without the FBI, but
that was before she had spoken to Cam’s mom.

 


It had been early January. Daphne had come
home from school. She’d parked in the driveway and was crossing the
lawn, when Mrs. Turner appeared beneath the oak tree that divided
their two properties.

“Hello, Daphne.”

“Oh, hi, Mrs. Turner. How
are you?”

Cam’s mom folded her arms. “I’m okay, thank
you. How about you, dear?”

“Good, thanks.”

“By any chance, have you
spoken to Cameron recently?”

Daphne shook her head. “Not since we left the
island last summer. Why?”

Mrs. Turner’s lips trembled. “I don’t know
how to get in touch with him. He stopped writing to me. He hasn’t
called, either.”

Cam’s mom had told Daphne last fall how upset
she’d been when she’d learned Cam didn’t plan to return to college.
He had decided to stay and work for Dr. Gray.

“There’s no cell reception
there,” Daphne said.

“He didn’t come home for
Thanksgiving or Christmas,” A tear slipped down Mrs. Turner’s
cheek, and she swiped it away with a shaky hand. “I don’t know what
to do. I’m thinking about going back to the island and bringing him
back.”

 


After hours of tossing and turning without a
wink of sleep, Daphne put on her headlamp and wrote in her poetry
journal. None of the words seemed to flow properly for several
minutes, but then she finally caught her rhythm and wrote:

 


I’m not a girl to be scolded, coddled, or
patronized,

Or to be overlooked, tricked, or
glamorized.

No Prospero rules me or my fate.

I’m my own island; I forge my own gate

To hell and back.

Call me Caliban, if you like, but this girl
will rise

And blight you with her dragon flames and
cries

For justice.

 


She reread the poem, and
then, satisfied, put it away and hiked to one of two outhouses on
the campground. It was a wooden structure with a non-flushing
toilet, bio-degradable toilet paper, and hand sanitizer. The inside
walls were covered in writing, worse than any bathroom stall she’d
seen at her high school. Much of it was crude and obscene, but a
lot of it was declarations of love, like Lisa loves Richard and
Jamshid and Marcy forever. More than love, people seemed
to need to declare their existence: Sam was
here, James was here, Jose was here, Paul was here, Trevor was
here, Solomon was here, Shirley was here, Juan was here, Cathy was
here, Atzimba was here, and on and on,
including Greg was here.

She almost fell in the toilet when, in
permanent black marker, scrawled on the upper right corner of the
door, she read:

Cam loves Daphne.


 Chapter
Two: A Surprise in the Woods

 


Daphne returned to her campsite and, with
the light from her headlamp, folded up her tent and repacked her
backpack, the whole time unable to believe that Cam would have
written that. Why couldn’t she believe it? He’d told her as much
last summer. Didn’t he say Daphne would always be his number one?
She thought he’d been joking. And maybe he’d been lonely when he
scrawled it on the outhouse wall. More likely, it wasn’t even the
same Cam and the same Daphne, for there was no reason why Cam would
have been all the way out here at Scorpion Valley—unless, at some
point, he had tried to escape, and in his longing for home, had
thought of his best friend.

What if Cam had tried to leave and had been
prevented?

A movement by her storage box made her
flinch. When she shined her light in the area, an island fox stared
back at her. Her heart went wild at the thought that it might be
Mini-me, but there was no white device on its tail. The fox was
wild and nothing to be worried about. Daphne smiled and said
hello.

He must have been waiting for her to open her
storage box, because as soon as she did, he snatched one of her
protein bars and ran off.

“Well, you have a lot of
nerve,” she muttered.

Once she was packed, she followed the trail
along a ridge overlooking the northern shore. Her wristwatch told
her it was a little after nine o’clock. As she trod on, Daphne
thought more about the last time she had spoken with Cam’s mom.

 


“My letters to Dr. Gray are
still unanswered,” Mrs. Turner said one afternoon, in the middle of
February, while they were alone on Daphne’s front porch.

A feeling of nausea overcame Daphne. “Are you
worried?”

“Aren’t you?”

Daphne nodded.

