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            Dedication

         
         
            For Suzanne Spicer. Your kind and loving heart means more to people than you can possibly know. Keep shining your love light!
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            Chapter One
Before

         
         In her nightmares, the elderly midwife can’t escape her sins. Alzheimer’s has eroded her ability to read and recall details,
            but her dreams are as lucid and real as the night it happened. She’s a faded shell of who she used to be . . .
         

         
         . . . until she sleeps. . . .

         
         Slumber sends her sliding back to Moonglow Cove Memorial Hospital. Back to 1986. Back to the grave mistake that changed everything.

         
         Gale force winds howl and lash the steel-reinforced brick building that was completely reconstructed after Hurricane Allen
            devastated the coastal town six years earlier.
         

         
         As with most small towns, the hospital is the community nexus. It’s here where people are born and die, suffer and recover,
            linger and languish in a never-ending life-cycle drama.
         

         
         The lights flicker and the windowpanes rattle. The staff hold their collective breath and recall that other hurricane. A full moon lurks beneath the layers of storm clouds, invisible but substantial. Scientists pooh-pooh the effects of lunar influences on the human psyche but ask anyone who works in health care or law enforcement and they’ll tell you that during a full moon, things get wild and weird and whatever can go wrong, will. 

         
         In the obstetrical department, nine women actively labor. Four of them are fully dilated and begging to push.

         
         A dearth of nurses.

         
         One called in sick, one got pulled to ICU, one had a car accident on the way to work and fights for her life in the emergency
            department. Leaving only the RN midwife and the shift supervisor to tend the toiling mothers.
         

         
         The on-call doctor hasn’t yet arrived.

         
         Relatives pop in and out of the ward. Expectant fathers, gowned and gloved, await the delivery of their offspring. Anxious
            grandmothers worry their purse straps and grandpas pace the floor with hands jammed into pockets. Siblings squabble. In-laws
            ask nosy questions.
         

         
         Too many people.

         
         Too much stress.

         
         In a wide-open, ten-bay ward the groaning mothers labor with only drawn curtains separating each bed. This is a county hospital,
            not a state-of-the-art birthing center with private rooms.
         

         
         One woman in the far corner is quieter than the rest. She pursues her sacred business with focus and intent, bringing her
            first child into the world. She is, at thirty-five, what medicine dubs a “geriatric” mother.
         

         
         Her husband sits on a wheeled stool at her bedside, smoothing her hair with a damp washcloth, feeding her ice chips, and coaching her breathing. His name is Heathcliff Straus. He and his wife, Robin, have tried for over a decade to get pregnant. He’s thrilled and can’t wait to be a father. 

         
         Amid the hustle-bustle, the ward’s double doors fly open.

         
         An orderly wheels in yet another screaming pregnant woman. Her eyes are wide, her hair electric, her face furious. She spews
            curse words.
         

         
         Startled, Straus says a prayer of gratitude that he isn’t the man with the large black umbrella—still opened in his hand—trailing
            after the woman.
         

         
         Bad luck, Straus muses, even though he’s not superstitious. Bad luck.

         
         Umbrella man is not from Moonglow Cove, where everyone knows everyone else. Water drips off his expensive suit tailored to
            fit a hard, trim body. He wears a fedora, wing tips, and a pocket square as if he’s stepped from a 1930s mobster musical.
         

         
         Straus thinks, Please close the umbrella.
         

         
         As if reading his mind, Fedora snaps the umbrella closed, splattering water across the linoleum. A few errant drops hit Straus’s
            face.
         

         
         “Get these brats out of me!” the woman screeches. “Now!”

         
         Straus shakes his head. He knows the mother must be in great pain, but he can’t imagine his wife calling their precious child
            a brat under any circumstances. Robin loves children, and until she got pregnant with this baby, taught kindergarten at the
            elementary school near their home.
         

         
         The midwife rushes to the newcomers.

         
         Straus knows the midwife well. Her name is Winnie Newton and she’s a compassionate soul. He played football with her son, Paul. He and Paul were best friends until Paul died in a hunting accident their senior year of high school. Paul was Winnie’s only child and losing him devastated her. Since then she’s thrown her whole identity into her job of welcoming infants into the world. 

         
         Winnie gives Straus a tight smile and a half wave as she brushes past him to help the laboring woman from the wheelchair into
            the bed.
         

         
         The new patient glances around and exclaims, “Good God, what a shithole! Thanks a million, Frank.”

         
         “Sorry, honey, sorry,” Frank mumbles and bows his head.

         
         Straus rolls as far from the couple as he can get while still clinging to Robin’s hand. Sweat beads her brow, and he leans
            over the bed rail to dab it away with the edge of the bedsheet.
         

         
         “I’m here, sweetheart,” he whispers to his wife. “Always.”

         
         She squeezes his hand as another pain hits. Straus grimaces right along with her.

         
         Frank turns to Winnie; the umbrella tucked under his arm is soaking his fine suit, but he doesn’t seem to notice. “My wife’s
            expecting twins, but she’s four weeks early. We were traveling across country and the hurricane forced us off the road. She
            went into labor.” He speaks in a robotic tone with a mild midwestern accent.
         

         
         Straus wants to ask why they were traveling across country with the wife in such a delicate condition, but he doesn’t. It’s
            none of his business.
         

         
         “Do you have them?” the woman snaps. “Do you have the bracelets?”

         
         From his pocket, Frank pulls out two delicate silver bracelets embedded with tiny pearls linked by diamonds. They are the
            kind of baby bracelet meant as forever keepsakes.
         

         
         From where he’s sitting, Straus can see that each bracelet has a silver charm engraved with a name, but he can’t read them.

         
         “Right here, honey, right here.” Frank lays the keepsake bracelets on the table between the two beds. “Both of them. One for
            Amelia, and one for Anna.”
         

         
         At Robin’s sonogram appointment, she and Heathcliff asked their doctor not to tell them their baby’s gender. They want it
            to be a surprise. Soon, Straus will know if he is having a son or a daughter and his pulse quickens. Either gender is fine.
            They just want a healthy baby.
         

         
         The lights flicker once more, and a fierce rain batters the windowpanes.

         
         “Keep an eye on those bracelets,” Frank’s wife warns. “They cost a fortune. Those diamonds are real. No cheapy zirconia for
            my girls.”
         

         
         Winnie frowns. “You must put those in the hospital safe.”

         
         Across the room, another mother cries out. “It’s coming! It’s coming! My baby is coming!”

         
         Winnie spins on her heels and darts for the mother.

         
         “Wait,” Frank says, his voice suddenly commanding and animated. He grabs Winnie by her scrub jacket and stops her in her tracks.

