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CHAPTER ONE

 

 

The clouds below reflected the sun against the blue sky. It was a beautiful sight, and Clara Erikson didn't want to take her attention away from it. She was aware of the flight attendant announcing that they were getting close to Sea-Tac, but she wanted to stay above the clouds for as long as possible. 

Something brushed against her back. She turned around, her eyes adjusting to the darkened inside of the plane. After blinking a few times, she smiled seeing her long-term boyfriend, William Lennox, sleeping next to her. It had been a long flight, and he had been awake most of the night, packing after a grueling week of finals.

Clara reached over and adjusted his blanket around him. He scratched his nose, almost hitting her in the process. She kissed his hand before setting it on his lap. He looked so peaceful, she wanted to climb into his seat and snuggle up next to him. The first class seats were big, but not that big. 

She turned her attention back to the clouds for a little while. That was a sight she could never get tired of seeing. If she could find a way to have a home above the clouds, she would make it happen.

Her neck warned her of impending soreness, so she brought her attention back inside the plane. Another announcement: They had a half an hour until they would land. After spending so much time in the air, taking as few connecting flights from the UK as possible, thirty minutes didn't sound so long.

Picking up her Kindle, Clara thought about what to read. She was always in the middle of a couple of books, if not more. She was a sucker for free books, and her full device was proof of that. Looking at the three books staring at her from the screen, she chose one of her favorite indie authors.

Just as she was settling into a post-apocalyptic world full of zombies bleeding rainbows, something bumped her arm. She looked over to see William rolling around—as much as he could, buckled into the seat. She put her Kindle next to her, and then fixed his blanket again. It was stuck under him, so she gave it a fast yank and it pulled free. 

A little box fell from his pocket. She froze. That looked like a box from a jewelry store. It was the perfect size for a ring. She looked around to see if anyone else had seen it fall. 

Clara held her breath. Should she stuff it back in his pocket, pretending that she hadn't seen it? Or should she take a peek inside?

William said something, and she looked up, feeling guilty. He was mumbling in his sleep. A sigh of relief escaped. 

She looked back to the box. One little peek wouldn't hurt, would it? No one could put on a surprised face better than her, so he would never know if she saw it. She looked around to make sure no one else was watching, and then she looked back to him.

"William," she whispered, barely audible. "Are you awake?"

He didn't move.

"Do you mind if I look at the box?"

No response.

"I'll take that as a yes." She picked up the box, smiling, but then guilt ran through her. If he wanted to surprise her, she should let him. It wasn't her place to sneak a peek. It wasn't as though he had left it out for her to find…or had he?

She shook her head, sighing. She knew better than that.

Holding the box in her hand, she felt its weight. It could have had a ring inside, but it was hard to tell. It was a quality box. She recognized the logo from one of the higher-end jewelers not far from the university he attended. No matter what was inside, it was something nice.

What if it was something for his mom? He hadn't seen her for either her birthday or Mother's Day, although he had picked out some gifts online and had them sent to her. No. This had to be for her.

He said something in his sleep again. She slid the box back into his pocket, and leaned back into her seat. Could he actually be thinking about proposing? Sure, they had talked about it, but she hadn't thought he was serious. Not that she thought he was lying, but when they discussed it, they were usually sitting on their deck overlooking the city, talking about all kinds of things that could potentially happen. 

Was she ready for this? She would love nothing more than to spend the rest of her days with him. He was so much fun and they rarely disagreed. It was almost as though they had been made for each other.

What would she say if he did propose? Was that what he was thinking? It couldn't be. He had so much more schooling left in front of him. After graduating, he was going to get a post-graduate degree in the states, he had his eyes on Harvard, and then he was going to take the bar exam and join his dad's firm.

Everything had been laid out since he was a young boy. He had told her plenty of stories of his childhood, and everything revolved around him going to the best schools. Even when he was in grade school, there was a lot of pressure to do well on every test. His parents said it was laying the foundation for his future.

His parents wouldn't agree to him getting married while in school, would they? No. They didn't even know that Clara had gone to England with him. Who knew what they thought she had done all school year, but William had never mentioned her being there to them, and they most certainly had never asked.

