
      
         [image: cover image]

      
   
      
         [image: title page]

      
   
      
      
      
         
            Dedication

         
         
            To Honey and Lynn, so much more than sisters-in-law. You are the best decisions our brothers ever made. 

         

         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Epigraph

         
         
            The past is never dead. It’s not even past.

            —William Faulkner, Requiem for a Nun
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            − 1 −
Addison

         
         I’d like to think I’m a good person, but I have no way of knowing for sure. I don’t remember my real name, where I’m from,
            or if I have any family. I must have friends somewhere, but the only ones I recognize are the ones I’ve made in the two years
            since the new me was born—every memory before that has been wiped away. I don’t remember how I got the crescent-shaped scar
            on my knee or why the smell of roses turns my stomach. The only thing I have is here and now, and even that feels tenuous.
            There are some things I do know. I like chocolate ice cream better than vanilla, and I love to watch the sunset paint the
            sky in vibrant orange and pink at dusk. And I love taking pictures. I think it’s because I feel more comfortable behind the
            camera and looking out. Looking inward is too painful when there’s nothing much to see.
         

         
         We’re celebrating my engagement on this beautiful September day, and I’m surrounded by people who say they love me, but who is it really that they love? How can you truly know someone when their entire past is a mystery? Gabriel, my fiancé, is sitting next to me, looking at me in an adoring way that makes me feel warm all over. He’s one of those people whose eyes smile, and you can’t help but feel good when he’s around. He is the one who is helping me discover the parts of myself that feel authentic. I take pictures. Gabriel tells me that I’m an amazing talent. I don’t know if I’d go that far, but I love doing it. When I’m behind the camera, I’m me again. I know instinctively that this is something I’ve done and loved doing for a long time. It’s the thing that has saved me, given me a living, and led me to Gabriel. He’s actually giving me my first break—a show at his family’s gallery—in October. Soon, they’ll be my family too. 

         
         The clinking of a glass gets my attention. It’s Patrick, Gabriel’s best man.

         
         “As you all know, this clown and I have been friends since we were six. I could stand here all day and tell you stories. But
            since both our sets of parents are present, I’ll spare you the gory details and just say that we’ve had our share of good
            times and laughs, and our share of trouble. I never thought he’d settle down, but the minute I saw him with Addison, I knew
            he was a goner.” Patrick lifts his glass toward us both. “To Addy and Gabriel. Long life!”
         

         
         My eyes scan the restaurant and land on Darcy. Her glass is lifted, but her smile seems forced, and her eyes are sad.

         
         We all raise our glasses and sip. Gabriel’s sister, Hailey, is my maid of honor, but she cannot regale the crowd with stories
            of our shared past because, like Gabriel, she’s only known me for six months. Despite the festive mood around me, darkness
            descends again, and I feel hollow. Gabriel seems to sense my mood shift and squeezes my hand under the table, then leans over
            and whispers, “You all right?”
         

         
         I squeeze back and force a smile, nodding, willing the tears not to fall.

         
         Then Gigi gets up and takes the microphone from Patrick.

         
         “I may have only known Addison for a couple of years, but I couldn’t love her any more. When she came into our lives, it was
            the biggest blessing we could have asked for.” She looks at me. “You’re like a daughter to us, and Ed and I are so happy for
            you. To new beginnings.”
         

         
         I know she’s trying to make it right for me, but it’s hard to toast to new beginnings when they’re all I have. I do it anyway, because I love her too, and because she and Ed try to be the parents that I don’t have. Ed will give me away at the wedding, and while I’m grateful to have him, I can’t help but worry that I have a father somewhere wondering what happened to me. That’s what makes it so impossible for me to fully embrace anyone with my whole heart. What if my parents are out there somewhere mourning for me, agonizing over what’s happened to me or thinking I’m dead? Or even worse, what if there is no one looking? 

         
         The doctors have told me that I have to be patient. That memory is a tricky thing. The more I try to force it, the more elusive
            it becomes. I have no real clues to my identity, no identification, no cell phone containing pictures or contacts. My body,
            on the other hand, shares some clues—the jagged scars that tell their own story—just not to me.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            − 2 −
Julian

         
         Julian Hunter had been melancholy all day. Another wedding anniversary coming up in a few months and only memories of happier
            times to comfort him now.
         

         
         “Tell me again about the day you and Mommy got married, Daddy.” Valentina snuggled closer to Julian and rested her head against
            his chest. She smiled broadly at him, her green eyes fringed by thick lashes that were as raven black as her hair.
         

         
         He leaned down to kiss the top of his seven-year-old daughter’s head. The familiar feeling of loss swept over him again, but
            he swallowed and began. “It started out as a beautiful November day filled with sunshine. We got married right here in the
            house—in the grand living room. Mommy wouldn’t let me see her or her wedding dress before the ceremony. She said it was bad
            luck.”
         

         
         Julian smiled as he remembered how adamant Cassandra had been, insisting upon staying apart the morning before the ceremony.
            “You don’t really believe in bad luck, do you?” he’d asked her, and she’d looked at him, her eyes wide, and said she was just being cautious. Julian considered himself a
            rational man of science, and his career in medicine had shown him that luck had nothing to do with the course of people’s
            lives. But he’d decided to humor her.
         

