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      Some there be that shadows kiss; Such have but a shadow's bliss.

      —William Shakespeare

      

      The pain lanced her head like a dull blade, sawing its way through her skull. At first, that was all she felt. Then, slowly, as if the lights were coming up in a dark theater, other sensations came to life. The hard, irregular shape of her pillow. Her fists clenched around it. The words "steering wheel" surfaced in her brain. She wasn't even certain what that meant. Then it came to her.

      Next, she felt the warm, steady trickle along her neck. She lifted her hand to touch the spot, only to find it soaked and sticky. Her fingers moved upward to trace it to the source, and located the gash at her temple. She pressed against it and a sharp pain made her wince. Still, she held the pressure there. It would stop the bleeding. She didn't know how she knew that, but she did.

      Sounds filtered through the dense fog surrounding her mind. Sizzling...like bacon in a frying pan. No. Rain. It was rain.

      Lifting her head slowly brought on a rush of dizziness as she peered through the darkness. Rainwater cascaded in sheets over a shattered windshield. She could see nothing beyond the spiderweb pattern of the broken glass and the rain. Only darkness, filled with the howl of a vicious wind.

      At first, she thought the wound to her head was what made her feel off center, out of balance. But when she tried to sit up straighter, she realized the car was at a strange angle, tilted up on its side with the driver's door down.

      "I've been in an accident." She said it aloud, trying to take stock and finding it difficult. But the sound of her own voice made her gasp and jerk herself rigid. It wasn't her voice. It couldn't have been. It was the voice of a stranger, a voice she'd never heard before in her life. She blinked rapidly, looking around the car's interior, though she could see little detail in the darkness.

      Then there was a flicker of light, a snapping sound, a sharp aroma.

      Fire!

      Clasping the door handle, she shoved desperately, again and again. It wouldn't budge. Of course it wouldn’t, it was pressed to the ground. Panic wasn’t doing her any good. She had to think. Gathering her strength, she released her seatbelt and immediately fell against the driver’s door. As quickly as she could, she got herself turned around and started to climb up the sloping seat toward the opposite door. Her knee banged against something, a stick shift on the floor. Her skirt caught on it when she tried to move. She tore it free, and the sound of ripping fabric somehow added to the fear exploding inside her mind.

      Her body shaking, she groped for the door. It barely moved when she shoved at it.

      I can open the door, she told herself. It’s not locked and it’s not jammed. It’s just heavy. Gravity made it far heavier than a car door ought to be. The car was tipped on its side, she reminded herself. Her escape hatch was nearly horizontal above her. She pushed with all her might, bracing her feet against the center console. The door lifted, and she growled deep in her throat and pushed harder. It wouldn't remain open on its own. She could only hold it up, her arms straining above her head, as she made her way up and out. She braced one foot on the dashboard, the other on the seat's headrest and shoved herself upward, still holding the door with one hand while trying to find a grip on the outside of the car with the other. Her arm gave, and the door dropped onto her back, and she yelped in pain. And yet she kept going, wriggling her way inch by inch out from beneath the weight of the door, into the punishing rain and brutal wind. She didn’t hesitate, but kept going, right off the upright side of the car.

      Her legs buckled as soon as she hit the slick, muddy ground. She fell, curling into a small ball in the mud. Pain screamed through her entire being. She could barely tell up from down, she was so dizzy. She was cold and afraid. So very afraid.

      She only struggled to her feet again when the flames began to spread. Brilliant tongues of fire licked a path from the front of the vehicle toward the rear. The smell of gasoline burned her nostrils. She pulled her mesmerized gaze from the hungry flames and bolted, only to skid to a halt in the mud. To her right, a sheer drop stretched endlessly into blackness and pouring rain. To her left, a steep, muddy embankment angled sharply upward. She and her car had landed on a small outcrop that had prevented her from plummeting to certain death far below.

      And yet, unless she could put some distance between her and the flames, she’d be dead anyway.