Clara sighed. What was in that box? She looked back over to William. He had readjusted his position again, and was practically on top of it. She couldn't get to it anymore. 

Maybe it was a pair of earrings. A pair of diamond studs could easily fit into the box. That had to be it. He couldn't realistically be thinking about marriage. 

She grabbed her Kindle and read about zombies chasing a family through an abandoned mall. She couldn't focus, though. What if William was planning on proposing? What if he really wanted to marry her? What if he had been serious, and not just dreaming aloud, when he had brought up marriage?

Clara sighed again. Would it really be so bad? She had always wanted to plan a wedding. Picking out clothes was her specialty. Her friends always wanted her opinion because she had a real eye for style. It could be a lot of fun.

But there was one problem. She hadn't told William her secret yet. Would he even want to marry her if he knew? If he even believed it. It would be hard for him to believe, sounding more like a movie than anything from reality.

Why hadn't she told him before? Now she would have to tell him before he gave her whatever was inside the box. Her stomach twisted in knots at the thought. She knew exactly why she had never brought it up. She didn't want to lose him. 

If nothing else, at least she thought they would have his years of schooling together. Including the time they spent together when he was in high school, it would have been nearly a decade. That was longer than most marriages lasted these days, anyway.

Their time together was better than she dreamed it could have been. She didn't want to do anything to risk losing that. After seeing the jewelry box, it wasn't only telling the secret that was a problem, keeping it would be too. It was almost lying. She wouldn't actually lie to him. If he came out and asked her about it, she would tell him the whole truth. But of course he had never asked her about it. 

She watched him sleep. More than anything, Clara had wanted a nice, relaxing summer with him. Especially after the arduous semester he had just had. 

His eyes opened, and she jumped.

William smiled, rubbing his eyes. "I must have fallen asleep."

"You needed it." Clara forced a smile in return. 

He sat up, knocking the blanket to the floor. His hand shot to the pocket where the box was. Clara watched from the corner of her eyes as he pushed it deep inside his pocket. He didn't want her seeing it…not yet, at least. "I did. I hope the flight wasn't too boring for you."

She shook her head and held up her Kindle. "You know me. I have more books than time."

"That's true. Did the zombies get killed yet?"

Clara smiled, staring into his deep blue eyes. Although he didn't have time for reading fiction, he always wanted to hear about what she was reading. She loved that he was that interested in her. "No. They trapped the family in a mall, cornering them in a jewelry store. I think all that broken glass will be to their advantage." She watched his reaction when she mentioned the store, but he hadn't even flinched.

He leaned over, giving her a kiss. "If we ever run into zombies, I promise to protect you."

"You're so sweet." She ran her fingers through his ruffled hair. He had messed it up while sleeping. "But you know that I would actually be the one keeping you safe."

"Really?" He put his hand on her face, pulling her closer. "You think so?"

"I know so."

He kissed her deeply, sending shivers from her head to her toes. "You seem pretty sure of yourself."

Clara ran her fingers through his hair again, half playing and half trying to fix it. "I couldn't risk anything happening to you."

The flight attendant announced their impending descent and told everyone to put their seatbelts on. 

William sneaked another kiss. "They're so bossy."

"Yeah. Not wanting anyone to get killed. It's horrible." Clara flipped her long, blonde hair.

"Well, when you put it that way." He grinned. He sat up, reaching for his seatbelt. 

She leaned over the arm rest and gave him another kiss. "There will be more of that waiting for you when we get back to Delphic Cove."

"Is that a promise or a threat?"

"What do you think?"

He looked like he was thinking hard. "Both."

"You're right." She gave him a playful shove before putting on her own belt.

The flight attendant went over the rules. Clara could have gotten up and said the speech word for word herself, because she had heard it so many times. It was too bad they didn't spice it up a bit once in a while.

"Did you double check with the Fergusons?" William asked. "They're going to be there to pick you up?"

She nodded. "They said they'd be there early." She looked at her phone. "That means they're probably there now."

"Good. You'll be staying with them the whole summer?"

"Yes. I'll only be across town from you. You make it sound like we won't see each other."

"You wish." He gave her a devious grin, looking so adorable she wanted to unbuckle and give him another kiss.

William had to have been reading her mind, because he took off his seatbelt and leaned over the seat, giving her a kiss. The box fell out of his pocket and landed on the seat next to him.

