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Dad warned me to stay away from girls like Eden Rhodes. On the first day of cross-country practice, I hung back and let her set the pace so I could keep an eye on her. She was a good six inches shorter than me, but her thighs were thick with muscle. She glanced over her shoulder and caught me watching her, but I played it off like I was pacing the runner in front of her. 

For someone so short and athletic her stride was smooth, almost graceful. She ran track last year, setting a new record for the 100-meter—the best in the tri-county region. And here she was running cross-country. When we were near the end of the run, I blew right past her. 

“It’s the first day of practice, Christa. Don’t push it,” Coach Paul said, looking sort of impressed and sort of irritated with me.

“I know,” I said, finding my breath. The final sprint winded me, but I tried to hide it in case Eden was watching. 

“Cool down and hit the showers,” Coach Paul shouted. “Good work today.”

As I walked, I rubbed my quads and shook my legs out, searching for Eden while trying to look like I wasn’t. Soon, I felt someone beside me, someone short with messy brown hair. She was out of breath, almost wheezing, and soaked with sweat. I fought the urge to study her mannerisms.

“This is tougher than I thought it would be,” she said, gasping for air.

At the end of junior year, Eden got caught hooking up with a guy under the bleachers. Some jock on the football team recorded it on his phone and passed it around to the other guys at school.

“Giving up already?” 

“Don’t get excited. I just don’t like losing.” She eyed me then jutted her chin in the direction of the school. “Race you to the locker room?” 

“You must like being humiliated.”

After the bleacher incident, the slut shaming haunted Eden all summer—whispers behind her back at the mall, guys coming to the restaurant where she worked, hoping to hook up with her. It never got her down, though. She shrugged it off, and by the beginning of senior year, it was like it had never happened. 

Eden dug the shoe of her push-off leg into the ground. I crouched down, preparing to sprint. 

“Go!”

Eden took off like a cat that had gotten its tail stepped on, but it didn’t take much effort to catch up with her. With my long legs, she had to take double the strides to even keep up with me. I wasn’t going to let her win no matter what. I owned cross-country. The sooner she understood that the better. 

“I win.” I threw my arms in the air and pranced about. I always win.

“Dammit.” Eden leaned on her knees to catch her breath. 

I copied her moves as if it would somehow transform me into her. 

“Next time I’ll beat you.” She put her hands on her hips and walked in circles. “I’m so out of shape.”

“You’ll get there.” I reached to pat her on the shoulder just as Janel Fowler rushed out the locker room door and shoved me out of the way. “Watch it.”

Janel ignored me and focused on Eden. “Something came up. An emergency with my little brother, so I can’t drop you off.” 

“Oh no. I hope it’s nothing serious.”

“Not sure, yet, but I have to go like five minutes ago.”

“I can take her home.” The words came out of my mouth with a little too much enthusiasm, but I had to take this chance to talk with Eden. With the chaos of school and practice, she wouldn’t listen to me, and we weren’t exactly friends, so I had to find a way to be alone with her. “It’s no problem.”

Janel flicked her eyebrows. “Christa Pierce doing something nice for someone? Color me shocked.”

“Don’t you have an emergency to go to?”

“God, you two.” Eden threw her head back and growled. “You’re worse than the women on those reality shows.”

“I gotta go.” Janel shot me a nasty look and stormed off.

“Are you sure it’s not a problem?” Eden smiled, weakly. “I think we live in opposite directions.”

“It’s no big deal.”

“If it’s no big deal, then okay.” Eden shrugged and headed to the locker room. 

“You want to come over and study?”

“Today? Well, I—”

“If you’re busy then—”

“I mean, sure.” She turned toward her open locker and dug inside her backpack. “It’ll be fun.” She threw a towel over her shoulder and disappeared into the steam of the showers.  

This was perfect. My dad was going to hate her. I could almost see it. Eden and I would be studying at the dining room table and he’d walk in after work, take one look at her, and make that disapproving face I knew so well. He wouldn’t cause a scene right then, but later he’d talk shit on her. It was easy to do.

Her curly brown hair always looked like she had just rolled out of bed. She must have bought her clothes at the thrift store. The few times I stood near her, I caught a whiff of cheap perfume and stale cigarette smoke. Dad gagged at the smell of smoke on someone’s clothes. I sat near her table at lunch whenever I could. She was usually loud, snorted when she laughed, and burped like a sloppy drunk. Everyone at the table thought it was oh so cute. She could probably spit on the sidewalk and no one would even care. But my father would. 

