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PROLOGUE

Murder isn’t supposed to happen on beautiful days like this, Lexi thinks as her blood begins to pool on the light-beige carpet. She gazes out the porthole at the bright blue sky that dips into the calm, clear ocean. She hears a seagull squawk in the distance as the water lazily laps against the yacht. She feels woozy and shifts her gaze to the high gloss wood paneling that runs up to the beamed ceiling, where fine delicate lines of gold accent the cabin. Her heart rate seems to slow down and speed up at the same time. The footsteps above her are moving with urgency. Fear and adrenaline consume her as her life flashes before her eyes like photos in an album. Each person she sees brings on a different emotion. Sadness, regret, guilt, hatred; sometimes it’s all of them at once rushing at her, a dam that has burst open. Her body runs cold. This is it; she made a mistake, one too many. Now she is about to die, and she has nothing to show for it. She’s let every important person in her life down and she has to accept her fate. After everything she’s done, it’s fitting really for it all to end like this. Her luck was bound to run out sometime.







NOW

Amy heads to Palm Beach with only one suitcase even though she’s not sure how long she’ll be staying for.

She is still in shock over the phone call she received from the Palm Beach Police Department. Her sister Lexi is dead. The news hit her like a bombshell, and she was left with the aftermath of loud ringing in her ears. She almost has no recollection of the conversation after that, not that there was much of one. The police wouldn’t divulge any details, only that Lexi and her husband, Hugh, were dead. Everything else she demanded to know, they explained was under investigation. 

Anger boiled up inside her, mainly because she doesn’t know her sister at all anymore. She knew nothing about her life, her husband, nothing that she could even venture a guess at, as to what might have put them in a position such as this to begin with. Then again it could’ve been just a terrible accident, but Amy’s gut says otherwise.

She and Lexi had always had a complicated relationship. Being eight years older, Amy practically raised Lexi when her dad went into a depression over the death of their mom. Yet as Lexi reached her late teens, at some point Amy expected her sister to take responsibility for herself. But it was always her who was left cleaning up the messes, until one day, Lexi’s actions were unforgivable.

The memory of it, sharp as an ice pick and just as painful. 



After Lexi disappeared, she would get postcards from all the places the two of them had once talked about traveling to together. 

Pictures of the Leaning Tower of Pisa, the palace in Monte Carlo, the Eiffel Tower in Paris, all with Lexi’s chicken-­scratched handwriting on the back with one sentence. Wish you were here. 

A wave of jealousy had ripped through her like a knee-jerk reaction every time she received one. She had assumed it was an excuse for Lexi to flaunt that she was living the life Amy always wanted to have but couldn’t. 

But what if that was never the case at all? 

It never occurred to Amy until now that maybe this was her olive branch after their falling out. She curses herself now at her childish envy, yet that pain is still there like a scar that itches from where the skin never fully healed. 

She had pulled the postcards out of her father’s old desk before she left. After her dad had died, she couldn’t afford to keep his place, so instead moved what furniture she could into her new apartment.

Now, her pointer finger plays with a folded corner of the Tower of London, as she guesses when she might have ­gotten this one, the date etched away. The first one was from Spain, Barcelona. It was of the Sagrada Familia. A beautiful unfinished church by the famous architect of the city, Antoni Gaudi. Exactly like the travel book that she had found in a donation bin at their local church. Before bed each night, she’d pored over the pictures of famous landmarks all over the world, and dreamed of seeing each one of them. She reminisces about young Lexi, creeping into her room most nights when she was supposed to be asleep. Her sea-blue eyes peering at her through the crack of the door. Amy would smile and lift the bedspread, as Lexi would run in and snuggle up next to her, her cheeks flushed and the grin on her face infectious. Amy would stroke Lexi’s soft brown hair as she read to her about each place. Lexi would take it all in like Amy was reading her a fairy tale. 

“Where would you go first?” Lexi’s then small voice had asked her once.

“I would go to Barcelona, because there’s no other place on earth like it.”

Amy then turned the page and showed her a picture of Antoni Gaudi. “He designed most of Barcelona,” Amy explained while flipping through some of his other iconic landmarks like Park Guell and Casa Milà. “He said his inspiration always came from nature.”

