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			PROLOGUE

			NAMELESS

			Once, there was a young witch who lived with her mother on the prairie. For a while, she was just like other witches. She did her lessons and her chores, and she never, ever used her magic in public.

			Then one day, she changed.

			An extraordinary spell filled her with more magic than she had ever touched. She became more powerful than any other witch on the continent, more powerful than her mother and her grandmother and her great-grandmother combined, and for a while it was like living in a dream.

			Magic sang to her. She could hear it in her mother and in all the witches of her coven. They each had their own tune, and when they came together, the song they created was so unbearably beautiful that the girl would burst into tears, unable to explain that she wasn’t sad but something else. Something beyond telling.

			Her mother didn’t understand.

			“You hear us?” she’d asked, with a frown of concentration. She had frowned more and more often since the extraordinary spell had altered the girl, so the girl was very careful with her questions.

			“I hear all magic,” she’d explained. She heard other things, too, but she didn’t want to make her mother frown any harder. “Does that mean you don’t?”

			“We don’t,” the girl’s mother said, drawing a clear line between her daughter and other witches. Then she added, “You’ll have to get used to it. And until you do, you must be careful. You can’t go around sobbing or giggling at nothing, or folk will get the wrong idea about you.”

			“You mean that I’m a witch?” the girl asked.

			Her mother pressed her lips together and shook her head. “Worse,” she said.

			That hadn’t made any sense to the girl. Being discovered as a witch was absolutely the most terrible thing that could happen to a person.

			If her mother said there was something worse, the girl wanted to know what it was, but before she could ask, her mother thrust the cast-iron skillet into her hands and told her to prep the cornbread for dinner. The conversation was over.

			The young witch had done her best. She practiced tuning out the melodic strains of other witches. She learned to identify the urgent songs of items that had been imbued with magic—they sounded like droning cicadas in the summertime, right up until the moment they burned out and went quiet again, leaving only crusty exoskeletons behind. She found that even people and things that weren’t magical had their own resonance. The world was full of songs.

			And they all rang through her.

			Until the day she found a song that didn’t.

			She was waiting while her mother conducted business at the bank when she heard it: a song like two blades of grass whispering past one another, like the strike of flint against flint, the quiet hiss of a spark flashing to life.

			It did not sound like witches. Witches sounded like rainstorms, with voices that sighed just as often as they crackled with laughter or thundered with conviction. Witch songs made her want to cry from the beauty of them.

			This song made her want something else.

			Power, sang a voice in her mind. She wasn’t bothered by the voices, because they had come with the extraordinary spell that gave her all the songs. But she didn’t always understand them. There were seven distinct voices, and she had a sense that some were older than others.

			“What kind of power?” she asked, softly lest anyone think she was talking to herself, which she was.

			Bone power, the same voice answered.

			Intrigued, the witch followed the unusual whispering song toward the park, where she found a boy, not much older than she was. He had frosty-pale skin and dark brown hair, with eyes that reminded her of spring moss.

			“What are you?” she’d asked, walking right up to him.

			He’d stumbled back, with a disbelieving laugh. “That’s a strange sort of question to ask.”

			“Not for you it isn’t,” the witch insisted.

			The boy regarded her with an amused smile. “And why is that?”

			“Because”—she lowered her voice and leaned closer—“you’re something more than human.”

			“How did you—” The boy stopped himself from saying something he shouldn’t. But he’d already given himself away, and they both knew it.

			It was the witch’s turn to smile. “I can hear it,” she confessed. “I just don’t know what it means. What you are.”

			Moon friends, whispered a second voice. This one was older than the first, perhaps the oldest of the voices, and she rarely made much sense.

			“I’m—I’m a—” The boy stared at her, wide-eyed, curiosity and fear at war in his expression. He so clearly wanted to tell her.

			But he didn’t have to.

			Wolf, whispered one of the seven.