         
         “Daddy, keep going.” Valentina pushed against him.

         
         “Right. So . . . it was a very small wedding, with just a few of our friends and your grandfather. A young music student from the university played her cello as Mommy came into the room and walked toward me.” 

         
         “Did she look beautiful?”

         
         “Yes, Valentina. She looked very beautiful.” An image from that day filled his head. Cassandra standing for a moment at the
            arched entrance to the room, in a high-necked, long-sleeved sheath that skimmed her slender figure and then fell straight
            to the floor. She smiled, her eyes meeting his as she walked down the aisle. When he noticed a white gardenia in her long
            black hair, he was touched by her loving acknowledgment of the flowers he’d given her the night he proposed.
         

         
         “More, Daddy,” Valentina urged.

         
         “That’s enough for tonight, sweet girl. It’s time for bed.” He gently rose from the sofa, but his daughter remained seated.

         
         “No, please. Can’t I stay up a little longer?”

         
         He reached down and wrapped her small hand in his, pulling her to her feet. “Afraid not, little one. What would Mommy say
            if she knew I was keeping you up past your bedtime?”
         

         
         Valentina’s expression darkened. “Mommy wouldn’t care. If she cared, she would come home.”

         
         Julian had no answer for his little girl. He’d tried to explain it to her so many times, but the problem was that there was no explanation.
         

         
         He thought back to the last time he’d seen Cassandra, and the familiar ache of loss and regret filled him. They’d had their problems like any couple, of course. She could be mercurial and moody. He didn’t like to think about the night they’d had their worst fight, both of them spewing angry words neither could take back. Afterward he’d thought all was lost, that he’d have to raise Valentina alone. But then, miraculously, everything turned out okay. For a while, anyhow. Now, two years later, and not a trace of her. It was unbelievable, really, as if she’d vanished into thin air. But he believed with every fiber of his being that she would be found. It was the only thing that kept him going. Well, that and Valentina, of course. She was the image of her mother, with Cassandra’s face and hair, but her lips were Julian’s, full and generous. 

         
         Now he steered his little girl to the stairs, and together they climbed to the second floor. “Teeth brushing and then a very
            short bedtime story,” he said to her.
         

         
         “Two stories?” she asked as she walked over to the white bookcases that filled one wall of her pink bedroom.

         
         “Don’t push your luck, little one. It’s late.”

         
         After the bedtime ritual was over and he’d kissed his daughter good night, Julian headed reluctantly to his own bedroom. As
            he entered, his eyes went right to the antique dressing table, where all of Cassandra’s lotions and perfumes sat just as she
            had left them, next to the jeweled hairbrush he’d given her on their first anniversary. He walked over and picked it up, raising
            it to his nose. He imagined he could discern her scent, but he knew he was kidding himself. Placing the brush back on the
            table, he moved to one of the large closets—her closet—and opened the doors. All of her beautiful clothes hung neatly, untouched since she’d disappeared. He couldn’t bear
            to get rid of her things. That would mean she was gone for good.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            − 3 −
Addison

         
         “More tea, sweetheart?” Gigi asks me as she closes her fingers around the ceramic pot.

         
         “Yes, thank you.” I slide my mug closer and look at the strong fingers as Gigi pours, the nails short, professional and unpolished,
            the way a nurse’s hand should look—proficient and assured. But the rest of her is all warmth and comfort, from the womanly
            curves and red hair swept up in a soft and loose bun to the blue eyes that always have a sparkle in them.
         

         
         Sitting at the wood farm table in her and Ed’s cozy kitchen always makes me feel cared for and protected.

         
         “Last night was wonderful, Addy. You and Gabriel are so perfect together. Ed and I are thrilled for you.”

         
         She looks so pleased, but all at once I’m feeling the same thing in my stomach that I felt last night—a fluttering anxiety,
            as if my insides are twisting around each other. I hold my breath, trying to subdue the pulsating, and smile back at Gigi.
            “I’m very lucky,” I say.
         

         
         “You need to remember that Gabriel’s the lucky one too. Right?” Gigi’s eyes tell me she knows what I’m thinking. That as someone with no past and no family and barely a career, I have little to offer Gabriel. He is a smart and successful man, popular, well-liked, and from an amazing family. Blythe and Ted Oliver, his parents, opened their gallery in Philadelphia’s Old City soon after they married thirty-two years ago. Blythe is an artist and Ted is in charge of acquisitions. The gallery’s specialty is contemporary art, and often the two of them travel, searching for new and promising artists, while they leave the day-to-day management to Gabriel and his sister Hailey. They’re a close family who make it obvious that they love spending time together. Their dinner conversations are animated and lively, with the topics ranging from art to social issues to world events. For me it’s like watching a tutorial on what it is to have parents and siblings, and I always wonder what my own family might be like. Do I have any sisters or brothers? Did we enjoy each other the way Gabriel’s family does? 

         
         And then I put myself in Blythe’s place. How would I feel if my son were marrying a woman with no past? No health or genetic
            information. No clue about her own background. I would wonder if there were any mental health problems in her family, or addiction,
            or . . . or . . . I would have myriad questions that couldn’t be answered. Blythe and Ted must surely have the same questions.
            How could they not?
         

