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For every grown-up still untangling old knots.
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​Prologue

​Camp Buttercup, July 1995

[image: ]


The bracelet tightened wrong on Lydia Vale’s wrist.

That was the first sign.

Not the laughter at the fire ring. Not the sheet floating white in the orange light. Not April Boone’s shaky ghost voice rising from behind the trees or Dex Malloy laughing too loudly because laughter was easier than choosing a side. Not even Carrie Whitcomb’s smile, bright and pretty and sharp enough to cut thread.

Those things were awful, yes.

But they were ordinary-awful.

Camp-awful.

Girl-awful.

The kind of awful adults called drama because they had forgotten what it felt like to be fifteen and trapped in a circle of firelight while everyone decided who you were allowed to be.

No.

The first real sign was the bracelet.

Buttercup yellow. Teal. Purple. White.

Lydia had made three of them during craft hour two days earlier, sitting at the end of the long table in the craft cabin while rain ticked against the screens and younger campers argued over bead colors. One for herself. One for Renee. One for Carrie.

She had made them different on purpose.

Renee’s had a teal knot at the end because Renee said teal was calming, even though Lydia knew Renee chose calm colors when she felt anything but calm.

Carrie’s had a little buttercup charm tied near the closure because Carrie liked being special. Carrie liked proof. Carrie liked anything she could hold up and say, See? I matter.

Lydia’s own bracelet had no charm.

She had told herself that was because she didn’t need one.

Now the threads dug into her skin as she shoved through the trees, away from the fire ring, away from the laughter, away from the song that kept going even after she stood up.

Behind her, the final campfire crackled and popped. Someone started another chorus too soon. Someone else shushed them. The adults would be exchanging looks now. The counselors would be deciding whether to intervene after the damage was already done.

Typical.

Lydia clutched her sketchbook against her chest.

The purple cover was soft at the corners from being carried everywhere. A silver moon sticker peeled near the spine. A frog sticker Renee had given her smiled stupidly from the lower corner. Inside were drawings, notes, lists, things people had said when they thought nobody important was listening.

Lydia was very good at being nobody important.

It made people careless around her.

A twig snapped behind her.

She turned.

Nothing but trees. Wet leaves. A flicker of campfire light through branches.

Her pulse thudded hard in her throat.

“Renee?” she called.

No answer.

Lydia kept walking.

The lake trail sloped downward, roots twisting across the path like fingers. The air changed as she neared the water, cooling against her hot face. Mud sucked at the soles of her purple sneakers. From the dock came the soft wooden knock of a canoe shifting against its rope.

Once.

Twice.

Like it was answering a question she had not asked out loud.

She opened the sketchbook and flipped to the page she had been building all week.

Three bracelets, drawn carefully.

Me. R. C.

Below them, the notes she had gathered.

Cash missing from the office tin.

Keys left where they shouldn’t be.

Dex helping Carrie sneak toward the lake trail after lights-out.

Graham pretending not to notice what went missing as long as his father didn’t have to hear about it.

And Carrie.

Pretty Carrie, golden Carrie, everyone-look-at-me Carrie, who could cry on cue and make adults soften before she finished the first sentence.

Carrie, who had let everyone whisper Lydia’s name when things disappeared.

Carrie, who had smiled tonight when the ghost pointed one pale sheet-covered finger across the fire and called Lydia a thief.

Lydia was done.

Done being strange Lydia. Difficult Lydia. Dramatic Lydia. The girl in the purple sweatshirt who noticed too much and belonged nowhere enough to be defended.

If they wanted a thief, she would show them one.

A voice came from near the canoe rack.

“You really don’t know when to stop, do you?”

Lydia froze.

Through the mist rising from Lake Junebug, Carrie stepped out of the shadows.

The buttercup charm on her bracelet caught the moonlight.

Small.

Gold.

Pretty.

A perfect little lie.

Lydia closed her sketchbook and held it tight.

“Actually,” she said, “I think I’m just getting started.”
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​Chapter 1

​Return to Camp Latchkey
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The first thing Tracy Callahan smelled when she stepped out of her dusty hatchback was lake water, pine sap, and something that might have been industrial pancake mix drifting from the mess hall vents like the ghost of breakfasts past. The air was already warm, not yet cruel, but working up to it. Sunlight poured through the oak and sycamore branches in bright, shifting patches, catching on the gravel drive, the faded cabin signs, and the long green-brown stretch of Lake Junebug beyond the trees. Somewhere near the water, a canoe knocked softly against the dock in a hollow wooden rhythm. A screen door slapped. Cicadas buzzed in the high grass. And beneath the fresh coat of cheerful teal paint on the registration office, Tracy could still see a stubborn strip of old buttercup-yellow trim.

