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CHAPTER 1




  LILY PROCTOR DUCKED into the girls’ room, already yanking back her rebellious hair. Aiming for the toilet through a blur of tears, she

  vomited until her knees shook.




  Lily had been symptomatic all day, but she knew she’d rather eat her own foot than get sent home. Tristan would never take her to the party that night if he knew she was having another one

  of her epic reactions, and Lily couldn’t afford to miss this party. Not now. Not when things between her and Tristan had so recently—and so wonderfully—changed.




  Tristan Corey had been Lily’s best friend all her life. They’d grown up together, building tent cities out of his mother’s clean sheets and space stations out of sofa cushions.

  Most kids drift apart when they start to grow up—Lily knew that. Some figure out the trick of being cool, and others stay runny-nosed geeks for the rest of high school. But to Tristan’s

  credit, no matter how popular he got over the years, or how isolated Lily became as her allergies intensified and embarrassing rumors about her mother spread, he never once backed away from their

  pinky-swear promise to be best friends forever. He never tried to hide how close they were or pretended not to care about her because other kids thought she was strange. The only reason he rarely

  let her go to parties with him was because lots of kids smoked at them, and Lily’s lungs couldn’t handle smoke.




  Or at least, that’s what Tristan said. Since Lily had never been to one of these parties herself she couldn’t know for sure, but she had a sneaking suspicion that Tristan

  didn’t bring her with him because he was usually going to hook up with a girl. Or several girls.




  Everyone in their graduating class knew that Tristan was the biggest player in Salem, Massachusetts. Sophomore year, he’d come back from summer baseball camp a foot taller and achieved

  legendary status by dating a senior. Ever since then the girls—and women—of Salem had passed him around like a pair of traveling pants. Unfortunately for Lily, she’d had a crush

  on Tristan since she first realized that there was a difference between boys and girls—way before he rode the testosterone rocket to studliness. And she’d suffered for it.




  For years, she’d had to pretend that she was okay with being his girl Friday. They’d run everyday errands together—driver’s ed, shopping for cleats, studying—and

  then, inevitably, some girl would call and he’d leave. Lily never told him how much it killed her to see the excited flush grazing his cheekbones or the hungry shine in his blue eyes when

  he’d give her a distracted hug good-bye and dart off to meet his latest conquest. Tristan had never looked at Lily like that. And as she heaved monstrously into the toilet, Lily had to admit

  she couldn’t blame him for taking so long to finally kiss her.




  The kiss had come out of the blue. They’d been hanging out, watching TV, and Lily had fallen asleep on his leg like she’d done a thousand times before. When she opened her eyes, he

  was staring down at her with a stunned look on his face. Then he’d kissed her.




  That was three days ago. Even thinking about it still made Lily shake. One second she’d been asleep, and the next Tristan was on top of her—kissing her, touching her, and slowly

  moving against her. Then he’d suddenly pulled away and tried to apologize. But Lily wasn’t sorry at all, and she didn’t want him to be, either.




  They hadn’t talked about it, but the next morning he’d held her hand at school. He’d even given her a sweet little kiss in front of his jock friends right before practice. Lily

  had never dated anyone and didn’t really know how these things worked, but she was pretty sure that by taking her to the party tonight he would be announcing to everyone that they were

  officially together. So Lily didn’t care if she coughed up her spleen or sneezed out an artery. She was going to that party if it killed her.




  When she was finally done vomiting up the leaves, twigs, and roots that made up her vegan lunch, Lily staggered over to the sinks to mop her face.




  She moaned when she looked in the mirror. It was worse than she’d expected. Her alabaster-white skin was flushed such a bright red it looked like someone had slapped her across the face.

  Crimson hives were rising like whip marks across her wing-like collarbones and her green eyes were glassy with fever. Quickly recounting everything she’d eaten that day, she couldn’t

  think of what could have caused such a runaway reaction. Her allergy must have been caused by something she couldn’t see, like the chemicals they used to clean the school, but she

  couldn’t really be sure of that.




  Lily twisted her slippery strawberry-colored curls up close to her scalp and stabbed the thick mass into a messy French twist with a pencil. She took off her SAVE THE

  WALES T-shirt and bent over a sink in her bra, trying to coax colder water out of the lukewarm tap by batting it with her fingertips. She splashed the not-quite-cool-enough

  water over the angry rash that was rising like a hot tide up her hyper-reactive body.




  The bell rang, signaling the end of her lunch period, and Lily had no choice but to reach into her bag for one of her many emergency kits. She dug past a bottle of quick-dissolve steroid pills

  and her inhaler, and went straight for the Epipen. She took the green cap off the tube of sterile plastic and jabbed the tip through the jeans covering her thigh, gritting her teeth against the

  painful stab.




  Technically, she wasn’t supposed to use her Epipen except in a life-threatening situation, but since she had no idea what was causing such a violent reaction, she figured it was better to

  be safe than sorry. As the medicine cocktail from the Epipen flooded her system, Lily’s symptoms began to diminish. Her eyes stopped watering and her vision cleared. She shivered violently as

  the adrenaline from the shot rushed through her system, then realized that her entire upper body was wet. Hands shaking with the jitters, she dabbed at herself with some paper towels and put on her

  T-shirt as the bell rang a second time, signaling the start of the next class.




  Lily ran out of the girls’ room, up the stairs, and thundered down the nearly empty hallway to Mr. Carnello’s classroom just before he closed the door.




  “Sorry, Mr. Carn.” She panted as she ducked past him.




  “Are you alright?” Mr. Carnello asked her, glancing down at Lily’s top and then quickly away.




  “Sure. I just had a . . . thing,” she mumbled distractedly, and darted into the room.




  Tristan looked up from his spot at their lab table and narrowed his eyes at her as she made her way over to him. She noticed a couple of people looking at her strangely as she sat down. She

  tried to smile back at them in friendly way, but they all looked away from her without making eye contact.




  “Lily,” Tristan hissed at her.




  “What?” she hissed back.




  “Why are your boobs wet?”




  “My what?” Lily looked down at her T-shirt and saw that the white material was completely transparent where her soggy bra had soaked through. Mortified, she crossed her arms over her

  chest. She could hear a few guys snickering in the corner and saw Tristan’s head spin around, silencing them with a look.




  “Do you need a moment to collect yourself, Miss Proctor?” Mr. Carnello asked kindly.




  “No. We’re good,” Tristan answered for Lily as he quickly pulled his sweater over his head.




  The shirt he was wearing underneath hiked up accidentally as he did so, and a few girls whispered excitedly at the glimpse of rippling muscles and velvety skin. Tristan helped Lily into his

  sweater as if he didn’t even hear them. Considering the fact that he just had to walk past most girls to make them groan out loud, he probably didn’t. But Lily heard them, and felt

  herself flush with even more heat as she resisted the urge to strangle them.




  “Do you have a fever?” he asked.




  “I always have a fever,” Lily replied grumpily, which they both knew was true.




  Lily’s body ran hot—about 102 degrees on a normal day. On a bad day, her fever could shoot up as high as 111 degrees. The doctors had no idea how she’d survived some of her

  worst attacks, but then again, they had no idea about a lot of things where Lily was concerned.




  “I’m serious,” replied Tristan, pointing accusingly at the spot of blood on her jeans where she’d impaled herself with the Epipen. “Do you need me to take you home?

  Or the hospital?”




  “I’m fine,” she replied emphatically. “Really. I feel great.” She paused and smiled ruefully. “Well, apart from the whole wet-boobs-in-class

  thing.”




  Lily gave him a saucy look and nudged his arm, brushing the whole thing off. After everything that people had said about her and her family, a wet T-shirt was the least of Lily’s problems.

