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January

SHE SWEARS SHE CAN HEAR THE ECHO OF STRANGLED sobs and slurred shouts—every sound made under the roof while he was gone—as she stands in the empty hallway.

She doesn’t knock. Knocking is asking permission, and that’s one thing she almost never does. He doesn’t speak as she steps inside and closes the door; he just sits there, on the edge of the bed, staring down at a small black box as he turns it over and over in his hands.

Silence stretches between them and she’s the first to break. “You went back there, didn’t you?”

“Don’t worry about it. Go back to bed.”

She leans against the doorframe. She knows the ground isn’t really crumbling beneath her, but that’s how it suddenly feels. He’s going to destroy everything. All of them. “You can’t trust her. Whatever she asked you to find or do, you can’t—”

“It doesn’t affect you.” His blue eyes glint like chips of ice as he looks up. Even in the soft glow from the bedside lamp, she can see how tired he is. How lost. Lies and subterfuge are her talents, not his. They wear him out and stretch him thin until you can see every thought and feeling swirl beneath the surface.

“It affects me. It affects all of us.” She takes a step toward him. “It’s just a handful of empty promises. Everything she told you is a lie.” He’d see that, too, if he wasn’t so desperate. If he didn’t want so badly to be like everyone else.

“Not everything,” he says. He sighs and pushes himself to his feet. “Besides, I haven’t made a decision.”

“Yet.” She already knows what he’ll do; she just doesn’t know how to stop him. She can’t get him to see that he’s making a mistake. He’s two years older and has always been the smart one—the one who cleaned up her messes and looked out for her—but fate has flipped their roles. Now she’s the one who needs to stop him from doing something stupid, and she doesn’t know where to start.

All she can do is stand there as he crosses the room and comes to a stop in front of her.

He presses a kiss to her forehead.

He’s never done that before. The kiss, more than anything, convinces her just how much trouble he’s in.

“Go back to bed, Amy,” he tells her again, and this time she nods and slips across the hall to her own room.

She doesn’t crawl into bed: the idea of sleep is laughable. Instead, she grabs a pair of jeans and a T-shirt from the mess on the floor and dresses as quickly and quietly as she can.

A few minutes later, she hears the shower and sneaks back to his room.

It doesn’t take her long to find the black box. It’s wedged beneath his mattress, and she suddenly misses the days when the only things he had to hide there were dirty magazines and the occasional pack of cigarettes.

As she creeps down the stairs and out the front door, she tells herself that what she’s doing isn’t wrong. She’s not just doing it for herself, and that has to make a difference. There isn’t a cure—there won’t ever be a cure—and whatever he took—whatever he stole—might be enough to destroy them all.

It’s not selfish, what she’s doing.

That’s what she tells herself over and over in the twenty minutes it takes her to get where she’s going.

Still, she can’t help looking over her shoulder. Twice, she turns, convinced she’s being followed, but no one is ever there.

Just nerves, she tells herself. I’m doing the right thing.

By the time she reaches her destination and finds a grubby pay phone, she almost believes it.
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WATCHING A HUMAN BODY BE RIPPED TO SHREDS—EVERY bone shattered, every ligament torn—was never pleasant; watching it happen to the person you loved was a special brand of torture.

It definitely wasn’t the kind of experience you signed up for—unless you happened to be dating a werewolf.

I shivered and tugged my borrowed sleeping bag a little tighter around myself. November was almost half over; here, in the woods surrounding Hemlock, the night was colder and darker than it had been back in town.

The tremble didn’t slip past Kyle. He tossed another log on the fire, sending a spiral of sparks up into the night. He tracked their progress until the last one burned out, and then he turned and pulled his T-shirt over his head.

My heart skipped at the sight of his broad back and all that skin. Almost immediately, though, my eyes were drawn to the five scars that ran from his shoulders to his waist. They didn’t mar his beauty—in a strange way they almost added to it—but they would forever mark him as infected. As a werewolf.

I slipped a hand under my jacket and touched the quarter-sized circle of scar tissue—a souvenir from a bullet—on my own shoulder. It wasn’t my only scar, but it was the most recent. Neither of us had made it through the past few months unscathed. Our wounds were like stories: they spelled out victories and losses across our skin.

Kyle tossed his shirt toward the tent as he turned back to me. The light from the fire highlighted the strong planes and angles of his face while leaving his eyes full of shadows. “Maybe this isn’t such a great idea, Mac.” His voice was neutral, but there was an undercurrent of uncertainty beneath the words.

“It is,” I said softly.

Kyle had come closer to embracing his wolf side since Colorado, but deep down, part of him still worried he was a monster. I loved and accepted him, but until he accepted himself, his infection would always be between us.

The woods had been my idea.

We both needed a break and Kyle had mentioned, once, that the forest seemed to bring the wolf closer to the surface. He had transformed in front of me before, but always in life-or-death situations when he’d had no choice. For once, I wanted to see him transform when someone wasn’t trying to kill us.

I wanted to prove that I really wasn’t afraid of him.

He didn’t look convinced. “We don’t have to do this tonight. We can go back to town. Do something normal ...”