         
         “Addison.” Gigi’s stern voice startles me, and I raise my eyes to hers. “You’re brooding, and you’ve got to stop this. It’s
            clear to us that Gabriel and his family love you. You’re a lovely woman—kind and caring. Not to mention that you’re also smart
            and beautiful.” She smiles at this. “But seriously, you can’t keep thinking of yourself as this poor little stray that doesn’t
            deserve happiness.”
         

         
         “I can tell myself that all day, Gigi, but it doesn’t make me believe it.” I shake my head. “You don’t understand. You can’t understand what it’s like to have no past, no memory of who you are.”
         

         
         “You’re right, honey. I don’t know how it feels. But you’ve got to stop beating yourself up about it. You didn’t deliberately choose to forget everything.”
         

         
         “But what if I did? Maybe I did something so awful I wanted to black it out.”

         
         “You didn’t do something awful. And people don’t choose amnesia. It happens as a result of something.” Gigi throws her hands out, palms up. “A head injury or some type of trauma. Something.”
         

         
         I sigh and rub my forehead. “I know I’ve asked you this a hundred times, but can you remember anything from the night Ed brought
            me here? Something I said or did that seemed unusual?” I knew it was a useless question. I don’t even know why I asked.
         

         
         How many times had I relived every detail of that night two years ago? I was drained, dragging my feet, limping, and feeling
            as if I would pass out if I had to go any farther. My throat was closing like it was filled with dust and grit, making it
            hard to breathe. I needed water desperately, and I knew I had to do whatever I could to make someone stop.
         

         
         I made my way to the road and stumbled along the shoulder until I was unable to walk farther and put my thumb out for the
            next vehicle that passed. I’m not sure how long it was until I saw the headlights of a big rig coming toward me. It went right
            past me, and all the air whooshed from my lungs like a balloon deflating, and I felt tears run down my cheeks. And then, miracle
            of miracles, he stopped, backed up, and reached over and opened the passenger door.
         

         
         “You need a ride, missy?” His deep voice washed over me like a balm.

         
         “Yes, please,” I said, shivering.

         
         “Hop in,” he said, reaching his hand out to help me up the steps on the passenger side.

         
         I shut the door and wrapped my arms around myself, and he continued to study me. “You okay?”

         
         I looked down at my ripped pants and the dried blood on my hands. My head was pounding, and when I reached up to touch my
            forehead, my body jolted in pain. “I’m fine. Could I . . . do you have any water?”
         

         
         He reached into a compartment next to him and grabbed a cold bottle, handing it to me, before he started driving. He kept his eyes on the road and didn’t say anything right away. Then, “Where you headed?” 

         
         I thought a minute. I had no idea. “Wherever you’re going,” I said.

         
         He gave me an odd look. “I’m heading home to Pennsylvania. I’ve been on the road ten days.”

         
         “Pennsylvania. That sounds good.” I looked out my window at the tall pine trees we were passing and then turned to him. “Where
            are we now?”
         

         
         “New Jersey.” He frowned and looked at me strangely, then back at the road. “You have people in Pennsylvania?”

         
         “I’m not sure,” was all I could get out.

         
         “I know it’s none of my business, but hitchhiking is very dangerous. Do you realize the things that can happen? Especially
            to a young woman?”
         

         
         I felt a nervous flutter in my stomach. Was he about to tell me that I’d made a mistake getting in his truck? I said nothing.

         
         He must have realized he’d scared me because he put a hand up. “Don’t worry. You’re safe with me. I belong to an organization
            that tries to stop people from being hurt.” He glanced over at me again and looked concerned. “You don’t look too good. Kinda
            pale. I can swing off the highway and get you to a hospital. No problem.”
         

         
         My stomach tightened as panic welled up inside of me. I was terrified but had no idea why. “No, please. I’m okay. Really.
            Please. Don’t stop.”
         

         
         He rubbed his chin for a moment. “Okay. But when we get to Philadelphia, you get medical attention.” Ed told me later that
            he’d continued to drive against his better judgment, but there was something in my voice that made him keep going.
         

         
         I sighed, relieved, and leaned my head against the window, closing my eyes. I felt myself drifting off to sleep when Ed’s deep voice startled me. 

         
         “What’s your name? You from around here?”

         
         My name? I had no idea. I scrunched my eyes shut and tried to concentrate, but my brain felt muddled and hazy. Taking a deep
            breath, I decided to tell him the truth. It was going to come out sooner or later anyway. “I don’t know. The thing is . . .”
            I stopped and inhaled deeply again. “The thing is, I don’t remember anything that happened before I was walking along the
            road, holding my head.”
         

         
         “You mean you can’t remember how you got hurt?”

         
         “I mean I don’t know who I am. I have no memory of anything except walking and getting into your truck.”

         
         Ed let out a low whistle. “You have amnesia?”

         
         “I guess so.” I didn’t have enough energy to talk anymore. “I’m really tired,” I said. “Do you mind if I just rest for a little?”

         
         “Sure. Why don’t you jump back into the sleeper? You’ll be more comfortable there.”

         
         Maybe if I had been in a more coherent state of mind I would have hesitated, worried again that he might be a threat, but
            I was exhausted. Bone-tired. I craned my neck and looked around behind my seat to see a big bed inviting me to stretch out.
            When he pulled off the road, I crawled onto it and wiggled under a soft green blanket that smelled like fresh evergreens.
            It felt comforting and warm against my body, and for the rest of the ride I slept like the dead.
         