She stood with one hand on the open car door and the other gripping the strap of her craft apron like it was a flotation device.

“Well,” she murmured to the camp at large, “you look good for someone with unresolved issues.”

Tracy had told everyone she came back because the job sounded fun. Arts and crafts for grown-ups with unresolved snack nostalgia? Obviously. That was practically her spiritual calling.

But the truth was smaller and harder to explain.

Camp Buttercup had been one of the first places where Tracy learned two things could be true at the same time: a place could be magical, and a place could fail you. She had loved the craft cabin. Loved the lake in the morning. Loved Monroe Bond for kneeling down and listening to her like she was not just some clingy little kid with tangled floss in her pocket.

But she also remembered the week the adults stopped answering questions.

She remembered being told Lydia Vale had run away.

She remembered believing it because grown-ups said it with grown-up faces.

And she remembered, years later, wondering why every memory of that week felt like a bracelet tied too tight.

A breeze moved through the trees, carrying the faint tang of citronella and damp rope.

Tracy took that as an answer.

Behind her, the hatchback was packed so tightly with plastic tubs and canvas totes that it looked less like a responsible adult had arrived for a seasonal job and more like a craft store had sneezed into a Subaru. Embroidery floss. Pony beads. Tie-dye kits. Bead lizard cord. Safety scissors. Paint pens. Yarn scraps. Glue sticks. Three emergency hot glue guns. Four backup hot glue guns. A suspiciously large bag of googly eyes.

She had been told Camp Latchkey already had a stocked arts-and-crafts cabin.

Tracy had also been alive for forty-six years and knew better than to trust the phrase “fully stocked” when used by anyone who did not personally know the difference between tacky glue and washable school glue.

A man in a Camp Latchkey polo came down the registration steps with a clipboard tucked under his arm. He was tall, narrow-shouldered, and professionally cheerful in the way of a person who had already solved three plumbing issues before nine in the morning and was pretending that counted as character-building.

“Tracy Callahan?” he called.

“That depends,” Tracy said. “If this is about the glitter, I can explain.”

He paused halfway down the steps.

“The glitter?”

“Never mind. Yes. Tracy Callahan. Arts and crafts. Emotional support embroidery floss. Occasional adult supervision.”

His smile returned, though now it carried a hint of caution. “Graham Pruitt. Operations manager. Welcome to Camp Latchkey.”

He held out his hand. Tracy shook it, noticing the faint smudge of old dust along his cuff and a small nick across one knuckle.

“Thank you. It’s...” She looked past him toward the cabins, the mess hall, the lake. “It’s strange being back.”

Graham’s expression shifted so quickly she almost missed it. Not unpleasant exactly. More like a drawer being nudged shut with someone’s hip.

“You were here before?” he asked.

“Summer of ’95. Back when it was Camp Buttercup.”

There it was again.

A flicker.

A tightening around his mouth. The cheerful camp-manager polish held, but something behind it braced.

“Well,” he said, turning slightly toward the office, “we’ve made a lot of improvements since then. New ownership, new programming, updated safety protocols, better cabins, better insurance, better coffee.”

“Better coffee is how civilizations survive,” Tracy said.

“Exactly.” Graham laughed a little too quickly. “Let me give you the tour before the first wave of campers starts arriving. We’re expecting a full session.”

“Adult summer camp,” Tracy said, pulling her apron over her head and tying it around her waist. “For people who survived latchkey childhoods, JNCO jeans, cafeteria rectangle pizza, and the emotional devastation of recording over your favorite song on a mixtape.”

“That’s the brand promise.”

“And no trust falls before coffee?”

“Strictly prohibited.”

“Good. I’m not catching anyone named Brad who still thinks sarcasm is a personality.”

Graham’s laugh sounded easier this time. He took one of the lighter bins from her trunk despite her protest, leaving her with a tote bag full of floss and one dangerously overstuffed container labeled DO NOT OPEN UNLESS YOU BELIEVE IN CHAOS.

They started down the gravel path toward the main camp.