I made a small, skeptical noise. Like anything in Hemlock was normal right now. The town had become Tracker central over the past week. Members of the right-wing anti-werewolf group were around every corner; you couldn’t throw a rock without hitting someone with a black dagger tattooed on their neck.

“Are you sure all this stalling isn’t just fear of me seeing you naked?”

A low laugh slipped from Kyle’s throat. “Mackenzie Dobson, if you thought you had to go to this much trouble to get me out of my clothes, then we’ve got bigger problems than me being a werewolf. Next time, just ask.” A dark, mischievous light flared deep in his eyes. “This time, however, the shorts stay on.”

My stomach did a slow flip—that thing other people called “butterflies”—as warmth flooded my cheeks. We had agreed to take things slowly and I knew he was just teasing, but ...

A line of sparks raced down my spine.

Kyle’s lips curved up in a small grin at the blush, but like all of his smiles over the past few months, the grin faded quickly. “Whatever happens, stay on that side of the fire.”

I nodded. Werewolves didn’t always have the greatest control over their movements when they shifted. It was hard to be conscious of every gesture when your body was being pulled apart, and one accidental scratch could infect me with lupine syndrome.

“I usually get a burst of adrenaline after I change. If I run, don’t try to follow, all right? I won’t go far. I just might need to burn some of it off before I can shift back.”

“Kyle, we’ve been through this.” At least twenty times in the past three hours. “If you really don’t want to ...”

“No. I do.” The words were resolute, but he still looked doubtful—like he thought this whole thing was a mistake and that I’d freak and bolt.

Shrugging off the sleeping bag, I stood. I walked around the fire and came to a stop in front of him. Gently, I pressed my hand to his chest. A werewolf’s heart beats faster than a reg’s, and I could feel the thud under my palm. His skin was hot—as though he had a fever. I stood on tiptoe and brushed my lips against his as I ran my hands over his chest, along his shoulders, and down his arms.

Pulling me close, Kyle deepened the kiss until it felt like his arms were the only things keeping me upright.

I finally eased away—not because I wanted to, but because we would both forget why we were here if he kept kissing me like that.

He brushed a strand of hair back from my cheek. “Have I told you how great you look with short hair?”

I ran a hand through my dishwater-blond locks—too long to be a pixie, too short to be a bob—and shook my head. “Only about thirty times.”

“Here’s to thirty-one.” He was quiet for a minute. “I’ve been thinking,” he said finally. “About Colorado.”

“Oh?” I tried to keep my voice casual but it cracked over the single syllable. A little over a month ago, Kyle had left Hemlock to start a new life in Denver. Part of that new life had included joining a wolf pack—the Eumon. There were just a few things he hadn’t counted on—like the fact that Jason and I would follow him halfway across the country or that the leader of the pack he had chosen was my estranged father. Now Kyle was stuck between worlds with a decision to make. He could stay here, with me, taking the very real chance that he’d be labeled an oath breaker and blacklisted by the werewolf community, or he could return to Colorado and take his sworn place among my father’s wolves.

That pending decision was the big reason we were taking things slowly: Kyle didn’t want to hurt me any more than he had to, and I didn’t want to make his choice any harder than it had to be.

There wasn’t a single part of me that didn’t want him to stay, but I loved him enough to want what was best for him. Even if I wasn’t it.

There was a time—not very long ago—when I wouldn’t have been capable of thinking that way, when I would have fought to keep him by my side because I was too scared and selfish to even consider letting him go, but the past few weeks had changed me.

The thought of a life without Kyle made it feel like parts of me were cold and dying, but I now knew that I could be strong enough to let him go—if that was what he really wanted. I would do anything for him—no matter what the cost.

A shadow passed over Kyle’s face, and I wondered how much of my thoughts had shown in my eyes.

He slid his hands over my arms. Even through two layers of clothing, the touch made me ache.

“I think part of the problem is that we both keep looking at it like an either-or situation—either I go back to the pack or we stay together.”

“You’re saying you want me to go to Colorado with you?” I raised an eyebrow.

“No,” he said. “I’m not sure a wolf pack is the safest place in the world. Plus, you have Tess and school. Serena and Jason.” There was a strain around the way he said his best friend’s name, one I didn’t want to examine too closely. “Lots of people have long-distance relationships. Even if I had never gotten infected, if we had just started dating like a normal couple, there’s no guarantee we’d have picked the same college. We might still have ended up doing the long-distance thing.”

I wasn’t convinced that joining a wolf pack could be compared to a semester away at school with Thanksgiving break and keggers, but I still felt a small flare of hope. Speaking slowly and carefully, needing to know I wasn’t misunderstanding, I said, “So even if you go back to Colorado, you’re saying you want to stay together?”

He nodded. “I’m still not convinced it’s what’s best for you, but I tried to make the decision for the both of us and it failed spectacularly.” He reached out and traced the curve of my cheek with his fingertips, making me shiver, before gently pressing his palm to my shoulder, right over the spot where I had been shot. Something dark and haunted slipped behind his eyes, and I knew he was thinking of how close I had come to dying just a few weeks ago. “Besides, if I’m being honest, I’m not sure I’m selfless enough to walk away from you a second time.”