Staring now out of the plane’s window, the memory encourages Amy to pull her purse out from under the seat in front of her. She flips through the postcards and brings the Sagrada Familia to the front, examining it. To her, the outside of the church up close had always looked like it had been designed like a sandcastle you make with wet sand through your fingertips. The kind that Amy had taught Lexi to make when they were just kids growing up at the shore. 

A warmth spreads throughout her at the memory. Back when her sister was a tiny, fierce and infuriating six-year-old, next to her know-it-all fourteen-year-old-attitude. 

At that point, Amy and Lexi were best friends. It was when Lexi got older that their relationship became strained. 

Amy swallows hard as she stares at the postcards, the last things that have connected her to Lexi. Amy could’ve responded through phone or email, but she didn’t. She also could never bring herself to throw them out. When Amy got the call about Lexi, she was drawn immediately to the postcards and before leaving for the airport had absentmindedly shoved them into her purse. 

Amy’s eyes water. I failed her. A sinking feeling swirls in the pit of her stomach like a whirlpool. I failed her and it’s too late to fix it.



When Amy steps outside from the airport for the first time, she inhales a mixture of minerals, earth and salt water. 

A woman dressed in a coral printed silk dress rolls her designer luggage up next to Amy, who is wearing a modest T-shirt and jeans. She wonders if she should’ve dressed a little nicer. It’s been a long time since she has given more than a second thought to her appearance, not that she could afford anything that this woman has on.

Amy’s ice-blue eyes are those of a deer in headlights. There are dark-plum circles under her eyes from lack of sleep, and her cheekbones are starting to protrude—she can’t remember the last time she ate a real meal. Her once soft, creamy skin feels dry and flaky. Her dirty brown hair sticks to the back of her neck. She looks like she’s been through hell and back, and she has. But her distress goes back farther than this phone call, which just aged her another ten years.

The woman’s slender arm flags down a sleek black SUV and it’s behind it that Amy sees the sign for the taxi stand.

She makes her way over to where a cab driver, a wholesome-looking man in his fifties with a long nose and sharp chin, assists her with her bag as she pulls up the address. He types it into his navigation system and they’re off. She spends the next few minutes reading emails—including a rejection for the editor’s job she had been hoping for—and replying to them. By the time she looks up, they are going over a bridge. She stares around in amazement. The water is a crystal blue and when she looks to her left, the city of West Palm Beach appears behind her. White, yellow and pink buildings seem to rise from the water like a mirage.

“First time here?” the driver asks, connecting eyes with her in the rear-view mirror.

“Yes,” she answers. 

“It’s pretty spectacular.” 



They circle a roundabout and the drive continues along the beach, each home seeming to be more expansive and more impressive than the one before. She takes in the aqua and sea-foam colors of the ocean, rolling her window down to breathe in the salty air. The road is lined with hedges on both sides, a mixture of clusia and well-trimmed topiaries. Tall palm trees sway softly with the breeze, next to private beach villas which Amy can guess are the cabanas of these massive homes. Within minutes they are passing a coral stone clocktower. 

“This is Worth Avenue,” the driver announces. “It’s the Fifth Avenue of Palm Beach where you’ll find all the fancy stores and restaurants.”

Amy nods, but her reaction is dismissive. She turns her head towards the beach where several people are out on their surfboards with lifeguards looking on from their metal station towers. On the left, across the street, are large white condo buildings, enjoying prime ocean views.

They come around a bend, and they are now passing another impressive Mediterranean structure, this time with twin belvedere towers; it strikes her as familiar.

“What’s this place?” 

“This is the Breakers. It’s a very fancy hotel, originally built in the late 1800s I think; it’s an historic landmark. Henry Flagler, who founded this area, owns it, well at least I think his heirs do now. But you can also become a member there. They have golf, tennis and a beach club.”

Amy recalls it now. It’s where Lexi and Hugh were married. When she received the invitation, she had looked the place up. The price for a room for one night was laughable to her, but the pictures on the website were breathtaking. Tall, arching ceilings were painted and crafted like you were in a museum rather than a hotel. While it had a haunted, historical look to it, especially with ballrooms straight out of the gilded age, it was surprisingly modern as well in areas like the hotel suites, restaurants and the private beach cabanas that snaked along the various pools.