Camp Latchkey had clearly tried to preserve charm without preserving tetanus. The cabins had new roofs but old porch railings. The trails were freshly mulched but still wound along the same paths Tracy remembered from childhood, curving past ferns, wild violets, and trees with roots like sleeping knuckles. A wooden sign near the office read:

WELCOME TO CAMP LATCHKEY
Reclaim your summer. Rewind your joy.
Someone had hung a plastic key on a string beside it, like the kind kids used to wear around their necks in the eighties and nineties.

Tracy smiled despite herself.

“That’s either adorable or a trauma response,” she said.

“Why not both?” Graham replied.

“Excellent branding.”

Near the registration table, two women in matching faded REM shirts were arguing over whether they had requested lower bunks or whether “lower bunk energy” was something the universe should have inferred from their birth years.

A man in cargo shorts stood beside a rolling cooler and announced to no one in particular, “I brought Capri Suns for the table.”

Someone else shouted, “If there is a top bunk with my name on it, I will be contacting management and my chiropractor.”

Tracy breathed in lake water, pine sap, coffee, and collective middle-aged defiance.

Maybe this was going to be wonderful after all.

They passed the mess hall, a long low building with screened windows and a wide porch lined with mismatched rocking chairs. From inside came the scrape of metal pans, a burst of laughter, and the unmistakable smell of coffee that had been brewed with determination rather than love.

Tracy inhaled. “Oh, that coffee has seen things.”

“Our kitchen manager believes coffee should be strong enough to file taxes.”

“Respect.”

Graham pointed with his clipboard. “Mess hall. Three meals daily, snacks available all afternoon. We do theme nights. Tonight is Welcome Back Dinner. Tomorrow morning we start the first full programming block. Your friendship bracelet workshop is already waitlisted.”

“It is?”

“Apparently people have very strong feelings about embroidery floss.”

“They should. It’s affordable, portable, and only mildly capable of destroying friendships when someone steals the good colors.”

Graham glanced at her. “You really are perfect for this.”

“I know. It’s tragic.”

They continued past the rec lodge, where a banner advertised MIXTAPE SOCIAL — FRIDAY NIGHT in neon bubble letters. Inside, Tracy glimpsed a warped wooden floor, stacks of board games, beanbag chairs, and a table piled with VHS tapes for decoration. A chalkboard listed optional activities: archery, canoeing, photography, friendship bracelets, nature journaling, lanyard keychains, campfire choir, and “introvert hour,” which Tracy appreciated on a spiritual level.

Then they came to a fork in the path.

To the left, the cabins clustered beneath the trees. New signs hung over the old ones. Cabin names like Mixtape, Cereal Bowl, Trapper Keeper, and After School Special had been painted in cheerful colors.

But beneath one sign, where the new board did not quite cover the old plank, Tracy saw carved letters.

BUTTERCUP CABIN FOUR

Her steps slowed.

She had slept in Cabin Two as a kid, but Cabin Four had been for the older girls. The glamorous girls. The ones who knew how to roll their socks just right and smelled like watermelon lip balm. The ones who could make a friendship bracelet look like a passport to a better life.

And the ones who had whispered after lights-out the week Lydia Vale disappeared.

Graham stopped when he realized she was no longer beside him.

“You okay?”

“Yeah.” Tracy shifted the tote higher on her shoulder. “Just remembering.”

“Good memories, I hope.”

“That depends how forgiving we’re being about mosquito bites and group showers.”

He smiled, but the old tightness returned.

“Camp memories are funny,” he said. “People come back here thinking they remember every detail. Then they see the place as adults and realize memory edits for mood.”

“That sounds like something from a brochure.”

“It might be. I’ve written a lot of brochure copy.”

Tracy looked again at the old Cabin Four sign peeking from underneath the new one. “Some things don’t edit out.”

“No,” Graham said quietly. Then he cleared his throat. “Craft cabin’s this way.”

The craft cabin sat at the edge of a clearing, half in sun, half in shade, with a porch sagging just enough to feel authentic but not enough to involve lawyers. A hand-painted sign over the door read MAKER’S LODGE, but someone had added smaller words underneath in chalk:

GLUE GUNS ARE HOT. SO ARE BOUNDARIES.

Tracy stopped dead.

“I’m home.”

“I thought you’d like that,” Graham said, unlocking the door.