         
         When we got to the house, Ed woke me. “Hey,” he said, as he gave me a gentle poke. “Wake up. We’re here.”

         
         I lifted my head, squinting at the bright sunlight that streamed through the windows and ran my tongue across my teeth, which felt gritty. Ed helped me down from the high truck bed, and I noticed that the trailer was missing from the back of the truck. I looked at him in confusion. 

         
         “Had to drop off my load. You slept right through the stop,” he told me, taking my hand. “Let’s go inside and get that head
            looked at.”
         

         
         We went up the walk to the house, a white one-story Cape with navy blue shutters and flower boxes at every window, separated
            from the large garage by a big yard with lots of trees. Pink and cornflower-blue blossoms spilled from the containers, and
            there was something about the house that said welcome. Before we reached the small porch, the front door opened and a petite
            woman with a shock of red hair held her hand out to mine and said, “I’ve been waiting for you two. I’m Gigi. Come on in.”
         

         
         “Hi, honey,” Ed said, giving her a quick hug as we entered. “This is the young lady who needs our help.” I realized that while
            I was asleep, Ed must have called his wife to warn her he was bringing home a disoriented hitchhiker.
         

         
         Gigi wasted no time, taking me into their spotless kitchen and sitting me on a chair. She began examining my head and then
            turned to Ed and said something I couldn’t hear. “We need to get you to a hospital, just to be on the safe side,” she said,
            this time to me. “This doesn’t look too terribly awful, but I can’t see what might be going on inside. They can run some tests
            to get the full picture.”
         

         
         It hit me then how hungry I was, and I realized I had no idea when I’d last eaten. As if reading my mind, Gigi put a cup of
            tea and a buttered English muffin in front of me. “You need to eat something first,” she said, patting my back gently. I knew
            right then that this was a woman I wanted to have in my life, whatever that meant.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            − 4 −
Addison

         
         I wish Gabriel were coming with me to his mother’s tonight, but he thinks it’ll be good for me and Blythe to be alone and
            get to know each other better as we discuss wedding plans. I know she tries to make me feel comfortable, but I still find
            her intimidating, and the half-hour drive to Chestnut Hill from Gigi and Ed’s only serves to heighten my anxiety. I falter
            for a moment as I pull into the driveway. The strange thing about amnesia is that you forget facts but not skills, so I may
            not know who I am or if I’ve ever owned a car, but I remember how to drive. I put the Kia in park, turn off the engine, and
            grab from the passenger seat the folders that Blythe requested I bring. They’re filled with photographs from bridal magazines
            that she’s given me, instructing me to clip out any images I like.
         

         
         I envisioned a small, intimate wedding with only Ed and Gigi, and Gabriel’s immediate family, perhaps a few of their closest
            friends, but things seemed to go in another direction as soon as we told his parents last month that we planned to get married.
            We had just finished dinner at their house and were all sitting at the dining room table drinking coffee, and when Gabriel
            made the announcement, I saw the color drain from Blythe’s face. Ted smiled, though, and said, “Well, well, I thought this
            might be getting serious. Congratulations, son.” And then he looked over at me. “Welcome to the family, Addison. I’m happy
            for both of you.”
         

         
         Blythe recovered quickly and smiled. “Have you chosen a date?”

         
         “We want a simple wedding. The sooner the better.” Gabriel looked across the table at me. “Right, Addy?”

         
         “Right.”

         
         “Well,” Blythe said. “I can understand your wanting to be together as soon as you can, and I think small weddings are lovely.
            But maybe Addison and I could talk a little more about it before you make a final decision? Would that be agreeable to you?”
            she’d asked, looking directly at me.
         

         
         And so here I am tonight with the folders, a little apprehensive as I walk from my car to the house but hoping that we can
            agree on a small, low-key affair. She’s waiting in the open doorway as I reach the covered porch, wearing a pair of flowing
            white pants with a turquoise tunic. Her only jewelry is a pair of gold hoop earrings. She looks both elegant and casual, and
            I marvel at the ease and grace of her manner. “Addison,” she says, smiling brightly as she pulls me into a hug, and I breathe
            in the scent of her perfume. “Come in, darling,” she says, letting me go. As she closes the door, one of the folders falls
            from my hands.
         

         
         “Sorry,” I say, and bend down to retrieve it.

         
         “Oh, great, Addison. You’ve brought the pictures. Thank you for bringing over some ideas.”

         
         “Of course, I was glad to.”

         
         “Grace has put out a lovely tray of shortbread cookies and chamomile tea in the sunroom for us,” she says, leading the way.

         
         Maybe I’ve been in a home this grand in the life I don’t remember, but I’m still awestruck whenever I come to Gabriel’s family home, a gracious stone building complete with a separate carriage house. One day, when we’d been seeing each other a few months, Gabriel took me on a tour of the house while his parents were away for the weekend, and my jaw dropped to see the rooms, each more beautiful than the last. The vast living room has three separate seating sections, a grand piano, and a wall of elegant French doors that lead to a terrace overlooking the swimming pool. The library is a reader’s heaven, a quiet retreat with dark-green walls, floor-to-ceiling bookshelves, and oversize leather sofas and chairs. My favorite room, though, is the sunroom, a bright glass-walled space with a domed ceiling, filled with plants and flowers that make you feel like you’re outdoors. It’s a happy room, one I could stay in forever. 