Amy still can’t believe she didn’t go to the wedding. It was three years ago now. She knew she couldn’t afford it. But instead of telling her sister that, or staying somewhere else, she just didn’t go. Josh tried to reason with her. It was her only sister.

Amy sucks in a breath. She had wanted to go. But she was also afraid. Afraid of stepping back into the toxic relationship they had. Expecting Lexi to blow through once again like a hurricane, leaving Amy to deal with the aftermath.

Her fingernails dig hard into her palm in the back of the taxi. 

The car ride is quiet for another ten minutes, the driver clearly out of facts to share. Eventually he makes a right into a driveway that is blocked by a wooden gate.

“I’m sorry, did I get the address wrong, or did we miss it?”

“It’s right here.” He points to the contemporary mansion in front of them. 

Amy’s mouth gapes open and she slips back into the seat in slight shock. He presses a call button, confirming her arrival, and the wooden gate slides back on a track revealing a hardscape driveway with moss outlining the shell stone tiles in a diamond-like formation. The windows of the house are floor to ceiling, making the home appear almost translucent. During the day, the dark tint of the windows allows for some privacy, but, at night with the lights on, it must feel like being in a fishbowl. Always being watched. No wonder they had a gate.

“Best of luck to you,” the cab driver tells her as he hands her bag to her from the trunk. “Welcome to Palm Beach.” 

Amy stares up at the place in awe. A knot forms in her stomach. She thinks about the second call she got shortly after she spoke with the police.



She had heard the faint buzzing coming from deep within the couch where her phone must’ve slipped between the cushions after it dropped from her hands.

“Mrs. White?” The voice sounded soft and youthful with an Italian accent.

“Yes?”

“My name is Lucia, I work for Lexi and Hugh Carrington,” she clarified. “Am I speaking with her sister Amy?”

“Um, yes,” she had said with a sense of uncertainty. She hadn’t been much of a sister to her these past years. If anything, they were strangers now.

“I have some rather important matters to discuss with you,” she had said, clearing her throat uncomfortably.

“Of course.” Amy tried to keep the emotion out of her voice.

“Are you able to fly down to Palm Beach right away?”

“Fly down to Palm Beach?” Why would she need to do that, she thought, before the realization hit her. “Do I have to …” Amy choked on a new rush of tears. “Identify her?”

“No,” Lucia replied. “That’s been taken care of,” she added sadly. “This matter isn’t concerning the investigation.”

“Then what is this about?” But as Lucia explained, a fog settled over her mind making it impossible to see or think straight. She must have misunderstood what Lucia said to her. Her own tragic memories clearly colliding with the reality. 

Amy didn’t say anything for a long time. It couldn’t be right. It didn’t make any sense. How could she not have known?

“Amy?” The voice on the other end spoke again.

“I’m sorry, what did you say? I must’ve heard you wrong,” she said, standing up as if this would somehow give her better reception.

“I’m the Carrington’s nanny. I’m calling because I need to discuss with you the welfare of the baby.”







THEN

Lexi studies herself in the mirror of her suite at the Breakers. The sun is casting a beam of light through the window overlooking the ocean that falls softly on her face. She hears the click of a camera, causing her to steal her attention away.

“You look gorgeous, keep doing what you are doing, I just want to get some pre-wedding shots.” The photographer checks his camera then steadies it again.

She gives him an awkward smile. 

“Just be natural,” he tells her, as if it’s normal to have a ­photographer following you around all day.

“Okay,” she uses her manicured finger to check the pins of her chignon are in place before she pulls her veil over her face. Her reflection makes her question whether her eyes are too smoky against her blush-pink cheeks and bow-shaped lips. 

Oh well, the makeup artist already left, nothing she can do about it now. 

Lexi pulls up her A-line strapless wedding gown accented with crystals. She still cannot fathom that she’s wearing a ­Versace wedding gown. Never in her wildest dreams would she have imagined she’d ever be able to afford anything like this.

Her smile fades as she brushes at the fabric, reminded of when her and Amy used to dress up in their mom’s wedding dress.

She wishes Amy were here. 



Lexi had thought all this money would make her happy, but it’s in this moment she wonders if she’s making a terrible mistake. 