			At the word, the girl felt an unfamiliar hunger rip through her chest. She wanted to know everything there was to know about this wolf and his magic.

			“Jack?” a woman’s voice called from behind. He startled and whipped his head toward the sound.

			The witch’s head was suddenly a rage of noise. Seven voices repeated the name over and over in her mind, laughing and crying and shrieking, Jack! Jack! Jack!

			“Jack,” the witch whispered, and when she said his name, she felt a tendril of magic snap into place between them. But it was more than a tendril. It was a bind. And that gave her control.

			Jack turned back toward the young witch, a question in his eyes. He’d felt it, too.

			For a second, they stood there. A witch and a wolf bound together by the thinnest slip of magic. But it wasn’t enough.

			“Jack is one of your names,” she said. “Give me your others.”

			The boy struggled against the immediate compulsion to speak, but it was no use. He was too young, and the witch was too strong. “J-J-John Cecil Callahan,” he gasped.

			The witch felt her power fall over him completely, felt the part of him that struggled against it. A butterfly in a net. A fish on a hook. A wolf in a trap. She could name him and, therefore, she could control him.

			“Tell me what you are, Jack,” the witch said.

			Power, murmured the voices. Good power.

			The boy’s eyes tightened and his voice was nearly a growl when he answered, “Werewolf.”

			“Jack!” the woman called again, only this time, her voice was farther away. She would not be near enough to help him.

			“I have to go,” he said, taking a few steps. “That’s my mother.”

			“Jack,” the witch sang. “Stop right there.”

			The boy stopped.

			“John Callahan,” his mother shouted, “if you don’t answer me right now!”

			The boy turned pleading eyes on the young witch. He wanted to answer his mother, but some part of him already knew that the witch wouldn’t allow it.

			“Your will belongs to me,” she whispered.

			“But why?” he asked.

			“Because that is the way it’s supposed to be,” she explained. “That is my purpose.”

			The boy swallowed hard and asked, “Who are you?”

			The witch smiled and said, “I am nameless, but now that I have your names, you will do whatever I say.”
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			THE WINTER PACK

			Riley Callahan had waited so long to become a wolf. Now that she finally was one, she wanted to be the kind of wolf people looked up to, the kind of wolf people could trust, the kind of wolf who would never let her pack down. She wanted to be a really good werewolf.

			She wasn’t sure what being a wolf had to do with wearing a blindfold in the middle of the woods, but if Great Callahan said it was related, then Riley intended to do it well. She had tied her bright blue bandana firmly around her head, exactly as instructed, so that it completely covered her eyes. There would be no peeking for Riley.

			“Your magic has just as much to do with being human as it does with being wolf.” Riley couldn’t see her mother, but she could hear her boots crunching against the frosty grass as she paced. “No matter where you are, or in what form, you must always be able to find the others of your prime.”

			Riley had to restrain herself from bouncing on her toes. It had been only two and a half months since she and her prime pack had been able to transform their bodies into wolves, and this was one of their first training exercises with the other young wolves. The others had all turned when they were supposed to, on the night of the first full moon of summer, and had been practicing with Great Callahan for almost nine months.

			“The other four members of your prime are hidden nearby in the woods,” Great Callahan explained. “They are allowed to call to you, but they are not allowed to move from their spots. Your job is to find them without transforming.”

			“Great Callahan?”

			Riley identified the voice as that of Teddy Griffin. She pictured his sandy-brown hair and sky-blue eyes, even though they were also covered by a bandana right now.

			“Yes, Teddy?”

			“I don’t understand why we can’t transform. How are we supposed to find anything like this?” Teddy managed to sound much older than thirteen whenever he spoke, even when he was speaking to adults. Even when he was actually whining. Like now.

			“You have many resources at your disposal, Mr. Griffin.” Great Callahan’s response was unbending. “Use them.”

