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DEDICATION

To the readers who sneak books under desks and stay up long after dark. Our lives are all stories, in the end.
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PROLOGUE

I remember my childhood better than most. Usually, people gain freedom as they grow older; I lost it.

As the recessive soul, I was born weaker than Addie. She triumphed whenever we fought for control of our shared body. She was fated to win and I to lose, the promise of it written into our genes.

By the time we were twelve, I seemed ready to fulfill a recessive soul’s other destiny: to disappear. I never did. But I did lose all my freedoms—the ability to speak, the power to move, the right to be acknowledged by anyone other than Addie, whose body I haunted.

So I remember my childhood well. Because however limited it was, for a long time, those were the only memories I had of liberty.

It wasn’t until I met Lissa and Hally, Ryan and Devon, that I started thinking about my future, and not my past. They were hybrids, too. They knew what it meant to live in secret, and taught me how to regain control over my body.

But now, as we were all forced on the run again, moving from safe house to safe house, I returned to my childhood memories, seeking comfort in the worn softness of their edges.

<What are you thinking about?> Addie asked one night. We were all stuffed in a van, Peter driving, Dr. Lyanne beside him. The rest of us sat cramped, shoulder-to-shoulder in the back two rows, the windows rolled up tight against the autumn chill.

<Pyxis> I said.

All my memories of childhood were Addie’s memories, too. We lived cleaved to each other, hybrids in a country where our very existence was outlawed.

The memory of pyxis came from before we understood all that, which made it all the more precious. Addie and I were three or four years old. Our family had gone camping. Our little brother, Lyle, hadn’t been born yet, so it was just the four of us—Mom, Dad, Addie, and me.

I remembered that first sight of the stars in the crisp mountain air. We’d been a child accustomed to city nights and city lights. The enormity of all those stars had awed us.

<Remember?> I said. <How Dad used to tell us about the constellations when we went camping? Only he couldn’t—>

<Couldn’t think of any stories about pyxis> Addie said. Her smile wasn’t just a physical thing, a curve of our lips. It was a warmth at the edge of my mind, where I felt her presence with the same assurance I felt our heartbeat. <I remember.>

We fell into the memory, calming each other with the past as the road raced by.

All too quickly, a week passed. Then another and another. Addie and I started walking again, the pain in our ankle and the bruises on our body fading along with the sharpest recollections of our last few days in Anchoit. The bombing of Powatt’s hybrid institution—the police raid—the frenzied escape through darkened streets—they’d never stop haunting us completely. But we tried to bury their pain with happier memories.

Addie and I drew everyone into the storytelling. Living at safe houses in the middle of nowhere, there was little else to do. We’d watched the news religiously at first. But the screen spit images of our faces and names, blaring our crimes: the “explosions” at Lankster Square, the Powatt bombing. After a while, the fear and upset crept into our insides and rotted them. Emalia said, They’re just saying the same things, over and over. Can we please turn it off?

So we did. We gathered, instead, in the upstairs hallway, or around the dining table, or on the threadbare couch. If Ryan and I were in control, we sought the warmth of each other’s touch, the press of my cheek against his shoulder, the comfort of having somebody there.

I told them about the day Lyle and Nathaniel were born. Addie and I had only been four, but I hadn’t forgotten the happy, nervous chaos. The baby wrapped in blue and the momentary disappointment I’d felt that it wasn’t a girl.

I didn’t tell them about the day Nathaniel faded away, and it was considered normal, because he was the recessive soul. Or the day Lyle fell sick, and they rushed him to the hospital—a pale little boy too frightened to speak.

That was one of our unspoken rules. No sad stories.

There was too much of that already.

I knew a lot about Ryan’s past, but it was nice to hear it again. The enormous old house in the country, where the Mullans lived before moving to Lupside. The creak of the ancient floorboards, the ever-dusty library, the stretch of field where the grass grew waist-high, perfect cover for war games at dusk. Hally or Lissa interrupted when they had something to add, or a complaint that he wasn’t being entirely truthful. Ryan protested, but he smiled, and I knew he didn’t really mind. His sisters’ interruptions made us laugh, and laughter was a rare commodity now.

Dr. Lyanne had to be coaxed into the storytelling. At first, she talked only about her youth—snippets of a lace-and-satin childhood. I watched the sharp lines of her face and tried to imagine her two decades younger: not a woman, but a little girl named Rebecca who made the adults laugh with her grown-up sensibilities and too-serious face. Who knew the secret her brother, Peter, carried, but protected it fiercely.