Clara's breath caught and she tried looking out of the corner of her eyes to see if the box had opened. She couldn't tell and William didn't appear to notice that it had fallen.

A flight attendant walked by and scolded him for being unbuckled. He sat down. "Ow!" He reached down and pulled the box out from under his leg.

"What's that?" Clara asked, feigning innocence as only she could.

William stared at her, the color draining from his face.


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER TWO

 

 

"Oh, come on. What's in the box?" Clara asked as they walked off the plane.

"I told you. It's nothing."

She ran her fingers through his wavy, light brown hair. "You can tell me. We even have some time before our rides arrive to pick us up."

He turned and looked at her. "Why can't you let it go?"

Clara worked up her best pouty face and batted her eyelashes. "Because I know it's a jewelry box. Did you get me those earrings I was gushing over on that commercial?"

"What if I did and wanted it to be a surprise?"

He wouldn't worry about earrings being a surprise. It had to be a ring in there. Clara took a deep breath. Was he really planning on proposing sometime over the summer? She really wasn't ready for that, at least not yet. And what if he didn't want anything to do with her after learning about her secret?

She took his hand. "If you don't want to tell me, then I understand. Let's get our luggage."

He smiled, looking relieved. "It's not going to be the same now. I'm going to miss seeing you as much."

"We might actually get to spend more time together, you know. It's summer. You won't have your classes anymore, and that includes homework." She gave him a playful shove, trying to hide her disappointment, knowing they actually would see so little of each other.

"That's one way to look at it." He fixed his collar.

Clara held onto her breath. Everything he did, even something as simple as fixing his shirt, melted her. He was so handsome, so gorgeous, and so sexy. His almond-shaped eyes and dimples were enough to stop her in her tracks at any moment.

The fact that William adored her still blew Clara away, even after having spent most of the last year together in England, while he attended college. Most everyone in his family, for generations, had gone over there to school, and he had been expected to as well. 

Time and money were all Clara had, so it hadn't even taken her two seconds to decide to travel with him while he went to school. She had always enjoyed the island, and it had been even better with him.

They stopped in front of a window and watched a plane take off. Clara ran the back of her hand along his stubble which was just starting to poke out from the long trip. "How much longer until you get picked up?"

William pulled out his iPhone. "Probably now, but they can wait." He grinned wide, pulling her close. "I want to keep looking at you so I don't forget how beautiful you are."

She pushed herself closer, kissing his cheek. "You know, I'm only going to be across town. I can meet with you at a moment's notice. I'm going to be staying with the Fergusons this summer. It'll be just like when we met."

He touched her cheek and kissed her lightly on the lips. "I'll never forget the day we met."

"Me neither. You almost didn't introduce yourself to me." Clara ran her fingers through his still-rumpled hair, messing it up further.

"And you almost didn't either, if I remember correctly. That was the only time I ever saw you stumbling over your words."

She stood taller. "It doesn't happen often. But what can I say? You have that effect on me."

He gave her an inquisitive look. "I've never understood that."

Clara ran her fingertip along his eyebrows. "That's because you don't give yourself enough credit. Your parents expect so much of you. You only see where you don't measure up. On the other hand, I know exactly how incredible you are."

A funny look came over his face. Clara looked at him curiously, but didn't say anything.

Finally, she couldn't take it any longer. "What are you thinking?"

"Maybe I will show you what's in the box."

Clara's eyes widened and she was left speechless. What if it was an engagement ring?

William stepped back, reaching for his pocket.

She was not ready for this—it couldn't be happening. Not in the middle of the airport. She pulled her phone out of her purse. "Oh, would you look at the time? The Fergusons should be here. In fact, I bet they're waiting for me right now. Call me when you get settled in?"

William looked confused, and even a little hurt, but his phone rang. He sighed, looking disappointed. "I can't put them off much longer, either." He pushed ignore and put the phone away.

She took his hand and walked toward the luggage claim, glad to have successfully distracted him from the jewelry box. "Are you going to tell them that I joined you overseas?"

"You know it's easier if I don't. They don't want me having any distractions. If they knew, they would find a way to keep us apart. I don't want that." He interlocked his fingers with hers. "But I'll do everything I can to spend every spare moment with you."