––––––––
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On the drive to my house, Eden talked nonstop about her new boyfriend, Kyle Jenkins—the one she got caught with under the bleachers. Sometimes she got explicit with the details. It was a little gross to listen to, but I kind of enjoyed it. Not in a perverted way. It was just that no one ever talked like that around me, and here the coolest girl in the whole school was sitting in my car, sharing her secrets with me. Unfortunately, I couldn’t squeeze a word in about what I wanted to talk about—the whole reason for offering her a ride home. 

“So, it looks like I'll have a date for prom,” Eden said. “I have to start saving money for the dress now, though. You need to find a date. Most of the senior class will be there. We have to leave this dump on a high note.”

“The prom isn't my thing.” 

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see Eden studying me. “I get that vibe. But you should go, anyway. At least try.”

“We'll see. Anyway, here we are.”

With her mouth hanging open, Eden gawked at my house. “I heard you had money, but I didn't know you were this rich.”

A lot of people assumed I was a spoiled rich kid because of my dad's position at Milford University. If we had a lot of money, I didn't know it. Dad kept a tight grip on the finances, and I got a small allowance of about $100 a week. 

“I guess that was a dumb thing to say.”

“It's all right. My dad won't be home for a few more hours so you can look around if you want. Just don't touch anything.”

Eden jerked her head back, smirking. “Are you serious?”

I nodded and pretended not to notice when she raised her eyebrows while mumbling, “ooookay,” under her breath.

I took her in through the garage into the mudroom, because, God forbid, I got any dirt on the floor. “Leave your shoes by the door. Rachel gets bitchy if I don’t take my shoes off after school. She thinks schools are full of germs.”

“Who’s Rachel?”

“My stepmom. Dad married her after my mom ran off with some guy when I was two.” I made sure to emphasize the important words, so it would pique her interest.

“That's sad. My dad took off when I was seven.” 

Good. She took the bait. I had heard this story of Eden’s many times, mostly while eavesdropping in the halls at school or sitting in class or near her at lunch. She treated each mention of her father as if it were the first time out of her mouth, adding more to the story each time. It came up at least once a week. 

“I didn’t know your mom took off when you were a baby. It sucks, doesn’t it?” 

“I never knew her, so it doesn’t bother me. I don't even know what she looks like.” 

“You’re lucky, then.” She grew quiet, looking sad enough to cry. “Wow. This is so weird.”

“What is?”

“I never thought I’d have anything in common with someone like you.”

“Someone like me? What does that mean?”

“Well, you’re rich.” Eden tugged at the zipper tassel on her backpack. “And I’m not.”

“I don’t know what to say to that.” I grabbed two bottles of water from the fridge and passed one off to her. 

“I’ll shut up. I’m the queen of saying dumb shit.”

“Princess?” My dad's voice boomed from upstairs.

I fumbled with the bottle, spilling water down the front of me. “Dad? I didn't know you were home.” I looked at Eden, scrambled for the bottle cap on the floor, and grabbed a towel to dry my shirt. “Crap.”

Before I could get myself together, my father was in the kitchen, straightening his shirt and tie. “Hello,” he said to Eden. “Are you a school friend of my daughter's?”

“This is Eden Rhodes.” I managed to get the words out of my mouth in one complete sentence, my jaw and throat automatically clenching when he was around. No matter what he was saying, I stiffened up at the sound of his voice. “She runs cross-country with me.”

“Nice to meet you.” My father greeted everyone the same way, whether it was an old lady or a kid: his hand was out, palm facing downward, ready to shake. His loud voice carried the weight of promises if only you'd vote for him. 

Eden took his hand and smiled. “And you.” She didn't cower in his presence or act like she should bend her knee and bow her head, which was how I felt most of the time. Why couldn’t I be more like her?

“I didn't know you were home,” I said, my voice cracking. “I didn't see your car anywhere.”

“Christa.” My dad's syrupy voice filled the kitchen. He put his arm around me, his hand squeezing the back of my neck, letting me know I better behave myself. “You can have friends over any time you want, especially Eden Rhodes.”

That wasn't the rule, and we both knew it.

“We're going to study,” Eden said, unapologetically. 

“That's all right. I'm glad you're here. I see she did something right in offering you a beverage.”

A door slammed shut upstairs. My father's eyes followed the noise, but the smile never left his face.

“Is this place haunted?” Eden giggled and winked at me.

“I must've left the window open in my room and a breeze caught the door.”