I pulled him to me, clutching him so hard and kissing him so fiercely that every inch of my body trembled.

“You know,” breathed Kyle, easing back just far enough that speech was possible. “We could just forget about this whole shape-shifting thing.”

“Mmmm. Tempting, but no.” Truth be told, I wasn’t entirely sure I trusted myself to stick to the slow path. I placed both hands on his chest and pushed myself back.

My fingers itched to touch him again, but I forced myself to return to my place across the fire.

Kyle stared at me for a long moment over the flames. With a shake of his head and a small sigh, he kicked off his Vans and slipped out of his jeans until he stood in just a pair of dark-blue shorts. “That side of the fire. Remember.”

I nodded.

Nothing happened.

I bit my lip.

Nothing continued to happen.

“Would it be easier if—” Before I could complete the sentence, his face contorted in pain. With the sharp, dry sound of a board snapping under too much weight, his spine bowed, driving him to his knees.

Kyle dug his hands—hands that were too long and the wrong shape—into the carpet of leaves on the forest floor as muscles writhed like snakes beneath his skin.

My pulse thundered and a bitter taste flooded the back of my mouth.

Every other time I had seen Kyle shift, we had been under some sort of attack. This time, there was nothing to divert my attention. There was just me and Kyle and the things that were happening to his body as I stood helplessly by.

His mouth stretched in a scream, but no sound came out.

I took a small step forward; I couldn’t help myself.

“Stay back!” The words were a growl pulled from deep inside Kyle’s chest a heartbeat before his entire body twisted and shattered.

When it was over, I was left staring at a wolf with fur the color of freshly turned earth.

The wolf’s eyes—Kyle’s eyes, I reminded myself—caught and reflected the light from the campfire as I searched them for some sign of the boy I knew.

The wolf cocked its head to the side and let out a small, questioning bark—almost like he was asking if I was all right.

I let out a deep breath. “I’m okay.”

Something painfully human passed behind Kyle’s wolf eyes before he turned and ran: relief.

Smoke clawed at my throat and stung my eyes as, thirty stories below, a city burned. Chicago, Phoenix, Seattle—I didn’t know where I was and it didn’t matter: every few nights, another city tore itself apart.

Twenty-five days ago, I had helped three hundred teens break out of Thornhill Werewolf Rehabilitation Camp. Our only goal had been self-preservation, but our actions had been a spark that lit a fire under the entire country. Within days, there had been uprisings at two other camps and clashes between humans and wolf packs in half a dozen cities.

The reg population was terrified. The camps and the LSRB—the system they trusted to keep the infected safely at bay—had failed. There had always been as many wolves outside the camps as in, but people hadn’t wanted to believe it. Thornhill had forced them to believe; and groups like the Trackers, groups that fed on fear, were doing everything they could to keep the public as frightened as possible.

Within weeks, the country had plunged into the kind of violence and fear it hadn’t seen since the early days of the LS epidemic. Paranoia was at an all-time high and mob mentality had started taking hold. Anyone with a scar was suspect. The Lupine Syndrome Registration Bureau couldn’t keep up with the number of calls flooding its tip lines, and people were taking matters into their own hands. There were states where killing a werewolf wasn’t illegal, leaving crowds free to act without fear of repercussion—as long as the target of their violence really was infected. Dozens—maybe even hundreds—of wolves had been murdered since the breakout.

My father, Hank, had warned me this would happen. I should have known he’d be right.

Most of the violence hadn’t hit Hemlock. Yet. It was concentrated in cities with wolf packs and large pockets of infected people. But it was only a matter of time—especially with the Trackers in town.

I pressed my palms to the concrete ledge that encircled the rooftop as I counted burning buildings and listened to the distant echoes of shouts and screams. The anonymous city below fell into chaos and all I could do was watch.

I had done this. It had been my idea to take down Thornhill. All of this death and destruction was the result of my actions.

“Martyr, much?”

I turned as Amy stepped out of the shadows. Even though it was November, she was wearing cutoffs and a sleeveless gray shirt. Her pale skin seemed to glow in the moonlight, and her knees were scraped raw and bloodstained.

I should have known she would turn up in a place like this. In death, she lived for places like this.

The air around her shimmered and changed as she crossed the rooftop. Empty space became white tile walls. Darkness became blinding fluorescent lights. The smell of smoke was drowned out by the scent of bleach.

The detention block at Thornhill. The place where dozens of wolves—including my friend Serena—had been tortured in Warden Winifred Sinclair’s crazed search for a cure to lupine syndrome. The place I had seen in dreams every night since the breakout.

I shook my head and stepped back. “I don’t want to be here.”

Amy raised an eyebrow. “And I do?” She tucked a strand of black hair behind her ear and the light caught a flash of silver at her wrist—a bangle her brother had brought her back from Mexico one spring break.

She stared at me expectantly, but then, instead of waiting for a reply, grabbed my hand and began dragging me toward the control room. My heart rate spiked as I tried to pull away. I didn’t want to go in there. I didn’t want to see videos of Serena being tortured. Not again.