         
         “What is it?” Winnie’s tone is barely polite.

         
         “I demand the best care for my wife.” He pulls a wad of cash from his pocket and starts peeling off hundred-dollar bills.
            “She comes first.”
         

         
         Winnie’s spine stiffens and she stabs the sharp-dressed man with an angry glare, shoves away the hand fisted with money, yanks
            free from his grasp, and flies to the side of the woman ready to deliver.
         

         
         Lightning crackles, thunder crashes, and that’s when the lights go out. Bedlam. Pandemonium. Chaos. People gasp and shout.

         
         Outside the wind roars, freight train loud.

         
         Straus can’t even hear his own thoughts, and terror grips him. He lived through Hurricane Allen, just barely, and for the
            first time he fears none of them will survive this night.
         

         
         His wife squeezes his hand. “Tell me it’ll be okay, Heathcliff.”

         
         “It’s going to be okay,” he whispers, pressing his lips close to her ear.

         
         “Promise me.”

         
         Straus clings to her. He loves this woman with every fiber of his being. “I promise.”

         
         The emergency generator kicks on, but it’s only got enough power to fuel the lights in the hallway and delivery room that
            lies just beyond the main ward. He can make out shadows of beds and patients, but that’s it.
         

         
         Winnie and the shift supervisor switch on pocket flashlights. In the crook of her elbow, Winnie holds a baby out to the shift
            supervisor. The woman whisks the newborn away to another area where Straus assumes is an awaiting incubator.
         

         
         “The baby,” Robin whispers. “The baby is here.”

         
         “Yes.” Straus nods. His gaze follows the retreating shift supervisor. “The lady had her baby.”

         
         “No,” she whispers so softly he can barely hear her. “Our baby.”
         

         
         Stunned, Straus moves to investigate.

         
         Blood is everywhere. So much blood. Too much blood. Warm and sticky. The taste of fear fills his mouth, hot and slick and
            coppery.
         

         
         “The baby isn’t crying. Heathcliff, why isn’t our baby crying?” Robin’s voice is weak, almost inaudible.

         
         Alarmed, he knows the truth before he ever sees his child.

         
         A girl.

         
         She is still and pale, with blue lips and the umbilical cord wrapped around her neck. He removes the cord as if doing so will
            save her and scoops the child into his arms. She’s covered in her mother’s blood.
         

         
         Still she does not move. Her eyes are forever closed.

         
         No, no, no!

         
         Tears wet his cheeks. It cannot be. His heart is beating out of his chest. How will he ever tell Robin? They’ve waited years
            for this baby. She can’t be dead. He shifts his attention to his wife, but she has fainted.
         

         
         Winnie and the shift supervisor tend patients on the far side of the room.

         
         Straus opens his mouth to scream, but no sound emerges.

         
         From the bed next to him, Fedora yells, “The twins! The twins!”

         
         Winnie comes running, the gleam of her flashlight bathing their dark little corner in a thin beam of illumination.

         
         Pop, pop.

         
         Two babies.

         
         Screaming and wriggling, fully robust and vocal, they are alive. Winnie catches one, the shift supervisor the other, and they
            exchange triumphant glances.
         

         
         The twins’ mother doesn’t ask after her infants. She flops back on the mattress, an arm draped dramatically over her eyes,
            and exclaims, “I’m exhausted. Knock me out. Knock me out. I want drugs. Knock me out now!”
         

         
         “I’ll put this one in the incubator,” the shift supervisor says to Winnie. “You stay with the mom until I return for the other
            baby.”
         

         
         “I’ll come with you.” The new father’s tone brooks no argument. “I want to see my daughter.”

         
         The shift supervisor nods, and they disappear.

         
         Straus stands there, holding his daughter. Someone makes a keening noise and he realizes it’s him.
         

         
         Winnie turns to see what is happening.

         
         Their gazes meet.

         
         Her eyes widen, and when she sees his infant, her expression collapses.

         
         He reads the truth in Winnie’s eyes. She knows a stillborn when she sees one and her gentle face fills with unnamable sorrow.
            Heathcliff and Winnie have shared a great sorrow before. It bonds them.
         

         
         Their mutual grief.

         
         The baby in Winnie’s arms wiggles and squalls. Their eyes lock in the dim glow of her flashlight and Straus understands that the same insane thought bulleting through his brain has just entered Winnie’s mind. 

         
         His baby is dead while the other mother has two healthy infants. Two babies, while he and his wife have none. These out-of-towners.
            These interlopers. These strangers.
         

         
         It’s not fair.

         
         Straus trembles. Tears spill down his chin and drip onto his shirt. He tries to imagine life without his beloved daughter—knowing
            how devastated Robin will be when she wakes up to find that their girl has died—and pain slices his heart wide open.
         

         
         Winnie nods at him, yes.

         
         Heathcliff stops breathing. Does he understand correctly?

         
         There is an unprecedented opportunity. The storm has circumvented protocol. No one is paying close attention. Not in a hurricane.
            Not in the dark. These other parents live far away. They will soon leave town. No one in Moonglow Cove need ever know. Not
            Robin. Not anyone. Just his secret and the midwife’s.
         

         
         Winnie Newton extends the lively twin toward him.

         
         His pulse gallops and he feels dizzy.

         
         Could he? Should he?

         
         Winnie pulls the curtain so no one in the dim room can witness their dirty deed. For one second, Straus hesitates.

         
         Their fates not yet sealed. There is still time to turn back.

         
         And then without a word ever passing between them, they do the unthinkable and switch babies.

         
         Holding the live child in his arms, Heathcliff melts. He is instantly in love. As much in love as if the baby was biologically
            his.
         

         
         “Wait,” Winnie whispers.

         
         He stops. Yes, she’s right. They can’t do this. Resigned, he prepares to switch the babies again.

         
         “Here.” Winnie grabs one of the keepsake bracelets from the nightstand and presses it into his palm. “Take this.”

         
         Grateful to the bottom of his soul, Straus vows to take this secret to the grave.

         
         As he turns to rouse his wife and show her their healthy newborn daughter, he sees that Winnie has handed him Anna.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two
Amelia
The Long-lost Twin

         
         Irony.

         
         Such a contradictory word.

         
         The first four letters straight as the flatiron Amelia once used to control her unruly salmon-colored locks before she’d whacked
            off the mop with pinking shears three days ago. She did the chop job in distress after she’d discovered her identical twin
            sister, Anna, had not died at birth as she’d always believed.
         

         
         Reaching up, she fingered the jagged edges of her spiky pixie, her mind still toying with the concept.

