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Logline 
 
Book 1 of the EMBODIED urban fantasy trilogy by British-Canadian author JB Dutton, Silent 
Symmetry is a fast-paced YA paranormal mystery. 

  



Long blurb 
 
The Embodied glide through the busy streets of New York, uttering barely a sound.  
 
Their eerie beauty comes from their perfect symmetry. Are they flawless humans, the epitome of 
evolution? Are they a genetically modified super-race? Are they extra-terrestrials? Once prep school 
student Kari Marriner becomes aware of their existence, she is driven to seek out the answer and finds 
herself ensnared in a web that reaches further than she could possibly have imagined. 
 
Kari’s earliest memory is her father’s death in a car crash back in small-town Wisconsin. Now, 12 
years later, her mother has been hired by a pseudo-religious organization in Manhattan called the 
Temple of Truth (a.k.a. the ToT). At Chelsea Prep, Kari develops a crush on classmate Cruz. But 
when she realizes that Noon, another attractive guy at school, is involved with the ToT, her curiosity 
gets the better of her. 
 
Kari stumbles upon a secret tunnel leading from her apartment to another in the building, where an 
ancient book holds images she can scarcely believe, and a cavernous room contains... something 
inexplicable. As Kari pieces together the incredible evidence, she discovers that the ToT is run by 
other-worldly beings called The Embodied who influence human behavior and have established a 
global long-term human breeding program. But why? And what is her role in all this? 
 
Just as she starts wondering whether the love she feels for Cruz is genuine or if her emotions are 
being controlled by The Embodied, her mother is kidnapped and Kari has to figure out who is human, 
who is Embodied, and who she can count on to help rescue her mother. 
 
Silent Symmetry is the exciting first novel in JB Dutton’s EMBODIED trilogy. The second 
installment, Starley’s Rust, was published in January 2015. 
 
 
Short blurb 
 
After relocating from the sticks to Manhattan, Kari discovers that the strangely serene members of the 
secretive religious organization that hired her mother are deeply intertwined with her life. Driven to 
unravel their mystery and what it means for her future, she finds herself ensnared in a web that 
reaches further than she could possibly have imagined. 
 
 
Excerpt 1 
 
When I got in, the apartment was empty. I dumped my stuff and had a shower. I only realized as I 
was drying my hair that the apartment was really empty. Flash wasn’t there. The hairdryer was his 
nemesis, and the feud had being going on since he was traumatized by it as a kitten. But he couldn’t 
resist confronting it. Whenever I blow-dried my hair he would freak, hissing and arching his back, fur 
standing on end. But not this time. 

I turned off the hairdryer and called his name. Nothing. I made little squeaking noises with my 
lips, walking from room to room. Okay, this was bizarre. Where the eff could he be? There was only 
one sure-fire way of making him come running. I went into the kitchen and opened the cupboard 
where the cat food was stored. I shook the bag loudly. Silence. 

Wait, there wasn’t silence. 



There was a muffled voice coming from... coming from? I bent down to follow the sound. It 
was coming from the cupboard. 

The cupboard was a medium-sized space, maybe three feet high and 18 inches wide, and as I 
stuck my head inside to listen I felt like I was somehow entering another world. It was a gut feeling. 
You know, the kind you can’t explain but know you should trust. Some people call it instinct, but 
Mom explained to me once that the gut and the ancient lizard brain are linked. This is the “fight or 
flight” response that you feel when you’re threatened. It’s helped us survive over millions of years of 
evolution. And it’s rarely wrong. 

So what was different in there? What was my subconscious reacting to? The smell. Yes, that 
was it – something smelled different in there, and it wasn’t cat food. Now the muffled voice was 
louder, more distinctive. And I could tell that there were actually two voices, a man’s and a woman’s. 

I put my head in further and another part of my gut sent me a second message. The 
dimensions were wrong. The cupboard stretched back much further than it should have, back beyond 
the kitchen wall. 