Eventually, we wheedled out anecdotes about medical school. But we had to be careful. Dr. Lyanne’s studies in medicine linked too closely to her specialization and interest in neurology. In hybridity. It all led to her work at Nornand Clinic of Psychiatric Health, where she’d met Jaime, then the rest of us. Where Addie and I had convinced her to betray her fellow doctors and help us escape.

Everyone liked Henri’s stories best, because he’d seen the world. Jaime, especially, pored over Henri’s remaining maps as he described the places he’d been, the things he’d experienced and written about.

“Have you written about us?” Kitty asked in the middle of a story about the Middle East. Henri had spent two months there, following a border war between two countries we’d never heard of—that hadn’t even existed on the outdated maps taught in our schools. “About us, specifically, I mean.”

Henri smiled. “Not by name. It’s safer that way, in case anything gets intercepted.”

Somehow, the notion hadn’t struck me before. I’d known Henri had traveled here to cover the hybrid plight in the Americas, sending back articles and information through his satellite phone—more miniature computer than phone, in my mind. But I hadn’t imagined his stories would be anything but general.

The thought of it didn’t leave me. Somewhere out there, someone might hear our story, and it might just be that—a story over morning coffee, or playing in the background during dinner. Nothing more.

<It’s weird, isn’t it?> I said to Addie.

<You think too much, Eva> she replied.

But I couldn’t help it. For years, before I regained control of our body, I’d done nothing but think and imagine. Now, I imagined what life might have been like if Addie and I had been born in one of those countries across the ocean, where hybridity was accepted, and normal.

Or what if Addie and I had settled when we were five years old, right on schedule? I would be gone, and Addie would have lived so differently. No doctor’s appointments, no therapists, no medication. No sideways looks in the playground. No whispering teachers. No Nornand Clinic of Psychiatric Health.

No Hally and Lissa, or Ryan and Devon, or any of the people we’d met since then.

It had been less than a year since Addie and I had left our home for Nornand, but already, it was hard to imagine what our life would have been like if we’d kept the secret of my existence. Addie’s ghost-in-the-head, who shouted too loudly to be contained.

We had a lot of time to sit and think now. But it was sweeter to focus on the good times. To remember the people I cared about at their best.

My mother and father, who I was convinced still loved me.

My brother, Lyle, who I told myself had gotten the kidney transplant our family had been promised.

I chose to remember Sabine and Josie for the steadiness of their eyes, the confidence they’d instilled in me with a look. I pictured Cordelia and Katy when they’d laughed, head thrown back, their short, bleached-blond hair feathery in the light. I decided to think of Christoph only in his softer moments, when a crack in his angry armor revealed the broken fragments of his past, still digging into his insides.

Jackson—Jackson and Vince I saw as the delivery boy at Nornand Clinic who told us there was hope of escape.

I wasn’t supposed to be thinking about the things we’d done with Sabine’s group. The chaos we’d inflicted on Lankster Square with our homemade firecrackers. The plan we’d aided to bomb the institution at Powatt—not knowing Sabine wanted to rip apart not just steel and concrete, but the lives of the officials touring that night.

The fight among us when we’d found out, and tried to stop everything.

The price we’d paid.

No sad stories. That was the rule.


ONE

On the day Henri was supposed to leave us, Addie and I woke to a news anchor’s quiet murmuring. We crept past Kitty and Hally, both still asleep, and slipped from our shared bedroom.

Devon sat downstairs in the semidarkness of just-before-dawn, his eyes fixated on the tiny television. The screen cast strange, flickering shadows in the living room. There was no one else in sight.

“They haven’t left yet, have they?” Addie whispered as she joined Devon on the lumpy couch. He didn’t take his eyes from the television, but shook his head.

<Where are they?> I asked, and Addie was about to repeat my question aloud when Henri’s bedroom door opened. That was answer enough.

Henri smiled at us, his teeth a flash of white against the darkness of his skin. “I thought we said our good-byes last night so you wouldn’t have to get up this early.”

He carried only a small suitcase with him. Most of his things had been abandoned when we fled Anchoit. I imagined the police stumbling onto them, rifling through his notes and half-written articles. They’d know to be on the lookout for him now. A foreign reporter living in the Americas was in a lot of danger, and Henri had finally given in to pressure from friends and family overseas to fly home while he still could.

He leaned over the back of the couch to get a better look at the television. “Jenson again?”

Devon nodded. It was an old clip. Mark Jenson had given so many speeches and interviews over the past few weeks. About hybrids. About Powatt. About the safety of the country at large.

It was hard to reconcile the presence he broadcasted to the world—calm, sleek confidence—with the man who’d tried to carry Addie and me from Powatt after we sprained our ankle. The man who’d dug us from the wreckage after the explosion, his eyes frenzied, his shirt bloodied.