         
         Iron. Hard, humorless, functional. All that cold strength followed up by the saucy curlicue Y. Playful, mocking, ornate. That one letter morphed something staid and serious into an astonishing, the-joke-is-on-you truth.
         

         
         How ironic, irony.

         
         Irony had brought her to Moonglow Cove, Texas. She, the woman who’d set up her life so that she’d never need anyone for anything,
            had come begging for a favor of epic proportions from a complete stranger.
         

         
         Rolling down Moonglow Boulevard that bright first Tuesday of June in a crazily inappropriate stretch Hummer limousine the shiny bright color of Meyer lemons, droplets of sweat sliding between her breasts, Amelia felt a surge of panic. 

         
         She was in the town where she’d been born during a hurricane. The town she hadn’t set foot in since she’d come squalling into
            the world one August night, thirty-five years earlier.
         

         
         “Just call me Jumping Jack Flash,” she muttered.

         
         No, not just me.

         
         Her, too.

         
         Us.

         
         “Miss?” The driver eyed her in the rearview mirror. “Did you say something?”

         
         “It’s nothing.” She waved a hand.

         
         Gulping, she switched on her cell phone, opened the social media app, and stared at the page, as she had solidly for the past
            three days. The home site of her doppelgänger.
         

         
         Anna Straus Drury.

         
         A hard shiver, half excitement, half fear, ran through her every time she saw that face that looked exactly like her own.
            Yes, Anna’s cheeks and jaw were fuller, and her hair was long, plus she had numerous ear piercings, but in every other way
            they looked identical.
         

         
         From her social media posts and abundant pictures, her twin led quite the charmed life, filled with adoring family and friends.
            Anna had been raised by doting parents who’d showered her with love. Check.
         

         
         She’d married her high school sweetheart, the love of her life. Check.

         
         She had two fantastic children, a boy and a girl. Check.

         
         There was a Barbie dream house, white picket fence included. Check.

         
         And she ran her own thriving business, the Moonglow Bakery. Check.

         
         Amelia pressed a hand to her mouth, jealousy a sharp jab in her chest. My, my, my, life sure had turned out splendidly for
            a dead girl.
         

         
         Running a finger over her cell-phone screen, she traced Anna’s cheerful smile. How had they gotten separated? What hinky things
            had gone down at Moonglow Cove Memorial Hospital thirty-five years ago? What dark secrets lurked in this sunny beach town?
         

         
         Those questions and more had plagued her nonstop for three days. But at the heart of it was an even bigger question.

         
         Did Anna know anything about her?

         
         Somehow, Amelia doubted it. Oh, sister mine, that nice little world of yours? I’m about to rock it like a magnitude nine earthquake.

         
         Just as Amelia’s own world had suffered a bone-shaking hit when she’d gotten that genetic report from 23andMe and learned
            that Anna was alive and well in Moonglow Cove.
         

         
         The ludicrous limo pulled to a stop.

         
         From the road, she couldn’t see the cute farmhouse featured so prominently on Anna’s social media accounts. Stone archways
            flanked by twin large bay laurels immaculately manicured into spiral topiary blocked her view.
         

         
         Sudden fear swamped her.

         
         Reluctant to leave the safety of the vehicle, Amelia stalled. She took her time leafing through her oversized handbag, searching
            for the stack of twenties she’d taken from the ATM at George Bush Intercontinental Airport. The limo rental went on her American
            Express black card, but she liked to tip cash.
         

         
         One by one, she removed the individual, color-coded, zippered compartments and set them beside her on the seat.

         
         There was a vivid scarlet Elizabeth Arden cosmetic bag stuffed with expensive makeup that smelled of ylang-ylang and roses.
            A lavender silk tote held toiletries and extra underwear, just in case the airline lost her luggage. There was a clear plastic
            case with a virtual pharmacy of medications, Dr. Ellard’s emergency contact information, plus instructions from her specialist
            on when and where to seek immediate treatment if her condition worsened. And an Eiffel Tower souvenir coin purse containing
            the birth-to-wedding pearl-and-diamond baby bracelet that her mother had given her the day Amelia had gotten engaged to Robert.
         

         
         Pausing, Amelia moistened her lips. She opened the coin purse, took out the delicate keepsake bracelet, designed with an extra
            link to go from birth to wedding, and cinched the fragile chain around her wrist.
         

         
         The small silver medallion, engraved with her name, fell against the pulse point underneath her thumb and she watched it move
            with each hard tick of her heart.
         

         
         She located her wallet and replaced the zipper compartments just as the back door opened, letting in the harsh glare of humid
            coastal sun.
         

         
         “Ma’am?”

         
         “Yes?”

         
         With an exaggerated flourish, the driver bowed. “We have arrived at your destination, Ms. Brandt.”

         
         The man, tall and gaunt, skin the texture of tanned leather. His voice hinted of the tropics. Trinidad, perhaps? But years
            ago. The accent faded like a long-forgotten song.
         

         
         Forcing a smile that belied her anxiety, she slid across the seat.

         
         He extended his hand to help her out.

         
         She passed him five crisp twenty-dollar bills and slipped her wallet back into her handbag. The driver turned to fetch her
            luggage from the rear of the vehicle, and she stood blinking at the wrought-iron trellis covered with climbing yellow roses.
         

         
         Did yellow roses represent jealousy?

         
         Quickly, she googled it because she was the type who took refuge in knowledge and she came across a reference that said while
            yellow roses once signified jealousy in a romantic relationship, in modern times, yellow roses had come to represent friendship
            and were a favorite gift for Galentine’s Day.
         

         
         But that was from a florist’s website, so perhaps the story was just a way to sell more yellow roses.

         
         Amelia hitched her bag up on her shoulder, wishing now that she’d gone straightaway to her accommodations at a local bed-and-breakfast
            where she’d made reservations, checked in, and dropped off her luggage.
         

         
         What had she been thinking?

         
         Thinking?

         
         She wasn’t thinking. She’d been running on adrenaline for three days. Yes, and that was unlike her. She was a planner, cautious and controlled. She’d learned a long time ago that giving reins to her emotions never worked out in her favor, and yet, she’d done just that. 

         
         Amelia clamped her jaw, fighting for control, trying to find inner strength amid the wreckage of her life.

         
         A canopy of trumpet and Mandevilla vines twined up and over the long arbor, creating a lush, green tunnel dotted with the
            flame of scarlet-, ginger-, and saffron-colored flowers, offering a beguiling respite from the relentless sun and perfuming
            the air heavy with a scent that reminded her of Bit-O-Honey taffy and Juicy Fruit gum. Around her, the hummingbirds whizzed
            and squabbled. Other than the quarrelsome creatures, the grounds were eerily quiet.
         