  Tristan’s big blue eyes sparkled and his light-brown hair fell across his forehead as he ducked his head with quiet laughter. He had a million little gestures like this that left her star

  struck. He was almost too pretty to look at sometimes, and Lily couldn’t believe how lucky she was that he was finally hers.




  “Pay attention to Mr. Carn,” she chastised, like Tristan had been the one to disrupt class. He nudged her back and they focused on the lecture.




  “If any symbol fits the universe better than this one”—Mr. Carnello spun to his projector and drew the sideways figure eight that represented infinity—“it would be

  this one.” He drew an equal sign. “Newton proved that if you hit a ball with a known amount of force, that force doesn’t disappear. It’s turned into kinetic energy, and the

  ball flies a distance that you can measure with accuracy. Why? Because energy in”—he tapped one side of the equal sign—“is equal to the energy out.” He finished by

  tapping the other side of the equal sign. “So. Energy changes. Matter can even change into energy—we’ll get to Einstein’s E equals mc squared later—but you can’t

  make something out of nothing. This is the first law of thermodynamics. Now! Thermo, which is Greek for ‘heat,’ and dynamics, from the Greek dynamikos, which

  means ‘power.’ Heat and power are two halves of the same whole.”




  Mr. Carnello began to scribble furiously as he mumbled to himself. Lily and Tristan looked at each other and grinned. They both loved science. In fact, Tristan had scored higher on his Biology

  Achievement Test than anyone else in the state that year, and he was seriously thinking about enrolling as a premed student in one of the Ivy League schools that he would apply to this winter. It

  was only early November, and seniors still had another month or two to pick colleges, declare their majors, and basically figure out the rest of their lives before they all turned eighteen. Lily

  was sure Tristan had already decided to be a doctor someday. After spending so much time visiting her at Mass General when she was having one of her more severe attacks, he certainly knew his way

  around a hospital.




  Lily wasn’t particularly interested in being a doctor herself, but she studied all the sciences with a passion. She had always been able to understand physics intuitively, and on the days

  she was feeling particularly put upon, Lily believed this was because her body was a wacky science experiment gone wrong. Every year, Lily’s ailments grew worse, and not even the cadre of

  specialists in Boston she went to see every month knew how to treat her. She’d always dreamed of chaining herself to an endangered redwood tree or participating in a long sit-in to stop

  animal testing, but the truth was, her body would never let her do those things. She probably wouldn’t even be able to live on campus when she went to college next year—if she was

  healthy enough to attend college at all.




  A wave of anxiety overtook her at the thought of Tristan going far away to college. Harvard and Brown were close enough for him to commute easily, but what if he decided to go to

  Columbia—or worse, Cornell? Ithaca was a six-hour drive from Salem.




  As Mr. Carnello delved into the finer points of thermodynamics, the adrenaline from the Epipen shot abandoned Lily all at once, leaving her with a killer headache and a raging case of paranoia

  about her changing status in Tristan’s life. She resisted the urge to rub her temples and beg Tristan to stay in Boston. Every time Tristan looked over at her to see if she was okay, Lily

  smiled brightly to prove how great she felt. What she really needed was about a gallon of water to wash away the bitter film that was coating the inside of her mouth, but she’d have to wait

  until after class to go to the bubbler or Tristan would know she felt sick. Lily nearly sighed with relief when the bell rang.




  “Thanks for the loaner.” She pulled Tristan’s sweater off and handed it to him. “I think my boobs are sufficiently dry now.” She fanned her flushed face.

  “Actually, I think they’re cooked. I was roasting all period.”




  “And I was freezing.” Tristan gratefully put his sweater back on with a shiver. “Mr. Carn always keeps his room so damn cold.”




  “The half-dissected cats like it better that way.”




  “You’re just lucky I love you.”




  “Yeah, right. You just didn’t want me flashing the whole room!” Lily exclaimed a bit too loudly.




  She watched Tristan grab his stuff and hurry out of the room, not even thinking twice about his choice of words. He said he loved her every now and again. It didn’t mean the same thing to

  him as is it did to her, and Lily knew it. But she also knew that he did care deeply about her, which made the situation all the more confusing. Since their steamy episode on the couch, Tristan

  hadn’t tried anything sexier than a few chaste kisses and a lot of hand-holding. He loved her—Lily had known that for years—but he just didn’t seem to be all the crazy about

  her body.




  Not that she had a bad body, Lily thought as she grabbed a sip from the bubbler and then followed Tristan to their side-by-side lockers. Sure, she had skin that was much too fair for the current

  style and she was painfully skinny, but even she was aware of the fact that she had a great face. Well, Lily conceded, she had a great face when it wasn’t leaking snot or covered in hives,

  which wasn’t very often. And the hair was a problem. Bright red, thicker than polar bear fur and curly as scissor-skinned ribbons on a birthday present, Lily’s hair was a force to be

  reckoned with. She wouldn’t be surprised if it could be seen from space, and she spent most of her time pinning it back, pulling it up, and generally trying to convince it not to eat her

  face.




  Lily hated her hair, probably because it reminded her so much of her mother’s. Her big sister, Juliet, had pin-straight locks in a perfectly respectable shade of brown, but not Lily. Oh,

  no. On top of having to wear a battalion of medic-alert bracelets that proclaimed her freakiness to the world, Lily had also been saddled with her mom’s crazy hair.




  Lily fervently hoped she hadn’t gotten her mom’s crazy mind to go with it.




  “Are you sure you want to go to your last class?” Tristan asked skeptically as he watched Lily pull her Spanish textbook out of her locker. “I could get a pass and drive you

  home right now,” he offered.




  “What for?” Lily said brightly.




  Tristan straightened to his full height of six foot two and turned toward her. He reached out with one of his long, supple arms and boxed her in against the wall of lockers. She went still and

  looked up at him. Tristan was one of those rare guys whose skin always managed to look dewy and fresh, like every inch of him was utterly kissable.




  “No jokes. No acting tough,” he said, easing closer to her until his thighs rested on hers. Tristan brushed her cheek with the backs of his fingers. “You don’t have to

  come with me to the party tonight.”




  Lily frowned. If he thought she was so sick, why would he go the party without her? She was about to ask him when a shrill voice interrupted them.




  “Are you serious?”




  Lily and Tristan broke apart and turned to see Miranda Clark staring at them, her hands planted on her shapely hips and an exaggerated look of disgust on her spray-tanned face. Half the hallway

  full of students slowed to gawk.




  “What, Miranda? You got something to say?” Tristan said rudely.




  “Yeah, I got something to say,” Miranda retorted, her lower lip trembling.




  Lily felt bad for her. Under all that lip gloss and chemically treated blonde hair, it was easy to see that she was hurt. Tristan didn’t talk about his love life with Lily, but she was

  pretty sure that Miranda and he had been involved a few weeks back. Lily wasn’t sure exactly when they’d stopped seeing each other, but from the stunned look on Miranda’s face,

  Lily guessed that it had been recently. Maybe too recently.




  “This should be great,” Tristan said, crossing his arms and smirking. “Remember to use your big-girl words, Miranda.”




  Lily gaped at Tristan, surprised at how cruel he was being. True, Miranda Clark wasn’t the smartest girl in school, but she was two years younger than they were. Of course her vocabulary

  wouldn’t be on the same level as theirs. What was he doing hooking up with a fifteen-year-old to begin with? The whole episode was leaving a bad taste in Lily’s mouth.




  “Miranda. I’m sorry you’re upset, but maybe we should talk about this later?” Lily said. Miranda didn’t appreciate Lily’s peace offering. In fact, she looked

  like she was just about to pounce on Lily and beat the crap out of her.




  “This isn’t your mess, Lily,” Tristan said tiredly. “Go to Spanish. I’ll handle her.”