         
         After she leads me in there, Blythe takes a seat at the glass table by the window and indicates the chair opposite for me.
            I sit and put the folders on the table, where I see she has already placed a binder, filled with printed lists and brochures.
         

         
         “Now,” she says, and smiles at me again. “Let’s talk about what you have in mind.”

         
         I look at her remarkably unlined face, so pretty. “I was thinking,” I begin, and then back up. “That is, Gabriel and I were
            thinking that we’d like something small, nothing too fancy. We even thought it might be fun to have a brief ceremony at the
            gallery and then dinner afterward at a restaurant, or even here at the house. Just the family and a few friends?”
         

         
         I try to read her expression, but her face gives nothing away.

         
         “I see,” she says.

         
         I hurry on. “We were hoping to have the ceremony sometime in November. It really shouldn’t take too long to organize.”

         
         Blythe takes her time pouring two cups of tea and then hands one to me on a saucer. She offers me a cookie from a white plate,
            which I happily accept, but I notice she doesn’t take one for herself. She takes a sip of tea, holds the cup for a moment,
            and then sets it down. Reaching across the table, she takes my hand in hers. “I understand that you’d like to keep things
            simple, and I hope you won’t think me terribly old-fashioned, but may I ask you to hear me out?”
         

         
         “Of course.”

         
         She takes her hand away and takes another sip of tea. “First of all, I want you to know that I see how happy Gabriel is with
            you, and I’m glad for that. Finding love is something to be celebrated, and I suppose I feel strongly that I want to share
            my son’s happiness and this big step he’s taking with all my family and friends. I want them all to meet you, Addison, and
            to be part of your and Gabriel’s big day. Can you understand that?”
         

         
         “Yes, I guess I can,” I say, and already I feel myself losing ground.

         
         “This is a milestone in both of your lives, and not something to be rushed through. We are fortunate enough to have the means
            to give you a lovely wedding with all the trimmings. You and Hailey and I will have so much fun shopping for a wedding dress.
            If you’d like, we can hold the ceremony and reception at the club. Or if there are other venues you’d like to explore, we
            can do that. Whatever you’d like, we’ll do.” She picks up the binder from the table and hands it to me. “Here, I put this
            together for you. It’s information on venues, florists, photographers, and so on. You and Gabriel can look over everything
            at home. I’ll make an appointment with Philippa Morgan to look at wedding dresses. We could even go to New York if you’d like.”
         

         
         She’s making me dizzy with all the plans. It sounds daunting—the dress and fittings, menus, guest lists, and standing in front
            of tons of people as we say our vows. I slide the brochures into one of my folders. “I’ll talk to Gabriel and see what he
            says.”
         

         
         A look of determination settles on her face. “Gabriel will do whatever you tell him you’d like.”

         
         So it’s my call, I think. If I go against her, I’ll start off married life with a strike against me. “You’re right, Blythe. We’ll look it all over and choose the venue. Then we can go from there.” I pause, thinking. “It’s almost the middle of September. Do you think we’ll still be able to get it all together by November?” 

         
         “Oh no, darling. Events of this magnitude take long and careful planning.” She inclines her head toward me. “But by this time
            next year, you will be dancing your first dance as husband and wife.”
         

         
         The first thing I do when I get in the car is call Hailey, who luckily picks up right away. “Hey, it’s me. I’m just leaving
            your mom’s.”
         

         
         “How did it go?” she asks.

         
         “Not like I hoped. I went in thinking she’d go along with a small wedding, and I left agreeing to the event of the season.”

         
         I hear Hailey chuckle. “I could have told you that would happen. I adore my mom, but when she sets her mind on something,
            there’s no use trying to change it.” Then her tone becomes serious. “I know you don’t want to be the center of attention for
            hordes of their friends, but listen—you and Gabriel will probably be so wrapped up in each other on your wedding day that
            you won’t even notice anyone else.”
         

         
         “I don’t know. Maybe,” I say. “But having this huge thing means we’ll have to wait a whole year.”

         
         “Hmm. I hadn’t thought about that part. But I’m sure the time will fly by. And I’m telling you, it will be a beautiful day,
            and you’ll have a great time. And whatever you need help with, I’m here. You know that.”
         

         
         “I know. Thanks, Hailey. I’m sure you’re right,” I say, although I’m still not completely convinced. “I’ll call you tomorrow.
            Good night.”
         

         
         “Good night, sister,” she says, and clicks off.

         
         When I get home, I go to the bedroom to change from my linen pants and silk blouse into cozy sweats. I sigh as I sit down to look through the binder. I turn the cover and see dividers with their subjects written in Blythe’s neat handwriting: Bridesmaids & Groomsman’s Gifts, Bands, Favors, Flowers, Invitations, Photographers, Venues. She’s thought of everything. As I turn to the section on attendants’ gifts, a leaden feeling descends in my stomach as I
            realize that the only person I feel close enough to ask to be a bridesmaid is Hailey. In two years in Philadelphia, I’ve yet
            to make any close friends outside of Gabriel and his family.
         