         
         Amelia canted her head, listening. As a musician, sounds drew her attention before other sensory input. She was an auditory
            learner and noticed the soft snick-snick of water sprinklers, the lazy drone of a faraway lawn mower, and the slap of the driver’s footfall against the asphalt.
         

         
         She shaded her eyes with a hand and glanced back over her shoulder. They were parked at the end of the long cul-de-sac. Stately
            Victorians, complete with whimsical gingerbread trim, framed both sides of the road. The houses sat on generous two- and three-acre
            lots, plenty of elbow room to keep the neighbors at bay.
         

         
         So homey here. Peaceful. Dull, even. A far cry from her penthouse lifestyle in downtown Chicago.

         
         Standing there, she experienced the same fugue she’d experienced following her visit to the specialist’s office two months ago, where he’d confirmed her diagnosis. She’d spent an entire day stumbling around Chicago, not knowing where she was going, or even who she was. She felt disassociated, as if viewing her life from a long distance. 

         
         How had she landed in this surreal environment? Why had she come here?

         
         The driver set the luggage at her feet. “You got sumbody to carry this inside for ya?”

         
         Amelia drew herself up. “I can manage.”

         
         He eyed her skeptically. She knew what he saw. Skinny white woman. Arms like pencils. Legs like straws. Hacked hair. Designer
            slacks, pricey white silk blouse, gauzy cover-up jacket, and modestly high-heeled pumps. Weak. Helpless. Northerner. Out of
            her element in coastal, slow-talking Texas.
         

         
         “Ya sure?” His brow furrowed in mild concern.

         
         She gave him a short, tight rubber-band smile along with a terse nod.

         
         “Okay.” He shrugged and ambled around the limo.

         
         A minute later, he was gone, leaving Amelia alone in a strange place. She missed him already and fought the urge to call the
            limo service and ask them to send him back. There were wheels on the luggage. She could and would handle this.
         

         
         Beneath the arbor a cobblestone path stretched out in front of her, and when she stepped to the other side of the archway,
            each hand towing a suitcase behind her, her oversized handbag hiked up on her shoulder, the temperature seemed to plummet
            at least fifteen degrees.
         

         
         From this vantage point, she couldn’t see the end of the path as it turned slightly some distance ahead and disappeared from view down a steep slope. 

         
         She sucked in a deep breath. “Here we go.”

         
         The suitcase wheels made ragged clacking noises as they hung and tugged against the uneven pavers. Moss grew up through cracks
            in the bricks, and she had images of Goldilocks and three disagreeable bears. Of Red Riding Hood and a ravenous wolf. Of Hansel
            and Gretel and a cannibalistic witch waving a stick of butter.
         

         
         “Your fierce imagination is your worst enemy,” Dr. Ellard told her often. “You build farfetched stories around your emotions.
            Try not to think too much.”
         

         
         What lovely, useless advice, Doctor. Don’t think. What kind of thing was that to say to an introvert who lived inside her head?
         

         
         The arbor seemed to lengthen endlessly as Amelia walked, giving her the sensation that she was moving in place. The longest journey begins with a single step.

         
         Was that how it went?

         
         She’d gotten that quote once in a fortune cookie. Robert had taken her to a celebratory dinner at their favorite Chinese restaurant
            after he’d crushed an opponent in court and won an award in the high seven figures.
         

         
         Amelia ordered her old standby, egg foo yung. Robert had Peking duck. His fortune cookie said, Eat, drink and be merry at your peril. He’d laughed, and said she’d gotten his fortune, and he’d gotten hers. He’d switched their scraps of paper, grinned, and
            kissed her.
         

         
         Robert.

         
         The pain hit her then, a blow to the forehead. Sharp as ever. She had to stop walking, close her eyes, and hitch in a labored breath. The gutted sensation cleaved her body, from her head to her feet. She closed her hands into fists, huddled trembling beneath the sheltering canopy. 

         
         She’d had no answers. Nowhere to turn.

         
         Her parents were dead, killed in a car accident two years ago, along with her fiancé.

         
         Robert had been driving her folks in his Bugatti on their way to see Amelia at her first cello solo with the Chicago Symphony
            Orchestra, where she’d performed Tchaikovsky’s Variations on a Rococo Theme.
         

         
         Anxious to get to the concert, Robert had run a red light.

         
         And her life, as she knew it, had changed forever. She fisted her hands, engulfed by the memory.

         
         This is your one chance to save yourself.

         
         Yes, but at what cost? Was saving her own life worth wrecking the lives of others? Amelia bit her bottom lip and thought of
            what she must do to survive.
         

         
         Cowered.

         
         “Fresh start. This is your fresh start. Keep moving.” Amelia raised her head, squared her shoulders, and sallied forth.

         
         Abruptly, the path bifurcated.

         
         Amelia paused at the fork, uncertain which way to go. To the left, the arbor continued. To the right lay a valley of sunshine and the cheery bird sounds. She recognized some of the calls—the harsh jeering of blue jays, a dove’s throaty coo, the thready lisp of a warbler, a covetous mockingbird appropriating everyone’s song and blending it smoothly into nature’s underlying soundtrack. 

         
         Left?

         
         Or right?

         
         Cool shadows or hot light?

         
         Amelia hesitated, her knees unexpectedly knocking together. The shadows called her, darkness snaking out like the twining
            vines. Stay safe. Come. This way. Hide. I’ll keep your secrets.

         
         The sun encroached upon the cobblestone, slanting rays over her shoes, giving her another message. Prove you’re brave enough to face the truth. Dare to step here.

         
         She ran a hand through her chopped hair. In the sun she would sweat, her pale freckled skin would grow sticky and damp. Or
            she could stay privileged in the shade where she’d lurked her entire life.
         

         
         Well, except for . . .

         
         No! She shoved that thought aside. Not thinking that.

         
         Which way to go?

         
         Fast decisions at a crossroads had never been her strong suit. She left her luggage behind, took one cautious step to the
            right and then another.
         

         
         Just for a peek. She could always retreat.

         
         The light dazzled. Sparkling white. Starbursts exploded behind her eyelids. Her pulse thumped, and a strange prickling raised
            the hairs on her arms. The path broadened into a promenade with a stroll of flowers enlivening the borders. There was a Zen
            garden and cement benches for resting. Numerous waterfalls splashing over lavish stone.
         

         
         And a mesmerizing circular labyrinth made of pink crushed gravel.

         
         She knew the difference between a labyrinth and a maze. Many people thought they were the same. She had, too, once. Until
            Robert taught her the difference on their first trip to Paris where he’d pulled her into an alcove in Versailles and planted
            a kiss on her neck.
         