“I was kidding.” 

Dad’s face grew pink. My stomach flipped with excitement at this reaction. He doesn’t allow others to embarrass him. I liked that Eden didn’t give a shit about his fragile ego. 

“Well.” He clapped his hands together and rubbed them vigorously. “It's getting late. Maybe you should take Eden home. It was nice meeting you. Don't be a stranger.” My father stood in the doorway like a guard, barring our entrance to the rest of the house.

Eden slung her backpack on her shoulder and glanced from my father to me. “Okay. It was nice meeting you, too.” I could tell by the sound of her voice she was confused and offended by the polite suggestion that she leave.

Out in the car, I apologized, even though I was satisfied with what had happened. I invited someone over without asking permission first—something which was never allowed—and the person just happened to be the type Dad didn’t want his daughter associating with, and someone who cracked a joke at his expense. “I didn't know he was home. Honest.”

“Where's his car?”

“Who knows?” I did, actually. It was still at the university. As I drove along the street, just a block away from the house, I spotted the car of the woman he had been sleeping with. He’d walk home from his office on campus to meet her there by cutting through the soccer field and a small grove of trees. He thought no one knew, especially Rachel, but everyone did. 

“That’s okay. I need to get home to make dinner for my mom anyway.”

“Maybe we can do it another time,” I said.

“If you want.”

“It’ll be fun.”

“Big fun.” Eden flipped through the radio stations, mindlessly. “I'm sure you get this a lot, but you're the spitting image of him. Like twins.”

“You're right. I do get that a lot.”

“I mean, it's freaky scary.”

“How do you think I feel?” Long legs, broad shoulders, same blonde hair. If my hair wasn't long, no one could tell us apart from behind. This was the perfect segue. “I don't know what my mother looks like, so I can't tell if there is any of her in me.”

Eden stared out the window as I drove along the streets of the subdivision, craning her neck as we rode past some of the prettier houses in the neighborhood. “Do you ever wonder what she's doing and where she is?”

“I shouldn't, especially after what she did to me. I mean, who leaves a toddler behind to chase after a man?” 

To be honest, I wondered about her a lot lately. Something happened to me over the summer. Something clicked, something changed. I was tired of not knowing the truth, tired of life at home, tired of everything, really. I wanted to know where my mother was, what she was doing, what she was like. And if I could get back at Dad in the process all the better. 

“Do you think about your dad?” I asked.

“All the time.”

There was no better time than that moment. “We should search for our parents. Together.”

“No. Way.”

I had a feeling she’d say that, but I had hoped I dropped enough hints to warm her up to the idea. “Why not?”

She let out a sharp breath. “Because if my dad wanted me in his life, I would be.”

“Maybe he has a good explanation for what he did. Did you ever think of that?”

“Like what?”

“I don't know. I always thought my father was lying to me about why my mother left.” 

“Why would he lie to you?”

“Just a hunch.” 

“And, so, you think my mother is lying to me?” She waved her hands around wildly, like she was getting pissed off.

“No, but there are always two sides. You know your dad, so only you can tell if what your mother told you is true.”

“I suppose. I was only seven when he left.”

“At least you knew him. I mean, it's hard to miss someone I don’t even remember, but...” I took a deep breath. “I still wonder about her.” 

Maybe I needed to hear myself say it out loud. Somehow putting those words out there made it real, and there I was trying to convince another person to help me search for her. Sure, I could do it on my own, but Eden had something I didn’t have: confidence. She didn’t give a shit about much of anything, least of all getting in trouble. The whole bleacher incident proved to me that she was stronger than most of us at school, and I wanted some of that, too.

“What are you thinking?” I said, breaking the silence.

“You said your father lied to you. How do you know?”

Because he lies a lot, was what I wanted to say, but I settled for something simpler, something that wouldn’t derail the direction of the conversation. “I refuse to believe my mother would leave her two-year-old when she could've taken me with her.”

“Maybe she couldn’t.”

I didn't want to hear or believe that. “I was a baby. What do babies do wrong? Except for the pooping thing, not much.”

She let out a long sigh. “You know what? I change my mind.”

I nearly drove off the side of the road when I heard the words come out of her mouth. “Do you mean it?” 

She pressed her lips together and nodded, fighting back tears. 

My chest swirled with energy. I couldn’t remember the last time I felt this happy. I was about to turn seventeen and wanted to know what really happened to make my mother leave.  

“What if my father doesn't want to see me at all?”

“You have a right to know.”