The scent hit her first: dust, paper, washable paint, old wood, dry yarn, and a faint plasticky sweetness from bins of pony beads. Morning light slanted through the windows, illuminating shelves stacked with supplies. There were long tables scarred by decades of scissors, glue, and names pressed into soft wood. A pegboard held tools in tidy rows. Against the back wall sat several sealed cardboard boxes labeled BUTTERCUP STORAGE in black marker.

Tracy stared at them.

“Those came with the property?” she asked.

Graham followed her gaze. “Old materials. Mostly junk. We’ve been sorting through what’s usable. Some retro stuff works great for the theme. Old brochures, photos, plaques, that kind of thing.”

“Craft archaeology,” Tracy said.

“Exactly.”

She set her tote on a table and ran her fingers over the worn surface. There were grooves from old compass points, smears of ancient paint, and a carved heart with initials inside. For a second, she was ten years old again, legs sticking to a bench, hands knotted in embroidery floss, desperate to make something beautiful enough that someone would want to keep it.

“Do you need a minute?” Graham asked.

Tracy blinked. “No. Sorry. Just having a moment with institutional furniture.”

“Understandable.”

A car horn honked near the registration office, followed by a woman shouting, “I swear I packed my own pillow, Kevin! I am not raw-dogging nostalgia!”

Tracy and Graham looked at each other.

“The campers have arrived,” Graham said.

“Nature is healing.”

They left the craft cabin and headed back toward the main path as the first adult campers spilled from cars and vans with duffel bags, backpacks, retro coolers, and the brittle cheer of people who had paid money to sleep in cabins and were now questioning their choices.

A woman in oversized sunglasses and a vintage MTV T-shirt stood beside a rolling suitcase, filming herself with her phone.

“Okay, my little nostalgia gremlins,” she said brightly, angling the camera to catch the camp sign behind her. “We are officially at Camp Latchkey, where we heal our inner child, ignore our lower back pain, and pretend we don’t need Wi-Fi.”

“That’s Carrie Whitcomb,” Graham said under his breath. “She’s got a decent following. Good for visibility.”

Carrie lowered her phone and spotted them. Her smile sharpened into something camera-ready.

“Graham! There you are.” She swept toward them, bracelets clacking on one wrist. “This place is adorable. The key sign? Genius. Painfully on brand.”

“Carrie, welcome back.” Graham’s voice warmed professionally. “This is Tracy Callahan, our arts-and-crafts coordinator.”

Carrie turned to Tracy, giving her a quick, assessing glance. “Oh my gosh, arts and crafts. You are going to be the most popular person here. People are feral for friendship bracelets right now.”

“Good,” Tracy said. “I brought enough floss to either serve the camp or restrain a medium-sized raccoon.”

Carrie laughed, but her gaze flicked to Tracy’s face with sudden interest. “Wait. Callahan. Were you here before?”

“As a camper. Summer of ’95.”

Carrie’s smile stayed in place. The rest of her did not.

“No kidding,” she said. “Camp Buttercup days.”

“Yep.”

“What cabin?”

“Two. I was younger.”

“Oh.” Carrie relaxed by a fraction. “Right. The little kids.”

Tracy was not sure why that phrase landed wrong, but it did.

A tiny yellow flower charm dangled from Carrie’s keychain as she adjusted the angle of her phone. It flashed in the sun, bright and delicate.

“Cute charm,” Tracy said.

Carrie looked down as if surprised to see it. Her fingers closed around the keys.

“Oh. Old camp thing.” Her smile returned, effortless and warm. “I’ve had it forever.”

“Buttercup?”

“Something like that.”

A man carrying two duffel bags and wearing mirrored sunglasses strolled up behind Carrie. He had the tanned, easy confidence of someone who had never been last picked for anything in his life.

“Please tell me there’s still canoe racing,” he said. “Because I came here to dominate middle-aged lake sports.”

“Dex Malloy,” Graham said. “Good to see you.”

“Good to be seen.” Dex dropped one duffel at his feet and grinned at Tracy. “And you are?”

“Tracy. Arts and crafts.”

“Ah, the danger zone. I once superglued my fingers together making a model volcano.”

“That was a choice.”

“I was twelve. All choices were bad.”

Carrie touched Dex’s arm lightly. “Tracy was here in ’95 too.”

Dex’s grin faltered, just for a breath. “No kidding.”

“Cabin Two,” Carrie added.

His grin came back. “Ah. Baby camp.”

“I prefer ‘emerging menace,’” Tracy said.

