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PROLOGUE
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“Care for breakfast?” Devin’s deep voice caresses my body, rumbling through the dark like the intoxicating purr of an engine.


I blink open my eyes and stretch my arms above my head until my knuckles brush the smooth headboard. Devin’s smiling at me from beside the bed, dressed in the same fitted jeans and navy polo from last night. Soft morning light creeps through the hotel room’s translucent curtains, casting his normally coal-brown hair in a mahogany glow.


“Are you referring to food or yourself?” I say. Curling onto my side to face him, I pull the crisp white sheet up to my chest.


The mattress dips as he sits next to me, dark eyes twinkling. “Take your pick.” Brushing a lock of hair from my face, he presses his lips against mine in a lingering kiss. My chest expands, filling with joy until I’m sure it will crack.


After years of putting love on the back burner to focus on school and career, I can’t believe I’ve finally found someone. We’ve only been together a few months—three, I think—but this is the real deal. I can sense our soul-deep connection in my marrow. I have that overwhelming you-complete-me feeling I’d only hoped I’d find with someone someday. And guess what? He feels the same way about me.


How in the world did I get so lucky?


Devin graces me with a heart-melting smile. “I brought your favorite.” He reaches behind him, and from out of nowhere proffers a piece of strawberry-covered cheesecake on a gleaming white plate.


I grin as he hands it to me. “Dessert for breakfast? How decadent.” I take a bite, and immediately wrinkle my nose. The taste is off. Rather than creamy, tart deliciousness, something stale and plasticky fills my mouth. I take another bite, just to be sure, and somehow manage to shove the fork down my throat. Pain sears my esophagus and the urge to gag overwhelms me. A burst of dazzling light fills the room, blurring Devin’s edges like watercolors.


My heart beats faster. Something’s not right.


Gripping the sheet, I tug it to my chin as I shrink against the pillows. Above me, the ceiling recedes into an endlessly blue sky. And it’s filled with flying kittens. Tiny, feathered wings flap as they dip here and there, playing oversized violins like furry, fluffy cherubs. One of them, a tabby with green-golden eyes, winks at me as he draws his bow across the strings, causing a shower of effervescent sparks to rain down on Devin and me.


Welp… guess I’m dreaming. At least Devin’s in my dream too, which means it’s a Very Good Dream.


I realize now that my body feels like it’s floating in the ocean; I’m in that twilight space between awake and asleep—aware that this is a dream, but still not quite conscious. This hotel room, the cheesecake: they’re from the weekend trip to the lake that Devin surprised me with last month. Maybe if I don’t think too hard about waking up, I’ll stay asleep. Maybe I can make the dream change… call up another favorite memory…


A thick blanket of clouds passes overhead, but the sky is as bright as ever and I squint. A pair of strong arms snakes beneath me, lifting me against a firm, familiar chest. Devin…


“Cassidy…” A faint voice echoes from far away, no louder than a reverberation from a church bell. It’s easy to ignore, so I do.


The dream shifts. I’m no longer lying in bed, but standing in the center of a dimly lit restaurant, clothed in a knee-length burgundy silk dress. Devin’s wearing a white button-down with a red scarf, and we’re dancing—just like on our first date. Soft music curls around us. I’m vaguely aware that people are staring, but I don’t care. I cling to Devin so tightly my body melds with his and our souls tangle together. We’re complete.


“Cass, come back to us,” a distant voice echoes, louder this time.


“Time to go.” Devin’s deep voice rumbles in his chest.


I sigh into his neck and grasp him tighter. “I want to stay here with you.”


Gently disentangling himself from me, he steps back until he’s an arm’s length away. I smooth my dress over my stomach. Rather than lush, soft fabric, my gown is oddly thin and scratchy. I frown. A truck beeps somewhere in the distance, a steady, rhythmic sound. Devin takes my hand, but his palm is no longer rough. It’s small and smooth, and long nails prick my skin.


“Cass…” he whispers, his form blurring.


“Cass… can… hear me?” says a higher-pitched voice.


The dream turns fuzzy. No, not yet. I don’t want to wake up. But Devin’s form swirls and dissolves like smoke.


I surface to consciousness like a creature emerging from the deep. I’m vaguely aware that I’m lying in a bed that’s not mine, and something’s beeping. An alarm clock? I open my eyes. A fluorescent light blinds me and I blink sluggishly. My eyelids are heavier than dumbbells. Someone squeezes my hand so hard it aches, and the blurry but familiar form of my best friend fills my vision. Her blond hair is pinned in a messy bun, her face a mask of concern. “Brie?” My voice is a raspy whisper and I cough.