I pulled into the driveway of Eden's rundown, double-wide trailer. She stared out the window and laughed. “After seeing your house, mine looks like a shack.”

“I'm not here to judge.” But it was hard not to. The white vinyl siding was now a dingy grey, with splotches of green algae near the overgrown shrubs used to hide the cinderblock foundation. The front screen door had strips of silver duct-tape holding the screen to the door frame. I bet her house smelled like an ashtray or sour milk or soup. Places like that always made me think of a can of soup. 

“Listen,” I said, “let's keep this idea between the two of us. Do not mention—”

“Do you think I'm nuts? My mother would be pissed if she found out I was looking for him.” She took a deep breath. “There's no one else I can talk to. No one ever takes me seriously or maybe they just don’t want to hear about it anymore. You’re the first person at school to ever act interested.” Eden wiped her cheeks with her hand. “Now that I know about your mom, I know you get it.”

I tried so hard not to smile. She took the bait like a hungry fish.

“How do we do this?” she said, solemnly.

“We'll go online in the computer lab and see what we can find, I guess.”

“Perfect. We can keep it at school so no one finds out.”

“Not a word to anyone. Promise?”

“I promise.”



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Two






[image: ]




When my father is in a good mood, I try not to push my luck. I don't usually ask for special favors or do anything that might draw attention to myself. It's a relief to have him act like a decent human being, and I always take it when I can get it. 

It was last minute, but I wanted to invite Eden to go out to dinner with us on my birthday. Dad tolerated Eden at his house, but he probably thought it was a one-time thing. Well, it wasn’t. We had been sitting together at lunch, in class, and challenged each other on our runs ever since that day. He couldn’t control who I hung out with forever. And I really could have used a dose of Eden’s fuck it! attitude to help me get through the evening. 

I had asked Rachel to ask Dad if it would be okay because Rachel was better at getting him to agree to things than I was. He'd listen to her before he'd ever listen to me. I waited outside his office, my ear close enough to the door without actually touching it. I only heard mumbles. At least there wasn’t any shouting. That was a good sign.

Dad came out of his office first and went straight upstairs, not even looking at me as he walked past. Rachel was right behind him and headed for the kitchen.

“What did he say?”

“He wants it to be us, just family,” Rachel said.

And family to my father meant those who were living under this roof. Even if I had been friends with Eden my entire life, he would still say no. I made it sound like it was Eden’s idea and not mine. “She was hoping she could come. She practically got on her knees and begged me.”

“The two of you can do your own thing later.”

“I suppose, but she'll be disappointed.”

“It's only one night, Christa.” She slammed a cupboard door shut. “I have more important things to worry about than upsetting your little friend.” Rachel might have called me out on my bullshit, but she never raised her voice to me. Dad’s latest fling must have been getting to her. She never took her anger out on him, though.  

Rachel was the only mother I knew, but we weren't close at all. I could never go to her with a problem or open up to her, unless it was about my father. That was the only time we bonded, but afterward she pretended like we never had a heart-to-heart. To be honest, I never felt completely comfortable confiding in her. She was always cold and kept together, even when my father was nowhere in sight. The only time I ever saw her relax was when she had friends over for drinks, and that was years ago.  

When I was a little girl, and he went out of town, my father paid me to listen in on her conversations. She thought I was playing on the floor with my dolls, but I only pretended to dress them up in their pretty party clothes. What I was really doing was playing spy. He paid me a dollar to sit and listen so I could report back and tell him what she had said. I never told my father everything she said—sometimes I’d make things up—but I took the money and hid it in my jewelry box. By the age of thirteen, I had fifty bucks. 

“He wants you to wear a dress tonight.” Rachel gave me a disapproving look. 

“It's rainy and cold. Can't I wear my good pants?”

“We're all dressing up, so go pull something out of the closet and get ready. Put some makeup on and take your hair out of a ponytail for a change. No more whining.”

Defeated, I started to walk away but stopped. “Is someone important going to be there?”

Rachel’s eyes darted back and forth. “Not that I’m aware of. Why?”

“He’s making us dress up? For dinner?”

“Gerard’s has a dress code. It’s your birthday. He said he wants you to feel special.”

“He did?” I felt myself smile. I felt myself allowing my face to smile. Was Dad chilling out? His mistress must have been something else.