“When the police wouldn’t
help me…”

“Why wouldn’t
they?”

“An officer went down there
with me, to the resort, but Cameron refused to leave. He’s an
adult, and so there was nothing the officer could do.”

“I’m so sorry.” Tears
pricked Daphne’s eyes.

“And your parents, well,
they sing Dr. Gray’s praises and seem unconcerned about Cameron.
They keep saying he wants to be there, that he’s helping people,
and that I should be proud of him.”

“I know.” Daphne shuddered
at how easily her parents could forget the torment they went
through on the island, but she had to admit that her feelings for
Dr. Gray were mixed. Daphne was grateful that the therapy had
helped her and the members of her family from their survivor’s
guilt and post-traumatic stress disorder. Daphne’s episodes of PTSD
were now few and far between.

“I’m so sorry I ever told
them about that place,” Mrs. Turner added.

Daphne supposed she
was not sorry. In
fact, Daphne was glad she’d been there.

“So I hired what they call a
de-programmer,” Mrs. Turner continued. “I paid him quite a lot of
money to go to the island, find Cameron, abduct him, and bring him
back so we could talk some sense into him. But it’s been over a
month, and I’ve heard nothing.”

“Over a month?”

“You probably heard that my
husband and I have separated.”

Daphne hadn’t. “No. I’m so sorry.” Mrs.
Turner was referring to Cam’s stepdad, who’d been more like Cam’s
real father than his biological father ever had. “And he won’t help
you, for Cam’s sake?”

Mrs. Turner shook her head. “And Cam’s father
won’t listen to me. He thinks I’m overreacting. Of course, the real
reason he won’t help is that he’s too busy with his new life, new
wife, and new kids. He doesn’t care about Cameron.”

Daphne didn’t know what to say to that.

“I have no choice but to go
myself…”

“No,” Daphne interrupted,
unable to fathom the thin, frail woman navigating the challenges of
the island and the psychological antics of the resort. “I’ll go.
But you have to help me.”

 


She had wanted to ask Brock to come but had
been afraid he’d try to talk her out of it. Brock might have told
her parents, too, and then her plans with Cam’s mom would have been
ruined. Now, as she reached the crest of Scorpion Canyon, she
stared out over the endless waters and the endless sky and wished
he was with her, holding her hand.

And yet, she had to give herself credit, she
thought, as she wiped her eyes and refused to cry. The last time
she had come to this island, she had come ready to surrender to the
grief and injustice of the world. She had come to die. But this
time, she was ready to fight, not just for her own life, but for
the lives of Cam and Giovanni and the others.

With her dragon flames, she reminded
herself.

She followed the canyon ridge inland, away
from the northern shore. According to the map, this trail would
take her the ten miles all the way to Prisoners Harbor, where she
would cross out of the national park and onto the conservancy. The
night was clear and the stars were bright, so once she was out of
the small grove of trees, she decided to turn off the headlamp,
just in case anyone else was out and about tonight.

Eventually the dirt trail became a gravel
road. As she topped a hill and began her descent, she recognized
where she was: she was below the naval tower, where she and Brock
had once ran from two naval guards. This meant the woods on the
other side of the road were travelled by Hortense’s lot. In fact,
in those very trees had been a speaker system and probably even
surveillance cameras. She knew this because when she and Brock had
rested beneath those trees, she’d heard her name whispered, just
before the Calibans had come dressed as ghosts to frighten and herd
her. At the time, she hadn’t known Brock was in on the games.

He had been trying to help, she reminded
herself. Dr. Gray was to blame, not Brock. Not her parents. Even
the Calibans weren’t at fault. They’d all been brainwashed by the
doctor and her team—Mary Ellen Rose and Lee Reynolds.

What if the doctors had been brainwashed,
too? What if they were also victims of some psychological mumbo
jumbo they had come to believe in? After all, their methods did
seem to work. Daphne recalled the articles she had read about
Hortense’s adoptive father and the scars all along Hortense’s
arms.

What about free will? Weren’t they all free
individuals with the ability to make choices about what they would
and would not do? Wasn’t Cam free to choose to be here, even if his
mother didn’t like it?