      Cold rain beating against her face, pummeling her body, frigid wind buffeting her every step of the way, she started up the bank. She clawed with her fingers and dug with her toes. She wore no shoes. She had no idea what had happened to them.

      Countless times she slipped, losing more distance than she'd gained as the cold, wet soil scoured her palms, her knees, her chin. Each time, she gritted her teeth and began once more. She'd be damned if she would die here in this mud and misery. She gripped every protruding twig or rock that she was fortunate enough to encounter. Slowly, agonizingly, with blood spilling over her neck and dampening her shoulder, she made her way to the top...to the twisting, narrow and utterly empty road.

      An explosion rocked the ground beneath her, and she nearly fell from the force of its percussion. Bits of metal and glass flew so high that they rained around her and she shielded her face with her arms, frightened beyond rational thought. The car from which she'd escaped became a blinding ball of flame, and she had to turn her eyes away. The pounding in her head and the pressure against her temples grew stronger with every ragged breath she drew.

      She heard the sirens then. In the road ahead of her, vehicles with flashing lights and flapping wipers screeched to a halt. Men emerged, and several hurried toward her, shouting.

      Again she felt an inexplicable fear. She whirled from them and ran headlong in the other direction, bare feet slapping cold wet pavement, raindrops ricocheting in front of her, lashing her face and legs. Headlights rounded a curve. A car swerved to miss her, skidding to a stop on the shoulder. She went rigid as the driver’s door opened and a man emerged.

      She could only see his outline. He stepped around the car, the headlights at his back, rain pounding his body, and came toward her, a powerful, menacing silhouette. A shadow.

      Her heart hammered and she couldn't draw a breath. It was more than fear she felt. It was stark terror. He would hurt her, she was sure of it. He would kill her. He kept coming, closer, closer.

      She screamed. It was a shriek of unbridled horror, and it froze the shadow-man in his tracks. Again, she turned to run blindly. The paramedics were in her path, hands held out as if to gentle a frightened pony, voices soft. "Easy now, just calm down. We're here to help you. Easy."

      She shook her head, pressing her hands to the sides of it. One came away dripping crimson and her throat closed off. She backed away from them, turning again only to find the shadow-man there, so close she could smell the rain on his skin.

      She screamed again when he lunged closer and his arms closed around her like a steel trap. She fought, thrashing in his grip, kicking, pounding him with her fists.

      "Dammit, Caitlin, that’s enough!"

      His voice was deep, loud, frightening. But it wasn't his voice that made her stop her struggling. She blinked and shook her head, looking up into a face that was no more than a grouping of angles and planes in various shades of gray. A square, wide jaw. Full lips. Heavy brows.

      Her voice a croak, she whispered, "What did you call me?"

      His grip on her eased. She felt rather than saw the shock that rippled through him. "Caitlin." His arms freed her, but his large, hard hands gripped her shoulders. "Caitlin," he said again.

      She was aware of the others closing in behind her. She shook her head, and dizziness swamped her like a small boat in a hurricane. "No…that's not my name." Her legs seemed to dissolve and her upper body sagged. She fought the sensation, leaned into the hands that supported her and managed to remain standing.

      "Then what is?" It was nearly whispered, but there was a coarseness to the words that rubbed at all her nerve endings.

      She closed her eyes, searched her mind. It was a simple enough question. What was her name? She squeezed her eyes tighter, trying to extract the information from her mind like juice from an orange. Nothing came. Her answer was an empty hole. A dark, empty hole in her mind where her identity should have been.

      "I...I don't know."

      "You don't know?" He seemed to be searching her face but she could barely see his. All crags and harsh lines, and beaded droplets of rain. Deep-set eyes. Wet hair that looked like a windstorm. No colors. Only shades of gray.

      Fear closed her throat. She didn't know who she was. She didn't know where she was. But she did know that she was afraid, terribly, paralyzingly afraid. Of what, or whom, she had no clue. Right now, it was of everyone, everything. Most of all, this hard-faced man. She tried to pull free of him, but he wouldn't release her.