         
         The first brochure is from Tiffany and has pictures of lovely bracelets, necklaces, earrings, and charms, the least expensive
            of which is $300. I don’t make much at the photography store, so it’s all way beyond my budget, and even though Blythe and
            Ted have offered to cover everything, I want to find a way to pay for this one part myself. There are more brochures from other stores, most I’ve never heard
            of. The last one features Lladró figurines of bridesmaids, brides, and grooms.
         

         
         I flip to the back of the brochure, and my eyes are drawn to an image of two girls on a bench, one with her arm around the
            other’s shoulder. My hand begins to tremble and I drop the pamphlet as a memory explodes in my brain. I’m sitting in a dark
            room and can only make out shadows around me. I’m next to someone, my arm around her, and her shoulders are shaking. “Shh,
            he’ll hear you,” I warn her, needing her to be quiet. “Don’t do it,” she whispers, “You can’t do it.” I disentangle myself
            from her, and then feel around under the mattress until my hand closes around something hard. A gun. I tighten my hand around
            it, and I hear a different voice, coming from somewhere else, saying, “Kill him, you have to kill him.”
         

         
         The sound of my phone ringing shocks me back to the present. I gasp for air, pushing a damp strand of hair from my forehead. In a daze, I get up and grab the phone from the kitchen counter. Gabriel’s name is on the screen. I exhale and hit end. I can’t talk to him right now. I close my eyes, trying to recapture the memory, but it’s gone. The only thing that remains
            is a feeling of rage so strong that before I realize what I’m doing, I throw the phone against the wall with such force that
            I know before looking at it that the screen is completely smashed.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            − 5 −
Julian

         
         Julian set down the plate of sugar cookies in front of his daughter. He broke a piece from one and popped it into his mouth.
            He’d followed Cassandra’s recipe, but they still didn’t taste the same. Nothing was the same. Sighing, he grabbed his mineral
            water from the counter and leaned against the kitchen island.
         

         
         “Thanks, Daddy,” Valentina mumbled, her mouth full.

         
         “It’s finally stopped raining,” he said. “Shall we do something special?”

         
         Valentina looked at him, her eyes wide. “Can we go to the American Girl doll store? Please?”

         
         He gave her an indulgent smile and nodded. He knew he spoiled her, but she was such a sweet child, and after everything she’d
            been through, he would do anything to make her happy. “Do you have a particular doll in mind?”
         

         
         She gave him a solemn nod. “I want a Truly Me doll with green eyes like Mommy’s and mine. And dark hair like we have. That
            way I won’t forget her.”
         

         
         It took everything he had to conceal the pain her words caused him. He held his arms out, and she ran into them, hugging him
            tightly. When they pulled apart, he lifted her chin gently and looked into her eyes. “You won’t forget Mommy, sweetie. I promise.
            We look at her picture every night before we say a prayer for her.”
         

         
         Valentina’s lower lip trembled. “Why did she go away? Doesn’t she love us?”

         
         This was something new. Even though they had talked about Cassandra’s disappearance many times, Valentina was precocious for seven, and the older she got, the more questions she asked. 

         
         “Of course she loves us. She’s trying to get back to us. You just have to be patient and wait.”

         
         Valentina scowled. “Don’t want to wait. It’s not fair.”

         
         Julian had noticed that her usually sunny disposition had changed recently; she was becoming moody, even argumentative, at
            times. He squeezed her hand. “I know, princess.”
         

         
         He wondered if he was doing her more harm than good by keeping hope alive. He still paid a detective a hefty monthly sum to
            keep looking. But he couldn’t, he wouldn’t, believe that Cassandra was dead. He would intuitively know if she were gone from
            this world. He wouldn’t believe it unless he had proof. She was out there somewhere, and he would bring her home someday.
            He was sure of it.
         

         
         *  *  *

         After he put Valentina to bed that evening, Julian walked over to Cassandra’s dressing table, opened the drawer, and took
            out her leather journal. He’d found it after she’d gone. The detailed log she’d kept of their lives together made him feel
            closer to her, and reading her words gave him comfort, as though she were still with him. He sank into the armchair next to
            the bed and opened it to the first page, which he’d read many times by now.
         

         
         
            
               
                  Julian asked me to marry him! He took me to Ricard’s for dinner. He ordered their most expensive bottle of champagne. It only took a moment for me to see the diamond sparkling at the bottom of the crystal flute. The ring is a perfect fit—of course—just like Julian. It feels as though my life is finally taking a turn in the right direction. He’s been my rock and my safe place these last few months, but I never dreamed he felt about me the way I do him. I’ll finally have a real family of my own. We talked about children, and he told me he wants them as much as I do. It’s time for me to leave the painful past where it belongs and look ahead to a bright future. 

               

            

         
         He sighed and closed the book, the tightness in his chest increasing. How beautiful she had looked that night. He’d spent
            weeks planning the proposal, down to the smallest detail. He hadn’t known what she would say, but the look in her eyes when
            she saw the ring told him all he’d needed to know. And unlike that of so many couples he knew, their love hadn’t diminished
            over time, but had only grown deeper with each passing year.
         