         
         “Don’t, Robert.” She’d laughed and squirmed in his embrace. “The guide will leave us behind, and I want to see the garden
            maze.”
         

         
         “Labyrinth,” he corrected. “A labyrinth has only one entrance and exit point. It’s a circular path to the middle. A maze,
            on the other hand, has multiple paths. In a maze you have choices to make. With a labyrinth you simply enjoy the walk. While
            a labyrinth sounds more mysterious, true mystery lies within the heart of the maze.”
         

         
         Then he’d gently bitten down on the hot pulse point of her throat, shifting her attention to the heady mystery of his mouth.

         
         She shook her head. Shook off the memory. Gone. All that was long gone.

         
         Straight ahead, down the hill, beyond a wooden pergola shrouded by lavender wisteria, sat a small white two-story farmhouse,
            elegant in its simplicity.
         

         
         The limestone walls and tin roof glimmering in sunbath. The jalousie windows as provocative as a 1920s flapper. In her imagination Amelia envisioned the house as it must have looked newly built a hundred years ago. The owners hosting parties rife with slick-haired young men in tuxedos and sophisticated suffragettes wearing scarlet lipstick, giddy with the novel right to vote. She could hear the rumble of Model-T engines and the jaunty tinkling of a ragtime piano. Smell the gin and cigarette smoke. Taste the Parker House rolls, Jell-O molds, and Waldorf salad. 

         
         She yearned to fold her arms around the beautiful visage, pull it into her or herself into it.

         
         This storybook cottage was well cared for and magical. What sort of people lived here? Were they whimsical and fun? Did they
            cherish gardens and serenity? Did they respect history and a sense of order? Did they value home and family?
         

         
         All signs pointed to yes.

         
         Hope filled her. Too much hope, really. So much could go wrong and that significance wasn’t lost on her.

         
         This house was where Anna lived. The identical twin she’d mourned every day of her life. The sister, her mother had told her
            often enough when she got angry at Amelia, that should have lived instead of her.
         

         
         But Anna had lived. They’d just not known it.
         

         
         Amelia’s chest tightened, and her hands trembled. She rushed the rest of the way, anxious to get past this ambush meeting.
            She was in such a mad dash that she almost didn’t see the dog.
         

         
         The Doberman looked calm enough, peeping at her from behind a dog run of chain-link fence, quiet and alert, and standing at
            attention. Not barking, just watchful, ears pricked.
         

         
         Amelia froze, but her heart beat wildly, adrenaline carrying terror to every nerve cell in her body. She breathed only from
            the top part of her lungs, inadequate air chuffing in and out.
         

         
         When she was seven, sent off by her parents to enjoy the park on her own, she’d gotten mauled by a dog and ended up with nineteen stitches on the back of her legs. 

         
         The medical staff at the emergency room made a fuss about calling Child Protective Services, but a fistful of cash later,
            her parents’ lawyer mounted a defense in what later became known as “free-range parenting.” The lawyer not only got them off
            the hook, but he’d turned the case to their advantage by prosecuting the dog owner and winning a tidy sum. After that, though,
            her parents paid a nanny to take her to the park.
         

         
         They really were great parents; the best parents ever, she reminded herself. They simply held strong beliefs that children
            should be neither coddled nor overindulged with too much attention. They believed that soft snuggles and tender cuddles caused
            dependency and that unwarranted praise turned kids into wimps who couldn’t handle adversity.
         

         
         Sure, she would have enjoyed more praise, but her stoic upbringing had forged resilience, independence, and the ability to
            regulate her emotions. It taught her how to be self-contained, self-reliant, and self-sufficient.
         

         
         Amelia was glad for it.
         

         
         Yes, some people thought her a cold fish, but they didn’t understand how deeply she really did feel things. So deeply, in
            fact, she never dared give her emotions free rein for fear of falling apart completely if she did.
         

         
         The dog growled, a low, dark, threatening sound.

         
         Eyes rounding, she saw the gate’s latch was unlocked. If he charged, the gate would fly right open and the Doberman would
            be at her throat.
         

         
         Terror clubbed her and she was seven all over again.

         
         Amelia slunk back.

         
         The dog growled again and the hairs on Amelia’s arm lifted. The air, which earlier felt heavy and heated, now seemed frigid
            and frail.
         

         
         Immobilized by fear, she was afraid to go forward. Or back up for that matter.

         
         The dog was behind a fence; even if the gate was unlatched, he probably didn’t know it. Just tiptoe on by.

         
         Logical, yes. But emotion trumped logic every time. The old scars on her calves throbbed with each skip of her heart.

         
         Giving the Doberman the side-eye—she’d heard never make direct eye contact with a dangerous animal—she took a tentative step
            toward the house.
         

         
         Instantly, the Doberman jerked his head.

         
         Or rather tried.

         
         His head did not move, but the rest of his body flinched, his tensed muscles visibly spasming down his neck and across his
            broad chest. Something was wrong with the animal.
         

         
         She stopped again, this time out of concern instead of self-preservation. She might not be a fan of dogs, but she hated seeing
            anything or anyone in pain.
         

         
         The Doberman whimpered softly, and his pupils widened.

         
         Stretching her neck, she leaned farther over to see what’d happened.

         
         The dog’s thick leather collar had somehow gotten looped around the top of the T-post, holding him immobile. If he moved, he’d choke himself. The poor thing was in desperate straits. No telling how long he’d been hung up like this. 

         
         Then, she spied the sign so bold, she couldn’t believe she hadn’t seen it right away. Posted on the fence in neon orange letters:
            beware of dog.
         

         
         And on the blue plastic water bowl, a name.

         
         cujo.
         

         
         Clenching her hands, she sucked in oxygen. It took everything she had to force her feet in the direction of that fence.

         
         Briefly, she thought of just going to the front door, and telling whoever answered that their dog was in trouble, but she
            knew once that door opened and whoever was behind it got a good look at her, things would quickly spiral out of control.
         

         
         Besides, the dog was up on the tips of his paws. If he even so much as sat, he’d cut off his air supply and strangle to death.
            He needed help and he needed it now.
         

         
         The dog’s eyes pleaded with her.

         
         Save me.

         
         All right. Maybe she was anthropomorphizing him, but there was desperation in his gaze.
         

         
         “Hey boy,” she cooed in a shaky voice.

         
         He tried to lunge, but his collar slipped, sliding farther down the T-post, tightening the noose. The dog made a strangled,
            gargling noise.
         

         
         If she didn’t do something now, the dog would choke to death in front of her. Galvanized, Amelia raced toward the fence and
            the beware of dog sign.
         