			Riley understood Teddy’s frustration. This would be much easier if she were in wolf form, when her senses were so keen she could smell another wolf a mile away. But she didn’t understand questioning Mama C that way. She wasn’t a regular adult. She was a great.

			“Easy for you to say,” Teddy grumbled.

			“This is not supposed to be easy,” Great Callahan continued as though she hadn’t heard Teddy. And maybe she hadn’t. “But the job of any alpha is to do things even if those things are difficult.”

			“ ‘Do the tough stuff,’ ” Riley added, quoting Rule #4 of Cecelia Callahan’s Alpha Code.

			“That’s right,” Great Callahan said. “Do the tough stuff.”

			In total, six young wolves stood in the clearing with Great Callahan. They were all from new prime packs. All the alphas.

			“Your primes are also wearing blindfolds,” Great Callahan continued, her voice farther away now. “Once you have found them, your job is to lead them safely back here.”

			Riley thought of the other four members of her prime pack: Dhonielle Anderson, her cousin, who one hundred percent would prefer to be reading a book right now. Kenver Derry, who was probably dressed like they were going somewhere that wasn’t a wintery forest. Aracely Bravo, with a heart as big as a dinosaur’s. And Lydia Edgerton, who Riley was trying very hard to think of as a packmate, and not as the girl who made Riley’s cheeks burn every time she smiled.

			They were the Winter Pack. The five wolves who had transformed on the first full moon of winter. It had been an unconventional transformation for them, but they were different. And, in spite of all that had happened with the Devourer, Riley knew now that they were special.

			“This is not a race,” Great Callahan said. “This is an exercise. I want you to take your time.”

			“What do we get if we finish first?” called Teddy, his voice edging toward snark.

			“My respect, Mr. Griffin” was Great Callahan’s answer.

			“Whatever that’s worth,” Teddy grumbled under his breath.

			Riley heard it, though. And irritation sparked in her cheeks. Not only was he disrespecting their great pack leader, but he was doing the opposite of what alphas should do.

			Before her first transformation, Riley had assumed that an alpha was chosen magically. That it was something decided by forces outside of a wolf’s control. But the night she and her prime had transformed, there had been no magical anointing of their alpha. It had come down to the five of them. They got to choose.

			We choose you, Lydia had said, speaking into Riley’s mind.

			And even though it was exactly what Riley wanted, some part of her worried she didn’t deserve it. That she wouldn’t be good at it. She asked, Why?

			Because you worry about everything, Kenver said.

			Riley hadn’t understood at first. Why did worrying about everything make her a good alpha? Aracely had explained, It’s because you keep track of everything. Like a radar. You’re our alpha because you notice things that matter. Like when Dhonielle is freaking out.

			I only freak out when it’s called for, Dhonielle clarified. But she’s right. You’re our alpha, Riley.

			Before she could stop herself, Riley said, “I’ll bet I can find my prime before you do, Teddy Griffin.”

			Teddy snorted. “No way am I going up against you and your special treatment.”

			“What are you talking about?” Riley had expected a competition, not an insult. “I don’t get special treatment.”

			“You have one hour!” called Great Callahan at that exact moment. “Except for you, Riley. You and the Winter Pack have thirty minutes.”

			“What were you just saying?” Teddy all but sneered.

			Riley swallowed hard. This didn’t feel like special treatment. This felt unfair. Not only did she have half the amount of time Teddy did to complete the same task, but he seemed to think she was getting something she most definitely was not.

			“The clock starts . . . now!”

			Riley heard the others begin to move. Some were going quickly, a fast walk, while others sounded as though they were shuffling forward, one small step at a time.

			For the first few seconds, Riley just stood there. Her stomach pitched to one side, a sick feeling making her unsteady on her feet. She’d been caught completely off guard by Teddy’s comment, and now she wondered if the others thought the same thing he did.

			“Riley?” her mother asked, footsteps coming close. “Twenty-nine minutes.”