Sure, she loves Hugh. She’s pretty sure. But Hugh loves the version of her that she’s become for him. 

After the death of her father, Lexi recognized that she needed to turn her life around. She traveled the world hoping to experience the thrill of the journey, the freedom of it all, hoping it would help her grow up. But instead, it felt lonely. She and Amy were supposed to do it together, like they had always talked about.

The thought creates a deep ache in her chest. 

Lexi owes a lot to Hugh. She doesn’t want to think where she’d be now if it weren’t for him. She had just finished her teaching term in Barcelona. Her friend Lucy had an apartment on Baker Street in London and Lexi, not wanting to return home, asked if she could crash with her until she found a job. They both ended up getting work waitressing at the ­Panther Bar in Leicester Square. It was certainly not the type of place she had expected to meet her future husband. The place was loud and dark, which seemed to encourage unwanted propositions.

“You have to be tough to work here,” Clara, one of the waitresses, told her on her first night as she loaded up her tray with various cocktails and several shot glasses.

“I think I can handle it,” Lexi had told her. She had been living on her own for two years now. 

Clara looked her up and down and huffed.

“Then you can handle that crew.” She cocked her head and Lexi followed her gaze to a group of men on a stag party. 

Her body tensed as she watched them, looking around and assessing the women like they were their prey.

It was then that she noticed Hugh for the first time. He wasn’t being loud and boisterous like the rest of them. He was still in his suit and tie, as if coming straight from the office. Maybe that somehow made him look more respectable, even though the people he chose to surround himself with were on the verge of getting kicked out and they had only just gotten there.  

It had been Lexi’s first day on the job and not wanting to get fired, she was putting up with things that would’ve normally caused her to slap or throw a drink in someone’s face. 

“May I offer you boys a drink?” Lexi put on a cheery smile.

“Well, hello,” one of the guys said, running his hand up her leg.

She immediately stepped back.

Hugh had come up from behind her, seemingly from the bathroom, and positioned himself between her and his rude friend. 

“Tequila shots,” his friend slurred.

“You’re done with shots, mate,” Hugh told him, raking his hands through his thick brown hair as he leaned down to talk to him. “Switch to beer or something.”

“It’s early,” his friend argued.

“Late for you,” Hugh countered.

His bleary-eyed friend put his hands up but then, before she knew what was happening, he pulled her by the arm onto his lap, squeezing her breasts to a point that Lexi had cried out. 

Hugh pulled Lexi off him, brought the guy up to standing and punched him so hard he fell over again.

“Get him out of here,” Hugh told the security guard as if he was the one calling the shots. 

Feeling the tears building, Lexi excused herself, quietly ­crying in the bathroom.

Clara was right, she didn’t think she was cut out for this. Already that night she had thrown out several drinks on her tray that she was sure someone had tampered with. The bartender was pissed he kept having to remake her cocktails, but she wasn’t going to hand anyone a spiked drink. She was convinced this would be her first and last night.

When she came out of the bathroom, Lexi was surprised to find Hugh waiting for her. “Are you all right?”

Embarrassed, she wiped a tear away from the corner of her eye.

“I want to apologize for my mate. Well, in fact he’s not my mate at all, I really hate the guy.”

Lexi let out a nervous laugh. “It wasn’t your fault. Thank you for helping me.”

“Could I call you sometime?” 

Lexi nodded. “That would be nice.”

Lexi had been in awe when their first date was at the Royal Thames Yacht Club.

It was a smart, sophisticated club that made Lexi feel insecure and out of place. 

After a tour and a four-course meal, they set off to enjoy a sunset cruise, just the two of them. 

It had been like something out of a fairy tale. Yet, by the time they had gotten back, an older man had been standing on the dock as if waiting for them to return. His hands were crossed over his chest, and he had a scowl on his face.

“Father.” Hugh had grinned almost animatedly. “I didn’t think you could make it.”

“It was supposed to be our monthly father and son dinner was it not?”

Lexi looked at Hugh nervously. Suddenly she felt like an intruder.

“I’d like you to meet Lexi.”

Lexi waved nervously. She didn’t feel appropriately dressed to meet parents. She was in a tight pink dress that was low cut in the chest and too short in the skirt. She had bought it that day from Top Shop on Oxford Street.