I withdrew and stood up. I opened the cupboard above it and moved the cereal boxes to one 
side. This one was only a couple of feet deep. Looking back into the cat food cupboard, it was 
obvious that it went back at least a foot more. 

I stood with my hands on my hips for a moment, trying to process. And where on earth was 
Flash? I called his name again and listened. Suddenly the voices stopped. I bent down and put my 
head back in the cupboard. There was a stale smell, and... was that a draft? I reached inside and felt 
around. The cupboard was so deep it was hard to see the back clearly. I shuffled inside, resting on my 
forearms and prodding the back wall with my fingers. It moved slightly. I pushed harder, and with a 
groan it swung open at the bottom. It was hinged somehow at the top, like a large flap. I opened the 
flap wider and felt a distinct whoosh of cooler, damper air hit my face. I peered through the opening 
but it was pitch black inside. Then the voices started again, this time much clearer. I still couldn’t 
make out what they were saying, but it was definitely a man and a younger woman talking. 

Pushing the flap open even wider I realized that I could fit through the opening. The other side 
of the flap felt like a tunnel or duct the same width and height as the cupboard. The trouble was, it 
was too dark in there to explore it. I needed a flashlight. 

Mom is nothing if not resourceful. There were always spare batteries in the house when I was 
a kid. A first aid kit that nurse-Mom whipped out at the first sign of fever. And a well-stocked 
emergency box in an easy-to-reach location. 

Five minutes later I was back in the cupboard, flashlight in hand. 
I wriggled inside on my hands and knees, then pushed the flap open again. I crawled through 

it, testing the strength of the surface beneath me as I went. The tunnel creaked a bit – I guess it was 
made of wood – but it seemed pretty firm. I advanced, the tunnel’s blackness stretching out in front of 
me. The flap swung shut and the dank air enveloped me. 

I stopped and listened, probing the tunnel with the flashlight. It seemed to go on forever. 
“Flash?” I whispered loudly. But all I could hear were the echoey voices. I carried on crawling 
forward. They seemed to be getting louder. The young woman’s higher-pitched voice was easier to 
make out than the man’s gravelly rumble. 

I thought I heard her say, “...control of it...here, I can get...here...make it...” Just snatches of 
sentences. The man said something in reply. When I was crawling, the noise my jeans made on the 
wood made it impossible to distinguish individual words in what the woman was saying. I shone the 
flashlight ahead of me. Was that a turn in the tunnel? As I got nearer, I could tell that there was a 
junction to the left in the tunnel up ahead. 

I reached the bend and looked around it, the flashlight beam sweeping the tunnel walls. There 
was another long stretch that ended in...? A bend or a drop? “Flash?” I whispered again and listened. 
Now both voices were more distinct. They were definitely coming from further along the tunnel. 



“...can’t stop them,” said the man. 
“That’s just it,” answered the woman. Then silence. 
I crawled onward, accompanied only by the swoosh and scrape of my jeans and shoes. Half a 

minute later I reached the end of this stretch of tunnel. Now there was a turn to the right, and a section 
that went upward. I raised my head to look up this chute. For a second my brain made a connection. 
That was it – garbage chutes! These big old buildings were usually equipped with them. Maybe that 
was what this was. But why did the tunnels go sideways? No, it made no sense. 

I knelt at the junction, searching for an explanation. Then, before I knew what was happening, 
I screamed. Something had dropped from the chute and landed in front of me. Something alive. I 
scrambled backward, heart in mouth, the flashlight making crazy-ass shadows on the tunnel walls. 

In seconds I was back at the first turn, but as I tried to crawl around it, one of the belt loops on 
my jeans snagged on a nail. I tried to pull it off, frantic. I glanced back down the tunnel and saw a 
movement. It was coming toward me. It was... Flash. 

