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    First Edition


Prologue

	I was three weeks pregnant when my husband died in a car accident.

	He left his entire estate to a foreign student named Jasmine.

	It hit me all at once. He hadn't loved jasmine flowers at all. He had loved a girl whose name happened to be Jasmine.

	


Chapter 1

	The call from the police came as I was walking out of the OB-GYN's office.

	The ultrasound printout slipped out of my hand and fluttered to the pavement. The whole sky seemed to collapse on top of me.

	The man who had called twenty minutes earlier to tell me he'd picked up my favorite lemon tart from Sorrento's was now a body on a gurney.

	A multi-vehicle pileup on the interstate. Both drivers dead at the scene. The fire had been so intense it had lit up the entire stretch of highway.

	I saw his body. It was barely recognizable. The wedding band on his ring finger was the only thing I could still make out, and the sight of it nearly knocked me to my knees.

	I was still sobbing when a man in a suit approached me. He introduced himself as the estate attorney. He had a will folded inside a leather portfolio.

	It had been drafted two weeks before the accident.

	I couldn't understand it. Why would Adrian Bennett have prepared a will two weeks ago? Had he known something was coming?

	What I read next made everything worse.

	The entire will named one beneficiary. A girl named Jasmine.

	I — his wife — wasn't even mentioned.

	


Chapter 2

	I found Jasmine on a side street in Rome.

	She was about ten. She wore a sundress printed with tiny wildflowers. She was running through the square with the unselfconscious joy of a child who has no idea she is being watched. A single white jasmine blossom was tucked behind her ear.

	The breeze lifted her hair. My eyes burned.

	I thought, suddenly, about the very first weeks of our marriage. About how I had asked Adrian why he wanted to fill our garden with jasmine.

	He had only smiled and said nothing.

	I had assumed, for two years, that Adrian Bennett simply loved jasmine flowers. Now I understood —

	He had loved the flower because of her.

	I had never thought Adrian would betray me.

	But the evidence kept piling up, kept stabbing at me, until I had no choice but to accept what was sitting in front of me in a sundress.

	Adrian had left every penny he owned to Jasmine. There was only one explanation that fit.

	Jasmine had to be his daughter.

	I crossed the square at a half-run. I caught her by the arm, my hands trembling, and demanded — in my broken Italian — to speak to her mother.

	The girl screamed. Heads turned along the street.

	A blond, blue-eyed woman came running from across the piazza. She shoved me back hard and pulled Jasmine behind her.

	"Let go of my daughter!"

	I froze.

	The woman was Caucasian. Jasmine was unmistakably Asian. Not biracial. Asian.

	The woman locked her eyes on me. "Who are you. What do you want."

	I drew a breath. "I'm Adrian Bennett's wife."

	What she said next was not what I expected.

	She had never heard of an Adrian Bennett.

	She knew nothing about any inheritance.

	She and Jasmine were complete strangers to my husband.

	"I don't know what you're talking about. I don't want your money. Please. Leave us alone."

	She gripped Jasmine's hand and pulled her away. They didn't look back.

	Except — once.

	A few steps down the street, Jasmine turned her head and looked at me.

	It was a long, knowing look. Not a child's look at all.

	She walked on as if nothing had happened.

	I stood in the middle of the square and felt the floor of my certainty give way.

	I had missed something. Something important.

	Jasmine — whatever she was to Adrian — she was not a stranger.

	A man does not leave eighty percent of his estate to a stranger.

	


Chapter 3

	I had met Adrian Bennett at a small ramen shop in San Francisco.

	He was the quiet line cook. He never spoke unless he had to.

	He was also the only subject in the thousands of photographs on my phone.

	I loved the way the kitchen light fell on his forearms when he rolled up his sleeves. I loved the way his apron tied at his back. I loved the cool, focused profile of his face.

	The owner said he had no family, no friends, no past anyone had to ask about. He worked hard. The owner had let him stay.

	One afternoon, walking to the shop, I felt my purse get yanked off my shoulder. A teenager in a hoodie was already halfway down the block.

	I hadn't even gotten the word out of my mouth before a dark figure shot past me.

	Adrian caught the kid two blocks away.

	He came back with my purse in the late-afternoon light, sweat on his forehead, the long fawn-eyed slant of his eyes lifted slightly at the corners. He held the bag out.

	"Anything missing?"

	It was the first sentence he'd ever spoken to me.

	There was something in the air — something charged. I went pink. My fingers brushed his as I took the bag and my heart kicked.

	"I'm Vivian Caldwell."

	"Thank you. Let me buy you dinner."

	He looked at me, evaluating, like he was looking through me at something else.

	The traffic noise was deafening. I waited.

	"Okay," he said.

	Our love story began with a thank-you dinner.

	Well — my one-sided pursuit of him began with a thank-you dinner. The love story took longer.

	


Chapter 4

	A flight attendant tapped me on the shoulder. I jolted awake.

	The plane was on the ground. The dream was already retreating.

	For a second it had been so vivid. Adrian had still been alive. Adrian had never died.

	I went directly from the airport to the hospital.

	The white woman in Rome had lied to me. She had to have lied.

	If she wouldn't talk, I would find another way.

	I had hairs from both Adrian's pillow and Jasmine's brush. I handed them to the lab tech and signed for the test.

	Forty-eight hours.

	It struck me, sitting in the lab waiting room, that in two years of marriage I had never met a single one of Adrian's friends.

	He had no past. He had no people.

	It had been only me.

	


Chapter 8

	The man I had married had been quiet. Tender. Sun-warm with me, and cool with the rest of the world.

	He gave me the kind of affection he could not have hidden if he'd tried. He fed stray dogs on the street and then talked to me about them for the rest of the walk home.

	I had loved to tease him just to watch his ears go red.

	"Adrian. Did you ever love anyone before me?"

	He had looked at me, his eyes reflecting only my face. "No. Only you."

	I had believed him.

	A man as guarded as Adrian Bennett does not have a long list of exes. Most women wouldn't have had the patience to chase a man that closed off. I had.

	He had spoiled me. He had spoiled me to a degree that embarrassed me when I thought about it now.

	Except for one thing.

	He could never remember that I loved cilantro.

	"Double cilantro. Double cilantro. Double cilantro. I'm saying it three times so you'll remember. Please. Please stop letting the cook take my cilantro out."

	He had nodded, his chopsticks hesitating in his hand.

	"Okay."

	My vision blurred.

	The man who had watched bad TV with me at three in the morning. Who had walked home in the rain so I wouldn't get a drop on me. Who had made me breakfast every single day —

	That man was gone.

	I had loved him more than anything when he died on the interstate. And

	


Chapter 20

	At his first birthday party, AJ — Adrian Bennett Jr. — was put in front of a tray of objects.

	He chose his father's badge.

	He had Adrian's eyes. There was already something resolute in them.

	He grew up. He chose the police academy. He inherited his father's badge number.

	His first year out, he brought a girl home.

	She was holding a bouquet of white jasmine. She smiled at me and said hello.

	For a second, I was back in a square in Rome, watching a girl in a flower-print sundress run through the afternoon light, a single white blossom behind her ear.

	Every generation has its work.

	That work passes from one to the next, generation to generation, without end.

	I think — at last — that this is what Adrian Bennett had been living for.
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