      "Let me go!" She twisted her shoulders back and forth while the icy rain pelted her, soaked through her clothes and trickled down her back. "Let me go!"

      Then the dizziness returned. The varying grays around her lost their form and blended into one cold, dark color. And then even the pain in her head drowned in the gray sea.
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        * * *

      

      Dylan Rossi stared through the double-paneled glass with the wire mesh between its panes, into the room where they'd just wheeled his wife. He couldn't see her anymore, only the backs of doctors and nurses in pale green scrubs. He saw the dome of chromium steel above her, the blinding light it gave. And he saw the monitors. Their waving white lines spiked erratically, their beeps had no rhythm. The white sheets on the table that held her were spattered with crimson. But of Caitlin, he saw nothing.

      He'd seen her less than an hour ago, though, when she'd struggled against his brutal grip in the pouring rain. In the glow of his headlights, he'd been able to see just fine. The gaping wound in her head, the blood pulsing from it, soaking her hair and mingling with the rain on her neck.

      And he remembered her eyes, the fear in them. It had been real. She'd been afraid...of him. And he couldn't say he blamed her. She had every reason in the world to be afraid of him.

      Dylan paced away from the double doors marked Sterile Area, No Admittance. His wet shoes creaked over polished tiles. The scent of the place turned his stomach.

      No, no, it wasn't the damned scent making him sick. It was him. It was what he was thinking, what he was feeling that made him want to puke his insides out. But that didn't stop him from feeling it, and nothing could stop him from admitting it, at least to himself.

      He shouldn't hate himself for acknowledging what the rest of Eden, Connecticut, already knew. It would be best for everyone concerned if his cold-hearted bitch of a wife never came out of that operating room.
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        * * *

      

      Thirsty.

      There had never been a desert dryer than her throat was. She forced her eyes open, but the room was dim and maybe blurry, too. She licked her chapped lips and tried to sit up. Her body responded with little more than a twitch of several muscle groups. And even that small effort left her limp with exhaustion. God, what was the matter with her?

      "Caitlin?"

      The voice sent a shiver up her spine. She tried to turn her head toward it, while battling the urge to cringe farther into the stiff sheets.

      The form, dark as before, and blurred by her errant vision, rose from a chair to lean over the bed. "You're awake." He leaned closer, repeatedly pressing a button on the side of her bed. "How do you feel?"

      She moved as far away from him as possible, pressing her back against the cool metal rail on the side of the bed. Her head throbbed with pain.

      "Take it easy, Caitlin. You were in an accident, and now you're in a hospital. But the doctors say you're going to be fine."

      She tried to force her eyes to bring him into focus, though the effort increased her pain abominably. "Who are you?"

      He frowned. Her vision was steadily clearing, and while the room was only dimly lit, she gradually pulled his features into focus. His eyebrows were dense and dark. His hair a riot of mink brown waves, as messy as if he'd been running his hands through it.

      In a flash, she saw him doing just that. Not there and then, but somewhere else... before. He was tall, and he looked as if he was trying to see through her pounding skull into her mind as he stared at her.

      The door was very wide and made of wood. She noticed that as it swung open and a miniature nurse came through, took one look at her and whirled to run out again.

      The man never moved. He just kept staring at her, his melted chocolate eyes probing. "You don't know who I am?" he said.

      She shook her head, then closed her eyes because the action hurt her.

      "Do you know who you are?"

      Tears stung her eyes, so she squeezed them tighter. She felt droplets work their way through to moisten her lashes and roll over her cheeks. He swore, low harsh words that made her spine stiffen.

      She heard the door again, the shuffling of feet and a feminine voice, very low. "You'll have to wait outside, Mr. Rossi."

      Rossi. The name meant something. Bells sounded in her mind, but there was no more. Nothing but the vague feeling that she ought to know the name.

      "You told me there was no sign of brain damage, Doctor." The deep voice, Rossi's voice, came to her as he was urged toward the door.

      "I told you we couldn't be sure until she regained consciousness."