The man pulled his bottom lip in, keeping the scowl on his face. She apparently didn’t make a good impression.

“So do I have permission to come aboard my own boat?”

Hugh nodded and waved his hand in a gesture to come on board. 

“Well, my dear, it’s about time you head out. I must have a talk here with my son.”

Lexi stood awkwardly to climb off the boat.

“Sit,” Hugh urged her. 

“No really, it’s fine. I must be going anyway. It was a lovely night. Thank you so much.” She turned to Hugh’s father who had yet to introduce himself to her. “Nice to meet you.”

He gave a curt nod. 

“I’ll give you a call later.” Hugh waved as if immune to the hostile environment that had formed.

His father, Rupert, had never liked Lexi. She’d never forget when she and Hugh went to Rupert’s penthouse apartment in Mayfair and announced their engagement. His third wife, Bitsy, not even Hugh’s mother, had stood up and hugged them, while Rupert made a show of pouring himself a Scotch from his crystal decanter. Then he raised his glass and said to them, “Well there you have it,” and slugged it back. 

Later she had overheard him telling Hugh she was the type of girl you kept on the side, not the one you marry.

A knock makes Lexi turn as Bitsy opens the door a crack. Her round stature isn’t very flattering for the mermaid style royal blue dress that she is wearing. Her face is already flushed from drinking.

“Can I offer you a glass of champagne?” Bitsy holds up the two in her hands. 



“I don’t drink, but thank you,” she replies. Lexi hasn’t had a drink since she left home and Bitsy knows that about her—but then again, she doesn’t seem like the type of woman who puts much thought into Lexi. While she is mildly pleasant, especially compared to Rupert, Lexi’s guess is when it comes to her, she can take it or leave it. It is making the day that much more excruciating. There isn’t anyone here for her. No one to look out for her, tell her if she is making a big mistake or assuring her everything will be fine.

None of her friends from London could afford to make a trip and, to be honest, she’d lost touch with most of them once Hugh moved them to Palm Beach. Despite living here the past year, she hasn’t been too good at making friends. But she had at least hoped her sister would come. 

Lexi chides herself. She had been stupid enough to expect, after years of reaching out with postcards that Amy never responded to, that she’d suddenly show up at her wedding. Lexi had hoped that they would hug one another, apologize about everything and bury the hatchet. 

This marriage is her only option. She can be happy, she thinks. Just do what you have been doing this whole time. Be the person he wants you to be, she tells herself.

“Bitsy, let’s get a picture of you and your new daughter-in-law to be,” the photographer calls before Bitsy tries to slink back out. She gives a bumbling look to Lexi, almost asking through her eyes if she has to. 

Lexi is about to dismiss it, but then the photographer insists. They stand next to each other, as close as they can without touching.

“Okay now, Bitsy, why don’t you fluff her dress for her.”

“Fluff it like what?”

“Like Pippa did for Kate when she married Prince William.”

“Oh, she had such a lovely dress on,” Bitsy mumbles and she bends down letting out a groan.



Lexi wants to override the photographer. The only one that should be doing this is Amy. 

But she’s not here.

“Are we all done?” Bitsy asks impatiently.

The photographer checks his camera. “Fabulous, thank you.”

“How much time until the wedding?” Lexi asks as Bitsy leaves.

He checks his watch. “About thirty minutes.”

Maybe Amy will come. Lexi allows herself one more hopeful thought.

It’s never going to happen, Lexi. She turns back to herself in the mirror. What you’ve done there is no coming back from.







NOW

Amy’s stomach clenches with anxiety, causing bile to rise to her throat.

She thinks about that phone call with Lucia. She knows that she and Lexi haven’t spoken in years, but how could she have not known that her sister gave birth to a little girl?

Standing outside of this mansion, she’s about to knock when the door opens, surprising her. A young, tall woman in her early twenties. She has dark brown hair, shiny and silky, that is tied into a ponytail. She has soft-toned features which are strikingly beautiful. Her emerald green eyes narrow. “You must be Amy?” It comes out like an accusation and question at the same time.

“Yes,” she answers. “Nice to meet you, you must be Lucia.”

“Yes,” she replies with a quick smile before her face returns to neutral. “Please come in.”