But Amy was always stronger than I was in dreams. No matter how I resisted, I couldn’t stop her from pulling me through the door and toward the only source of light in the room: a bank of nine computer monitors. “You need to see,” she said.

“I’ve already seen.” I tried to twist away. It wasn’t any use.

“Not the videos.”

She let go so suddenly that I stumbled forward.

“What do you mean?”

Eight of the monitors displayed a screen saver of the camp logo. The ninth showed an image of Serena behind a metal table, her shirt torn and her eyes wide. The video had been taken the night we arrived in the camp, after we had been separated. I glanced over my shoulder. “Besides the videos, what else is there?”

“Just look, Mac. Please. I need you to look.” Amy’s voice was uncharacteristically tired and small, so un-Amylike that I couldn’t refuse it.

Chest tight, I focused my attention back on the screen. Serena’s image filled the monitor—well, almost filled it. Six or seven icons cluttered the taskbar and a spreadsheet was open behind the video player.

“There isn’t anything else here.” But as I spoke, my gaze was drawn to the upper left-hand corner of the spreadsheet, where a small splash of black—what looked like part of a logo—was just visible beneath the other open windows.

Amy closed the distance between us. Leaning in so close that her breath left a layer of frost on my cheek, she said, “Everyone always sees more than they remember. And sometimes people see things they’re not ready to accept.”

I woke with a start, disorientated and confused. I wasn’t in my bedroom and I wasn’t back in the dormitory at Thornhill. There was a weight across my chest. I started to panic but then the roof of the tent came into focus and I became aware of Kyle—the scent of his skin and the steady sound of his breathing—beside me.

He had thrown an arm over me in his sleep. For a moment, I just closed my eyes and enjoyed being near him, grateful to no longer be trapped in the dream. Being in the detention block once—seeing the videos of what had been done to Serena—had been horrible enough. Having to revisit that place—those images—night after night in my dreams was exhausting.

Everyone always sees more than they remember. A chill swept down my spine as I thought about Amy’s words.

As quietly as I could, I unzipped my sleeping bag and carefully wormed out from Kyle’s embrace. He rolled onto his back, but didn’t wake.

I rummaged in the bottom of my knapsack until my fingers closed around a pen. Digging through my jacket pockets turned up a receipt for the soda and chips I had bought when we stopped for gas, and using my phone as a flashlight, I sketched out what little I had seen of the symbol from my dream.

The result was a thick squiggle that looked like a half-melted version of the Nike swoosh.

I frowned down at the piece of paper, turning it this way and that. Something about the curve of the lines seemed familiar, but I couldn’t place it. It definitely wasn’t the twisted vines of the Thornhill crest, but it did look like it could almost be part of a logo.

Maybe it was nothing, but there really had been a spreadsheet on the monitor the night we had broken into the detention block. At the time, I had been too distracted to do anything more than note its existence. I had been too focused on the realization that Serena had been tortured and the possibility that we’d all be caught at any moment.

What if I had missed something? Something important. What if that was why I kept seeing the detention block in my dreams night after night?

I snapped a photo of the sketch.

The flash was blinding in the tent. I held my breath until I was certain I hadn’t woken Kyle, and then I typed what I could remember of the dream into my memo app. It was one more fragment to add to my growing collection of memories and questions—what Jason and Kyle had dubbed my “Thornhill Files.”

They thought I was obsessed.

Maybe I was.

Aside from Sinclair and a handful of her former staff, we were the only ones who knew what had really happened at Thornhill. The employees in the detention block had been so determined to keep their secrets that they had set fire to the camp’s main building once they realized the breakout couldn’t be stopped.

Every scrap of proof had burned in the blaze.

Everyone else wanted to let go of the camp. They wanted to believe it was over and that we were safe—or as safe as we could be. Thornhill was gone and Sinclair couldn’t hurt anyone else. We’d never be able to prove what had happened inside the fences; the only thing we could do was try to put it behind us, try to put ourselves back together. All we could do was try to move on.

And I wanted to move on.

It was just ...

Warden Sinclair had kept her search for an end to lupine syndrome secret from the LSRB. She had falsified admission records, kept most of her staff in the dark, and paid Trackers to bring in wolves under the table—all to keep the bureau from finding out that she was torturing and killing inmates in pursuit of a cure.

A cure she couldn’t possibly have been working toward on her own.

The drugs, the detention block, the research—all of it would have taken money and resources. Way more money and resources than a civil servant could pull together. Someone had to have been helping her—if not the LSRB then someone else—and whoever that someone was, they were still out there, free to start again. Free to hurt people like Sinclair had hurt Serena. They wouldn’t even need another camp. Not really. They could just grab infected people off the street.

Knowing what we did ... it felt like some sort of responsibility—like we had to figure out how Sinclair had gotten away with so much and who had helped her. How could any of us really put Thornhill in the past when there were still so many questions?

I stared down at the small sketch for a moment, and then sent a text to the person who had been standing at my side in front of the monitor that night. Need 2 ask u something.

My phone vibrated a second later. s’up?