         
         The Doberman’s head was so close to hers, his long sharp teeth bared. His upper lip curled back in a snarl, spittle foamed from his mouth, and his eyes bugged from his head. The collar twisted so tightly his neck veins engorged. 

         
         She hesitated, panic ripping through her. Compartmentalize, compartmentalize, compartmentalize.

         
         Yes, it sounded good, but she couldn’t quite bring herself to touch the dog. Don’t think—dear God, did she overthink things—do. Act. Go, go, go.

         
         Gritting her teeth, and quivering from head to toe, Amelia faced her long-held phobia, experienced the dog’s hot breath against
            her skin in a moment that stretched out like millennia as she reached to unfasten the collar.
         

         
         Her fingers hesitated at the buckle. Once she freed him what if the Doberman turned on her? What if he attacked?

         
         Her heart pole-vaulted into the middle of her throat and anchored there. Maybe that’s how her life would end. Not a slow withering
            away from renal failure but mauled to death by the dog she’d tried to save.
         

         
         Amelia let out a short, jolting chortle. There it was again, that fat, juicy slice of irony.

         
         But death by dog might not be all bad. At least she wouldn’t have to knock on that door, stare into the face of the identical
            twin sister she’d never set eyes on, and say, “Um, you don’t know me, but could you spare a kidney?”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Three
Anna
The Housewife

         
         Inside the house, Anna stood at the ironing board, spray-starching her husband’s crisp white dress shirt.

         
         Laundry surrounded her. It was piled on the floor and waiting to go into the washing machine, stacked on the folding table
            ready for dresser drawers, and wrinkled in baskets next in line for the iron.
         

         
         Items of summer were scattered about the mudroom: Logan’s water wings and flip-flops on the floor by the back door, sun hats
            and caps hung from the hooks mounted above the sink, a dark yellow tube of sunscreen, float toys, and a pair of cymbals that
            Allie had brought home from band the last day of school.
         

         
         And then Anna spied a stubborn dark orange-red stain embedded near the second button of the shirt’s cotton fabric.

         
         Her stomach dropped. Not again!

         
         “Kev!” she yelled so that he could hear her in the master bedroom where he was packing to go out on the road again. A late-season
            tornado had wiped out a big swatch of a small Oklahoma town. He would be processing insurance claims for weeks.
         

         
         “Yeah?” he yelled back.

         
         She ran a finger over the stain. “Have you been eating Toad’s chili again?”

         
         Kevin mumbled something she couldn’t hear.

         
         Scowling, she shook her head. She understood that her husband was a red-blooded, chest-thumping carnivorous male, and naturally
            resistant to the plant-based meal plan she struggled to keep him on.
         

         
         Dammit, they’d talked about this after his last physical when his cholesterol count came back over two fifty. Toad’s Diner,
            the place that served triple-meat chili and chicken-fried everything, was off his diet permanently. Anna wanted to keep Kevin
            around for a long, long time. She loved her sexy, noncompliant beast.
         

         
         Kevin wandered into the mudroom looking slightly shamefaced, holding a black leather loafer in one hand and shoe polish in
            the other. Tall, blond, broad shouldered, with Nordic heritage, he dominated any room he entered.
         

         
         Anna’s heart gave a romantic lurch. Even after twelve years of marriage and two kids, he could still quicken her pulse. At
            the same time, she felt a twinge of loneliness, missing him already. God, she wished he had a job where he didn’t have to
            travel so much, but alas, it was the nature of his business. He followed the catastrophes.
         

         
         Her husband believed in looking his best at disaster scenes. The other adjusters ribbed him for being a clothes horse, but Kevin felt that in times of crisis, people craved security and certainty. Wearing dress clothes and polished shoes was a small price to pay to instill confidence in his clients. 

         
         Happily, Anna ironed his shirts when she could simply have sent them to the dry cleaner. She enjoyed doing little things for
            him to show her love, plus it saved money when their budget was beyond tight.
         

         
         “The stain is forever.” She sighed and tossed the shirt to the floor. “I’ll turn it into a cleaning rag. But could you do
            me a favor, big guy, and go easy on Toad’s? If you want chili, I can make some with tofu and kidney beans.”
         

         
         He rolled his eyes, stuck out his tongue, made a “yuck” face, and held up three fingers in a Boy Scout salute. “No more Toad’s.
            I promise.”
         

         
         “You were never a Boy Scout and I don’t trust you to stay away from chili.” She shook her head. “So I’m willing to compromise.”

         
         He made happy grunting caveman noises and wriggled his eyebrows comically.

         
         “Stay out of Toad’s and I’ll make turkey chili with extra chili powder and siracha to pump up the flavor. Deal?”

         
         Kevin brightened. “Deal.”

         
         Laughing, Anna shook a finger at him. “Don’t think this means regular meat munching.”

         
         “Unless by ‘meat’ you mean—”

         
         “Behave.” She blushed.

         
         “Crack that whip. It’s part of my fantasies.”

         
         “I’m serious, Kevin.”

         
         Grinning, he leaned in for a kiss. She caught the scent of starch, shoe polish, and his basil shaving soap. The smell of her man getting ready for work. 

         
         “You know I love it when you get bossy.” He winked. “Hey, you wanna quickie?”

         
         “Not bossy,” she corrected, sidestepping the hand he tried to slide around her waist and tapping his chest with her index
            finger. “Assertive. Your health is important to me, Viking.”
         

         
         He dropped his hand and looked mildly disappointed. “Says the woman who never takes a spare second for herself. Seriously,
            ask your mom or mine to sit for the kids while you get a massage.”
         

         
         Anna shrugged. “Who has the time?”

         
         “Make the time.” He picked his shirt up off the floor. “Don’t worry about the stain. My tie will cover it. One less chore
            off your plate.”
         

         
         She was about to protest, but her cell phone dinged with a text message.

         
         Anna switched off the iron, wishing Kevin wouldn’t wear the shirt, stain and all, but she was too pressed for time to iron
            another one. Sometimes, she had to let things go. Not that she was happy about it.
         

         
         Tugging the phone from the back pocket of her denim shorts, she read the text.

         
         
            
               
                  Mom: Don’t forget our hair appointment at 10.
                  

               

            

         
         As if she’d ever forgotten an appointment with her mother. One punch on the screen with her thumb: K.

         
         Another text came through.

         
         This one was a group text from Gia, her sister-in-law. Gia was heading up the church bake sale and Anna had promised to make
            specialty cupcakes for the vacation bible school fundraiser, but she hadn’t even started them yet.
         

         
         
            
               
                  Gia: Reminder. All baked goods should be at the rectory no later than 5 p.m. tonight. Our volunteers need time to arrange and
                     price the items. Sale starts promptly at 8 tomorrow morning. Let me know ASAP if you can’t meet the deadline.
                  