			Riley ground her teeth. Special treatment or not, it was a challenge, and Riley wanted to show her mom what she was capable of.

			She took off at a run. Letting her feet move on instinct, just like when she was a wolf. There was no better feeling than racing as fast as she could go, her claws digging into the earth with each powerful stride, her wrists and ankles adjusting to every dip and rise of the forest floor. There was nothing like the wind singing through her teeth or the moonlight glinting between the trees.

			She had none of that now, trapped in her human form, with a bandana tied around her eyes. And almost as soon as she’d started running, Riley tripped on a root and went sprawling to the ground.

			Great.

			She landed on her belly, with a mouthful of dirt and dead leaves. Her palms stung from the impact but at least none of the others had seen her spectacular wipeout.

			“Ouch!” came another voice from somewhere to Riley’s right.

			“Ugh!” came another.

			“Gosh darn it!” came one that could only be Erika Farrow, who said a lot of words that were almost bad without actually being bad and who wore perfume that smelled like vanilla.

			It seemed that Riley’s fellow alphas were faring about as well as she was.

			She climbed to her feet and gently dusted off her stinging palms. Trying to move quickly was out of the question. Her sense of smell wasn’t going to get her far, since the only thing she could smell was the dirt that had lodged itself up her nose. She was going to have to do this by sound.

			Just as Riley opened her mouth to call to her prime, the air filled with voices. The other five alphas had come to the same conclusion and were doing exactly what she’d planned to do. They were calling to their primes. Not only that, but their primes were calling back. Twenty-five voices mingled together, creating a chaotic web of sound that was impossible to untangle. No one was going to find anyone this way. At least not in the time they’d been given.

			Riley was going to have to do this another way.

			Dhonielle? Riley reached out in her mind. Lydia? Riley waited a beat before calling to the others. Aracely? Kenver? Can you hear me?
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			Speaking into each other’s minds like this wasn’t something any of the other young wolves could do. In fact, it wasn’t something many other wolves could do at all. But when the Devouring Wolf had broken free of his stone prison last summer, he had ignited an old spell. One that had changed their magic and given them what they needed to defeat him.

			The Devourer was gone now—back inside the stone prison, with new wards set to ensure he would never escape again—but the changes to their prime pack’s magic remained.

			It was Lydia who answered first. We’re here, she assured her.

			Yeah, and we’re freezing our beans off, added Dhonielle. Hurry up and find us!

			What, exactly, are your “beans”? Kenver asked.

			They’re . . . Nothing! It’s just a thing people say, Dhonielle said quickly.

			Is it, though? Kenver said.

			Mmm, beans, Aracely murmured. I really love sweet bean paste. Have you ever had it? We get it at the Asian market on Colorado Street, and it comes in these pancake things called dorayaki, and they’re so delicious! But, you know, I also like kidney beans when they’re in chili, and those aren’t sweet at all.

			Aracely went on and on while Kenver started naming different kinds of beans, simply to see how many Aracely could talk about. Riley let their banter guide her. They weren’t together—she could tell that immediately—but Kenver and Dhonielle were the closest, so Riley headed for them first.

			Green beans, Kenver said.

			Mm, I can’t say I’m the biggest fan. Especially when they’re all mushy from a can.

			It was strange for Riley to move through the woods so slowly. Stranger still to feel like she knew where she was going when she couldn’t see. But this was a part of wolf magic.

			Most wolves developed the ability to sense the other members of their pack when they were near. The most powerful, like Great Callahan, could do it over large distances. Speaking directly into each other’s minds was rare, however. So rare that Riley didn’t know anyone else who could do it except the five of them.

			Which was probably why Great Callahan had given her less time than all the others.

			Mung beans, Kenver said.

			What is a mung bean? Dhonielle asked, curiosity getting the better of her.

			Oh, my aunt puts those in curry and they’re so good! Aracely said.