I rubbed my eyes. Jason’s response had come too quickly for my message to have woken him. I tried not to think about what sort of trouble he might be getting into at 3:00 a.m. on a Friday night in a town overrun by Trackers.

Both Kyle’s parents and Tess, my cousin and legal guardian, were still having trouble coping with the news that Kyle was a werewolf and that we were both, technically, fugitives. They watched us like they were waiting for the sky to fall. Jason’s parents, on the other hand, were happy just to have him back without a scandal. Once he had assured them that he hadn’t dragged the Sheffield name through the mud or gotten anyone knocked up, it had been business as usual.

I sent him the picture of the sketch. Does this look familiar?

No. Y?

Before I could reply, he sent another text. Gotta go.

That was it. No explanation. No good-bye.

Wherever he was and whatever he was doing, I was certain it couldn’t be good.

Leaving a group like the Trackers wasn’t easy—especially when you had the kind of status and money Jason did. They had gotten their claws into him and they intended to keep things that way. And Jason ... Jason believed that staying close to them would help keep the rest of us safe—as though he could be a kind of early warning system if someone found out Kyle and Serena were infected or that I was the daughter of a pack leader.

It was the same at school. He continued to play the part of Tracker and alcoholic screwup to draw attention away from the rest of us. He played it so well that there were times when I had to remind myself that he really had changed. He played it so well that sometimes I suspected even he forgot who and what he was.

I stowed my phone and then slid back into my sleeping bag. I rolled over and studied Kyle’s shadowed profile. In the morning, we’d drive back to Hemlock and have to face the real world. Trackers. Jason. The fact that Serena still hadn’t recovered from Sinclair’s “cure” and the knowledge that Kyle would soon have to decide whether or not to return to Colorado.

But morning was still a few hours off.

I reached for Kyle’s hand, gently lacing my fingers through his.

For a few hours, if I tried hard enough, I could pretend that everything was fine.

Amy was still alive, Jason had never joined the Trackers, and Kyle had never become infected. None of us had so much as heard of Thornhill, and Hemlock wasn’t at the epicenter of what could turn into a full-fledged war between wolves and regs.

Everything—everything—was all right.

I edged closer to Kyle and rested my head on his shoulder.

Sometimes, it was better to fall asleep to a comforting lie than to the truth.
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I ROLLED MY SHOULDERS AS I LINGERED UNDER THE HOT water. I was about as far from pampered as you could get, but I was a city girl, and my back was complaining about a night spent sleeping in the woods.

Still, every kink and knotted muscle had been worth it.

I closed my eyes and remembered the sensation of Kyle’s arms around me and the way his lips had tasted a little like cinnamon. My heart beat a little faster as I turned off the shower and raised my fingertips to the slow smile that stretched across my face. He wanted to stay together. Even if he went back to Colorado, he didn’t want it to be the end of him and me. The end of us.

“Mac?” My cousin Tess’s voice drifted through the closed bathroom door, jolting me from my thoughts.

“Yeah?”

“Your phone’s been blowing up for the past ten minutes.”

Shit. Straining, I could just make out the last notes of my ringtone before whoever was on the other end of the line gave up.

I quickly hauled on clothes, wincing as my shoulder twinged. The bullet I had taken during the Thornhill breakout had been Warden Sinclair’s last attempt at revenge. I had been warned that my shoulder might never be quite the same, but I wasn’t about to complain about the occasional flashes of pain: a few inches either way and the bullet would have left me crippled. Or dead.

For an entire week, Jason had gone around calling me Miracle Girl.

I caught sight of my reflection as I pulled open the bathroom door and quickly looked away. Ever since Thornhill, the girl who stared back at me from the mirror seemed somehow ... less. It was as though I had left some part of myself back at the rehabilitation camp, locked behind its electric fences.

Miracle Girl. Yeah, right.

I beelined for my room and grabbed the phone from my nightstand. These days, I usually took it everywhere—even into the bathroom—but I had been so tired after Kyle dropped me off that I had stumbled to the shower on autopilot.

I unlocked the screen. Three missed calls—two from my father and one from a number I didn’t recognize—and a text from Kyle telling me I had forgotten Tess’s sleeping bag in his car. I bit my lip and dialed Hank. Not entirely surprising, it went straight to voice mail.

After Trackers had burned down Hank’s club and run his pack out of Denver, most of the Eumon had relocated to an old mining town in the middle of nowhere. They were so far out that Hank only had cell reception when they made the trek to other towns for supplies or news. I left a message and then checked my own voice mail.

Two hang-ups. Typical. Messages were footprints and Hank didn’t like leaving tracks. Even his cell phone was a cheap disposable: every two weeks, both the phone and the number changed. It was amazing how many of the habits he’d developed during his long career as a jack-of-all-trades criminal could be applied to life as a werewolf. Don’t draw attention. Stay on the move. Be ready to leave everything behind and run.

For werewolves who managed to evade the LSRB and the rehabilitation camps, life meant constantly looking over your shoulder and always sleeping with one eye open.

As the reg girlfriend of a werewolf, that was the same life I was signing on for.