               

            

         
         Cringing, Anna checked the time.

         
         It was almost nine now. She had to get Kevin out the door, usher the kids to the car and drop them off at her mother-in-law
            Veronica’s house, pick up her mom, hit the salon at ten to spend three hours in the chair for highlights and a cut, grab a
            late lunch with her mother. Pick up the kids.
         

         
         Hmm, that put her getting home around two thirty. Cutting it close, but she’d have just enough time to whip up some cupcakes,
            let them cool, and frost them by five. Easy peasy, lemon squeezy.
         

         
         Or you could just swing by your bakery and pick up three dozen. As tempting as that was, she’d promised specialty cupcakes and that was what she’d deliver.
         

         
         “I’m gonna finish packing.” Kev kissed the top of her head, picked up his shoe and the polish, and sauntered down the hall.

         
         She craned her neck, watching him walk away. Heavens, but the man still had a gorgeous ass, even eighteen years after he’d played running back for the Moonglow Dragons. Anna hugged herself. She was lucky, and she knew it. So damn lucky. Even if Kevin was on the road more than he was home, they had a strong marriage and she’d do everything in her power to keep it that way. 

         
         Family first. Always.

         
         Another text came through.

         
         Sighing, Anna checked her phone again.

         
         
            
               
                  Moonglow Hospital Robo-text: As someone in our database with a rare blood type, we urge you to donate to our semiannual blood drive. You are needed! The
                     mobile van will set up at Moonglow Community College from 8 a.m. to 5 p.m. Saturday June 12. Text STOP to unsubscribe.
                  

               

            

         
         Needed.

         
         The magical word that galvanized Anna. She was two pints away from being Moonglow Cove’s top donor. Yes, yes. Give blood.
            She was on it and saved the date into her calendar. Okay now, where was she? Oh yes, get the kids loaded up and . . .
         

         
         Ding.

         
         A fourth text. Really? The morning was starting off with a bang.

         
         This text from her bank telling her they had exactly $213.87 in their joint checking account. How had it gotten that low?

         
         She bit her bottom lip, recalled a few extra expenses: the clogged bathroom drain requiring a plumber, the run to the minor emergency clinic with Logan that insurance hadn’t yet reimbursed, and the night out at Chez Jacques to celebrate Kevin’s thirty-sixth birthday. It was pricey, and they shouldn’t have done it, but as Kevin said, “Sometimes you just have to live large.” 

         
         Shit. She would have to juggle some things. Maybe get a cash advance on her credit card. Not bright, Anna, not bright.

         
         Maybe not, but Kevin didn’t get a check for another week and she’d invested last month’s bakery profits in new signage. Temporary
            cash flow problems. That’s all this was. True enough, but juggling bills to rob Peter to pay Paul was happening more and more
            often. Time for a serious budget adjustment.
         

         
         You could skip the hair appointment.

         
         She fingered her overgrown mop of unruly red hair, looped a strand around her finger, and stared at the split ends. Mom was
            looking forward to their salon time together. Maybe she could barter with her stylist. Haircut in exchange for a month’s worth
            of free baked goods? Her stylist did love her Italian bread with olives and sun-dried tomatoes.
         

         
         Another text. Heavens, did someone mix up my phone number with Grand Central Station?

         
         Another group text, this one from the Harmonious Housewives: Music practice canceled tonight. Jeannie’s son broke his arm falling off the jungle gym and Amber’s sister went into labor.

         
         Anna sent a sad face emoji but thanked heaven that something on her schedule had gotten postponed. She adored her weekly amateur musical group and they were playing in the Moonglow Music Festival in the park on Friday evening, so they really needed the rehearsal, but honestly who cared if they sucked buckets? It was a free show and they just wanted to have fun. 

         
         For the fifth time, she put her phone down and as she did, it played the ringtone of her favorite song, “Let It Go” from the
            Frozen soundtrack. Right now, she didn’t really want to hear it. Especially when she saw the call was from Moonglow Cove Memory
            Care Center.
         

         
         Don’t answer, she told herself. They could leave voice mail. Yeah, that sounded good, but then the guilt-inducing angel on her shoulder whispered, What if it’s important?

         
         “Babe,” Kevin called from their bedroom. “Have you seen my . . .” The rest came out as a garbled mufflestuffisit.

         
         “Hello?” she answered.

         
         “Anna?”

         
         She recognized the voice of the director of the memory care facility, Myra Marts, and tried not to sound put-upon. “Good morning,
            Myra.”
         

         
         “I wish it was.”

         
         Uh-oh. “What’s up?” she asked, her voice coming out chirpy as a bluebird on Adderall. Dial it down.

         
         “I’m afraid Winnie’s gone missing again.”

         
         Anna rubbed her temple with her free hand. Winnie Newton was the midwife who’d delivered her, and the elderly woman had been
            exceptionally close to Anna’s dad, Heathcliff.
         

         
         Because her parents had had her so late in life, Anna had never known her grandparents and Winnie had filled their shoes,
            stepping in as a surrogate grandmother. When she was young, Winnie had had a substantial presence in her life.
         

         
         Out of a sense of loyalty and sheer kindness, her father had been the one to look after Winnie when she was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s. Because Winnie’s son, Paul, had been her dad’s best friend, he felt obligated. But Anna couldn’t help thinking the reason ran deeper than that. Her father had lost both his parents when he was young, and Winnie had lost her husband and son too soon. Mutual sorrow could cement a relationship. 

         
         Plus, Winnie had no one else to look after her. Since her dad passed away last year Anna had inherited Winnie’s medical power
            of attorney.
         

         
         “I don’t expect you to do anything,” Myra said. “We’re out searching, and we called the police. I just wanted you to know.
            I’m sure we’ll find her soon.”
         

         
         “Thank you,” Anna said, forcing herself to take a deep breath.

         
         Despite all the safety and security precautions they took at the facility, Anna understood that patients with dementia did
            take off unannounced from time to time. Myra did her best to create a safe and nurturing environment, but nothing was foolproof.
            Especially with Winnie, who’d turned out to have Houdini flair whenever she got agitated.
         

         
         “Please text me when you find her,” she told Myra.

         
         “We will.”

         
         Anna ended the call and stared at the screen, daring the phone to interrupt her again. Problems were stacking up like Jenga
            blocks, one wrong move and the “to-do” tower would tumble in on her.
         

         
         Dear Lord, she prayed jokingly, please send me a clone.
         

         
         What she wouldn’t give for a clone! She took another deep breath and slowly let it out through her teeth. She’d find a way to manage everything. She always did. Where there was a will there was a way. Right? 