Every time I saw him, I felt a phantom pain in our shoulder—his nails digging into the bruised skin. Where’s the boy? he’d shouted at us. Where is Jaime Cortae?

“He’s trying to take control of the situation.” To someone who didn’t know him, Devon might have seemed bored by the whole thing. But I caught the sharp way his eyes followed Jenson’s movements. Devon was often the most perceptive of us, for all he acted like the world was only a vaguely interesting shadow play.

“Doesn’t seem like it would be Jenson’s job to control things. But I guess he is supposed to be an expert on the hybrid issue.” Henri straightened, and Devon finally looked away from the television. His face held its usual lake-water placidity, but something rippled through it as Henri said, “Well, I guess it’s time to go.”

Devon and Ryan were early wakers, but four a.m. was a bit extreme to just get up on a whim.

“Here—” Henri reached into his pocket and took out his satellite phone. He handed it to Devon. “You remember how to use it, right?”

Devon was already turning the phone around in his hands, checking the nearly palm-size screen, the miniature keyboard, the port where it could connect to a computer. He nodded as he fiddled with the antennae, then looked back up at Henri. “You won’t need it?”

Henri shrugged. “It shouldn’t take me more than a few days to get home. I’ve let my people know to expect no calls until I arrive. Besides, I need a way to stay in contact with all of you.” He smiled a little. “Be careful, though. These things aren’t impossible to track, if the government starts getting suspicious. Limit call times. And don’t let Ryan take it apart. He might not be able to put it back together.”

Devon—Devon—almost grinned. “I could put it back together.”

I laughed silently in the corner of my mind and wondered what Ryan had said to that.

The back door opened, revealing Emalia and Peter. Emalia didn’t seem surprised to see Addie and me up, though Peter raised his eyebrows.

“Are we ready to go?” Emalia said, pulling her jacket tighter around her. She and her twin soul, Sophie, had volunteered to drive Henri to his contact in the next state, arguing that they were the best choice since the news broadcasts lacked their face. Only Kitty and Nina had likewise escaped exposure.

Jaime’s information, of course, had been circulating in the media for months. Out of all of us, he was the one Jenson most desperately sought—the one child to survive the operation when Nornand’s doctors stripped away his second soul.

But Jenson had also seen Ryan and Dr. Lyanne at Powatt, when they came to rescue Addie and me after we’d tried to stop the explosion. He must have intuited that Hally would be with her brother, and the police raids would have found enough incriminating information about Henri and Peter to label them as suspects.

It pained me to have them all share blame for the bombing.

“Be careful on the road,” Peter said. He and Dr. Lyanne would stay here at the safe house with us in case anything went wrong. That was the phrase hanging over every second of our lives now: in case anything goes wrong.

Henri looked at us and Devon one last time, like he wanted to memorize our faces.

“Stay safe,” he said, finally, and joined Emalia at the door.

They left, leaving the rest of us watching after them.


“I can’t believe you didn’t wake me up,” Hally said hours later. She sat next to Addie and me on the indoor balcony, overlooking the living room and the foyer. Our legs swung over the edge.

Ryan, on our other side, reached through the balcony rungs to steal half of Hally’s peanut butter sandwich. She snatched her hand away a second too late and settled for looking aggrieved.

“It was four in the morning.” Ryan offered me a bite of the sandwich. Peanut butter oozed onto his finger, and he put it in his mouth, muffling his next words. “You don’t like to get up before ten.”

“I would have gotten up if the rest of you were up,” she complained.

I could hardly believe that once, Addie and I had passed Devon or Ryan in the hall at school and barely noticed. That we’d gone out of our way to avoid Hally, because we feared her foreign looks might bring us more trouble.

Now, they counted among the most important people in my life.

Ryan’s eyebrow quirked up when I stared at him just a little too long, his mouth softening into a smile. What? it said, and I shook our head with a smile of my own.

We’d gotten good at communicating through glances—through a touch, and the slant of the mouth. Small gestures were all we had. The safe houses were rarely large. Even if both of us weren’t sharing bodies, we’d have trouble finding time and space to be alone together.

Sometimes, Addie would offer to temporarily disappear. But guilt usually made me turn her down. Addie’s thoughts were filled with a boy, too. One who wasn’t even there to steal kisses with her at the end of darkened hallways, laughing and ignoring the knowing way Emalia looked at us when she passed.

Hally finished off her sandwich and stood, brushing crumbs from her blouse. “Well, if—”

The doorbell rang.