"Will I get to spend some time with them? I've barely met your family."

His phone rang again, and he pressed ignore again. "I'll work on them. You know they—"

The phone rang again. Rolling his eyes, he answered it. "I'm on my way. Yes, I know…See you soon." He ended the call, shaking his head. "I haven't missed that at all. Fun times ahead."

"Good. Then you'll miss me all the more and be more eager to plan dates."

"I certainly will. I'll call you as soon as I can."

She looked behind him. "What's that?"

He looked confused. "Where?"

She grabbed his phone, clicked over to the camera, and aimed it at them. "Say cheese."

William laughed, and she snapped a couple pictures. 

"Those are so cute." She sent them to her phone. "Now we'll have those to look at when we miss each other."

"Because the other two hundred won't do?"

She kissed his perfect, chiseled nose. "I don't know about you, but I can't have too many of you."

His phone went off again. Clara looked at it, still holding it. "You have a text."

He took the phone. "I should have known. They sent their driver. At least once I'm home, I'll have my own car to drive around. You going to get to the Ferguson's okay? I'd offer you a ride, but the driver would tell my parents." He shrugged, wrinkling his dark eyebrows.

"Got it covered. Like I told you."

William didn't look convinced. "I'm sorry. You probably think I'm a wimp the way I let my parents dictate everything."

Clara squeezed one of his muscular arms. "Not even close. You're just a good son—something the world needs more of these days. You're as strong as they come."

He blushed, smiling at her. He was too easy to embarrass, and she loved it.

Her phone rang. She dug it out of her purse and saw a text from Natalie Ferguson, saying where they were waiting to pick her up. Clara held up the text, frowning. "Looks like I have to get going."

William nodded. "Did they ever find out what happened to their daughter?"

"Alexis. There are only rumors, really." Clara knew the truth, but she wasn't ready to tell William yet. It was part of her secret, and that part wasn't hers to tell. It was true that rumors were floating around, so she was just going to stick with that.

"That whole situation is just weird."

Clara stopped herself from frowning. He had no idea just how right he was. 

He put his hands on Clara's face and pressed his lips against hers, prolonging the kiss. "I'm going to miss you." William brushed his lips against hers and held her gaze. It was the perfect parting airport kiss. Then he walked away, watching her until he was out of sight.

As wonderful as he was, she let out a sigh of relief. What was she going to do if he tried to propose? She would have to tell him everything—and she would have to do that before he brought out a ring. If indeed that was his plan. He needed to know her full story before he committed to a life with her. It wouldn't be fair to him.

Even if it meant she would lose him, she needed to find the right time and place to tell him.

She looked at Natalie's text again to see where the Fergusons were, and then found her one piece of luggage and ran to the other end of the airport as quickly as possible. 

When she reached the Fergusons, Clara gave them each a hug. 

"It's so good to see you again, Clara," Mrs. Ferguson said. "I'm glad you could stay with us this summer." Even though she was smiling, Clara could see the pain in her eyes. 

Jack gave her a hug too. She could see the same ache in his face too. Their oldest daughter, Alexis, had been missing for a year, and they didn't have any ideas where she was.

Natalie didn't hold the same look. She and Clara both knew Alexis was alive and well, but as far as Clara knew, neither of them had any desire to speak with her.

Janet looked at Clara. "Are you hungry? We can go to that French restaurant that we used to go to."

"That sounds great, Mrs. Ferguson. Thank you."

"How many times have we told you to call us Jack and Janet?"

Clara shrugged. "I know. I was raised to be respectful of my elders."

Natalie poked her dad. "I think she just called you old."

He poked her back. "Obviously we didn't raise you to be respectful enough."

"Hey!"

They made small talk as they made their way to the car, and then to the restaurant in Delphic Cove. They sat in the same section that Alexis and Clara had sat the evening they had met William. Alexis had been grounded, but they sneaked out that night, and it ended up being the best decision of Clara's life. She sighed, thinking about the first time she laid her eyes upon his.

"Are you tired from the flight?" Mr. Ferguson asked.

She brought her attention back to the present. "Yeah, I suppose I am. How have you guys been?"

He smiled, looking proud. "Natalie just graduated."