			The closer Riley came to Dhonielle’s hiding place, the easier it was to sense her. Every person in her pack felt a little different. Dhonielle felt like a vibration. Sometimes like a shiver. Sometimes like a clap of thunder. But always that sense of energy.

			“You got me.” Dhonielle took Riley’s hand and squeezed. “Oh! You’re colder than I am. C’mon, let’s hurry so we can go get some hot chocolate and never do this again.”

			Cocoa beans! shouted Aracely.

			It didn’t take long after that. Riley followed the gentle, steady tug of Kenver’s energy, then Aracely’s, which felt like bubbles, then the warmth of Lydia’s, until she had her entire prime pack at her side.

			“Good work, pup. Two minutes to spare,” Great Callahan said when they returned. Riley felt a rush of satisfaction.

			Last summer, she’d been so afraid that she would never become a wolf. Watching the other twelve-year-olds turn into wolves at the Full Moon Rite had been one of the worst moments of her life. Everyone had looked at her and the rest of her prime like there was something wrong with them. Of course, something had been wrong, but not with them. After the Devouring Wolf broke free of his prison, he’d disguised himself as Great Callahan, stripping the wolf from several young pups.

			Riley and her prime were the only ones who could fight back.

			Now Riley was finally a wolf and she loved everything about it—from the ability to transform at will to the unique bond she shared with her pack. Not only that, but the rest of the wolf community was safe. Everything, every scary, terrible thing, had been worth it.

			It was another fifteen minutes before anyone else returned. The first to arrive were Luke Shacklett and his prime. Even after the Devourer stole his wolf away, he’d become his prime’s alpha. He gave Riley a weary nod as he tugged the bandana off his eyes, then lay on the cold ground to rest for a minute.

			The remaining four primes were nearly a full fifteen minutes after that. They dragged their feet, looking cold and tired and, when they saw Riley and the others, maybe a little mad. None more so than Teddy Griffin, who glared openly.

			“She cheated!” he shouted, raising a finger to point at Riley.

			“What?” Riley said, anger surging. “How?”

			“Don’t tell lies, Teddy,” Aracely added, coming to stand at Riley’s shoulder.

			“Teddy, I told you this wasn’t a race,” Great Callahan answered.

			“You’re only saying that because she’s your daughter!” snarled Teddy. “They can do that telepathy thing, and we can’t! It’s not fair! It’s cheating!”

			Riley didn’t know what to say to that. The telepathy thing was true, but was it cheating? She could feel shame flushing hot in her cheeks, and her head felt a little dizzy.

			“Every pack has different strengths,” Great Callahan said evenly. “The point of this exercise is to discover yours. It has nothing to do with any other prime.”

			“But they can only do things like that because they’re the precious ‘Winter Pack.’ ” Teddy used air quotes to make sure everyone knew he was mocking the name.

			A lump formed in Riley’s throat. Teddy was right that this wasn’t fair. She and the others had endured months of whispers and uncertainty, all because they hadn’t transformed into wolves. She’d thought it would be better now that they could run with the rest of the pack. She’d thought everything would go back to normal.

			But this wasn’t normal.

			Great Callahan moved between Teddy and Riley. “You accomplished something today, Teddy. You found your prime. You should spend some time thinking about that instead of this.”

			Teddy crossed his arms over his chest and glared at the ground, but he didn’t say anything else. Behind him, the rest of his prime drew closer.

			“C’mon,” Teddy grumbled, leading them away.

			Riley cared about only one of the members of Teddy’s pack. Milo, her younger brother, trailed behind the others, his dark curls flopping into his green eyes, his body obscured inside a puffy orange parka. He hung behind just long enough to catch Riley’s eye. Sorry, he mouthed, with a shrug, and then he was gone.

			One by one, the other packs followed Teddy’s. Riley tried to smile when they made eye contact, tried to be encouraging. They were all wolves, after all. All members of the same greater pack.