Hally’s mouth snapped shut. Addie whispered <But no one—>

No one rang the doorbell. This house was a little less remote than the first two we’d lived in, but it was still almost an hour from the nearest major town. People didn’t just stumble onto our doorstep.

Dr. Lyanne emerged from her downstairs room, her hair damp and braided after her shower. There was something naked about her expression as she looked up and motioned for us to be quiet.

Peter joined his sister in the foyer. The windows were all curtained. Our remaining van was in the driveway, so we couldn’t pretend the house was abandoned, but we could pretend there was nobody home.

For a long moment, no one spoke. No one made to open the door.

The doorbell rang again.

Then the knocking started. Sharp raps against the door.

A woman’s voice rang out.

“Excuse me,” she said. “My name is Marion Prytt, and I would like to speak with Addie Tamsyn.”


TWO

Dr. Lyanne gestured for us to clear out, and we retreated to our bedroom with the others, our heart thudding. I sank onto a bed, hands fisting around the worn patchwork quilt.

Hally was the last one in. “Who do you think it is?” she whispered as she shut the door. Ryan stood beside us, his body tense with confused worry.

Of course, no one had any idea. With our pictures circulating, anybody might know about us now. Keep calm, I told myself fiercely. I focused on our breathing. Don’t freak out.

Addie and I were no strangers to panic attacks—hadn’t been since we were seven years old and learned the fear of small spaces. But in the weeks since Powatt, other things had begun to set us off—sudden noises; flashes of heat.

Sometimes, just the thought of the darkness, pain, and fear of oblivion under a fallen chunk of wall, our remains eaten through by flames.

<If the woman wanted to arrest us> I said to Addie <she wouldn’t need to knock on our door.>

<God knows what her plan is, Eva. Jenson knew we were in Anchoit—knew we were planning something—and he kept his distance until he knew he could do the most harm.>

Hally set her hands on the windowsill.

“She’s got a nice car.” She squinted, brushing her black curls away from her face. “Can’t see the license plate—oh, there’s a girl in the backseat—”

Ryan hurried to the window with us. As we watched, the girl opened the car door and climbed out. She looked maybe twelve, a little older than Kitty and Nina. Her overcoat flapped in the wind as she hurried toward the house, her shoulders hunched against the cold.

<If the woman wanted to arrest us> I said with slightly more conviction <why would she have a kid with her?>

“Do you think they’re hybrid?” Hally said. Before everything had gone to pieces at Anchoit, people had often come to Peter for help. They’d hear about him from a friend of a friend—whispers of a man at the head of a network of hybrids and hybrid sympathizers who might be able to steal a child away to safety, or even break him out of an institution. Who was proof that there was hope out there, somewhere.

The girl outside the window looked straight up at us.

There was something familiar about her face.

She, certainly, recognized ours. Her eyes went big, and her mouth dropped open. The wind had whipped a blush to her cheeks.

<How do we know her?> I whispered to Addie.

Ryan twined his fingers through ours. “What is it?”

“I’ve seen her before, I think.” Automatically, I squeezed his hand. “I—I can’t remember where.”

Peter walked into view, beckoning the girl toward him. Then his gaze followed hers, focusing on us before turning back to the child. She kept trying to steal glances upward, but he ushered her inside.

I flipped frantically through my memory.

<Not from school> Addie said. I hadn’t bothered to think that far back. Our memory of this girl’s face was more recent.

“From Anchoit?” Ryan asked, but he sounded doubtful, and I shook our head. The memory hovered at the edge of my mind—

“She wasn’t at Nornand.” There was a certainty in Hally’s voice, and no one argued with it. I remembered the face of every patient we’d known at Nornand, even if the finer details had blurred after so many months. This girl hadn’t worn a blue uniform with us.

A quiet knock sounded on the bedroom door.

“It’s me,” Peter said, and only waited a second before coming inside.

He looked much as he always looked now. Like he was trying to hold the world together in his fists. Sometimes I wished I could still see him the way I had the night he’d rescued us from Nornand. When he and Jackson had materialized in the darkness of the clinic hallway like heroes in a fairy tale, guiding us toward moonlight and freedom.

I knew him better now. He was only one man—who wanted so much, but could only do so much.

“Eva,” Peter said. “Can I speak with you?”

Ryan was reluctant to release our hand. I gave him a reassuring look as I followed Peter. We only went across the hall, to the room he shared with Emalia. Like much of the house, it bore the smell of sawdust and wood varnish.

“I’ve seen that girl before,” I said as soon as Peter shut the door. “I can’t remember where, but—”

“Her name is Wendy Howard,” Peter said, and I frowned. The name rang no bells in our memory. “I don’t think you’ve met her before.”