No. Dr. Gray’s methods were psychologically
manipulative. She put her victims into a state of terror and
helplessness. Daphne had done some research on brainwashing before
coming back to the island. She’d read that often people who were
brainwashed suffered from what was called the Stockholm syndrome,
named after a bank robbery in Stockholm, Sweden where the hostages
fell in love with their abductors and defended them in court.
According to her research, prisoners of war and victims of domestic
abuse sometimes came to feel affection for their abusers, because
the victims would become grateful for the slightest kindness shown
to them by their abusers. Daphne read that this syndrome was likely
an evolutionary adaptation that helped humans as a species to
survive.

Dr. Gray had terrified Daphne and her family,
and then, in having Daphne choose between the bucket and the rose,
she’d made Daphne feel grateful and appreciative and relieved. It
was almost impossible not to choose the rose.

So it wasn’t really a choice. It was a
manipulation. Maybe no one ever chose the bucket—or only a very
few, rare individuals.

And then by having the rest of the group
watch the victims present the doctors with the rose, Dr. Gray
promoted the idea to the others that her methods were right and
good.

But were they? Daphne and her family were
undoubtedly better off.

Daphne shrugged off those thoughts, reminding
herself that she was here to rescue Cam and maybe get some
evidence. She’d let the FBI decide whether the doctors’ methods
were justified.

The road turned into a steep incline, and she
climbed up the ridge, which was now above the treetops. She could
just make out the naval tower in the distance, its dark silhouette
stark against the moonlit night. From here, she could also see
Mount Diablo far to the northwest and Sierra Blanca far to the
southwest. Between them and invisible to her was Central Valley.
And just south of Central Valley and east of Sierra Blanca was the
resort.

Her teeth made a little chatter. She hoped
she knew what she was doing.

As she stopped at the top of the hill to
catch her breath, she heard a sound on the gravel a few feet away.
She clicked on her headlamp, thinking it might be a snake. She
gasped at the sight of a jean-clad pair of legs curled to one side.
She followed the legs to the trunk, crossed arms, shoulders, and
face, the eyes, which squinted in her headlamp.

She knew that face.

“Giovanni?”

He scrambled off the edge of the road and
into the woods.

“Wait!” She dropped her
backpack and ran after him. “Giovanni! It’s me! Daphne!”

She stopped and listened for him, unable to
find him with her light. She heard him panting in the shrubs a few
feet away. Realizing she’d frightened him, she backed away.

“I didn’t mean to scare you.
What are you doing out here? Are you okay?”

“Why should I trust you?” he
asked from his hiding place.

“I don’t know.” She wasn’t
even sure if she should trust him.

“Why didn’t you bring the
FBI?”

“My parents wouldn’t let me.
And Cam’s mom couldn’t even get the police to help.” She hoped she
wasn’t giving herself away. But no one knew she was coming. Dr.
Gray couldn’t possibly have sent Giovanni out this way to meet her
on the road, could she?

Giovanni crawled from the shrubs. His hair
was shorter than it had been the last time she had seen him. He
must have had his Limuw ceremony a few months ago. Dark rings
surrounded his eyes, and he was thin—much thinner than she
recalled. He was also covered in white dirt from the gravelly
road.

“What are you doing way out
here?” Daphne asked again.

“What are
you doing here?” he
asked.

“I came back to rescue Cam
for his mom.” God, she hoped she hadn’t just made a mistake. What
if he was wearing a surveillance device? “Now, tell me the
truth.”

He climbed to his feet. “What do you think?
I’m trying to get off the island.”

“But it’s been nine months.
Have you…”

“I was brainwashed, just
like Cam and the rest of them—a total puppet. And then about a week
ago, I woke up.”

“Why?”

“I saw
something.”

“What?”

“How do I know they didn’t
send you to find me?”

“How do I know they didn’t send
you to find
me?” she said.

He pointed to the delicate silver chain
around her wrist. “You’re still wearing your bracelet.”

It was true. As much as she hated this place,
she loved what the
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