      "She says she doesn't know who she is.” He sounded as if he doubted it to be true. “So run whatever damned tests you have to tell me whether this is legitimate. And do it fast."

      "I know this is frustrating, Mr. Rossi, but her well-being is my priority here, and I’m sure you’d agree, it’s far more important than your desire for answers. Now, please leave the room and let me take care of your wife."

      An electric shock zapped through her body at that word. "Wife? No! I'm not his wife. I'm not. I don't even know that man. I don't know him, I swear it!"

      "Calm down, Mrs. Rossi." Cool hands came to her shoulders, pressing her gently back down because she’d been trying to sit up.

      “Don’t call me that. That’s not my name.” Shaking the doctor’s hands off her, she sat up and flung the covers off. She had to get out of there. Everyone there was crazy. She swung her legs to the floor but then the doc was gripping her arm and jabbing her. She sucked in a breath. By the time she took another, her head was swimming, and the doctor was pushing her back down onto the bed.

      She looked toward the door. He still stood there, staring at her. She met his gaze and moved her lips, forcing words with an effort. "Keep him...away from me."

      He shook his head, yanked the door open and left as quickly as possible.
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        * * *

      

      Night again.

      God, why was it dark whenever she opened her eyes? Was she to live in darkness from now on?

      "You're sure she's not faking this?"

      It was his voice. The man they'd said was her husband. And it was filled with contempt.

      "Mr. Rossi, why on earth would she want to?" The doctor, the same one she remembered from before, paused, awaiting an answer. There was none. "Amnesia is rare," she said at last. "But it does happen, and I'm convinced it has happened to her. She needs patience and understanding right now. Not suspicion and mistrust."

      The shadow man's head turned toward her in the darkened room. Caitlin closed her eyes again and lay still, waiting.

      "She's been through a terrible trauma, Mr. Rossi."

      "All the more reason not to tell her. Not anything. If she's faking, I'll know soon enough. If not..." He let the sentence hang for a moment. "If not, then telling her would only do more harm."

      It wasn't, Caitlin thought, the ending he'd intended to tack onto the sentence.

      "I'm inclined to agree with you. She's better off remembering on her own. But if she doesn’t, she will have to be told."

      "Yeah, well, I'm her husband, so I'm calling the shots. I decide when and how much."

      "No, Mr. Rossi, you are not calling any shots. I’m her doctor. As soon as she shows me that she’s on stable mental ground, you'll no longer be in a position to decide anything about her care. If you haven't told her by that time, and she asks me about any of it, then I will tell her. Make no mistake about that."

      "Fine."

      The door opened, closed again.

      A sense of solitude slowly invaded the room. She was alone again, with no more answers than she'd had before. God, could she really have lost her memory so completely? Could that angry, frightening man really be her husband? And what was it he was so determined to keep from her?

      Caitlin rolled over very slowly so as not to aggravate the dull throbbing in her head. There was something else, something that was missing, something precious. She couldn't put her finger on what, exactly. She only knew a ball of loneliness rested in the pit of her stomach. She felt empty inside, aching for something she couldn't identify. Not her memory. Not the man who claimed to be her husband. Something else, something she missed so terribly that it was a gnawing pain in her heart.

      A teardrop worked its way from between her lashes, and she closed her eyes tight before a flood of them could follow. She wrapped her arms around her pillow, hugged it tight to her chest. When the floodgates finally broke, the sounds of her sobs were muffled by the fabric.
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        * * *

      

      "I've dimmed the lights, Caitlin. The brightness will aggravate your headache, and hurt your eyes. It's better this way."

      She turned toward the woman's voice. She had just come awake, with no idea how much time had passed while she’d slept.

      The tall, blond doctor sat in a chair beside the bed. She wore a white coat, and the tag pinned to it read Dr. Judith Stone, MD/Psychiatrist. She had a pretty face, but hid it behind oversize, black-rimmed glasses. Her hair was pinned to the back of her head.

      "My name is Judith. Yours is Caitlin. Do you mind if I call you that?"

      "How do you know?"