Amy leaves her suitcase just inside the front door, her rolling luggage on the smooth tile barely making a sound. The front foyer has two staircases which swoop like a tidal wave to the next floor. On her left she sees a formal dining room; a three-tiered glass chandelier hangs above a long wooden table that looks like it can seat ten. To the right is a formal sitting room with large windows and a fireplace with the same coral stone that she saw on the Worth ­Avenue Clock Tower moments before. Her eyes shift and she freezes, unable to move. Above the fireplace is a family portrait of Lexi, Hugh and their baby, who she learns is named Sophia, after their mother. It is a professional picture taken at sunset on the beach. Hugh appears older but only a little, closer to Amy’s age. He’s tan with a fit build and thick brown quiff of hair. He’s wearing a casual white linen button-down and light khaki pants with no shoes or socks. He’s seated with his arm around Lexi, who is in a white linen dress holding the baby swaddled in a soft white material, leaving only her bald head and puffy cheeks to be seen in the shot. Amy’s eyes fixate back on Lexi. She looks so different from what she remembers. Her face thinned out, her hair a golden brown softly resting just past her shoulders, just like Amy’s. The hard edges of her features appear to have softened, and a tan gives her a healthy glow. She looks like the person Amy always wanted her to become. A stab of regret pierces her heart. 

“Right this way,” Lucia calls to her from the hall, oblivious to what Amy is looking at. Lucia is standing over a large gold table in the shape of an octagon. A bouquet of fresh cut lilies on it sits between them. Amy goes around it, following her into the kitchen off to the left. Lucia points towards a square wooden table. There is a bench carved into the wall and plantation shutters blocking the afternoon sun behind them. 

“Please, have a seat. Can I get you some coffee? I made some banana bread if you’d like.”

“Coffee would be great.” 

She waits in silence as Lucia goes over to prepare a French press. It’s so different to the instant coffee their dad used and consequently, her. Amy and Lexi didn’t come from much. Their father worked as a mechanic, but after their mother died, he had a hard time keeping a job. When Amy wasn’t at school she took on extra hours at a grocery store, bringing home food that they couldn’t sell anymore as it reached its expiration date. 

Lucia reaches into a white cabinet and sets a tan handcrafted coffee mug onto the white granite countertop. She pours the coffee into the cup, then brings it over to the table on a wooden tray that’s holding a milk and sugar set.

Amy thanks her, picking up the milk and watching as it pours into her coffee, swirling around the inside of her cup like storm clouds.

“I hope your travels went well.”

“They did, thanks.” 

“How long of a flight is it? You came from New York?”

“Yes, only three hours,” she tells her. Regretting again how quick it was for her to get here. She remembers the change of address that Lexi had sent her. Lexi was easily accessible to her this whole time, and she did nothing about it.

Amy swirls her spoon in her coffee mug. “Have the police told you anything about what happened? They just told me it was still under investigation.”

“That’s what they said to me too.” She nods grimly. “But a man came by yesterday, he’s apparently with the FBI. He gave me his card.”

The FBI is involved?

Lucia retrieves a card out of one of the drawers on the kitchen island, “Robert Sullivan,” she reads before placing it down in front of Amy.

Amy looks down at the bone-colored card with silver etching in Times New Roman. Agent Robert Sullivan, FBI The phone number in a smaller font below the name.

Why is the FBI involved and not the police? 

A cry comes from a monitor tucked on the counter next to the stainless-steel double refrigerator. 



“She’s up,” Lucia’s tone is more upbeat than Amy has heard from her since she got here. “Would you like to see your niece?”

A tightness forms in her stomach, like a contraction, thinking about her own miscarriage. How painful it had been to lose her baby after years of IVF that had nearly bankrupted her and her husband. 

Josh, she thinks to herself. Although they are separated, she should tell him about Lexi, but she hasn’t been able to come to terms with it herself yet. 

“You know you’re not the only one hurting,” he had told her after they lost the baby, tears in his eyes. She knew that, but it was so different for her. He didn’t feel it the way she did, having a human growing inside her. She wasn’t trying to diminish his feelings, but she was in so much pain herself, she couldn’t find a way to comfort him in the way he had been doing for her.

“We were happy once,” he had muttered through a shaky breath. “We can be again, if you let us.”