         
         “Mommy, Mommmmmmy!” Logan came tearing into the mudroom, tears running down his face.

         
         “What is it, honey?” Anna crouched and opened her arms wide. “What’s happened?”

         
         Her three-year-old flew into her embrace. “Al-Allie!”

         
         He sobbed, burying his face against her shoulder. On his heels, her ten-year-old daughter stormed into view. She wore a blue
            T-shirt with galloping horses imprinted into the material, denim shorts, and her curly red hair was pulled into a ponytail
            with a scrunchie.
         

         
         “He came into my room, Mom, and he knocked my phone off the dresser. Look!” Allie flashed her phone in front of Anna’s face.
            “He cracked the screen!”
         

         
         There was indeed a hairline crack. Very tiny, but there.

         
         “It was an assident,” Logan wailed.

         
         “I want a new phone. I need a new phone. He owes me a new phone!” Allie flailed dramatically.

         
         “Allie, lower your voice.” Anna got to her feet and leveled a calming gaze at her daughter. “We can discuss this without yelling.”

         
         Logan clasped his arms around Anna’s thigh and shot his sister the side-eye.

         
         Allie glowered at him. “Phone! Cracked! Brat!”

         
         “Shh. You’re upsetting your brother.”

         
         “You always take his side.”

         
         “He’s three and he didn’t mean to crack your phone. You’re lucky you even have a phone. Many kids your age don’t. Suck it up, buttercup.” 

         
         The cell phone was a cost they could have waited a few years on. Allie had her own phone simply because Kevin adored gadgets
            and had buried Anna with research and articles on why it was good for children to have their own phones. Anna had been against
            it, wanting to wait until Allie was thirteen.
         

         
         Kevin won when he said, “The GPS tracker will let you know where she is every moment of every day.”

         
         Begrudgingly, she’d agreed to the phone for Allie’s tenth birthday. There were plenty of days when she couldn’t pry Allie
            from her phone screen that she regretted the decision.
         

         
         Allie scowled, folded her arms over her chest, and chuffed out her breath. “He’s your favorite. It’s not fair, not fair, not
            fair.”
         

         
         From her pocket, Anna’s cell phone dinged and then rang.

         
         Logan boo-hooed.

         
         Allie stormed down the hall.

         
         Kevin called, “What is going on?”

         
         Did she have to solve everything? Fix everyone? Yep, you’re the mom. Comes with the job description.

         
         Well, she refused to feel sorry for herself. Enough of this nonsense. She had to break the mood and turn the ship around,
            or the entire day would be a wash.
         

         
         Hmmm, how to get their attention, and snap her kids out of this mind-set? Anna searched the laundry room and her gaze fell
            on the cymbals.
         

         
         Aha.

         
         Prying Logan from her leg, she grabbed for the cymbals and clashed them together. Sang at the top of her lungs, “Seventy-six trombones led the big parade!” 

         
         Allie poked her head back into the mudroom. “Mom, what are you doing?”

         
         “Line up!” Anna hollered. “We’re going to march this out.”

         
         “Mom!” Allie rolled her eyes hard.

         
         Anna clashed the cymbals.

         
         Allie lined up behind Logan, who was already following her as Anna marched down the hallway.

         
         “Knees high!” she called and started in on the lyrics again. “Seventy-six trombones!”

         
         They proceeded past the master bedroom headed to the kitchen. The kids falling in step with her. Anna clashing the cymbals
            with resounded emphasis. Kevin came out of the bedroom to join them, making a silly drum major face and waving a golf putter
            like it was a baton. He got in front of Anna to lead the band.
         

         
         Typical.

         
         Let her get the party started and Kev showed up to take over as if it had been his idea all along. But Anna didn’t care. She’d
            shifted the mood. They were laughing and singing and marching.
         

         
         Score one for Mom.

         
         The doorbell rang.

         
         Logan left formation, ran for the door, and, before Anna could stop him, flung it wide open.

         
         Anna halted, eyes on her son.

         
         “Mom?” A confused expression crossed Logan’s little face as he looked at the visitor and then at Anna and repeated in a soft, befuddled whisper, “Mommy?”
         

         
         She shifted her gaze from her son to the thin, spiky-haired, redheaded woman standing on her front porch holding a thick leather
            dog collar in her hand and appearing as if she’d just scaled Mount Everest to get it.
         

         
         A complete stranger who looked exactly like her.
         

         
         Anna’s mouth dropped open and she blinked hard, trying to parse what she was seeing. But it was like the time she took calculus
            in high school. Nothing made sense no matter how hard she tried to understand it.
         

         
         Her giggly mind said, You prayed. God answered. Here she is. Your clone.

         
         Literally.

         
         Yeah, be careful what you wish for because you just might get it.

         
         The cymbals fell from her hands and hit the floor with a jarring clatter. Everyone jumped, including the clone on her doorstep.

         
         Oh wait. Oh hey. Now she’d figured this out. She was still sound asleep and trapped in some kind of lucid nightmare. That was why it felt so
            real.
         

         
         Soon, she soothed herself, soon enough the alarm would go off and everything would return to normal.

         
         But deep inside, a part of Anna knew that nothing would ever be the same again.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Four
Amelia
The Mirror

         
         Somehow, Amelia didn’t expect Anna to look quite so much like her in person. She thought there would be differences, and there
            were, but they were cosmetic.
         

         
         She’d studied Anna’s features in her sister’s social media photo posts, but to actually see herself looking back without benefit
            of a mirror was, well . . . slightly shocking.
         

         
         Anna weighed twenty pounds more and had long wavy hair that fell to the middle of her back; her ears were triple pierced,
            and she had a small diamond nose stud, along with a small butterfly tattoo on her left upper arm.
         

         
         Amelia’s body pumped a flood of adrenaline. She was hot and cold, sweaty and dry all at the same time.

         
         Anna was Amelia outside of her own body. Seeing her sister’s face for the very first time was remarkable.

         
         I’m not alone, she thought, and a crazy giddiness lightened her heart.
         

         
         Finally, she was not alone, and it felt so glorious that instant panic wrapped around her throat like a thick fist.

         
         It wasn’t just that her mirror image was staring back at her, it was the entirety of Anna. A sister. At long last.

         
         Amelia was overcome, both joy and fear tangling up inside her. They studied each other like zoo monkeys introduced for the
            first time.
         

         
         Anna stared back at Amelia with the same dark chocolate eyes that Amelia used to peer at her. Friends, acquaintances, and
            even strangers had often commented on the
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“Lori Wilde’s novels are always a delight!”

—Jill Shalvis, New York Times bestselling author
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