      "Your name? Well, your husband told us, for one thing."

      "He's not my husband. I don't know him."

      Dr. Stone tilted her head to one side. "Caitlin, we're not just taking his word. There’s also your driver’s license. He had photos of you taken at your wedding. We'll bring your brother in to confirm it, if you like."

      "I don't have a brother."

      "Well, there is a man running around claiming to be your brother, with a birth certificate that has your parents' names on it. It's all a matter of public record." Dr. Stone paused for a moment to let that sink in, she thought. Then she added, "And I’ve seen your marriage license too. It says you're married to Dylan Rossi."

      Why did the name feel so…important? Unless it was true. He was her husband.

      "If I have a brother, why hasn't he been in to see me by now? Why hasn’t anyone?” Not her professed husband. Not her parents, if she had any. No friends, no one at all.

      "There have been a lot of people coming by to see you. Including two women who...well, that’s not important right now. I’ve been turning everyone away, because I thought it would be best. Seeing a lot of strangers who claim they know you would only add to your stress and frustration."

      She probably had a point. "Why can't I remember anything?"

      Judith leaned forward in the chair, her eyes attentive. "How much do you remember, Caitlin?"

      She shook her head slowly. The name still felt odd, like a pair of shoes broken in by someone else. It must be hers, though. The doctors were certain, had been insisting on it for days now. You couldn't argue with a driver’s license photo.

      "Nothing. I woke up in a car, in the rain. Before that, there's just... nothing." She opened her eyes and faced Dr. Stone. "I've answered these questions before. Every time I wake up someone is in here asking me the same things. I'd like some of my questions answered now."

      Dr. Stone blinked, but smiled gently and nodded. "All right."

      All right. Just like that. She didn't know where to begin; there were so many things she wanted to know. Where she'd lived, what she'd done for a living, who her friends had been.

      "Am I ever going to get better?"

      Narrow fingers closed on the black-framed glasses and removed them. "Caitlin, you were in a serious accident. You saw firsthand the distance your car fell, and how much farther it could have gone. If you'd been unconscious another few minutes, you'd have died. If the car had landed differently, you could have been paralyzed, or worse. I want you to keep all of that in mind."

      Caitlin—she was finally trying to think of herself by that name—braced herself. "As things stand," Judith Stone continued, "you escaped almost unscathed. The head injury was serious. You spent a week in a state of coma before you woke up three days ago. Many times, patients who experience that never regain consciousness, or when they do, they're⁠—"

      "Please, stop preparing me and just say it. I'm not going to get my memory back, am I?"

      She sighed. "There’s just no way to know for sure."

      Caitlin sank back against the pillows as tears pooled in her eyes. She blinked them away.

      "Only time will tell, Caitlin. There's just no medical way to predict whether you'll regain some or all of your memory. But in the meantime, you have to begin again. You have to start right now, today."

      "Start what?"

      Hands gripped hers and squeezed. "Learning who you are."

      "I don't remember who I am." She wanted to wail the words, but she only whispered them.

      "Not who you were, Caitlin. Who you are. Who you will be from this day on. That's the most important thing for you to accept. You aren't the old Caitlin anymore. Maybe you will be again, and maybe you won’t, but if you spend too much time trying to find her, to become her again, you'll drive yourself crazy. I want you to remember that." She tilted her head again, as if trying to read Caitlin's reactions on her face. "Few people get a chance to restart their lives, to decide for themselves who they want to be.”

      “Please don’t try to tell me this is a good thing. For God’s sake, my identity, my past, are gone. There’s no positive spin for something like this.”

      “There can be, but only if you decide to find one,” she said. “Any more questions?"

      "My full name?"

      "Caitlin Amanda O'Brien Rossi."

      She turned that over in her mind. "So I'm Irish?"

      "Sounds Irish to me."

      Caitlin nodded. "What about my family?"

      "Parents are deceased. Your mother, that is, and your adoptive father. There’s no record of who your birth father is or was. There’s a chance you have some half siblings by the man, but that’s a mystery to be solved another day. You have no children. There are just your brother Thomas and your husband Dylan."