Her heart had tightened. They had been, back when they were high school sweethearts, but too much had happened. Amy knew then that she would never be able to make him happy, because she was dead inside. If only she had died too, like her mom had when she gave birth to Lexi. At least she wouldn’t feel the deep agony of it all. The constant reminder every time she saw herself. The reminders of what she had lost. 

She swallowed hard. “I can’t,” she had told him. 

His bank was moving him to Florida. He had desperately wanted her to come and create a fresh start. But a change of scenery wouldn’t do anything for them. She had wanted so badly to be a mother. She had put blinders on as they invested all their money into countless IVF treatments, one after the other, the influx of hormones clearly putting a strain on their relationship. 



It was after the miscarriage that Amy recognized she had put him through too much. In the years since high school he had endured one tragedy after the next with her, her father, the fall-out with her sister and their child. The realization that they would never be parents had been too much for her. 

“Please,” he had begged. “I’ll do anything for you, just tell me what I can do to make you happy.”

But there was nothing he could do. She wasn’t the Amy he knew anymore. She had died along with their baby.

Now, it feels like her niece somehow might be the one to bring her back to life.

“Yes of course.” Amy stands up, accidentally knocking over her coffee. It spills slightly on the table. She awkwardly grabs a napkin and wipes it, leaving it crumpled next to her mug. She goes back into the foyer, catching up to Lucia taking the wooden steps two at a time. She follows her along a modern blue runner until she eventually stops at a door on the right.

Amy peers through the crack in the door as Lucia’s silhouette leans over the crib in the darkened room. Amy thinks she’s hallucinating and Lucia’s not going to pick up a baby, that this was all just some horrific bad dream that she’ll wake up from. But then there she is, this tiny pink beautiful baby girl. Lucia brings her out into the light of the hallway. Amy sees her little bow lips quivering. She’s still crying, and Lucia explains that she’s hungry. “Would you like to hold her while I prepare a bottle?” Lucia asks encouragingly.

“Yes,” Every nerve ending in her body firing off.

Lucia hands her to Amy. Her heart instantly melts. She puts her knuckle near Sophia’s mouth to hold her over and she instantly sucks on it. “Only another minute, sweetheart.” Amy’s voice rattles with emotion. It brings her back to the moment she first held Lexi. She had just lost her mom, the news broken to her only moments earlier by a nurse in the hospital. Then her father eventually came out. He looked shattered, holding a newborn Lexi like he had no idea what to do with her. She had been so small, her hands already in fists, her face red from crying at a pitch that even got a reaction from the other nurses. Eventually her father handed Lexi to Amy, still not fully aware of the gravity of the situation. In Amy’s arms, Lexi quieted down, stared up at her with curiosity. It was then Amy decided that she would need to be Lexi’s mom and look after her, like her mom would have wanted. It gave her focus and a sense of purpose. 

She suddenly feels that sensation once more. She may have lost Lexi, but Sophia is her responsibility now.

She looks into her steel-blue eyes, which focus in on Amy’s. They’re her mother’s eyes, she notices. A surge of tears creeps up on her, but she pushes them down. She carries her downstairs and Lucia comes over with the bottle and burp cloth. She sets up the cloth, props the baby up and positions the ­nipple at the right angle to avoid any air bubbles. She’s a ­natural. Everything about it feels right. 

“You are really good with her,” Lucia is impressed. “Do you have children of your own?”

Amy hesitates, not wanting to relive it. “No,” she answers sadly. She thinks about how her friends had called her the baby whisperer. Anytime their babies cried, they’d hand them over to Amy and she could soothe them. Her face falls, thinking how she completely shut all her friends out after her miscarriage. She just couldn’t bear to face them. How could they possibly understand the enormity of her loss when they’d all had easy pregnancies and births? They got to hold their babies, love them and raise them. Amy feels a stabbing pain of regret at everyone she’s pushed away.



“Well, you are a natural.”

“Nice to meet you, Sophia.” Her own lip is trembling now.

Amy looks out at the sun hovering over the ocean. Its reflection looks like the aftermath of majestic fireworks. Her eyes gaze up and she notices a flock of vultures circling above them. Amy finds herself bringing Sophia closer to her as if protecting her. 

An overwhelming feeling of dread roots into her.

What did you get yourself
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