  “Mess?” Miranda said, focusing her rage on him. “You think I’m a mess?” she repeated, her tone sliding up an octave.




  The bell rang, breaking up the knot of bystanders, but Miranda didn’t move. She waited, eyes bright with furious tears, for Tristan to deal with her.




  “Go,” Tristan repeated to Lily. “I got this.”




  Lily turned and went to her class. Behind her, she could hear the two of them arguing. The volume rose steadily until Lily could catch the last retort from all the way down the hall.




  “Whatever, Miranda,” Tristan said. “I honestly don’t care about what you think.” Then Lily—and half the student body—heard Miranda slap Tristan across

  the face.




  Lily ducked into her classroom rather than go back and defend Tristan as she might have a few days ago. This wasn’t the first time a girl had slapped her best friend, but it was the first

  time Lily believed he’d really deserved it.




  After school, Lily felt a bit strange getting a ride home from Tristan as she usually did. Having no other option, she waited in the parking lot by his car and grimaced when she saw the hassled

  look on his face as he came toward to her.




  “I could have my mom . . .” Lily began halfheartedly.




  “Your mom? Driving? Like I want innocent blood on my hands,” he said, raising an eyebrow.




  “She’d never make it out of the driveway, anyways,” Lily said dryly. “The garage confuses her.”




  Tristan unlocked the doors on the Chevy Volt that he kept immaculate for Lily, and they both got in.




  “Sorry about today,” he said sincerely. “I didn’t mean to drag you into it.”




  “That was some slap. How’s your face?”




  He sighed dramatically. “Unfortunately, the nurse said that slap was loaded with cooties.”




  Lily sucked in a pained breath. “Cooties. You know what that means?”




  “They’ll have to amputate.”




  “Girls across the tri-state area will be inconsolable. A national day of mourning is sure to follow.”




  He smiled at her lazily, his mouth inches away, eyes locked with hers. Lily desperately wanted to forget the whole thing and kiss his cootie-infested face, but something held her back.




  “How’s Miranda?” Lily asked, looking down at her hands.




  “How should I know?” Tristan turned back to the steering wheel and started the car. His coldness toward Miranda disturbed her. Was this how Tristan treated every girl he was finished

  with?




  “Do you want me to talk to her?” Lily offered. “I can tell her it was unexpected. That she’s got the wrong idea about us and what happened.”




  “Miranda has so many wrong ideas in her head I don’t see how setting her straight about one of them will make any difference. She’s not the sharpest tool in the shed,

  Lily.” Tristan glanced at the look on Lily’s face while he drove out of the parking lot and knew what she was thinking. “I know, I know,” he said with exasperation.

  “If I think she’s an idiot, I probably shouldn’t have fooled around with her in the first place, right?”




  “She’s a lot younger than us, Tristan. Two years is a big deal,” Lily objected gently.




  “I guess.” He sighed. “But trust me, Lily. Miranda’s not some innocent little girl. I didn’t, you know, ruin her or anything.”




  “Ruin her? What century is this?” Lily chuckled. Tristan’s lips turned up in a tiny smile. Lily took a second to steel herself for the next question. “Were you still

  involved with Miranda the other night?”




  He rolled his eyes. “She wasn’t my girlfriend. I never made any promises to her, and it was idiotic of her to think we were going to be a couple.”




  They drove in silence for a bit.




  “Just out of curiosity, how would a girl know if you were going to be a couple?” Lily was reaching—fishing for a commitment from him like she was one of his desperate

  admirers. She disliked herself for it, and as the silence stretched out, her question hanging like a bad smell in the air, she started to dislike him for not answering her. They pulled into

  Lily’s driveway, Tristan’s face never even twitching to show that he’d registered what she’d said.




  “I’ll pick you up at seven for the party,” he said, then drove off.




  Lily stood outside in the cold sea air after Tristan left. She liked the cold. She especially liked the clean, salty air that blew in off the Atlantic Ocean, which was pounding away at the rocky

  shore just a few blocks from her house. Cold, damp air cleared her head and soothed her skin. Luckily for Lily, growing up in Salem meant that there had always been plenty of blustery winds off the

  water.




  When she was comfortable and cool, Lily turned and went inside the ancient Colonial house that had been in her family since the Pilgrims had landed. Literally. Lily’s parents, Samantha and

  James Proctor, could trace their families back to the Mayflower, and both of them had family members who had either lived in Salem or the surrounding Essex County since there was such as

  thing as an Essex County on this continent. Sometimes Lily wondered if her raging allergies were from inbreeding, but her sister told her that was ridiculous. Tristan’s family, the Coreys,

  had been in Salem just as long as the Proctors had, and there was certainly nothing inbred about Tristan.




  Lily put her stuff down on the kitchen table and listened to the house for a moment. “Mom?” she called, when she decided it sounded empty.




  “Is that you, Lillian?” Only Samantha, Lily’s mom, called her by her full name.




  “Yeah, it’s me. Where are you?” Lily wandered toward her mother’s voice, confused. It sounded like she was out in the garage.




  “Ah, Mom. Look at this mess,” Lily exclaimed when she saw what her mother was up to out there.




  Samantha sat at her old potter’s wheel, her curly red hair sticking out wildly, throwing clay in her pajamas and robe. She was in the spot where Lily’s dad parked his car, but she

  hadn’t put a tarp down underneath her. The floor was covered in drippings that were already beginning to harden. They’d have to be chipped off, but that was only half the problem. In

  the parking spot next to that, her mom’s old Jeep Grand Cherokee was splattered with clay. Lily dug her hands into her hair, surveying the disaster.




  “There she is—no bumps or bruises! I almost came to get you at school,” Samantha said in chipper way. She only garbled her words a little, and that concerned Lily. The meds

  made her slur, and the slightly clearer speech could mean that she hadn’t taken all of them today. “But when I didn’t get the phone call from your principal, I knew that my

  Lillian wasn’t the one that trashy girl had attacked in the hallway. See? That’s how I knew the difference between what happened here and what happened

  elsewhere.”




  Lily tried and failed to work out her mom’s logic.




  “And then I saw my wheel!” Samantha continued happily. “And I wondered, why did I ever stop throwing pots?”




  Lily looked at the watered-down lump of poorly mixed clay in her mother’s shaky hands and couldn’t think of a way to say the phrase you lost your mind and the meds destroyed your

  talent so it didn’t sound cruel.




  It hadn’t escaped Lily’s notice that before she’d gone to Spanish, Miranda had looked like she’d wanted to attack her but had settled for Tristan instead. Yet, according

  to her mother, the fight had happened. Elsewhere. The new medication obviously wasn’t strong enough. If her mother was underdosed, things could get ugly. She’d need help.




  “Hey, Mom? Aren’t you cold?” she asked brightly. Samantha nodded, like it had just occurred to her that she was. “Why don’t you go inside, and I’ll finish up

  out here for you.”




  “Thank you, dear,” Samantha said placidly. She slid out of her dirty Crocs and took off her ruined robe, handing it to Lily.




  “I’m going to take you upstairs, tuck you in, and then make a few phone calls, okay?” Lily said carefully. When her mom got confused like this Lily knew the best way to keep

  her calm was to be as clear as possible.




  “Yes, call your sister and tell her exactly what happened,” Samantha said. Her face suddenly got serious and she grasped Lily’s hands with her clay-covered ones. “There

  isn’t a Juliet who doesn’t love you,” she said desperately. “Remember that.”




  “Sure, Mom,” Lily said, smiling brightly as she pried her fingers free. “Let’s get cleaned up, okay?”




  Samantha nodded and shuffled inside. Lily pulled out her cell phone and called her dad, just in case he decided to answer. When she was shunted to voicemail after two rings, Lily didn’t

  even bother to leave a message. He was obviously avoiding the call and probably wouldn’t check his inbox for hours. She speed-dialed her big sister, Juliet, instead.