"And Braydon proposed," Natalie squealed. She held out her hand and Clara gasped at the size of the rock weighing down her hand. Natalie giggled. "It's gorgeous, isn't it?"

"I'll say." Clara nodded. "Congratulations." She looked at Natalie's parents to gauge their reactions. They seemed happy enough. She turned back to Natalie. "Are you going to college?"

"I'm not sure. If I do, it would only be for volleyball. I was offered some scholarships, but I haven't decided. Volleyball is fun, but I want to plan the wedding."

Janet nodded. "She's probably going to follow in my footsteps and never have to work a day in her life."

Natalie grinned. "Braydon has been training with his uncle. You know he owns the town's big steel factory, right? Well, one day soon, Braydon will be running things. He already made enough to pay off the ring before he even gave it to me."

"It sounds like you're set." Clara smiled.

Back at the house, Clara settled into Alexis' room, which had been prepared for her. She had been hoping to have their guest room again, as that was the room she'd had when staying there as a foreign exchange student a couple of years earlier. 

The room looked exactly as it had when Alexis disappeared. Clara could never forget that day—the day her father had died and her mother disappeared. She sighed, not wanting to think about any of it.

Now, Alexis was out of Clara's life and neither of them would ever see their parents again. 

There was a knock on the door. Grateful for the distraction from her thoughts, Clara called, "Come in."

Natalie came in and closed the door behind her. "Have you heard from Alexis?"

Clara shook her head. "I haven't tried contacting her either."

Looking at Clara sadly, Natalie sat on the bed. "She's contacted me a few times, but I haven't responded. Not after what happened. I just can't. I know she didn't want me involved that night, but I got dragged in, and I'm never going to be the same after almost getting killed."

"Who can blame you?" Clara sat next to her. "She's the reason I changed my number."

Natalie tilted her head. "Really?"

"Yeah. I don't want anything to do with her. I don't know if I'll ever speak to her again."

"Her birth parents died that night too, didn't they?" Natalie asked. 

Clara nodded. "Her parents, Cliff's parents, and my father were all killed. I'll probably never see my mother again either."

"She says she and Cliff had a baby. Can you believe they had a kid? She's only nineteen—and she was supposed to be the responsible one. They've just gone on with life as if nothing even happened. "

"She has all she needs. She'll be just fine without us, and we'll be just as good without her. Does everyone in town still think she ran off with Mr. Foley?"

"No. He was back to teaching math the first day of school. He had some family members that vouched for him, saying he had spent the summer with them. At least everything has gotten back to normal. It's like all the crazy left with my sister."

"Pretty much. I don't want to think about that night anymore. Are there any parties going on tonight? I'd love to get out do something."

Smiling, Natalie nodded. "I like the way you think. Well, it's a Thursday. I'll text some friends and see if anything's going on."


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER THREE

 

 

William unpacked his luggage as slow as he could, already tired of his parents. He looked at the alarm clock by his bed. He had only been home for a few minutes, and they had already managed to get under his skin. 

Being away, and especially with Clara, had been everything he hoped it would be. Sure, his parents still called and emailed him, pushing him to focus on his grades, but at least they had been far enough away that he could ignore them. Now that he was back not only on the same continent, but in the same house, it was as though he had never left.

His dad had already informed him of their schedule for the next week, which was mostly filled with time spent following him around the office. His dad was a lawyer, just like his father before him, and his grandfather before him, and his great-grandfather, and beyond. The men in his family had all been lawyers for as long as they had records. And they had records—plenty of them.

As a kid, William had been forced to look through them with his dad countless times. He had been made to memorize their names and other various details as though the family albums were a history book. It hadn't been too hard to memorize, because half of his forefathers had also been named William, although most of them used one of the many nicknames available. For whatever reason, it was a family name, passed down, along with the expectation to become a lawyer.

His dad walked in. "What's taking you so long, son?"

William groaned in silence. "I'm tired, Dad. I just flew in from England. Don't you remember the long flight and the time difference?"

"That's true. I hope you're up for dinner because I had Sally prepare your favorite." His dad slapped his back.

His stomach growled at the thought of eating. He had missed their cook's meals. There was a good reason they paid so much for her to stay with them all those years.