“I have,” I insisted. “I recognize her face—”

Peter reached into his pocket and drew out a folded sheet of paper. He smoothed it open on his desk. “You’re sure you’re not just remembering this?”

I stiffened. Addie’s reaction was more visceral, but she wasn’t the one in control, and it didn’t show. But I felt it—icy knife-edge sharp—against me.

The paper was a flyer. That’s what we’d called them when we were making them. When we cast them over the edge of the buildings around Lankster Square.

Peter was right. We’d never met Wendy Howard. Just drawn a likeness that was so similar it sent a chill dancing down our spine.

“Wendy brought it with her,” Peter said. “It’s yours, isn’t it?”

I nodded. I was still staring at the flyer, at the drawing of the girl our hands had painstakingly sketched.

“We made them for ... for Lankster Square,” I said quietly. We’d already told Peter and the others about it. How Sabine had recruited us to help her create a distraction during the rally so she and Devon could sneak into Metro Council Hall and uncover the government’s plans for the Powatt institution. “All the flyers had hybrid kids on them ...”

I ran our fingers over the words printed across the face of Anna H., 15.

HOW MANY CHILDREN HAVE DIED FOR THIS CURE?

It was strange to remember how hopeful we’d been then. How desperately relieved and happy I’d been to be a part of something. To be a force of change.

<You did a spectacular job with the drawing> I whispered. Addie hadn’t had anything to go on but Cordelia’s description. Anna and Cordelia had been in an institution together. <It looks just like the girl downstairs.>

Addie shuddered. <But that can’t be Anna.>

Anna H. was dead.

We’d only chosen dead children for our flyers.

Peter folded the flyer back up. Maybe he’d caught the way I was staring at it—knew that as long as it was splayed out on the desk, I could think of nothing but the hours Addie and I had spent in that attic above Sabine and Cordelia’s photography shop. The day we’d snuck from Emalia’s apartment and took, with such a dizzying sense of responsibility, a sheaf of these flyers and a homemade firework to a rooftop overlooking the Square.

How had one of those flyers made it into Wendy Howard’s hands? Had she been there that morning? Or had the flyer passed from hand to hand, until it reached hers?

“Wendy claims she’s Anna’s sister,” Peter said.

“Hybrid?”

He shook his head. I struggled to shed the memories of Lankster Square. The thunder of the fireworks when they went off. The terrified roar of the crowd. There wasn’t time for sad stories. Not even in my own mind. “The woman with her? Marion?”

“A reporter,” Peter said. “She says she wants to do a human-interest story about Anna and Wendy. About hybrids in general. She wants to help our cause.”

A human-interest story. The words lost meaning in my mind, shattering into fragments that didn’t collect into a comprehensible whole. Human interest. Did that mean she thought our story would be interesting? Or did she mean it was a story about the human interest? Our interests? Our need for the gifts of freedom and safety that for so many others were not just interests but rights?

<It could be a trick> Addie said. If the last few months had proved anything, it was that so few people could be trusted. <The government and the media are so closely entwined. Why would she be on our side?>

“Why did she come to us?” I asked.

“Because she knows the risks she’s taking.” Peter stared at the musty shelves lining the bedroom walls. His palms were flat against the desk, his muscles tensed. “If she’s discovered, the government’s going to be after her. She’s going to need people to hide her, and protect her.”

“You think she really wants to help us?”

He hesitated. “Perhaps. Or she just wants to help herself. If things ... if things end well for us, she’ll have the story of a lifetime.”

“Can we trust them? I mean, Wendy ... Wendy might really be Anna’s sister, but ...”

“But that doesn’t mean much,” Peter said. “Just because Wendy’s sister was hybrid doesn’t mean she’s beyond using that fact to help persecute other hybrids.”

He said it so blandly, so simply. Wendy Howard barely looked old enough to be a teenager, but perhaps that just meant she could be easier to manipulate.

“Why’re they still here, then?” I said wearily.

Peter laughed. Quietly, tiredly, but laughter all the same. “Marion came prepared. She has something we want, and she knows it.”

There was something off in the way Peter looked at us. Something that sent warning bells thundering in our chest, knocking against our heart.

“What?” I said.

He paused. As if he needed a moment to convince himself that Addie and I could handle whatever it was he had to say.

“What is it, Peter?” I demanded.

“It’s Jackson,” he said. “She says she knows how to rescue Jackson.”