  “What’s wrong?” came Juliet’s immediate response.




  “Mom’s having a bad day,” Lily said, not at all surprised that her sister already knew something was out of place. The two sisters often joked that their phones were so used to

  making emergency calls that they had somehow learned how to ring more urgently when there was trouble. Lily walked over to the refrigerator and checked her mom’s meds.




  “Did she get loose again?” Juliet asked.




  “No,” Lily replied thankfully as she counted her mom’s pills. “She just decided to make a few pots. But she neglected to take the car out of the garage first.”




  “Fantastic.” Juliet paused. She and Lily started laughing at the same time. “How bad is it?”




  “Oh, it’s pretty impressive, Jules.” Lily finished counting the pills. “I just checked, and she took all her meds today, so we’ll have to talk to the doctors about

  her dosage again. I can clean up the mess myself, but I’m worried about leaving her alone tonight. And I have this thing.”




  “A date?” Juliet practically screamed with excitement.




  “Sort of.” Lily felt her cheeks heat with a blush. “Tristan’s taking me to a party.”




  “A party.” Juliet sighed heavily. “Lily, are you sure about that? With all the hair products and perfume that the girls will be wearing, and the alcohol and smoke?”




  “Can you come or not?” Lily asked quietly. “It would mean a lot to me.”




  Juliet paused. “We’ll talk about the party when I get there,” she said, and ended the call.




  Lily decided to start on the Jeep first. Her dad’s spot could wait. It wasn’t like he’d be coming home that night anyway.




  Technically, Lily’s parents weren’t divorced, but her father had pretty much abandoned the family about the time her mother started wandering around sleepy Salem, screaming at

  everyone to shut up. James had hung in there for a few years. Lily was in eighth grade when her allergy symptoms started escalating exponentially and, as luck would have it, at around the same time

  Samantha began accosting people at the grocery store. She’d started walking right up to people, telling them she knew about the affair they were having, the bankruptcy they were hiding, or

  the Adderall they were stealing from their kids to lose weight.




  Sometimes she was right, and sometimes she wasn’t. When she was wrong, she simply said that another “version” of the person she’d accused had done what she’d said.

  Samantha caused a lot of trouble for some good people, but she’d downright humiliated anyone with the last name Proctor. In a small community like Salem, having a crazy mother was not

  something that was easily overlooked. By the time Juliet went to college two years ago, it seemed like all of Salem had turned on the Proctor family and wanted to run them out of town.




  That’s when James stopped coming home most nights. He couldn’t take the embarrassment of being married to the town kook, but he knew that if he filed for divorce he’d end up

  getting burdened with Lily. No court would grant Samantha custody of a minor with as many medical problems as Lily had, and James didn’t like sickness, either mental or physical. He

  didn’t file for divorce or involve the legal system in any way because he knew he would end up with more responsibility. Instead, he just stopped showing up.




  Lily filled a bucket with soap and water and opened the garage door so she could let out the fumes of the cleaning goop while she scrubbed. Even the non-toxic stuff her mom bought at Whole Foods

  still irritated Lily if she was around it in its undiluted form for too long. Ten minutes later, her eyes were watering from the chemicals so badly she could barely see. She ignored them. She had a

  party to go to, damn it, and after everything that had already happened that day, a couple of leaky eyes weren’t about to stop her. Another twenty minutes later, she was mostly done with the

  Jeep, when she heard Juliet’s car pull into the driveway and park.




  “You know what? The way the clay’s all flung out like that, it almost looks festive,” her sister said from the garage door.




  “I’ll be your best friend if you check on Mom,” Lily said, wiping her hair off her damp forehead.




  “Fever?” Juliet crossed the garage to Lily. Her giant brown eyes were rounded with concern. Lily edged away from her sister’s smooth, cool hands before Juliet could touch her

  face.




  “Just warm from all this exercise,” Lily said.




  Juliet cocked her chin as she judged Lily’s health. The gesture accentuated the heart shape of her face, and as she pursed her naturally red lips with worry, Lily thought, as she always

  did, that Juliet’s mouth looked like a heart inside a heart—a small red one inside a larger, pale one. Lily knew most people considered her sister a bit plain. Juliet dressed

  conservatively and never wore makeup or styled her straight, mousy-brown hair. But to Lily that stuff was irrelevant. She thought her sister was the prettiest girl she’d ever seen.




  “Check on Mom. I’m awesome.” Lily turned Juliet by the shoulders and gave her a playful kick on the rump to get her to go inside.




  When Lily finished, she found her sister sitting in bed with their mom, taking her pulse. At twenty, Juliet was already a registered EMT and moonlighted at a hospital to pay her way through

  Boston University. Sometimes it seemed like everyone closest to Lily had decided at an early age that it would be a good idea to go into medicine—probably because at some point they’d

  seen paramedics fighting to keep Lily breathing. That kind of experience tends to leave a lasting impression on a kid.




  “How is she?” Lily whispered when her sister looked up. Juliet tilted her head to the side in a noncommittal gesture before easing herself off the bed and taking Lily out to the

  hall.




  “Her pulse is racing. Which is kind of hard to do when you have two hundred milligrams of Thorazine and an Ambien in you.”




  “Is she alright alone?”




  “She’s fine for now,” Juliet whispered, her big eyes downcast.




  “Did she say what’s bothering her?” Lily asked. She took Juliet’s arm and led her down the hall to her room.




  “She’s paranoid.” Juliet sighed as she sat on Lily’s bed. “She said another Lillian was planning on taking her Lillian.”




  “That’s—” Lily stopped, overwhelmed.




  “—the way she explains her hallucinations to herself,” Juliet finished for her. “The hallucinations aren’t wrong if they really happen somewhere. She

  isn’t crazy if there are multiple versions of people and multiple worlds that only she knows about.”




  “Yeah.” Lily agreed reluctantly. Something about this explanation bothered her. She knew her mom made stuff up, but how had she known about Miranda nearly starting a fight with her

  in the hallway? It hadn’t happened, but it almost had. It certainly could have happened if one or two things had worked out differently. “But it’s spooky how close to true her

  lies sound sometimes.”




  “Yeah. I know.”




  “And it keeps getting weirder.”




  “Schizophrenia is a degenerative disease.”




  Juliet said things like that sometimes. It wasn’t to edify Lily, who already knew the ins and outs of their mom’s condition. It was to remind herself that no matter how much of a

  nightmare all of this seemed, it was still considered normal in some textbook somewhere. Feigning normalcy didn’t help Lily much. Cracking a joke usually did, though.




  “Ah, schizophrenia. The gift that keeps on giving.”




  Neither of them laughed, but they both smiled sadly and nodded in unison. It helped to have someone to nod with. That’s how Lily and Juliet survived. A textbook answer, a bad joke, and a

  sister to lean on, and so far they’d managed to keep their dysfunctional little family from going completely down the drain.




  “So what’s all this about a party?” Juliet asked.




  Lily sat down next to her sister. “It’s the only one I’ve been invited to since junior prom. Which I missed because I got sick,” Lily said quietly. Juliet wanted to

  interrupt. Lily took her hand and kept going before her sister could argue. “Look, I know what’s happening to me. I know that soon I won’t be able to go to school anymore.

  I’m out of time, Jules. And it’s okay. Well, no, it isn’t okay, but I’ve accepted it at least. I just want to go to one high school party before I’m stuck inside a

  plastic bubble for the rest of my life.”




  “So. Tristan’s taking you,” Juliet began cautiously.




  “Yeah.” Lily looked down, smiling softly. “And I’m pretty sure we’re going as a couple.”