My gaze was drawn to the wall above my desk, where I had tacked up dozens of articles about Thornhill and the breakout—more fodder for what everyone else worried was my growing fixation. Life on the run was no picnic, but it was far, far better than ending up in one of the camps.

I gave my head a sharp shake, clearing my thoughts.

I didn’t need a crystal ball to guess why Hank had called. He wanted me out of Hemlock until the Tracker invasion was over. We had argued about it twice already this week. My father had changed—I had seen proof of that since Denver—but a sudden paternal interest didn’t mean he automatically got to have input into my life. I had been making decisions for myself since he had abandoned me all those years ago, and that wasn’t about to change.

I was staying in Hemlock. I wasn’t going to let a sudden influx of Trackers run me out.

A voice mail began to play.

“Mac ... Hey. It’s Stephen. I’m back in town—at least for a while. Taking a break from school and working for Dad ...”

The familiar deep voice threw me for a loop. Of all the people who could have left me a message, Amy’s brother was practically the last person I would have expected.

He cleared his throat. “Anyway, I’ve been going through Amy’s room. I thought there might be some things you would want. Photos, books—that sort of stuff. Maybe we can grab a coffee or you can stop by the house. The place is a zoo with the fund-raiser tomorrow night, but call me when you get a chance.”

An automated voice told me I had reached the end of my messages.

My hand shook a little as I lowered the phone. I tried to remember the last time I had spoken to Stephen. Last Christmas, maybe. He went to school out East—at least he had until recently. He had flown back for a few days after Amy’s death, but he hadn’t been at the funeral. Jason said he hadn’t been able to make it past the cemetery gate.

And now he was back in Hemlock.

I bit my lip. I couldn’t imagine Stephen taking time off from school—not even for a semester. He had always been the golden boy to Amy’s black sheep. Straight-A student. Responsible and dependable. The perfect older brother. The kind of older brother I had always wanted.

“Mac, there’s coffee.” Tess’s voice drifted down the hall.

“Okay!”

Hearing Stephen’s voice shouldn’t have felt strange—even after he had gone to college, I had still seen him when he came home on breaks—but it was impossible to think of him and not think of Amy. Every memory I had of him was tied to her.

I slipped my phone into my pocket as I walked to the bookcase on the other side of the room. I already had the only thing I really wanted of Amy’s: a bracelet made from a handful of foreign coins, a flea market find she always claimed was lucky. I reached into the glass bowl I kept important odds and ends in, and lifted it out.

A flash drive on a length of black cord came up with it.

Frowning, I unwound the cord from the bracelet and set the drive aside. Amy had given it to me days before she had been killed. It was a bunch of photos and videos and music—things she thought I might like copies of. After the funeral, I had spent whole evenings just looking at every image and listening to every song, trying to get her back.

I should go through the files again. Some of the pictures were of Stephen and Amy, and a few of the videos were from concerts he had taken us to; there might be a few he didn’t have and would want.

But the thought of seeing Amy’s brother again, of talking about her in the past tense, wasn’t something I felt ready to face.

Like a coward, I tied the bracelet around my wrist and headed for the kitchen without calling Stephen back.

Tess looked up from a glossy magazine—one of a whole stack—as I entered the room. “Coffee’s fresh. I just made a new pot.” Her multicolored hair was pulled back in a high ponytail and she had traded her work clothes for a pair of sweats. Tess waited tables at the Shady Cat, a trendy microbrewery/restaurant near the college campus. On a normal Saturday, she headed to bed around 5:00 a.m. and wasn’t seen again until midafternoon, but she had stayed up to make sure I got home okay.

She never used to worry when I was out with Kyle, but a lot had changed.

Tess knew almost everything now—everything except that her ex-boyfriend Ben had been the white werewolf who had killed Amy and terrorized the town. Faced with all of the things I had hidden from her, she wasn’t sure how to trust me again. And she blamed Kyle for the fact that I had run off to Colorado and almost gotten killed. I think that bothered her more than the fact that Kyle was a werewolf. She had always trusted Kyle to keep me safe, and now she felt like he had betrayed that trust.

“How are you still awake?” I asked, passing up coffee and grabbing a granola bar. The TV was on in the living room, but the sound was muted.

“I had about a gallon of caffeinated goodness before you got home,” she admitted with a small shrug. “Plus, I have this whole theory that if I fill out six months’ worth of Cosmo quizzes in a single sitting, everything in my life will magically fall into place.”

“Good luck with that.” I unwrapped the granola bar and broke off a piece. “You didn’t have to wait up,” I said before popping the bite-sized chunk into my mouth.

The look Tess shot me spoke volumes, but instead of pushing, she said, “What are you doing today?”

I swallowed. “I was going to head over to Serena’s.” Jason hadn’t recognized the symbol from my dream and Serena was the only other person I could ask. The last thing I wanted was to remind her of the detention block, but I couldn’t shake the feeling that it was important. I had been dreaming of that hallway—of that room—for a month. I wasn’t a psychologist, but there had to be a reason my subconscious kept throwing me back there.

“Oh.” Disappointment flashed across Tess’s face. “I have the night off. I was going to ask if you wanted to go on a mini road trip.”