THREE

Jackson’s full name was Jackson Montgomery. But Addie and I didn’t learn that until months after we met him. Our first day at Nornand Clinic, he’d been nothing but a delivery boy who stared at us with too much curiosity. We’d been the new hybrid in a psychiatric ward; there was plenty to wonder about.

We didn’t discover Jackson’s real purpose until he pulled us into a janitor’s closet and whispered the truth: he and Peter were going to rescue us. Later, after the escape, we learned about Vince, the other soul sharing his body. We learned, through them, how to temporarily disappear from our body. They introduced us to Sabine and her group. Gave us a purpose. Delivered us from the suffocation of our own safety net.

In the midst of all that, Addie fell in love with the boy with the pale blue eyes and the too-long hair and the match-strike smile. Then he betrayed us both, and while she was still figuring out the pieces of her broken heart, officers arrested him brutally in the streets.

We still had the footage Kitty accidentally recorded of Jackson’s arrest. We hadn’t watched it—hadn’t even taken it anywhere to be developed. But the cartridge sat buried at the bottom of our suitcase.

“Jackson?” Addie said. The rush of her emotions manifested themselves in the cramp of our stomach, the aching in our chest.

Peter had caught the switch in control. It wasn’t always visible, especially to someone who wasn’t looking for it. But Peter was hybrid. He knew the signs.

“That’s what she’s claiming,” he said.

“Does she have proof he’s alive?”

“She says she does.” Peter studied us. Weighed us. “She says she’s met with him. She says she has a message from him. And she’ll only give it to you.”

Addie and I found Marion Prytt in the kitchen, standing at the counter with Dr. Lyanne and Wendy. The three of them nursed mismatched mugs. No one actually drank.

Marion was about Dr. Lyanne’s age—late twenties. There was a starkness about her narrow face, a lack of color. But her eyes lit up at the sight of us.

“You must be Addie.” Her voice was oddly breathy, with a rasp to it. When she moved toward us, Dr. Lyanne twitched as if she wanted to intercept her. She didn’t, and Marion smiled as we shook hands. “I’m Marion Prytt. It’s lovely to finally meet you.”

“Finally?” Addie said. Our eyes flickered to Dr. Lyanne. “You’ve heard a lot about us?”

From what we’d heard about ourself on the news, it seemed impossible anyone would think it lovely to meet us. But if Marion really was a reporter with the government connections it took to know of Jackson’s whereabouts, perhaps she knew more about Addie and me than what the television broadcasted.

“Well, not a lot, of course.” Marion’s delicate features flexed with every expression she put on and shed. “But enough. Some from the information that the government’s released about you. Some from Jackson.”

Peter wedged himself in beside us in the small kitchen. “You said you had a message from him.”

I hesitated. <Addie—> I didn’t know how, but I wanted to protect her from whatever Marion was about to say. Shield her from the pain it might cause.

Addie was nothing but a wire of nerves, stretched to breaking.

Marion spoke as if there were no one in the kitchen but her and us. “He wanted to tell you to keep hope. And to remember when you went sailing.”

<We never went sailing—> I started to say. But our fingers tightened around the edge of the kitchen counter, and Addie barked out a helpless, breathless laugh.

<I did> she whispered.

The phone rang.

“I’ll get it,” Dr. Lyanne said, and slipped past us, out the door.

“Does that sound like Jackson, Addie?” Peter’s expression was gentle. As far as I knew, no one had told him about Addie and Jackson. But close quarters and high tensions weren’t conducive to secrets. They shuddered through cracks, seeping from one person to the other.

Our teeth ground into our bottom lip. But Addie nodded.

I didn’t say anything, not even in the shared privacy between our minds. I understood the message to keep hope. It was what Jackson had told us at Nornand. It was something I’d said back to him during our mission to save the officials at Powatt from Sabine’s bomb.

But in all the months we’d known each other, we’d never gone sailing.

I’d never gone sailing. Apparently, Addie had.

“Peter.” Dr. Lyanne stood in the doorway. There was a brightness in her eyes, and her cheeks were strangely flushed.

Peter took one look at her and left our side, motioning for us to stay put. He and Dr. Lyanne disappeared into the living room.

<Something’s wrong> I said. Addie glanced over our shoulder, but Peter and Dr. Lyanne were too far away to see. <I can feel it.>

Something was always feeling wrong, nowadays. The sensation itched like a woolen cloak against bare skin. I couldn’t throw it off.

“Has he told you?” Marion said.

Addie looked back toward her. “Sorry?”

“Peter.” Marion spoke too softly for her voice to carry beyond the kitchen. “About Darcie Grey. About the footage.”