  “But he doesn’t care if you don’t go to parties. You know that.”




  “I also know how long I waited for this. How long I waited for him. I can’t miss this party, Jules.”




  Juliet tilted her head to the side and rested it on Lily’s shoulder. They sat together for a while, comforted just to be close to each other.




  “Want me to blow out your hair?” Juliet asked after a long silence. She sat up and looked Lily in the eye, smiling.




  “Would you?” Lily jumped off the bed and pulled her sister up with her, as if the melancholy exchange they’d just had was miles away already. “I can never get the

  back.”




  





  
CHAPTER 2




  THREE AND A HALF hours later, Lily had luxurious, bouncy Hollywood-starlet hair. She even managed to get some all-natural, nonirritating makeup on

  her face and a slinky dress on her bean-pole body without getting too overheated. The dress wasn’t fancy, but it did compliment her slender build and tricky coloring. Lily didn’t want

  to look like she was trying too hard, but she still wanted to look good.




  “You and Tristan are easing into the whole relationship thing, right? Taking it slow?” Juliet asked a little too casually.




  “We have sex six times a day, and we’re thinking of making a porno together,” Lily said, poker-faced, while she rubbed almond oil on her bare legs. She glanced up to see Juliet

  glaring at her. “Yes! We’re taking it slow. Maybe a little too slow.”




  “Good!” Juliet shoved Lily playfully. “I love Tristan, but he has a really bad track record with girls. He’s hurt a lot of people.”




  Lily’s smile faded. Tristan was the best friend she could ever imagine. He’d been there for her through things that would have sent most people running for the hills. But he

  didn’t treat his girlfriends nearly as well. Lily had seen it firsthand with Miranda, and she wished she hadn’t.




  “He’s different with me,” Lily said. She stood up and wiped the rest of the oil from her hands. “It’ll be different with me,” she repeated emphatically.




  Juliet’s big eyes grew even bigger with concern. “Okay,” she said. “But maybe it’d be a good idea to change out of that dress. Make him wait for it.”




  “Wait?” Lily said, grinning at her sister. “I’m the one who’s been waiting. Not him.”




  “Exactly. And after this long, what’s your rush?” Juliet joked. They both heard Tristan pull into the driveway. “Last chance to run upstairs and change into jeans and a

  T-shirt?”




  “Not going to happen, Jules,” Lily replied cheerfully as she went to let Tristan inside. She pulled the door open and smiled at him, her stomach filling with butterflies even though

  she saw him every day.




  “What did you do to your hair?” Tristan immediately asked, a scowl forming on his face.




  Lily’s hand darted up automatically to smooth her already smooth hair, her excitement disappearing. “Juliet did it for me.”




  “Hey, Tristan,” Juliet called out.




  “What’s up, Jules?” he called back in greeting.




  “You don’t like it?” Lily asked him, feeling defensive. This wasn’t how she’d imagined this moment at all. After she’d spent hours sweating it out under a

  hair dryer, he was supposed to be staring at her slack-jawed.




  “It’s okay.” Tristan shrugged in a noncommittal way, his eyes scanning her. “What are you wearing?”




  “A dress.”




  “Kinda little, isn’t it?” He grimaced. “I can see, like, all of you.”




  “Oh, the horror,” Lily deadpanned. She pushed him outside and called back to her sister. “’Night, Jules.”




  “Have fun,” Juliet said, her face apologetic. Lily gave her sister a pained look before she closed the door and followed Tristan to his car. He didn’t start the engine

  immediately. He turned to Lily, starting to say something, but Lily cut him off.




  “The next thing you say had better be a compliment,” she said incredulously. “Tristan. I’m wearing makeup. This may never happen again.”




  Tristan shut his mouth and started the car. He pulled out of the driveway and was halfway down the street before he spoke. “Cute shoes.”




  “That wasn’t so hard, now was it?”




  They drove the rest of the way to Scot’s in comfortable silence. Scot’s street was already lined with cars. He had the kind of parents who went out of town a lot and didn’t

  seem to mind that their son threw huge parties in their absence. They had to know about it—everyone in town knew about Scot’s parties—but since being the “party guy”

  made Scot incredibly popular, his parents turned a blind eye to the whole thing. All they asked for was plausible deniability in front of the other kids’ parents, and Scot was good about

  that. He always hid the valuables, covered the furniture, and cleaned up thoroughly before his parents got home.




  “Vomit,” Tristan warned, yanking Lily out of way before she could step in a chunky, orange puddle in the grass.




  “Good eye.”




  “Lots of practice. Scot’s front yard is always touch and go.”




  Lily slowed down and tried to take shallow breaths. A bunch of kids were smoking out front on the wraparound deck, and she could smell it halfway across the yard. Several of the smokers spotted

  Tristan and started calling out to him, peering through the gloom at the girl on his arm.




  “Hey, man! You made it. Who’s that with you?” a kid everyone called Breakfast asked. Lily realized no one recognized her without the usual meringue of curly hair on top of her

  head.




  “Hey, Breakfast. It’s me. Lily.”




  “Lily?” Breakfast immediately put his cigarette behind his back—thoughtful, but like that would help. “Are you okay? I mean does this bother you?”




  Her eyes were watering, but she smiled and waved at him. “Don’t worry about it.”




  She didn’t want to make him feel bad. She liked Breakfast. He’d always been a bit on the goofy side, but he had a way of winning people over—even the bullies who wanted to

  harass him.




  “Lily?” Tristan’s brow creased with worry, and he tugged on her arm, angling her away from the smoke.




  “I’m fine. Come on.”




  They left Breakfast and his smoking buddies on the porch with a parting wave and went inside. More people called Tristan’s name as soon as they spotted him, like he was a celebrity.




  It’s not that everyone loved Tristan. In fact, most of the guys glared at him as he passed, their jealousy palpable. Everyone either wished they were Tristan or that they were with him,

  and he knew it, but the attention didn’t make him stuck-up. It made him cautious. As Lily fielded some withering glances of her own, she finally understood why Tristan had always worked so

  hard to maintain their friendship. He didn’t have that many real friends. But then again, neither did Lily.




  Lily smiled and waved at a girl from her poetry class whose writing had always impressed her. The smart girl, Una, waved back politely, but then returned to her conversation without inviting

  Lily to join her. It wasn’t meant as an insult—they just didn’t know each other outside of school. To be honest, Lily hadn’t really hung out with anyone besides Tristan

  since her mother started screaming destructive nonsense in public. After that, most girls were only nice to Lily so they could get closer to Tristan.




  It had hurt a lot more than she would ever admit. Once she’d realized she was being used, Lily had become guarded around anyone who tried to be friendly toward her—even people who

  didn’t deserve it. Her chilliness had been a twisted form of self-preservation. But now that they were so near the end of high school, Lily regretted how she had behaved toward some of the

  girls in her class. Like Una.




  “Hey, man,” Scot said smoothly as he greeted Tristan. “Wow. Lily. I think this is a first.”




  Scot faced Lily, taking in her altered appearance. He was a big guy, as tall as Tristan, if not quite as developed, and Lily had to tilt her head back to look him in the eye. He stood close to

  Lily, smiling down at her in a friendly way. Scot had always seemed a bit too sly to Lily, like he was trying to find an angle on any situation, and she’d avoided him because of it. Now she

  wondered if she had judged him too harshly. He had a nice smile, she decided. Lily didn’t want to be the snide, cold loner anymore. She wanted to be a part of her class—if only for a

  few months.




  “You don’t mind, do you?” Lily asked, smiling back at him.




  “Are you kidding? I’m going to have to throw another party to celebrate you actually showing up to one of my parties.” Scot flashed his smile even wider, making Lily feel truly

  welcome. “Drink?”