“A road trip?”

“Just a small one. We could leave around three, stay overnight someplace—maybe not the Ritz, but at least someplace with a pool—and come back tomorrow. You’ve been so preoccupied ... I think getting away for a day would be good for you.”

“Tess, we can’t afford that.” Saying the words was awkward. Money was almost always tight, but we never talked about it.

The corners of her mouth quirked up. “Actually, tips have been really good the last week. Practically insanely good. Most Trackers may be complete assholes, but a lot of them are pretty generous once they down a few beers.”

“More like they’re generous once they catch sight of you coming toward their table,” I teased.

“That, too.” Her hazel eyes sparkled. “So what do you say?”

“It’s just ...” My voice trailed off. Tess, more than anyone, wanted me to forget about the camp. Just the mention of Colorado was enough to make her flinch. “I really wanted to see Serena,” I said lamely. “And with everything going on in town, I feel weird leaving.” It felt like abandoning my friends.

Tess hesitated just a second too long before speaking. “Okay. No sweat.” She flashed me a smile that was so forced it cracked around the edges. “I’m exhausted anyway.” She stood and walked past me to the sink.

“Maybe we could do it another time?” I asked hesitantly. Hopefully. “Maybe next weekend?”

Tess rinsed out her coffee mug and set it on the counter. “Sure.” She shot me another fake smile. “Besides, I could use a quiet night in by myself. Just me and a tub full of bubbles followed by a bag of Doritos and a Sex and the City marathon. Go. See Serena. Maybe call Jason. You don’t spend enough time with him anymore.”

She headed down the hall before I could say anything else. A second later, her bedroom door clicked softly shut.

I tossed the rest of my granola bar in the garbage: suddenly, I didn’t have much of an appetite. Things had been strained since I had gotten back, but that wasn’t Tess’s fault. She was doing her best to trust me again. She was trying. Even though she was exhausted, she had wanted to spend time with me.

Maybe I couldn’t just up and leave town, but I could have suggested an alternate plan. I liked Doritos and I could make it through at least a few episodes of Sex and the City without completely losing my mind.

Suddenly, more than anything, all I wanted was to spend the day with Tess, to show her that I was willing to try, too.

I started toward the hall just as a flicker of movement on the television caught my eye.

Tess had left the TV tuned to CNN. Amy’s grandfather, Senator John Walsh, was on-screen, standing on the stone steps of some building in Washington, surrounded by reporters. I didn’t bother turning the sound on: I already knew the sorts of things he would be saying. He had become vehemently anti-werewolf after Amy’s death, and over the past few weeks, he had been pushing for two things: a public inquiry into security at Thornhill and the authorization of extreme—even lethal—force in recapturing escaped wolves.

I wondered what he’d do if he knew Amy’s death hadn’t been—as everyone believed—the random act of a crazed werewolf. Branson Derby, then head of the Trackers and Ben’s father, had sent his own infected son on a killing spree as part of a carefully orchestrated plan to increase public fear and destroy the pro-werewolf lobby in Washington. To get Amy’s grandfather—one of the few politicians who had openly supported increased wolf rights—to become as anti-werewolf as possible.

If the senator knew why his granddaughter had really died, would he change his stance back? If he had seen the torture the wolves had been running from at Thornhill, would he still want them hunted down like they were something less than human?

Heart heavy, I grabbed the remote from the kitchen counter and turned off the television. As much as I wanted a quiet day with Tess, I owed it to Serena and Kyle and everyone else who had been at the camp to figure out if there was anything behind the symbol from my dream. The symbol I had seen in the detention block. It could be nothing, but it might be part of the puzzle that was Thornhill. And maybe, if I figured it out, some of the dreams would stop.

I scribbled an apology to Tess on the notepad by the phone and then grabbed my jacket and headed for Serena’s.

“Protect yourself and your fellow regs!” A woman tried to block my path as she forced an object into my palm. I jerked my hand away and stepped around her.

Once I was safely around the corner, I uncurled my fingers. A Hunt or be Hunted button. It was a phrase used by the Trackers—one they emblazoned on everything from T-shirts to posters. I tossed the button into the next garbage can I passed and then paused to wipe my palm on my jeans.

I glanced up. I had stopped in front of the music store—closed a week ago after people found out its owner was infected—and the street behind me was reflected in its dark windows. Though the sidewalks were crowded with people rushing to and from Riverside Square, a hauntingly familiar figure stood perfectly still on the other side of the street. Watching me.

Ben.

His blond hair fell over his forehead, obscuring his gray eyes. His jeans were torn at the knee and his hands were shoved deep into the pockets of a battered leather jacket. As he watched me in the window, his mouth curved up in a small smile.

A shudder rocketed down my spine as my heart rate shot sky-high.

I whirled, struggling for breath as I desperately scanned the street.

No one was watching me. Ben wasn’t there.

It was just my mind playing tricks on me. Just a ghost.

I willed my heart to stop racing.

It wasn’t the first time I had imagined seeing Ben. It had happened in Denver and a few times since we’d been back in Hemlock. “Post-traumatic stress”—that’s what Kyle called it. I guess it didn’t get much more traumatic than being hog-tied in the woods by the man who had killed your best friend.