"You can unpack later. Let's talk about what you've learned over the school year."

"Sure." William nodded and followed his dad to his study. His dad pulled out one of the many old albums. 

"But before we do that, I want to see what you remember from these."

"You think I could forget? You've had me memorize those since I was three. I could be in a coma for ten years, and still remember every detail when I woke up."

"Good. Now show me." He shoved the album into William's hands.

William sighed. His dad knew nothing about being tired. He went in early every morning and came home late. He was in love with money, and always took on more clients than he should so he could buy more things to show off.

They sat on the couch, and his dad opened the album to the first page. "Who is that?"

"That would be a William. Surprise, surprise."

"I'm going to ignore your remarks because you're jet lagged. You're going to need to pull yourself together. Tomorrow after lunch, you should be rested, and I expect you to behave."

Looking down, William rolled his eyes. "Yes, Father."

His dad leaned back. "So, tell me about this William and his family."

"This one went by Liam. His wife was Anna, and their kids were Raymond, Charles, and Emily. He was the youngest of our family to become a lawyer, but he was persecuted because he often took on clients who were accused of being witches. It was rumored that as a young man, before he met Anna, he had been in love with one of them. Some said he never truly got over her and that was why he—" William froze, staring at the picture.

"Go on."

William's pulse quickened as he stared at the image. He had never noticed it before, but in the family picture, someone was hiding in the background, in between some trees. She appeared to be staring at the family—and she looked just like Clara.

"Son?"

He shook his head, and mindlessly rattled off more facts about the pictures. He couldn't take his eyes off the girl that looked just like his girlfriend. If he didn't know better, he would think that she could have actually been her. Throw on two-hundred-year-old clothing, take off the modern makeup, and it really could have been her.

No one had ever mentioned that girl in the picture before. William wasn't even sure how he was able to see it then. But now that he could see it, he couldn't take his eyes off her. All those years he had looked at the albums, how had he missed it?

Sally came in and announced dinner, and William's dad took the album and put it back on his shelf. William couldn't stop thinking about the picture. He tried to convince himself that he was imagining it, but the image was burned into his mind, and he couldn't deny what was there.

Obviously, it was impossible for the girl to have been Clara. Could it have been one of her past relatives? How strange that her relative would be in the same picture as one of his. Not only that, but the relative of his in the picture—another William—was practically his twin. Had they been alive at the same time, no one would have been able to tell William and Liam apart.

"William."

He looked up from his plate. His mom looked at him expectantly. "Sorry. I didn't hear you."

She smiled. "Don't worry about it, baby. I'm sure you're tired." She turned to her husband. "Will, why don't you let him get to bed early tonight? Poor thing is terribly jet lagged."

"Yeah." Kathryn, his younger sister, set down her fork. "Give him a break, Dad. He just had finals and then a long plane ride."

Will nodded. "You ladies are right." He turned to William. "I don't mean to push you too hard, son. You know I just want you to be the best you can be."

"I know, Dad." William piled more food onto his plate. The food was delicious, and he couldn't get enough.

Sally brought a plate of hot muffins, and Will smiled at her. "Looks like the boy missed your cooking."

She smiled at William. "We've all missed you while you've been away. Even your sister."

Kathryn gave a playful smile. "Maybe a little."

William nodded. "I missed you guys too." He went back to his food, unable to stop thinking about the picture. He was only vaguely aware of the discussion going on around him. He was glad to have the jet lag excuse, because no one questioned why he was being so quiet. Usually, he was full of lively discussion, never one to be without words.

He couldn't shake the feeling that the picture meant something. Why had no one ever noticed the girl hiding? And why would he notice it then? There had to be a reason for it. Had their ancestors known each other? What if Clara's relative had been his relative's secret love, the one rumored to be a witch?

No. That was too far-fetched. Maybe the jet lag really was getting to him. It was too crazy to be true. The chances of both Clara and William having ancestors who looked just like them alive at the same time was probably minuscule. Much less that they would have been in love. 

He was jet lagged, tired, and missing his girlfriend. That's all it was. He just needed some sleep and some of Clara's sweet kisses. 

William excused himself from dinner and went to his room. He sat on his bed, looking at the mess he had made unpacking. He didn't even care. Normally, he was as neat as a pin, any mess driving him crazy. 