A quiet woman with dark hair threaded with silver approached with a canvas satchel clutched against her side. She wore a soft green cardigan despite the heat and looked as if every sound at camp arrived in her body before it reached her ears.

“Renee Park,” Graham said. “Welcome.”

Renee nodded, then saw Tracy.

“Tracy Callahan?” she asked softly.

Tracy tilted her head. “Yes?”

“You used to make bracelets on the mess hall steps.”

The memory opened like a drawer.

“Renee,” Tracy said. “Cabin Four.”

Renee’s expression flickered with something like gratitude and pain. “You remember?”

“I remember thinking your hair was amazing and that you knew everything.”

Renee laughed once, quietly. “I knew very little. But I had excellent scrunchies.”

Carrie shifted beside them. “We all had excellent scrunchies. Some of us also had questionable bangs.”

“Some of us still do,” Dex said.

A voice rang out from behind them. “Questionable bangs are the backbone of American womanhood.”

April Boone swept into the group wearing a flowing kimono over a black tank top, her sunglasses perched dramatically on her head. She carried a tote bag that read THEATER PEOPLE DO IT WITH PROPS.

“April,” Carrie said. “You made it.”

“Darling, I was summoned by nostalgia and the opportunity to sleep badly in the woods.” April clasped Graham’s hand in both of hers. “Tell me there will be campfire songs.”

“Tonight,” Graham said.

“Tell me there will be s’mores.”

“Also tonight.”

“Tell me there will be emotional regression.”

Graham hesitated. “Probably before dinner.”

“Perfect.”

April turned to Tracy. “And you are?”

“Tracy. Arts and crafts.”

April placed a hand over her heart. “The sacred keeper of beads.”

“I accept this solemn burden.”

“Wait.” April narrowed her eyes. “Callahan. Tiny Tracy? From Cabin Two? Always had yarn somewhere on your person?”

“Embroidery floss, technically.”

“I knew it.” April pointed at her. “You were the little one who followed Monroe around.”

The name landed warm and unexpected in Tracy’s chest.

“Monroe Bond?” she asked.

“He’s here,” Graham said. “Teaching photography.”

Tracy turned toward the far side of camp before she could stop herself.

The photography shed stood partly hidden beyond the rec lodge, tucked beneath a stand of pines. Its door was open. A man stepped out carrying a box of cameras, his posture straight but unhurried, a strap looped around one shoulder. He wore a faded chambray shirt, dark jeans, and glasses that gave him a thoughtful, professorly air. His beard was neatly trimmed. His hair had gone silver at the temples.

But Tracy knew him instantly.

Not as he was now.

As he had been at seventeen, tall and lean and impossibly cool, with a camera around his neck and a way of kneeling down to talk to kids like they were people rather than interruptions.

Monroe Bond looked across the clearing.

For a second, the camp noise faded. No rolling suitcases. No laughter. No clattering screen door. Just the hollow knock of a canoe against the dock and the old, aching sensation of being ten years old and seen.

Monroe’s face changed slowly.

Recognition first.

Then warmth.

Then something else when his gaze shifted past her to Carrie, Dex, Renee, April, and Graham gathered together near the registration path.

A shadow crossed his expression.

“Excuse me,” Tracy said, already walking.

She heard April behind her say, too lightly, “Well, there goes Tiny Tracy.”

And Carrie reply, “Some people remember camp exactly the way they want to.”

Tracy pretended not to hear.

Monroe set the box of cameras on the porch railing as she approached. For a moment neither of them spoke.

Then he smiled.

“Tracy Callahan,” he said.

His voice was deeper now, slower, but still carried the same calm that had made him seem like a lifeguard for feelings.

“Monroe Bond,” she said. “You still look cooler than everyone else.”

He laughed softly. “That is generous and deeply inaccurate.”

“No, I’m pretty sure it’s science.”

“You were about this tall last time I saw you.” He held his hand at the height of a fence post.

“And yet I was already emotionally mature enough to know glitter was a menace.”

“You did warn us.”

“No one listened.”

“I did.”

She smiled, and the years folded for a brief, kind second.

Monroe studied her craft apron. “Arts and crafts?”

“Apparently I have become exactly who I was always meant to be.”

“That sounds right.”

“And you’re teaching photography?”

“Apparently I have become exactly who I was always meant to be.”

“That also sounds right.”

His smile softened. “It’s good to see you.”