         
         He stood and walked out of the bedroom and toward Valentina’s room. Slowly opening the door, he peeked in to check that she
            was sleeping. Her raven hair fanned out on the pillow, her porcelain skin unblemished, even in sleep she looked so much like
            Cassandra. The resemblance was a comfort and a curse at the same time. He stepped quietly into the room and stood by the bed,
            gazing at her.
         

         
         “Don’t worry, my sweet. I’ll bring her back. Everything is going to turn out fine, I promise.”
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Blythe

         
         Blythe looked across the table at her son, the crushing love she felt for him washing over her. He’d come over for their customary
            Sunday dinner. From the time Gabriel and Hailey were small, she and Ted had made a commitment to keep Sunday sacrosanct. The
            weekdays may have found them running in a million different directions with sports, activities, and other commitments, but
            Sunday was reserved for family. Church in the morning, Sunday brunch at the club, and a home-cooked meal on Sunday evening,
            one that the children helped to prepare as they got older. The contentment that she usually felt sharing this meal with those
            she loved best in the world, though, was overshadowed by a nagging worry.
         

         
         Her gaze traveled to Addison, and the familiar tug-of-war inside her resurfaced. She and Gabriel were clearly very much in
            love. He’d fallen hard and fast for her, and Blythe couldn’t deny that she seemed kind and caring. She was a beautiful young
            woman, too, with her pale skin and eyes the color of fiery emeralds—the complete opposite of the blond, blue-eyed Darcy, who
            had been his serious girlfriend until he met Addison.
         

         
         The fact that Addison’s entire past was a mystery didn’t seem to bother the rest of the family. Hailey adored Addison, claiming her as the sister she’d never had. And Ted seemed perfectly comfortable with his son marrying someone who was as much a stranger to herself as to them. But then again, Ted loved everyone. It wasn’t that Blythe didn’t have sympathy for her son’s fiancée. After all, it wasn’t Addison’s fault that she had amnesia, as Gabriel made a point to remind her. 

         
         She’d seen that look in his eyes the day he came to tell Blythe about the new talent he’d discovered, the same look he used
            to get when he found a stray dog or lost kitten. He’d gone on and on in an excited rush about this beautiful and talented
            young woman who’d been rescued by kind strangers, and Blythe could tell he was a goner. If only Hailey had been the one to
            bring her into the family, Blythe reflected, she would have been happy to take her in as a surrogate daughter. What concerned
            her most was that one day Addison would remember who she was and go back to her own life. For all they knew, she already had
            a husband. Blythe had an ominous feeling that one day Addison was going to break her son’s heart.
         

         
         “Mother, did you hear me?”

         
         “What?” she asked, startled out of her thoughts.

         
         “Addy and I are going to see Beautiful next Thursday, you know, the Carole King musical. I thought maybe you and Dad would like to join us. We could grab dinner first.”
         

         
         “That sounds lovely. What do you say, Ted?” Even though she had a million and one things still left to do for Ted’s birthday party next Saturday night, she was grateful for their desire to include her and Ted and didn’t want to do anything to offend Addison. Especially as she knew that it had most likely been Addison’s idea to invite them along. When Gabriel was dating Darcy, the two of them had gone to the theater all the time, and he’d seldom thought to ask her and Ted to join them—not that she would have expected him to. But since Addison’s arrival on the scene, Gabriel had spent a lot more time with the family. She wanted to believe that it was because Addison yearned for a family, to be a part of something, but sometimes she couldn’t help but wonder cynically if she was only currying favor. Blythe hated to think that way, but her own mother had ingrained in her the need for caution due to their wealth. 

         
         Ted smiled. “Sure, sounds great.”

         
         “I’m so glad you’re going to join us,” Addison said, giving them a warm smile.

         
         When they finished eating, Addison jumped up and began to clear the dishes away. Blythe put a hand up. “Darling, it’s okay.
            Grace will see to that.” She tried to keep the annoyance out of her voice. This wasn’t the first time Addison had dined with
            them, and Blythe was frustrated that she had to keep reminding her that they had help. Was her insistence on taking in her
            own plate a little form of rebellion against their lifestyle?
         

         
         “Sorry,” Addison said, turning red. “I guess maybe it’s something that was instilled in me? I wish I knew.”

         
         Gabriel shot his mother a look, and she swallowed a sigh. “Of course,” she said. “I didn’t mean to make you uncomfortable.
            How about some coffee in the living room?”
         

         
         He gave Blythe an approving nod, and she thought once again how fraught this situation was. If she showed the slightest hesitation
            about his commitment to Addison, he would only dig his heels in further. He had a heart of gold but a will of iron, and the
            only way he would ever change his mind would be on his own.
         

         
         Blythe’s protective instincts, however, gave her the edge. Gabriel and Addison had acquiesced to her insistence on a year-long
            engagement so they could plan a proper wedding. That meant she had one year to find out everything she could about Addison,
            or whatever her real name was. She had already made an appointment with a detective to look into her. No matter how lovely
            and charming she appeared, there was simply no way Blythe would let Addison join this family until she knew who she really
            was.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            − 7 −
Addison

         
         We pull up the drive, and I’m struck again by the majesty of the Olivers’ house. When Gabriel puts his Land Rover in park,
            a valet comes to the passenger side to open the door, then takes Gabriel’s place behind the wheel and drives the car away.
            Ted is turning sixty, and tonight is the huge bash Blythe is putting on for him. Over one hundred guests. I’m always astounded
            at their enormous social circle and how often they entertain. Gabriel is as outgoing and social as his parents, and that is
            one of the things that worries me, as someone who is most comfortable with one-on-one relationships.
         