Still, each time it happened, I felt like I was going a little bit crazy.

Shivering, I tried to put it out of my mind as I resumed my trek to the park. A few flakes drifted through the air: it looked like winter was coming early this year.

The first winter without Amy, I thought. It didn’t seem possible that it had been more than half a year since her death.

The closer I got to Riverside Square, the more people I saw with black-dagger tattoos on their necks.

On Monday, the twelfth anniversary of the day lupine syndrome had officially been announced to the world, the Trackers would hold simultaneous “unity rallies” in major cities across the country—and Hemlock would be at the center of it all.

Thanks to the Thornhill breakout—and the resulting violence and paranoia sweeping the country—the Trackers were riding a massive surge in popularity, a surge they were milking for all the publicity, donations, and political clout they could get. There were other places the group could have chosen for the main rally—larger cities with bigger venues and the ability to better accommodate a huge influx of visitors—but the name “Hemlock” would forever conjure images of the worst werewolf murder spree in history. It was the location guaranteed to get them the most attention, and they were exploiting that by billing the Hemlock event as both a call to action against wolves and as a memorial to the victims of the attacks in the spring—victims the press had dubbed The Hemlock Four.

The mayor and most of the city council had pledged to deny permits for the rally—they were afraid it would turn into a riot—but they had caved when Senator Walsh loudly and publicly voiced his support for the event. The Walsh family were the biggest philanthropists in town; no one wanted to risk alienating them. Amy’s parents were even holding a private fund-raising gala the night before the rally to raise money for a memorial sculpture in Riverside Square—one that would be inscribed with the names of each of the Hemlock victims.

I passed a lamppost bearing a flyer with a picture of Amy above the word Remember and resisted the urge to tear it down. If it hadn’t been for the former head of the Trackers, she would still be here.

Not a single day went by that I didn’t wish I could tell people the truth about who had killed Amy and why, but no one would believe me—not without proof—and I couldn’t risk anyone finding out I had been in the woods the night Branson Derby had died. Derby had been killed by a werewolf. By Kyle. If anyone learned I had been there that night, they might start looking at the people closest to me. At Kyle or Serena or Trey.

I couldn’t risk that. I wouldn’t risk them. Not even for Amy.

All I could do was watch as the rally’s organizers used Amy’s death like a prop.

It was just one of the reasons I had been avoiding downtown—and the square where the rally would be held—all week.

Unfortunately, there was only one bus that went out to Serena’s neighborhood on Saturdays, and the stop that ran along the far side of the park was the easiest place to catch it.

I stepped through the wrought iron arch—one of three—on the square’s eastern edge, and tried to suppress the feeling that I had been dropped into enemy territory.

Normally, the only people in the park before noon on weekends were skateboarders, guys sleeping on benches, and the handful of die-hard chess players who met until snow covered their strip of checkered tables. But today, hundreds of people wandered the tree-lined paths and congregated on the grass. Some of them handed out flyers while others paused to watch as mammoth video screens—the kind you saw at outdoor concerts—were erected on three sides of the square.

I gave up trying to count the number of tattoos I saw as I made my way across the park.

Every once in a while, I spotted someone in an RfW—Regs for Werewolves—shirt, but they were few and far between. Advertising the fact that you supported equal rights for the infected in a town on the verge of an anti-werewolf rally was noble to the point of suicidal.

“There is no virus!”

The voice came from a patch of grass to my left, where a man on an upturned crate held a small group in thrall.

“God has sent the werewolves as divine punishment! America has backslid into sin. He strikes the wicked—the sinners and the morally decayed—and unleashes them among us!” The man’s wide eyes and his tangled black hair made him look like someone who spent his time wrestling imaginary demons. He was young—maybe only a few years older than I was—but his ragged voice and disheveled appearance made him seem ancient. His baggy trench coat flapped around him like wings, and when he swept his arms back, his collar gaped wide, revealing a pale expanse of unmarked skin.

He wasn’t a Tracker, just crazy.

I crossed my arms over my chest and tried to tune out his words as I passed.

Kyle wasn’t a punishment.

He wasn’t a sinner or morally decayed.

He was the strongest person I knew. The best person I knew.

Besides, God wasn’t singling out America. Other countries had lupine syndrome. Maybe they didn’t have as many cases, but the virus wasn’t an exclusively American problem.

“And God gave the demons human faces so that they might pass among you, but at night the beasts crawl on all fours! That is how you shall know them! Know them and root them out!”

Hello, Salem 1692.

I should have walked around the square. It would have taken longer, but it would have been better than listening to this. I glanced back and tripped to a stop as I spotted a familiar face in the preacher’s audience: Amy’s father.

Ryan Walsh stood a little apart from the crowd, a faraway gaze in his eyes. He was dressed casually—jeans and a wool coat instead of the suits he so often wore—but there was a briefcase in his right hand. There were more lines on his face than I remembered. He was still handsome for someone his age, but it was a worn kind of handsome. Though Amy had inherited his pale skin, she
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