“It’s good to see you too.” She looked toward the shed. “I remember you letting me hold your extra camera strap once. I acted like you’d handed me a Grammy.”

“You asked if cameras could catch ghosts.”

“I was a weird kid.”

“You were a thoughtful kid.”

The words slipped between them with surprising tenderness. Tracy looked away first, blinking at the pines, the sunlight, the dust on the shed windows.

“I also remember you telling those older boys to knock it off when they kept calling me Velcro.”

Monroe’s jaw shifted. “They were being unkind.”

“You said, ‘She’s allowed to be where she is.’”

“I said that?”

“You did. I kept that one.”

His gaze moved over her face, careful and kind. “I’m glad.”

From the registration area, laughter rose too loudly.

Monroe looked toward it.

“You’ve seen the old gang,” Tracy said.

His expression became unreadable. “Some of them.”

“Carrie. Dex. Renee. April.”

“And Graham running the place now.”

“Was he here back then?”

“Staff assistant. Director’s son.” Monroe picked up one of the cameras from the box and turned it over in his hands. “He knew where all the keys were.”

Something in his voice made Tracy glance at him.

“You okay?” she asked.

He set the camera down. “This place holds a lot.”

“That’s one way to put it.”

“You remember it fondly?”

“Parts of it.” She looked back toward the cabins. “The craft cabin. The lake in the morning. Making bracelets. You. The mess hall brownies that were definitely made from a mix and yet somehow perfect.”

“The brownies were legendary.”

“They tasted like sugar, wax paper, and poor decisions.”

“As all good brownies should.”

She smiled, but Monroe did not quite return it.

“What parts don’t you remember fondly?” he asked.

The question was gentle. Too gentle to be casual.

Tracy folded her arms, her fingers brushing the pocket of her apron where she kept a spool of teal floss for no reason except habit.

“I remember the week everything got quiet,” she said.

Monroe’s eyes remained on the clearing.

“After Lydia Vale disappeared,” she added.

The name seemed to change the temperature.

Monroe did not flinch exactly, but something in him closed one careful inch.

“You remember Lydia?” he asked.

“Not well. She was older. Cabin Four. I remember she had this purple sweatshirt she wore even when it was too hot. And she made bracelets better than anyone.” Tracy paused. “I remember adults saying she ran away.”

Monroe’s fingers rested on the camera box.

“That’s what they said.”

“But you don’t sound like you believed it.”

He looked at her then, and for a moment she saw the seventeen-year-old boy beneath the man—the young counselor away from home, trying to do a job, trying to be responsible in a place where the adults above him had already decided what story they preferred.

Before he could answer, Graham called from the path.

“Monroe! Tracy! Sorry to interrupt, but we’re gathering everyone by the flagpole for orientation.”

Monroe stepped back from whatever he had almost said.

“Duty calls,” he said.

“That’s what duty does. Rude, honestly.”

He smiled, but it did not reach his eyes. “We’ll talk later.”

“About photography or ghosts?”

“Maybe both.”

They walked back together, not touching, but close enough that Tracy felt steadier.

By the flagpole, the adult campers had assembled with name tags, water bottles, and the collective energy of people pretending they were not already sweating through their nostalgia outfits. Graham stood on the office steps, clipboard in hand.

“Welcome to Camp Latchkey,” he called. “Whether you came to reconnect with your inner child, unplug from work, make new friends, or prove you can still paddle a canoe without requiring medical assistance, we’re thrilled you’re here.”

A few people cheered. Someone shouted, “My knees are decorative!”

Graham laughed. “Valid. Over the next week, we’ll have classic camp activities with a grown-up twist. Crafts with Tracy. Photography with Monroe. Canoeing with Dex as our guest activity lead. Campfire programming with April. Reflection sessions with Renee. And, of course, plenty of time to relax.”

Carrie lifted her phone for a quick clip.

Graham continued, “Some of you were campers here years ago, when this property operated under its previous name.”

A hush moved lightly through the group.

Not silence. Not yet.

Just the tiniest collective pause.

Graham’s smile held. “But Camp Latchkey is a new chapter. We honor the past, but we’re here to make new memories.”

“Still looks like Camp Buttercup to me,” an older man near the back joked.

The reaction was immediate and strange.

Renee looked down.

Dex scratched at his jaw.

April’s smile froze.

Carrie stopped recording.

Monroe stared toward the lake.

And Graham said, a touch too brightly, “Well, we’ve kept
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