         
         As soon as we walk in, I see Darcy near the dining room table, talking to Blythe. She looks pretty in a flowery slip dress
            and high strappy sandals, her white-blond hair loose and not in the usual low ponytail. Darcy strikes me as someone who is
            sure of herself and her place in the world. Her charm is rooted in the sense that she enjoys and is completely at ease with
            people.
         

         
         Especially my future mother-in-law. They’re leaning in toward each other, and their conversation looks lively and animated.
            I hate the fact that their closeness bothers me. I learned that his parents hoped, even expected, that Gabriel and Darcy would
            marry one day. The moment his mother looks up and sees us, she smiles and waves us over, and I feel my throat start to close.
         

         
         “You’re late, darling. What’s the point of that new watch if you don’t use it?” Blythe teases Gabriel and kisses him on the
            cheek.
         

         
         She turns to me and takes my hand in hers. “I’m so glad you’re here. You look lovely, Addison.” Blythe is always gracious and kind to me, but she’s lovely to everyone. 

         
         “Thank you,” I say, and give her my best smile before turning to Darcy. “Hi, Darcy.”

         
         “Hello Addison, Gabriel.” Darcy gives a slight nod. It’s clearly awkward for her, but she is polite. She was raised to have
            good manners, and it shows. Still, I wonder if she hates me. Gabriel was seeing her when we met, and later told me that he
            ended it with her before we even went on our first date. He’s honorable like that. She’s still in love with him, though. I
            can tell from the way she looks at him, her smile getting very small and her eyes growing sad.
         

         
         “Glad you could be here to help Dad celebrate,” Gabriel says.

         
         A brief and awkward silence follows, which Blythe thankfully breaks. “Darcy was just telling me some wonderful news,” she
            says, putting her arm around Darcy’s shoulder and drawing her closer. “She has a second audition next week with the Philadelphia
            Orchestra.”
         

         
         Gabriel breaks into a wide grin. “That’s fantastic, Darcy. Wow. What position is it?”

         
         “Second violin. I tried out with the auditions committee a few weeks ago, and they called me yesterday to come back.”

         
         “They’d be crazy not to choose you,” he says sincerely. “You’ve been working toward this as long as I’ve known you.”

         
         Her face lights up. “Remember the shows we put on when we were kids? I’d play and you’d sing. Our poor parents, we’d make
            them sit and watch us perform for hours.”
         

         
         Blythe laughs. “I’d forgotten about that. You were good even then.” She turns to Gabriel. “No offense, but I’m glad you didn’t
            pursue a musical career.”
         

         
         He gives his mother a wry look. “Thanks a lot. Just for that I’ll sing ‘Happy Birthday’ extra loud tonight.”
         

         
         They all laugh, and I stand there with a frozen smile, trying to hide how left out I feel. Does Darcy realize how lucky she
            is that she’s known from the time she was a little girl what she wanted to do with her life? She is such a talented, accomplished
            musician that even though the violin is her instrument, she’s great on the piano too. In fact, it seems to me that there is
            nothing that Darcy isn’t good at. Tennis, sailing, horseback riding—you name it.
         

         
         What I’m good at is taking photos, observing others. Is it because I’d rather watch than participate? Once again, I’m plagued
            with doubts and have the urge to run. But I can’t run again. As Gigi keeps reminding me, in time I’ll make more memories.
            Ten years, twenty years, I’ll have a past again, and that’s something worth fighting for. I have to get over the fact that
            Darcy has a lifetime of memories, and that her memories all include Gabriel. No matter what I tell myself, a part of me is
            waiting for him to come to his senses and tell me that he’s going back to her—that I was just an interesting diversion, or
            a charity project that he’s tired of. I swallow hard and add my congratulations to Darcy, forcing away the intruding thoughts.
         

         
         “Thanks,” she says politely before excusing herself.

         
         Blythe gives me a reassuring look, seeming to read my unease, but Gabriel is oblivious.

         
         “Come on, let’s go get a drink.” He holds out a hand, and I take it as we walk deeper into the room, nodding hello at the sea of friends gathered in small circles. I make small talk with a couple who approach, old school friends of Gabriel’s. I’m only half listening, though, as I scan the room, looking for Darcy. My stomach lurches when I see her approach Ted, and he wraps her in a bear hug. She hands him a small wrapped box, and I’m reminded of the long history between her and Gabriel’s family. Gabriel follows my gaze and puts a hand on my arm. 

         
         “You okay?”

         
         I nod, biting my lip.

         
         “I

         
         
         
         
      
   9780062967343_tpimage.jpg
TH

STRANGER

IN T

HE

MIRROR

A NOVEL

Liv Constantine

NNNN

An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





9780062967343_coverimage.jpg
,ﬁnﬁ ';i

?’
3
E
\

THE

’S RANGER
BEEE -

MIRROR

LIV CONSTANTINE

BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF
THE LAST MRS. PARRISH