––––––––
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After a painfully silent, painfully long drive to the restaurant, a waiter kindly pushed the chair in behind me. The table was situated right in the middle of the restaurant where everyone could see us. My father pinned on his plastic smile, stirred up his syrupy voice, and gesticulated in his usual look-at-me-I'm-important sort of way. He smiled and waved at strangers at other tables like he was their best friend. Despite his happy mood, which was always a welcome change even if it was an act, he hadn't even wished me happy birthday. Hell, he barely noticed me, not once commenting on the dress I picked out or the smoky eye I managed to create. So much for feeling special. 

I buried my face in the menu, studying the main courses. Salmon, grilled in a honey and ginger glaze over spinach and brown rice sounded perfect, and since it was my birthday Dad wouldn’t mind. But just as I was about to order the salmon, my father interrupted me.

“We'll all have the roast chicken breast, steamed carrots...”

Rachel and I exchanged glances. I didn’t want chicken. I wanted salmon. I despised carrots. It was my birthday. A quick glimpse of the menu showed the chicken was at least ten dollars less than the salmon. 

As we ate our salads, my father slid a powder-blue, rectangular box with a big blue ribbon on it across the table. “Open it.” His voice was louder than it needed to be in such a cozy setting. “It's your birthday.” He smiled and surveyed the room to see if anyone was paying attention, which they were.

I wanted to crawl under the table. I didn't want to open it while everyone was staring.

My father put the napkin to his mouth and grumbled. “Open it.”

I tugged at the fancy bow and opened the box. It was a bracelet. White gold with embossed roses on the plate. “It's beautiful. Thank you, Dad, Rachel.”

“Read the inscription on the back.”

I turned it over and squinted to see three little words: For My Princess. I swallowed hard and forced a smile. “Aw, that's so sweet. Thank you again, but you didn't—”

“Stanley Murkowski,” my father said, jumping from his chair. Oh, look, it was the county commissioner and his plastic trophy wife. So that was why we came to this particular restaurant and sat at this particular table. He didn't want me to dress up because it was my birthday or because there was some dress code. Someone was going to be at this restaurant tonight. Someone important. Someone who could help my father further his career at the university or help him with his political aspirations. This had nothing to do with me and everything to do with him. I knew it was too good to be true.

“Dr. Pierce, nice to see you again.” 

The two men greeted each other like old fraternity brothers in some secret society. I expected to see the secret handshake any second.

“Stanley, this is my lovely wife, Rachel.”

Rachel extended her hand, followed by the commissioner gesturing a kiss on the back of it. “Nice to meet you,” Rachel said, practically drooling at meeting someone important.

“Likewise,” Stanley said.

“And this is my beautiful birthday girl, Christa.”

I didn’t dare extend my hand so I waved and smiled. “Hello.”

“Happy birthday, young lady,” Stanley said, winking.

I thanked him, wanting to hide. Everyone in the restaurant was watching us.

“She’s seventeen,” my father added.

Stanley smiled and nodded. “My youngest just turned seventeen. Soon they’ll be off to college.” He winked at my father and the two huddled closer together, speaking softly.

It didn’t take long for everyone in the restaurant to go back to their business, and as they did, I let out a long exhale.

Rachel reached across the table, motioning for the bracelet. “Let me help you put it on.”

“Don’t bother.” I tossed it in the box, fitting the lid back into place. 

“I think you should put it on.” Rachel had an edge to her voice. The message was clear. I had to be the perfect little birthday girl and do what I was told.

Knowing Dad couldn’t hear me, I said: “I don't understand why he still calls me Princess. He knows I hate it.”

“Hate it or not, put it on.” Rachel gave me a pleading look. “Now.”

“I’ll wear it later.”

My father immediately stopped talking to the commissioner and shot me an acid look. He heard me. My body stiffened. 

“Let's get together for lunch soon, Stan.” Dad waited until the man walked away before taking his seat calmly. His smile remained steady as he scanned the room, but his hands were active with nervous energy. He tapped his fingers on the table like a woodpecker working a tree. Once the commissioner was seated at his table and distracted by the server reading the specials, he turned his attention to me sharply. “Give it to me,” he said under his breath.

“What?” I squeezed my knees together. “But you—”

“Your stepmother and I searched everywhere for that particular bracelet. We had it engraved especially for you, and this is how you treat us? Ungrateful bitch. You don't deserve it. Hand it over.”

Rachel buttered a slice of bread from the basket in front of her like none of this was happening. I slid the box across the table, not meeting Dad’s gaze.

“I'll have to keep it, I guess. Unless the jeweler can find another father who calls his daughter Princess. Thanks for ruining my evening and for embarrassing me in front of the commissioner. And don't bother apologizing.”