			But no one smiled back. Instead, they drew away, their eyes suspicious and untrusting, watching the members of her prime pack, Riley thought, like they were outsiders.
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			2

			SEEING THINGS

			Winter had settled into the village of Clawroot, and every pointed rooftop glittered with frost. Dry tall grasses hissed and shivered in the chilly breeze, and garlands of snowberry vines adorned every door. Inside the buildings, cinder stones inside fireplaces glowed cherry red, providing heat without a flame, and every cabin was occupied by wolves who preferred the wild to the comforts of small-town Lawrence, Kansas.

			Training was done for the day, and Great Callahan led the group of young wolves to the dining hall, which smelled like chocolate and fresh-baked cookies. Riley’s mouth watered, but she stopped at the door.

			“Let the others go first,” she said.

			“Um, whyyyyy?” When Aracely whined, her curls whined with her, drooping around her warm brown face. “All the best cookies will be gone if we wait.”

			“Because . . .” Riley hesitated. How was she supposed to say that she was worried the other wolves were jealous of them without seeming conceited?

			“Because,” Lydia chimed in, with an easy smile, “even though it wasn’t a competition, we did it fastest. While we were hanging out together, most of them were still blindfolded and alone. Letting them get their hot chocolate first is the nice thing to do.”

			“Even if they were really sore about it,” Kenver muttered, not bothering to conceal their disdain.

			“That makes sense,” Aracely said, though she sounded sad about it.

			“Don’t worry.” Lydia hooked an arm through Aracely’s. “Ms. Montgomery always makes plenty of cookies. But if she didn’t, for some reason, I’ll make you some special candy at my uncles’ shop.”

			“You could do that anyway, you know,” Aracely said, letting Lydia draw her toward the end of the cookie line.

			Riley still didn’t understand how Lydia always managed to find the right words, but it didn’t bother her the way it used to. They were a team, a pack. And no single person in the group had to be good at everything. A pack was stronger together.

			“I still can’t believe Milo is in that bully’s pack,” Dhonielle said quietly, honeyed brown eyes locked on Teddy. “I wish there were something we could do about it. Why couldn’t he have ended up with Luke? That would have been perfect for everyone.”

			Riley felt the same way. Her brother had just turned ten years old. He was funny and obnoxious, and more than once Riley had wanted to tell him to eat a bee, but she also cared about him, and she didn’t like knowing that he was trapped in a prime pack with someone like Teddy Griffin.

			But that was the thing about wolf magic. Though there were several ways to become a wolf, and even one way to unbecome one, there was no way to choose your prime. It chose you.

			“Milo says he’s a good alpha,” Riley said, willing it to be true. “And that’s the most important thing, right?”

			Dhonielle made a face. “I guess. But it would be great if he wasn’t also such a turd.”

			By the time they’d gathered steaming mugs of hot chocolate and plates piled with still-warm snickerdoodles and chocolate chip cookies, the others were already looping around for seconds.

			Kenver claimed an unoccupied table at the end of the room, as far from Teddy Griffin’s table as they could get. Riley had just taken her first, perfect sip of rich hot cocoa when—Safe place . . . I need to find—a voice landed heavily in her mind, the words at once so loud and so far away that she brought her hands to her ears and squeezed her eyes shut.

			Who’s there? the voice said.

			It sounded like it had been fractured into a thousand pieces and glued back together again.

			“Who is that?” hissed Lydia.

			Riley shook her head, and when she pried her eyes open, she found that Lydia also had her hands pressed to her ears. They all did. Except for Kenver, who held a hand to their forehead as though they were in pain. Which they probably were because that voice was so—

			Hello!

			“I don’t know, but this is super-rude,” Aracely moaned.

			“I didn’t think anyone else could talk to us like this,” muttered Dhonielle.

			“I don’t think they’re supposed to be able to. And that’s why it hur—” Kenver cut off abruptly as a vision filled each of their minds.

			A girl
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