      She nodded, glancing down at the rings on the third finger of her left hand. "How long have I been…married?" The word didn't come easily.

      "Five years. You're thirty-three. Your brother is twenty-nine."

      She met the doctor's pretty green eyes. "And Dylan?"

      Pale brows rose. "I never asked him. Why don't you?"

      "He hasn't been here since I woke up."

      "He’s barely left, Caitlin. He hasn’t come back into your room because you made it clear you didn't want to see him, and because I thought it would only upset you if he did."

      "Oh."

      "Do you want to see him now?"

      She bit her lip. "I don't know."

      The doctor heaved a big sigh, then said, "There's something else I need to let you know. Your stay in the hospital is no longer necessary. Physically, you're fine now. You need to start thinking about where you'll go when you’re discharged."

      A cold finger of panic traced a path around her heart. Where could she go? "My b-brother?"

      "He and his wife live with you and your husband."

      The fear she'd felt right after the accident resurfaced, and she searched in vain for its source. "Doctor⁠—"

      "Judith," she gently insisted.

      "Judith," Caitlin said. "What do you know about the accident? Where was I going? How did I end up going off the road?"

      For the first time, she didn't meet Caitlin's eyes as she answered. "The police department would know more about that than I."

      That was no answer at all. She had a feeling the accident was important, somehow. Almost as important as that wellspring of sorrow she felt inside her. More pressing, though, was her situation now. It looked as if she would have no choice but to return to her former home, if Dylan Rossi would even have her.

      And there was another thing bothering her. "Why are there no mirrors in here?"

      Judith rose slowly. "I had them removed. I wanted to be sure you were ready to see your reflection. It'll be kind of shocking at first. Like looking at someone else's face."

      Caitlin took a deep breath. She knew her hair was a pale shade of platinum blond. She'd pulled a lock of it around her face to stare at it. It was very long, and she felt long, side-swept bangs across her forehead. "I think I'm ready now."

      "There's one in the room next door. Feel up to a walk?"

      Caitlin nodded. Judith opened a closet and pulled a pretty, red satin dressing gown from it. "Here, put this on."

      She got to her feet and let Judith help her slip the robe up over her arms. It was heavy, thick satin and slid over her skin like a whisper. "Whose⁠—"

      "Yours. Your husband brought some of your things when you were still in the coma."

      At the mention of her husband, her nerves jumped. "When do I have to leave?"

      Judith walked with her to the door, and held it open. "Tomorrow."
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      Dylan went rigid when she scuffed out of her hospital room, Dr. Stone at her side. He'd been at the nurses’ desk only ten minutes, just getting the full report of how she'd passed the day and what progress had been made. He hadn't set foot in her room since she'd screamed that he be kept away from her. Seeing her again, scuffing rather weakly at Dr. Stone’s side, brought a sickening twist to his stomach and a jolt of memory to his mind. Again, he saw her caught in the beam of his headlights, frightened as he moved toward her, bleeding, shivering and wet. Again, he saw her fear of him when he called her name, heard her scream, watched her turn and run away as if he was Satan himself.

      Later, he'd wondered whether she really thought she might finally have pushed him too far, or if her fear had all been an act. One more scene in the never-ending play where she was always at center stage. One more bid to tear him apart a little more. He couldn't imagine what more damage she could hope to inflict. But if there was anything, if she even imagined there was anything left that could hurt him, she would do her damnedest to use it. Cold, spoiled Caitlin. She would never change.

      But she hadn't faked the injury or the coma. And now this amnesia. Real, or a ploy? She had the doctors convinced, there was no doubt about that.

      Dr. Stone opened the door to the room beside Caitlin's. "Do you want me to come with you?"

      "No." Caitlin seemed to hesitate before answering, but when she did, her voice was firm. "No, I want to do this by myself."

      "Okay. I'll be just down the hall if you need me. And I'll come back for you in five minutes."