My limbs sagged, I stopped struggling, and the loop unhooked from the nail. The cat meowed 
and trotted up to me. Laughing in relief, I petted him. “You... you... I love you!” I said, happy to have 
found him. And happy that he wasn’t a giant rat. Or something worse that the depths of my 
imagination had conjured up in my state of panic. He purred and snuggled against my nose.  

“Kari.” 
I froze. 
It was the young woman’s voice. Distant, but distinct. I strained my ears to hear more but I 

was already far from the source of the sound, and Flash’s purring obscured the rest of the words. But I 
know I heard it. I know I heard my name. 

“Kari.” 
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Excerpt 2 
 
As I crossed the street, a tiny voice in my head said, Look to the right! I must have seen them in my 
peripheral vision: two women standing under the awning outside one of The Warrington’s many 
entrances. They were facing each other, holding hands in the exact same way Noon and the man in 
the black suit were doing when I’d entered the classroom that morning. I squinted in their direction. 
Like Noon and the man, the women weren’t talking. They weren’t even moving. Just staring straight 
into each other’s eyes. I reached the sidewalk and hesitated. Should I get a closer look? Should I just 
go home? It was probably some kind of New York body language that I wasn’t used to, like air-
kissing or hailing a cab. But deep down inside I knew that there was more to it. Half a minute had 
gone by and they still hadn’t moved a muscle. So I headed toward them. But I was disappointed when 
they broke the double-handshake only a couple of seconds later. 

One of the women entered the building, the other started to walk in my direction. I could 
hardly stop and turn back now, so I continued, trying not to make it too obvious that I was checking 
her out. As she approached me, I realized that she was incredibly beautiful. Her short, neat black hair 
and astonishingly perfect features culminated in two dark eyes that shone like polished jet above her 
pristine white pants suit. She strode confidently forward, eyes fixed on some imaginary distant 
horizon like a runway model. I was transfixed. As I drew level with her, she seemed to suddenly 
become aware of my presence and, without breaking stride, turned her head slowly to face me. It was 
the same movement I had seen from Noon and the older man. A shudder rippled right down to my 
bones and I quickly lowered my eyes to the sidewalk. 



I stopped under the awning and realized that I wasn’t even breathing any more. I turned 
around, half expecting the woman in white to still be looking at me, but she just kept walking. I 
exhaled and looked at the grand double doors that the other woman had entered. This entrance to the 
building was located at 222, 9th Avenue and there was a discreet brass plaque attached to one of the 
carved stone pillars that read: Temple of Truth – Head Office #2222. 

I stopped breathing again. 
This was the organization also known as the ToT, Mom’s new employers. I had seen their 

logo on an email she printed out – an unmistakable symbol consisting of the two T’s joined at the top 
with the small, perfectly circular ‘o’ housed in the space under them like a temple with columns 
protecting something precious. Or like two arms reaching out... 
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Acclaim  
 
“Someone told this author to grab you from the first paragraph and not let go.” 
 
“I’ve never read about such mysterious creatures before and this book had that and more.” 
 
“I loved the natural way the author wove the tale, interlaced with questions resolving and mysteries 
uncovered. Even the ending left questions begging for a sequel.” 
 
“I would recommend it, not only to my young adult friends, but my adult friends as well.” 
 
“Dutton has a great story here, and tells it so well. The concept is unique, interesting, gripping.” 
 
“The relationships between Kari and her two love interests – Noon and Cruz – are genuine, taut with 
tension, and passionate.” 
 
“Scenes in the book brought to mind Narnia, others the Matrix, others still the X-Files.” 
 

 
 

Goodreads raves 
 
“so hard to put down”  
 
“The concept is unique, interesting, gripping”  
 
“a bizarre and scary world”  
 
“Kari's adventure was thrilling!”  
 
“It's unique (never read anything like it before)”  
 
“really, really good”  
 
“filled with mystery and danger”  
 
“can't wait for the sequel.”  
 
“Who doesn't love hot aliens?”  
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