I stared down at the plate of iceberg lettuce with its carrot shavings and nasty looking cucumber slices, clenching my jaw to keep my teeth from chattering. It didn’t matter how much confidence and courage I leeched from Eden or that I was getting older or how rebellious I felt, I was still afraid of him. Slowly, I released the breath I held and coaxed myself to take another. My father and Rachel started talking and carrying on as if I wasn't there.  

Over the years, I had mastered the art of eating while the muscles in my neck were so tense I could barely swallow. That evening, I swallowed exactly thirty times—thirty times I felt I was going to choke on that dry chicken breast. 

The ride home wasn't any better. If they’d left me behind in the restaurant, they never would have noticed. I was that invisible. It could be a good thing. I was going to get the silent treatment, at the very least. I wasn't going to get grounded, though. Never did. When I did something wrong, I was punished in other ways. Unless my shirt flew up, no one could see the bruises. 
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After the humiliating experience at my birthday dinner, I had a new sense of urgency to search for my mom. Between the time I suggested it and the Bracelet Incident, Eden must have changed her mind about searching for her father at least a dozen times. I talked her off that ledge each time until she accepted it was just as much her idea as it was mine. 

Computers hummed in the cramped, overheated lab. Students were face-deep, messaging on their social media platform of choice or watching the latest viral video. Some actually worked on homework assignments. I slipped in unnoticed, scanning the room. Dad wasn’t around, but that didn’t stop me from looking over my shoulder. Between deep breaths, I had to remind myself I wasn’t doing anything wrong. 

Eden sat at one of the computers in the back corner. Usually, overly hormonal couples sat there and slurped on each other’s tongues because it was private. I slid in the chair next to her. We studied each other. Her pale face and curious eyes told me she was as nervous as I was.

“How do we do this?” she whispered.

“I guess like any other search.”

“Well, duh. I mean there are a lot of guys named Randy Rhodes in the world.”

“Where does he live?”

She didn’t answer, only worried the string on her hoodie.

“What'll I do if I find him and he doesn't want anything to do with me?”

I had the same thought. What if Dad wasn’t lying and Mom really abandoned me for some guy? 

“I can’t give up now, though. It’ll hurt like a bitch, but I need to know.”

I pretended she successfully convinced me. “You’re right.” 

While Eden did her thing, I typed the name “Elizabeth Pierce” in the search field. For the first time. The name was as foreign to me as the name of some Hollywood celebrity who I might have seen in a movie at one time and never heard of again. I had no idea if my mother took her maiden name back after the divorce, and even if she did, I didn't know what it was. Dad never gave me any details about her, and I was never interested in asking. Until this past summer. 

Fifteen characters stared back at me, the cursor blinking like it was daring me to hit Enter. My shaking finger hovered over the key. All the chatter and key tapping in the room disappeared, and all I heard was the muffled sound of my heart beating in my ears. My father was nowhere to be seen, but I feared him like he was standing right behind me, watching my every move, knowing every thought in my head.  

“Well?” Eden blurted out.

I jumped.

“Did you find her?” Eden scanned the screen. “You haven't done anything yet.” She pushed Enter before I could even stop her. “You jump, I jump, right Jack?”

“What?”

“Don’t tell me you’ve never seen Titanic?”

“Of course. I just didn’t get the reference. I’m a little distracted.” I found the courage to look at the monitor. Loads of social media and business profiles with that name popped up. “It looks like we have the same problem.”

“Then I’ll ask you the same question. Where does she live?”

“No idea.”

“Last I heard, my father moved to Texas so I added that to his name.” Eden kept her eyes on the screen as she scrolled down the page. “Just start with our state and see what comes up.”

I typed in New York before I talked myself out of it. Lots of women with that name lived or once lived in the state, most of them dead, only one sort of local, still alive. I followed the links to the profiles of the living ones and studied their faces.

“Look at all these pictures of my dad.” Eden put her face inches from the monitor. “He looks the same as I remember him.”

“Where'd you find those?”

“I did an image search, and it took me right to his social media profile. Try it.”

Not that it would make a difference because I didn't know what my mother looked like, but I checked the images anyway, scanning the faces for someone who looked like me. There were two possibilities, but I couldn't remember anything about my mom, and I was my father's daughter. I couldn't stop checking over my shoulder and anticipating a smack across the back of my head, making it hard to concentrate. “This isn't working.”
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