      Caitlin nodded and Judith Stone walked away. Dylan watched as Caitlin seemed to brace her shoulders, and stepped into the empty room, shoving the wide, brown door farther, and allowing it to swing slowly closed behind her. He was curious, and no one seemed to be paying much attention at the moment. He walked with deliberate casualness across the pale gray tiles of the hall, toward the room she'd entered. He pressed the door open just a little, and he peeked inside.

      She stood as if transfixed, staring into a full-length mirror on the inside of an open closet door. Dylan looked at her reflection, seeing everything she saw. The soft, ivory-toned skin, the high sculpted cheekbones that gave her a regal look. Her long, wavy hair, the color of cornsilk. Her eyes, huge and round, wide-set and penetrating. They were wider right now than he thought he'd ever seen them, and bluer. Like sapphires. Shocking, glittering blue.

      She touched her cheek, then ran her fingers downward, over its hollow, tracing her jawline to her small, proud chin.

      Her fingers were trembling.

      Her gaze moved lower, over her slender frame, all the way down her endlessly long legs. When her eyes met those of her reflection again, there were tears brimming in them.

      Dylan retreated in silence.

      If she was acting, she was doing a hell of a job.
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        * * *

      

      The next day, she was released, and Dylan picked her up to drive her home.

      She was silent in the car, keeping her head turned away and pretending to scan the roadside as they passed. Dylan kept a steady pressure on the accelerator as he negotiated the narrow, twisting strip of pavement that passed for a road.

      She'd fastened her seat belt the second he’d closed her door. It had surprised him. Caitlin never used a seat belt. Then again, he mustn’t forget Dr. Stone's lecture. This was not the same woman he remembered, not the woman he'd married, not the woman he'd known. This Caitlin was a new woman, a perfect stranger.

      That was the punch line, though, wasn't it? He and his wife had been strangers for a very long time now.

      She certainly didn't look any different. At least, not now that she was dressed up in one of her chic, designer skirts, with its brilliant yellow color. The matching jacket was cropped at the waist to show off its minuscule size, and flared at the hips to accentuate the way they would sway when she walked. The pumps were the precise shade of the suit. She did tug at the hem of the jacket once or twice, though. And she shifted in the seat as though uncomfortable with the amount of slender, long thigh exposed by the skirt. And she hadn't put her hair up. She hadn't gone out in public in more than a year without a twisted chignon. Today, she just sat there with her sunshine colored waves spilling all over the place.

      So she'd forgotten how to do

      her hair. So what? She hadn't changed in any way that mattered. It was still painfully obvious that she wished she were somewhere else, anywhere but with him. Not that the feeling wasn't one hundred percent mutual. So where was this big change he'd been told to expect?

      He sighed and returned his attention to the pale gray ribbon that stretched ahead of him. In a way, it was good she'd continue being distant and cold. It would be easier to keep his secrets that way. There were some things she was far better off not remembering. He'd had a hell of a time convincing Dr. Stone of that, but in the end she'd agreed. If the amnesia was real—he glanced toward Caitlin, and felt a resurgence of doubt—she was better off.
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        * * *

      

      She ran one hand over the supple leather seat. The car was a Mercedes. She knew, somewhere in the tangled jungle of her memory banks, that it was very expensive. It seemed to have all the extras. The air conditioner silently cooled the interior, while the sun outside made heat waves dance above the pavement ahead. It smelled new, good. She tried to remember what the other car had looked like, the one she'd seen go up in a ball of white hot flame. She frowned, searching her mind, but nothing came.

      "What is it?"

      She jumped, startled by the suddenness and resonance of his deep voice. She was still afraid of him. Just being in the same car with him had her nerves standing on end, and seemed to intensify that emptiness inside her. "I was trying to remember the car. The one that burned."

      He slanted her a skeptical glance. "You don't remember your car?"

      "Only that it was small, and there was a stick shift. I remember bracing my foot on it when I was trying to climb out before the fire got to me."

      He might have shuddered, and she thought his face paled a bit, but he looked away before she could read his eyes. Not that she probably could have, anyway.