  “I’ll have a beer. Water for Lily,” Tristan answered. Scot raised an eyebrow. “Lily doesn’t drink,” Tristan stressed, a hint of a warning in his voice.




  “That’s cool. I’m not drinking tonight, either,” Scot said as he waded through the crowd to the kitchen. He pulled a beer and a bottle of water out of a giant tub of ice

  on the counter and brought it over to them. “Just a heads-up. Miranda’s here,” Scot said as he politely opened the water bottle for Lily and handed it to her.




  “Christ,” Tristan said under his breath, scanning the growing crowd.




  “She’s downstairs in the family room. Dancing. Or stripping. I can’t figure out which at this point,” Scot said with a wry grimace. “Why don’t you go and talk

  to her before she comes up here and starts throwing things at you?”




  Tristan glanced at Lily, silently asking permission.




  “Go. Seriously. You need to take care of that,” Lily replied immediately, sounding much more encouraging than she felt.




  “I’ll keep Lily company,” Scot offered. “Make sure she doesn’t get trampled by the hockey team.” He gestured into the kitchen with his head, where four beefy

  dudes were downing shots and doing a lot of unnecessary shoving and bellowing.




  “Okay. I’ll be back in a bit,” Tristan finally decided. “Or I’ll be back in bits, depending on what kind of mood Miranda’s in.” He drank most

  of his beer in one gulp.




  “Courage, man,” Scot said bracingly, fixing Tristan’s shirt.




  “Thanks, dear,” Tristan replied, like they were husband and wife. Lily watched their joking around, feeling the warm glow of inclusion.




  When Tristan had gone, Scot took Lily’s elbow and steered her in the opposite direction. “I think it would be a good idea to keep you as far away from Miranda as possible.”




  “There’s no reason for her to be upset with me,” Lily said.




  “Maybe, maybe not.” Scot stopped to admire her. “You really look great tonight.”




  Lily dropped her eyes, feeling her cheeks heat up. “Thanks.”




  “Look out.” Scot grabbed Lily’s arm and pulled her toward him suddenly, making her drop her bottle of water. Behind Lily, two drunk girls stumbled past, debating which path to

  the bathroom would lead them by the cutest boys.




  “Sorry about that,” Scot said after the girls had left. “I’ll get you another.”




  “It’s okay, really,” Lily began, but Scot had already picked up the bottle and was making his way to the kitchen. Lily took some napkins off a nearby coffee table and mopped up

  the spilled water as best as she could while she waited for Scot. He came back moments later with a glass of bubbly red juice.




  “No more water. Sorry. The only thing in the fridge was cranberry juice and seltzer. I mixed them. Is that okay?”




  “It’s fine,” Lily said, taking a sip of her fizzy cranberry juice. It tasted a little sour, like it had gone bad, but she swallowed it and smiled anyway. “You don’t

  have to stay with me if you don’t want to, you know.”




  “I know.” It was Scot’s turn to blush. “I want to, though. I’ve always wanted to hang out with you. Did you know that?”




  “No. I didn’t.”




  Another wave of partygoers passing through the busy living room made Lily and Scot reposition themselves.




  “Do you want to go somewhere cooler?” he asked. “I know you get hot easily. Tristan told me once.”




  Lily was so surprised she just nodded. She had no idea that Scot knew anything more about her than her name.




  “How’s your drink?” he asked as he led her upstairs.




  “Great.” Lily took another big gulp to be polite, even though the mix of seltzer and cranberry burned her tongue a bit. “It’s really stuffy in here.”




  “There’s a balcony off my room.” Scot swung the door to his bedroom open and went inside. Lily stopped on the threshold. Something didn’t feel right.




  “You don’t have to worry,” he said, holding his hands up in a surrender gesture. He rushed over to the balcony doors on the other side of the room and opened them for Lily. She

  felt a gust of cool, clear air rush toward her and nearly sighed with pleasure. “It’s just, everyone’s smoking on the patio out front, and my room faces the back. You can leave

  the door open if that makes you more comfortable.”




  She felt stupid for doubting him.




  “It’s okay. And you’re right. I’d rather be on the non-smoking side of the house.” Lily resisted the urge to giggle. Her body felt warm and gooey. She crossed the

  bedroom and joined Scot on the balcony, breathing in the crisp air, trying to clear her head. “Can’t catch my breath.”




  “The heat got to you. Sit,” Scot urged, and Lily sank down next to him on the outdoor love seat.




  “This is really nice. I’ve never seen a teenager with his own balcony. But then again, I haven’t been in many guys’ rooms.” She had no idea why she’d just

  said that. For some reason, she felt like telling her life story, and she shut her mouth to stop herself from spilling her guts.




  “You’ve been in Tristan’s room,” Scot countered quietly.




  “Sure. Thousands of times.” Lily saw a question steal across Scot’s face, and then disappointment. “Oh—but not like that.”




  “Really?” Scot narrowed his eyes, disbelieving. “Never? Isn’t he your boyfriend?”




  “We only just started seeing each other like that.” Lily started laughing. She had no idea what was so funny, she just couldn’t seem to stop herself. Lily took another sip of

  her drink, trying to calm down, but instead of cooling her off, the drink only made her feel hotter and more flushed. She put the sweating side of the glass against her cheek.




  Scot stared at her for a long moment, an unreadable expression on his face. “I knew you were it.”




  “What?”




  “The only girl in town he hasn’t been with yet.” Scot took the drink out of Lily’s hands and slid closer to her. She moved away and her back hit the arm of the love seat.

  Lily tried to stand up, but Scot leaned over her, putting his hand on the armrest and caging her against the cushions. Lily’s vision swam unsettlingly, and she froze, trying to keep the

  horizon from tilting back and forth.




  Lily was still trying to make the floor stop spinning underneath her when she felt Scot’s tongue in her mouth. She tried to squirm away but she felt dizzy, like any sudden movement would

  make her slip off the edge of the world. Heat prickled under her skin. She twisted her head and closed her mouth, evicting Scot’s slug-like tongue. Her skin burning with fever, Lily pushed

  against his chest.




  “Stop. Scot, stop now,” she managed to say as white and blue blobs of light flashed in front of her eyes.




  “Why?” he said, annoyed. “You think Tristan isn’t doing exactly the same thing right now?”




  “What do you mean?” Lily asked.




  “You really have no clue, do you?” Scot stood and pulled Lily up after him. “Okay. Let’s go find your brand-new boyfriend,” he said with a sneer. “Let’s

  see what he’s up to.”




  Scot nearly dragged Lily after him. Her legs were heavy and clumsy. As she stumbled down the steps, Lily heard a few bystanders on the landing say the word “drunk” and something

  clicked in her fuzzy head. Lily stopped dead and yanked on Scot’s arm, turning him around to face her.




  “Did you put alcohol in my drink?” she asked. She must have said it louder than she’d intended because the room got quiet all of a sudden. “Did you?” she repeated,

  intentionally raising her voice this time.




  “A little vodka,” Scot admitted with a casual shrug.




  “How could you do that?” she asked. The only other time Lily had tried alcohol, she’d spent the night in the ICU with a fever of 115 degrees. She ran her hand across her

  forehead, and it came back dripping sweat. “Oh, no.”




  Scot’s eyes widened with fear when he registered just how pale and sweaty Lily was. “It was half a shot. I swear,” Scot said, pleading his case to the gathering crowd.




  “Are you okay?” Breakfast asked in her ear.




  Bleary as her vision was, Lily felt Breakfast take her arm before she actually saw him do it. She leaned against him, her head spinning and her vision bending sickeningly around the edges.




  “Tristan. I need Tristan,” Lily whispered desperately. She felt a building sensation in her body, as if she were a roller coaster reaching the top of its climb. She knew that in a

  moment she would be powerless to stop the descent.