Our expression must have been answer enough. Marion took a small step toward us, like we were some wild animal she might startle into fleeing. “There’s a fourteen-year-old hybrid girl named Darcie Grey. She lives a few hours east of here, near Bramfolk. She’s just been discovered.”

I almost laughed at her choice of words. Back in Lupside, there had been a girl in our class who wanted to model. In eighth grade, she was chosen for some fashion show in Bessimir City, and came to school beaming about how she’d been discovered.

She’d moved away the next year, so I didn’t know how things turned out for her. Probably a hell of a lot better than they would for Darcie Grey.

“I think your people could help her,” Marion said.

“My people?”

Marion shifted her weight. Her crisp, seafoam blouse wrinkled as she shrugged. “It’s what Peter does, isn’t it? And I’m sure he has a lot of help. He can’t possibly be doing all this on his own.”

Addie frowned. “All what?”

“All, you know ...” Marion made some vague hand gesture at the house around us. “This—”

“He saves kids,” Wendy said. It was the first words Addie and I had heard her say, and they sent a shock through our body. Wendy fiddled with her short, dark hair, tucking it behind her ears. “He saved you, didn’t he?” she said.

When Addie didn’t immediately answer, Wendy set down her mug. It clinked against the counter. “You never met my sister?”

The question had a practiced air to it, like it was something she’d rehearsed asking.

“No,” Addie said tightly. We’d used Anna as a symbol, but Anna had been a flesh-and-blood girl with flesh-and-blood family. A member of it stood in this kitchen in an oversized winter coat and a dark purple sweater.

“But you knew someone who did,” Wendy said.

Maybe we should have denied it. Probably, it would have been safer to deny it. But staring at this girl, we couldn’t.

“Yeah,” Addie whispered. “I did.”

Wendy’s entire body stiffened. Then she smiled. Just a tiny bit. This was all it took for her to have a little happiness: to know a girl who knew a girl who knew her sister after she was taken away.

It was better than nothing at all.

“I’m sorry,” Addie said, looking from Wendy to Marion, “but I don’t understand what this all has to do with me. Or Darcie Grey.”

Marion drew a small envelope from her purse and held it out to us.

“Wendy wants to help people like her sister.” Marion sounded earnest enough. A little too earnest. There was something overly shiny about it. “So do I. Maybe you can’t tell, stuck in this house in the middle of nowhere, but the country is getting riled up. People are questioning things they haven’t had to doubt in decades. They’re searching for answers. Things could go very badly for hybrids. But they could also go very well, if the right cards are played.”

Inside the envelope was a photograph. We could only see the white backside, where someone had written, in neat cursive: Darcie. Soccer championships.

“A story like the one I want to tell about Wendy and Anna—about what happens to hybrid children in this country—it’s something that’s never been done before. No one’s ever dared to. But it’ll be worth it. People need concrete pictures, Addie. They can’t just be left to imagine what it’s like in an institution. They have to see it.”

Addie flipped the photograph over and stared at the glossy image. Marion hesitated. “I need someone on the inside.”

Darcie Grey had wavy, light blond hair and brown eyes. Darcie Grey had freckles and a small nose and thin lips.

Darcie Grey looked like us.
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Darcie didn’t look exactly like us, of course. She seemed younger. Her eyes were bigger, and had more hazel in them. Her face was a little wider, her hair shorter and several shades lighter than our dirty blond. But we might have been sisters. Cousins, at least.

And Marion needed someone on the inside.

“Darcie has a heart condition,” Marion was saying—her words had turned into a breathy tumble of syllables as Addie and I realized what she was asking of us. “Nothing too major, but sending her in to gather footage in the institution—such a high-stress situation seems unnecessarily cruel.”

<Unnecessarily cruel?> I laughed bitterly. <What about all the other hybrid children locked away? Is that necessary cruelty?>

Marion was still talking. “Besides, Darcie doesn’t have your experience. I can’t know how she’d handle herself in the institution. She might go to pieces, or trust too easily, or not know how to lie well enough. But you ...”

“I’m practically a criminal mastermind?” Addie said dully.

“You’ve proven able to keep a level head in precarious situations,” Marion said. “I can’t send an adult. All the caretakers are highly vetted now—it would take ages to get anyone through the necessary background checks, and ...” She seemed to realize Addie was too dazed to listen about background checks. Our eyes fell back to the photograph of Darcie Grey, this girl with the minor heart defect and the soccer uniform and the face that could possibly, possibly be confused for ours.

“That was taken just before her fourteenth birthday,” Marion said. “She doesn’t have a driver’s license or a permit. She was homeschooled, so there are no yearbook pictures.”

“She was on a soccer team.” The words slid from our confused mouth.