There were so many scenarios running through his mind, most of them completely absurd. Maybe he should become a writer instead of a lawyer. He obviously had a wild enough imagination.

Climbing into bed, he didn't care that he was still dressed. He had to get to the bottom of the picture mystery. But, really, was that possible? It was nearly two hundred years old. How would he be able to find anything out about an anonymous face in a picture that old? The girl could have been anyone, and just because she looked like Clara didn't mean that they had any connection. 

The doppelganger effect was supposed to be a scientific fact, and that meant that everyone supposedly had a double somewhere. Maybe that girl from long ago was just proof of that.

William closed his eyes, trying to get his mind off the picture. He would drive himself crazy trying to figure it out while he was so tired. He might never find out the answer. If the girl had wanted to be seen, she wouldn't have been hiding.

He sighed, allowing his mind to wander. Images of the last school year overseas floated through his mind. Then he remembered back to the day when he had met Clara. She and her cousin had been sitting across the restaurant from him, and he couldn't take his eyes off either of them. They were both gorgeous, way out of his league, in fact. 

Usually, girls like them weren't in Delphic Cove. They were on the covers of magazines or in the movies. Much like dinner that night at home, William couldn't pay attention to his family's conversation. He kept looking over at Clara's table from the corner of his eyes. Before long, he noticed Clara staring at him.

He hadn't thought that was possible. Sure, he was better than average-looking, but not good enough for someone like her to look at twice. He had looked around the restaurant, thinking that someone else had caught her attention, but there was no one. Even his sister had noticed Clara's stares. She urged him to introduce himself, pretending to find a pen on the floor.

The whole thing was about as stupid as possible, but Clara herself was stumbling over her words as they introduced themselves. The way she was acting, one would have thought that William had been a famous actor or something. 

William smiled, remembering how quickly they had both connected and warmed up—after Clara had choked on her drink. What was it that he had said before she began choking? It was hard to remember a conversation from nearly two years before, but he was pretty sure all he had said was his name.

That was ridiculous. Why would saying his name cause her to choke? His name was William. It's not like he had the same name as hot Hollywood actor or anything. 

He rolled over, frustrated. He groaned. He felt like he was close to something—probably sleep. He was so tired, he wasn't making any sense. Not even to himself. 

Then he sat up. After Clara had stopped choking, she asked him if William was a family name. That was a strange question. He hadn't thought about it at the time, although it did seem like an odd question. He had spent his whole life going over his family history. He thought maybe she knew something about family names.

Maybe that was it, but at the same time, maybe it wasn't. As far-fetched as it was, there had to be something to all of this. Gorgeous Clara staring at him, choking when hearing his name, knowing that it was a family name, and now the picture of her doppelganger looking at his own doppelganger ancestor.

It was all too much to be a coincidence. 


 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CHAPTER FOUR

 

 

The fire cracked and popped in front of Clara. She pulled the stick out and looked at the marshmallow. It was a perfect golden color, so she ate it directly from the stick, not paying any attention to the burning sensation. It would heal soon enough.

Next to her, Natalie and Braydon were feeding each other s'mores. Clara listened for sounds indicating that William was making his way to them. Natalie couldn't find any parties, so she threw one together at the last minute herself, inviting everyone she knew out into the woods near a middle school. 

Doubtful that he would come, Clara had texted William. He had said that he would try to get out, but that he didn't hold out much hope. His parents hadn't seen him in months and had packed his week full of activities. His dad had even gone so far as to take the week off. 

Natalie caught Clara's attention and smiled. She smiled back, not feeling it, and then reached for another marshmallow. Everyone around the fire had coupled off except for her. Hanging out with a bunch of just-graduated high schoolers wasn't all she had hoped it would be—and she hadn't had high hopes to begin with. 

What had she been thinking, moving back in with the Fergusons? She should have known that she would barely see William all summer. Back when they had first met, it was like pulling teeth to get together with him because of his parents, even though they had managed a lot of dates. They hadn't made it easy, and she was sure that he had to have lied to them quite a number of times. What she should have done was to make other plans for the season so that when they met back up for school in England in the fall, they would be extra eager to see each other.
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