  “I don’t know if that’s such a good idea,” Breakfast said gently.




  “I need Tristan now!” Lily insisted, shouting over him.




  “He’s in there,” Breakfast said, pointing to a door a few steps away from where Lily was standing. It was the bathroom door.




  Breakfast kept a steadying hand on Lily’s arm while she knocked. Tristan didn’t answer her, but she could hear him talking to someone else in there. His voice sounded low and urgent.

  Something was terribly wrong. Lily pulled open the door.




  At first it didn’t make sense. Why would Tristan be half naked in Scot’s bathroom? Then Lily saw Miranda behind him. She had her bare back turned away from the door, but Lily

  didn’t need to see her face to recognize her long, bleached-blonde hair.




  “What?” Lily started to ask, and stopped herself. She knew what was going on—she just couldn’t believe it.




  Tristan finally managed to pull his shirt over his head and noticed Lily’s condition. “Lily,” he said, taking a step toward her.




  Revolted, Lily backed away from him, plowing into Breakfast. She latched on to Breakfast when her legs gave out. It felt as if her own clothes were smothering her. Her muscles began to twitch as

  the electrical storm in her overheated brain took over. Her arms and legs went rigid, and her entire body convulsed with the superhuman strength of a seizure.




  Frightened voices rose up from the crowd that had gathered around the humiliating scene. “What the hell is wrong with her? Is she’s having a fit?” the voices murmured.




  Breakfast guided Lily gently down to the floor as the seizure descended on her in earnest. Blobs of light in her eyes and a clanging in her ears crowded out all of Lily’s other senses. She

  couldn’t feel anything. She was on the floor, her fever eating her up inside, and then it all shifted.




  She saw herself lying there, teeth clacking together, spine bowing and arching as her muscles pulled her bones and joints to their limits. She hovered there, above herself, watching her body

  tear itself apart. Then—she didn’t hear a girl’s voice, not exactly. It was fainter than that, like it was coming from far away, and the words were being placed inside

  her head.




  You are sick in this world.




  Lily wondered if she was talking to herself.




  Come to me and be the most powerful person in the world.




  But . . . I don’t want to go, Lily thought. The faint voice went away, and Lily fell back into her body.




  She saw Tristan’s face, desperate and yelling over hers, but all she heard was the whoosh of the blood in her veins. She tasted leather and blood. Hands held her down. She felt

  herself being lifted and carried. Pale faces, frightened faces, flashed past her.




  “Tristan?” she lisped. Something was in her mouth. She got her fingers to obey her enough to pull it out, and stared at a leather strap. A belt.




  “It’s okay, Lily,” Tristan said, his voice high and fearful. “I’ll take you to the hospital.”




  “Won’t make it,” she whispered. Her tongue was so swollen it filled up her mouth. “Too hot.”




  “Okay,” he said, immediately understanding. “I’ll take you to Juliet.”




  Lily saw Breakfast running in front of them. He opened the car doors and helped Tristan put Lily in the front seat and buckle her up.




  “Oh my God. She’s burning,” Breakfast said in a quavering voice.




  “Just leave it. There’s no time,” Tristan growled. “Shut the door.”




  Breakfast obeyed and got in the back. Tristan sped to Lily’s house, and he and Breakfast carried her inside.




  “Tristan? What’s going on? What happened?” Juliet cried as soon as she saw Lily.




  “Some bastard slipped vodka into Lily’s drink. Get ice.”




  Juliet ran to the fridge as Tristan and Breakfast carried Lily upstairs to the bathroom. Tristan put her in the tub and cranked on the cold tap, tilting her head under it. Lily sighed when the

  water spilled across her roasting forehead. Juliet joined them and dumped ice into the tub. Tristan’s face floated over hers. She wanted to cry and scream and push him away from her, but she

  couldn’t move.




  “Please tell me she’s not going to die,” Breakfast said in a slightly hysterical tone. “I don’t think I could handle watching someone die.”




  “How did this happen, Tristan?” Juliet asked, ignoring Breakfast. “Did you leave her alone?”




  Tristan didn’t answer for a while. He scooped water over Lily, his hands stiff and white with cold. “Yeah. I left her.”




  Water filled the tub. Lily’s slack limbs floated up around her. She looked at them, breaking the surface of the water. She watched how the surface of the water clung to her and formed

  liquid webs between her fingers. Finally, she felt the fire go out. Exhaustion followed, nearly paralyzing her with its quick onset.




  “Her fever’s dropping,” Tristan said from far, far away.




  Lily’s eyes shut and she slipped into sleep.




  Lily felt Tristan’s arm, heavy and smooth, draped over her shoulder. He was tucked against her back, all the covers piled on top of him to keep him warm while Lily stayed

  cool. The window was open. Lily watched her white curtains swell and sink on the cold November breeze. A day ago, she would have been over the moon to lie like this with him, but now she felt

  nothing for him. In fact, she wanted him to leave so she could figure out why she felt so empty. Lily was looking for a way to wiggle out from underneath his heavy arm when Tristan’s

  breathing hitched and he woke up.




  “Lily?” he said anxiously, rising up on his elbow behind her.




  “I’m awake,” she answered.




  “Are you okay? How do you feel? Do you need something?”




  “No, Tristan. I don’t need anything.”




  She felt him looking down at her, studying her, but she couldn’t bear to meet his eyes. Again, she wished he’d go away so she could think.




  “I’m so sorry—I can’t believe Scot did that to you,” he said quietly. She could feel angry heat radiating off of Tristan and saw his fist clench. “I’m

  going to beat the shit out of him.”




  “Why?” Lily asked. “He’s not the one who abandoned me for another girl.”




  A long, awkward silence stretched out between them. Lily felt Tristan grow tenser with every passing second. He flopped onto his back with a frustrated sigh.




  “I’m sorry you saw that, okay?” More silence. She didn’t know what to say. He took her shoulder and rolled her onto her back. “Will you at least look at

  me?”




  Lily did as he asked. She half expected to burst into tears or start screaming at him as soon as she saw his face. But she didn’t feel anything for Tristan except a growing sense of

  disgust.




  “Say something,” he urged. He was afraid.




  Lily had never been the cold anger kind of girl. She was a yeller, a foot stomper, and a pillow thrower. This blankness she felt toward him was completely unlike her, but she couldn’t help

  it. All she could see when she looked at Tristan was a guy who’d taken a sophomore girl into the bathroom for a quickie at a party. It was nasty—borderline nauseating—and

  she wished she’d never seen it. It had stolen something from her, but she didn’t know what it was just yet.




  “What?” she replied when his expectant look intensified. “What do you want me to say, Tristan?”




  His eyes narrowed. “You’re punishing me. Fine,” he said tersely. “Just remember I never made any promises. And I never lied to you, Lily.”




  “Let me get this straight,” she said, sitting up and turning to him. “As long as you don’t verbally promise anything to anyone, you can treat girls like dirt, and you

  aren’t technically doing anything wrong. Aren’t you going to accept any responsibility for this?”




  He looked away. He couldn’t meet her eyes. “I’m just pointing out that I never said we were exclusive.”




  “And that’s your justification? The same justification you gave me about Miranda yesterday?” Lily felt like she’d been tricked. Like some huckster had sold her snake oil

  and blamed her for not reading the fine print when it made her sick. “I used to think I meant more to you than they did, but I don’t, do I?”




  “You know I care more about you than I ever have about anyone else.” Tristan was yelling now, and in a way he seemed relieved—like having a big fight would clear the air.

  “You have no idea the things I’ve gone through for you. I’ve been there for you, defended you, protected you. I could have slept with you the other night on the couch, but I

  didn’t. I stopped before we went too far because I knew I wasn’t ready to be faithful to you, and I didn’t want to hurt you.”