“She was,” Marion agreed. “But all things considered, Darcie has lived a life off the record. And to be honest, it isn’t as if they’ll check too closely, if you put on a good show. Her parents aren’t even supposed to know their daughter’s been discovered—they still wouldn’t know, except that I told them.”

She paused, as if she thought this piece of information might endear her to us. Did it? The night Mr. Conivent came to collect us from our home ... we’d had a few hours’ notice, even if our parents hadn’t. We could have run, or tried to warn Mom and Dad. We’d done neither. We’d been naive, still.

“If you get me this footage,” Marion said, “I’ll free Jackson Montgomery.”

Addie looked at her narrowly. “I thought you wanted to help us. Help the hybrids.”

Marion nodded. “I do.”

“Jackson is hybrid. He’s eighteen. He’s never done anything wrong—”

“I’m sorry,” Marion said, and she really did look it. As if she was explaining a game we didn’t quite understand, and the rules said we’d lost. “But he helped orchestrate the bombing of a government building. He’s an accomplice to attempted murder.”

“That’s not true,” Addie said automatically. “You have no proof of that.”

Marion leaned against the counter. Her long, straight hair pooled against the countertop, fawn brown. “It’s been more than three weeks since the bombing. They’ve held Jackson for that long. They’ve investigated for that long. You really think they haven’t had time to come up with any proof?” Her voice softened. “That’s not the point. I know where he’s being held. I know when he’s going to be transferred. I can help you free him.”

“Then do it.” Addie stepped toward Marion, as careful as when the woman had done the same. The distance between us was fast disappearing. “An act of good faith.”

“I can’t.”

“Then how can I trust you?”

“If I’m going to help Jackson escape,” Marion said, “the timing is crucial. I can’t just waltz in there tomorrow. And I’m going to need help from people I know on the inside—people who will be a lot more willing to help if they have some kind of proof that in ten years, they’re going to be remembered as heroes, not traitors.” She glanced toward Wendy. Smiled a little. “Not everyone is willing to put so much on the line, just blindly hoping for a brighter future.”

There was admiration, of a sort, in her voice. But also a note of pity. Or even condescension—but perhaps that was just my irritated imagination. Wendy smiled hesitantly back.

Anger rushed through me. Did Wendy’s parents even know what she was doing? Had Marion convinced her to run away from home, to join her on this complicated, uncertain quest? Maybe Wendy had a simple, genuine need to help. An unadulterated hope for change.

But such things were rarely enough.

I wanted, so badly, to tell Wendy to be careful. Of who she trusted. Of the decisions she made with nothing but good intentions.

Marion put out her hands, palm up. “We’re on the same side. Please, help me, and let me help you.”

Addie laughed bitterly. <Where have we heard that before?>

We’re on the same side.

This is me looking out for you.

They were all things Sabine had said to us while she betrayed us. We wouldn’t fall for pretty words again.

A hand brushed against our shoulder. Dr. Lyanne. She glanced at Marion, then back to us.

“Give us a moment,” she said as she directed Addie and me toward the kitchen door. She didn’t let us stop walking until we’d reached the far end of the living room. Peter was already there, standing stiffly by the stairs.

Dr. Lyanne’s grip tightened on our shoulder. “We have to leave. Go tell Jaime and the others. Get everyone to pack.”

“What?” Addie said. We hadn’t even recovered from the shock of Marion’s proposal. Now we were being hit with something else. “Why? What’s happened?”

“It’s Emalia,” Dr. Lyanne said quietly. Her eyes bore into ours, forced us to keep steady. “Something’s wrong.”

We’d prepared for this. We’d hoped it would never happen, but Peter was Peter, and we’d prepared.

Ryan met us at the top of the stairs, appearing from the darkness of the unlit hallway.

“We have to go,” Addie said before he could speak. “Emalia never made it back from dropping Henri off. She should have checked in with one of Peter’s contacts more than an hour ago.”

I saw him swallow down questions. We’d never physically drilled what we would do in case Something Went Wrong, but the steps had run through our minds more than enough times. Extraneous questions were not on the list.

He allowed himself one: “And Henri?”

Addie shook our head. “Can’t be sure. Peter’s contact checked out the area. There was some kind of investigation going on. Both Henri and Emalia are missing—together, separately ... we don’t know.” She swallowed, throat tight. “Go get Kitty and Jaime. They’re probably in the attic.”

With Emalia and Henri possibly detained, there was no telling what the government might already know—or find out. This house was no longer safe.

In less than half an hour, we wiped the place clean of our existence. It wasn’t hard. Each of us had arrived
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