      "It was a red Carrera."

      “Carrera?” She frowned.

      “That’s a Porsche.”

      “Oh.”

      He was quiet for a moment, then said, "It figures that would be your first question. You thought more of that car than..." He shook his head, leaving the sentence unfinished. His face darkened, and his lips tightened. “But don’t worry. You’re well insured. You can order a new one as soon as you’re up to picking one out.”

      His answer made her hesitate to ask any further questions. She sensed his disapproval. Still, there were things she needed to know. "What... what do I do?"

      "What do you mean, what do you do?"

      "For a living."

      His eyebrows shot up and he stared at her for so long, he had to jerk the wheel when he finally glanced back at the road. He gave his head a quick shake. "For a living? You? Give me a break."

      Caitlin felt a prickle of knowledge make its way into her brain. Dylan Rossi didn't like her. Not at all. In fact, she was feeling the touch of his intense dislike right across the space between them. She tried to find some patience for him. After all, he had lost a wife and gotten back a perfect stranger. Judith had warned her that this would be as hard on the people in her life as it was on her, and in some ways harder.

      And yet, his attitude chafed. "Look, it would help a lot if you could manage to put a damper on the sarcasm and just answer my questions. Do I have a job or not?"

      He glanced at her from the corners of his eyes. "Not."

      She nodded. "Can you tell me why not?"

      He shrugged noncommittally, flipped down the visor, and pulled a pair of black sunglasses from it. When he slipped them on, his eyes were completely hidden.

      She shook her head, exasperation growing with every minute. "I need to know. You were her husband—" She bit her lip. "I mean, my husband. If you don't know, then who does?"

      "You don't work because you were born rich. You don't need to exert yourself any more than it takes to swipe your plastic, and you have all the money you could want. Happy?"

      His words stung her. "No, I'm not."

      "No," he repeated. "You never were."

      He turned the car onto a long, winding driveway. She felt the crunch of the tires over gravel, but didn't hear it in the silent interior, as they rolled beneath a tunnel of overhanging trees. It was shadowy and darker. He could easily have removed the sunglasses, she thought. He didn't.

      They rounded a bend, and the house, a Gothic mansion, towered before her. Old red brick everywhere, most of it covered with clinging, creeping vines that seemed to Caitlin as if they were trying to smother the place. The windows, narrow and arched at the tops, were surrounded with bricks in fan patterns. The entire place was a harsh combination of severe corners and dull colors. It frightened her, this house.

      In an upper window, a curtain parted, and a face peered out. Caitlin caught her breath, but before she could say anything, the curtain fell once more.

      Dylan was already getting out of the car. He glanced in at her, as he replaced his sunglasses on the visor, and frowned when he saw she wasn't moving. "Something wrong?"

      Yes. God, everything was wrong. Why would she feel such terror at the prospect of entering her own home? Why was there a gnawing sadness digging a pit into her soul? Why was she so uncomfortable with the man she'd married...perhaps even loved...once? Instead of asking any of the questions that truly troubled her, she asked a safe one. "Who else lives here, besides us?"

      "Your brother and his wife, and..." He stopped, cleared his throat. His gaze moved away from hers for just a moment. A quick flicker of those dark eyes, and then he faced her again. "And my great-aunt, Ellen Rossi. Other than that, there are only Genevieve and Henri Dupres." He pronounced both names with a perfect French accent.

      "Who are they?"

      "The French siblings you insisted on hiring last year. Genevieve worked for your family once, but your old man let her go right after your parents' divorce. You always liked her."

      As he spoke, he moved around the car to her side. He took hold of her arm to urge her to her feet and propelled her along beside him, an automatic gesture, she was sure. But the warmth of his touch, the pressure of each finger on her skin disturbed her. It sent her nerves skittering in a hundred directions.

      "So when she showed up with her brother to answer your ad for hired help, you gave them the jobs. She's our maid and he's our cook."

      Caitlin stopped walking, vaguely aware she'd missed most of
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