  “I bet you think that makes you a good person.” Lily wasn’t angry anymore. She just wanted the whole thing to be over. “It doesn’t, Tristan.”




  Lily had never shown this side of herself to Tristan—the harder side that had protected her when girls started whispering about her family behind her back—and he didn’t seem to

  know what to do with it. The look on his face, after the shock had passed, was pure hurt. Then the anger set in. Proud anger.




  She saw the shape of him put on his shirt and storm out, but the image was blurry because she didn’t have the strength to focus her eyes. She just couldn’t find a reason to try and

  stop him. What was the point, really? He wouldn’t be coming back. And if he did, nothing would ever be the same anyway. Their friendship was over.




  She repeated the phrase Tristan isn’t my friend anymore in her head, trying to convince herself that it was real.




  Lily sat in her bed, legs pulled up, chin resting on her knees, not seeing anything but blurry shapes and colors. Things would never be the same again. Especially not after half the school had

  witnessed one of her seizures. Lily had been embarrassed many times in her life, but no one outside of Tristan and her family had ever seen her foam at the mouth before. As messed up as her life

  had been, it was about to get exponentially worse. And this time she would have to face all the jeers and taunts in school alone. Tristan wasn’t her friend anymore and he wouldn’t be

  there to help get her through it. He wouldn’t stand up for her, or protect her, or drive her home and make her talk about it. Lily didn’t know what to look forward to after a day of

  horror at school if she couldn’t look forward to seeing him.




  Lily stood up and got dressed. Her legs and arms still felt rubbery and weak from the seizure, but they still worked, and that was good enough. Jeans. T-shirt. Chucks. She went outside and down

  to the shore. She sat on a rock and stared at the water. Gray. Cold. Wild. She let her mind drift out there somewhere with the waves, farther and freer than ever before. There wasn’t one

  thought in her head. Usually when Lily tried to empty her mind, it became ironically crowded, but not this time. For once, there was silence inside of her, an empty space that seemed to be

  expanding. Tears slid down her face. She wished she could just disappear.




  She heard a faint voice again from far away, a voice that sounded just like hers.




  Are you ready to go now?




  “Yes,” Lily answered, only feeling half crazy. Maybe this is what her mother felt, she thought. Maybe being crazy didn’t feel crazy at all—it just felt like you were

  having a conversation with yourself. “I’m done here.”




  I watch the flames rise around me and hear the wood of the pyre pop and groan. Even though I’m prepared for this, the fear I feel is unavoidable. No matter how strong

  you think you are, fire has a way of bypassing rational thought. It talks directly to your skin. Your brain never enters into the conversation.




  Heat builds around me, and the fire begins to eat into my flesh. Yes, fire has teeth, and it chews at you like a living, breathing animal. It even roars like an animal. When you’re in

  its mouth, you have to fight for air. Fire, like a lion, likes to suffocate its prey.




  The flames rise, and I twist and scream, trying to get away, but the iron shackles on my wrists keep me bound to this stake.




  I’m a witch. And witches burn.




  There are other ways for a witch to gather power, of course, but the pyre is the best. When I’m burning, I’m completely focused. Every micro-joule of energy is converted into

  power. It’s almost like I can’t waste any part of my pain. Like agony itself is another source of power. When I come to the pyre, I remember that I am alive.




  I also remember what I owe for my life—what I did to keep it. I remember what I must do, even if it makes me the villain of my own story. Most importantly, I remember that the good of

  the many really does outweigh the good of the few. Even if one of those few is me.




  It took me eight months to find the right candidate, to watch and wait, and now she’s finally ready to come. She’s strong. She’s independent. She’s a survivor. She

  has all of my power, but in her world she is powerless—sickly, even. I need to be certain that I’m not stealing the savior of another world in order to save mine. But most importantly,

  there is no Rowan in her world. If there were, I’d never be able to convince her to leave. I wouldn’t bother trying. I know what it is to love Rowan and what it feels like to lose him.

  I’d never ask that of another.




  I feel like I’ve been roasting on this pyre for days, but I know that in reality only a few seconds have passed. I haven’t even begun to transmute the energy of the flame and use

  it to bring her body from her world into mine. Funny how quickly the mind moves, but how slowly time does when you’re in pain. I always think of Rowan when I’m in pain, probably because

  the comparison comforts me. If I survived the pain of losing him, I guess I can handle anything.




  This logic has served me well over the past year. Whenever I’ve felt weak and doubted my path, all I’ve needed to do is think of Rowan and what I did to him. If I didn’t

  have mercy on him, why should I be merciful with others? There’s a clarity that comes with cruelty. When you’ve alienated everyone who means something to you and you’ve sacrificed

  every last sense of self, then there really is nothing left to lose.




  This girl I’m about to steal has no concept of loss. She doesn’t understand the difference between infatuation and love. That’s a good thing. I don’t want her broken

  like me. I want her wounded, yes, but stronger for it. There comes a day when every girl loses the stars in her eyes. And then she can see clearly.




  This is Lily’s day.




  The voice went away for a few moments, and Lily thought that was that. She didn’t really think anything would happen. Then all sensation left her body and the voice came

  back.




  It will be terrifying. It was for me.




  There was no more warning than that. At first, she was too stunned to be frightened, but then the fear came, just as the voice had promised.




  It was like being numb, but not the warm, tingly numbness of Novocaine. This was absolute sensory deprivation. Lily couldn’t feel the clothes on her body, the hard rock under her legs, or

  the weight of her skin on her bones. She couldn’t even feel the panic that she knew she was experiencing; she could only think it. She was disembodied and she wondered if that meant she was

  dead.




  Then the vibration began. Lily didn’t know if it was a sound, a sensation, or something in between, but a steady thrumming became her only focus in the void. It was a distinct pattern, a

  unique combination of rhythm, intensity, pitch, and duration that was as recognizable as a friend’s voice. It was a song without notes, as complex as a symphony, and startlingly beautiful. It

  ended and another began. The second vibration was as unique and as infinitely complicated as the first, and it ended just as abruptly.




  As fast as a light being switched on, Lily could feel her body again. She could feel, see, taste, and smell the world again. She was still sitting on the same rock, still staring out at the same

  Atlantic Ocean, but several things were off. The air smelled clearer and fresher. The sky lacked the vaguely brownish smudge of smog ringing the horizon. There were more barnacles on the rocks and

  more starfish in the tide pools.




  Her skin prickling with a preternatural sense of wrongness, Lily turned and looked behind her.




  She was still in a Salem. The shape of the shoreline, as familiar to her as the whorls of her own thumbprint, told her that.




  She just wasn’t in her Salem anymore.




  





  
CHAPTER 3




  LILY SAT AND stared at the impossible sight before her.




  A massive castle-like structure loomed where her house was supposed to stand, and beyond that, Lily could make out the outline of a city. She stared at the skyline, trying to make it register. A

  city larger than Boston stood where little Salem used to be. A city made up of weird buildings that were shaped unlike any she’d seen before. Twisting high above even the tallest skyscrapers

  were spiraling towers that seemed to be crawling with vegetation. Lily jumped down off her rock and ran up the steep path from the beach, hoping that as she got closer the whole thing would

  dissolve like a mirage in the desert.




  “I’m dreaming. I fell asleep on the rock and now I’m dreaming,” she muttered under her breath, but she knew it wasn’t true. Her skin tingled with awareness of the

  world around her. She felt completely awake. Whatever was happening to her was real.




  Lily crested the rise and met the implacable wall of the castle. Running along its side, she reached a turret that blocked any further progress along the edge and quickly realized that there was

  no way around the fortification. This structure was built to keep invaders out, whether they approached by land or sea.
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