“Oh my God, Cass! You’re awake!” She squeezes my hand again. Behind her delicate, round gold glasses, her honey-brown eyes are as wide as hubcaps.


“Where am I?” I ask.


“In the hospital. You had an accident.”


My vision clears, and I realize that I am, in fact, lying in a hospital bed, wearing a thin patterned gown with a stiff white blanket pulled up to my waist. A heart monitor beeps steadily from the corner. Brie’s here, but where’s Devin? He must have stepped out.


“Where—”


“Hold on. Mel… Melanie!” she shouts over her shoulder. Rapid footsteps approach and my mother appears beside Brie. Dark circles ring her eyes, and her normally shiny hair is limp. She’s only forty-two—she had me at seventeen—but she looks at least fifty today. My stomach tightens as she smooths a lock of damp hair from my forehead. “Cass, is that you? Can you hear me?”


I clear my throat. “Yeah, Mom, I hear you. You’re shouting.” I attempt to scoot higher in bed, but pain blasts through every cell of my body and I wince.


“Shhh, don’t try to move. You were in a car accident, honey. You’ve been in a coma. We weren’t sure if you…” Mom’s chest heaves and a sob rips through her. Oh God, Mom never cries. Brie curls an arm around her shoulder while she struggles to regain her normally unflappable composure.


Wait, a coma? The heart rate monitor beeps faster. “How long was I—”


“Out?” Brie finishes. Gnawing her lip, she takes a deep breath. “I don’t know how to break it to you, but… the year is 2041, and the robots have taken over. I’m sorry. I hope you’re ready for the apocalypse.” Her lips twist in an obvious attempt to suppress a smile. I blink.


Mom slaps Brie’s arm. “Brielle Owens.”


“What? The opportunity was too good to pass up. I couldn’t help myself.”


Warmth fills my chest. Brie’s always known how to make me smile.


Mom shakes her head. “It’s August 4. You’ve been out for six days.”


I glance around the hospital room, at the blue vinyl chair pulled out into a bed in the corner, the open bag sitting on top of the twisted sheet, the lunch tray of half-eaten food on the rolling table. It looks like Mom, or Brie, or both, have been staying with me. Maybe they’ve been taking turns with Devin to visit. “Hey, can you—”


“Someone’s up, I see.” A rosy-faced nurse bustles into the room, and a swell of activity ensues. The nurse calls in a doctor, who examines me and asks what feels like a million questions. “Do you know your name? What year is it? Who’s the president?” Half an hour later, a specialist arrives and introduces herself as Dr. Holloway, a neurologist. She studies my chart as the nurse inclines my bed.


“I could use some caffeine,” announces Brie. “Can I get you a coffee, Mel?”


“Yes please. Two creams, one sugar. Thanks, Brie,” says Mom.


“You got it. I’ll be right back.” She flashes me a reassuring smile as she leaves the room.


Adjusting her laptop, the doctor peers at me over her tortoiseshell glasses. “Tell me, Cass, what’s the last thing you remember before waking up today?”


“I—” I cough, and Mom hands me a paper cup of ice chips. I slurp one into my mouth. The chilled liquid feels good against my abraded throat. Apparently I was on a ventilator until two days ago, when I began demonstrating bouts of wakefulness—of which I remember nothing—but my throat still feels like someone shoved a red-hot poker down there. “I remember taking the bar exam.”


“Mmm-hmm. And what about after that?” the doctor asks.


I think back. I recall the last day of the two-day, soul-sucking exam, how I felt elated and exhausted when I left the test center in Columbus, and then… “Nothing.”


She types for several long seconds before shutting the lid of the laptop. “The good news is it looks like there’s no brain damage.”


Across the room, my mother slumps in relief. “Oh, thank God.”


“But she has a long road of recovery ahead. We were able to relieve the swelling on her brain with an emergency craniotomy, but it’s possible she may experience lingering adverse effects.”


I automatically finger the thick bandage behind my ear.


“What kind of adverse effects?” asks Mom.


“Possible trouble with coordination, short-term memory loss. We won’t know until we run further tests. And with two cracked ribs and a fractured tibia, I’m recommending she be moved to a rehabilitation center…”


I close my eyes while the doctor explains my recovery plan. The back of my neck tingles, and a memory lumbers to the surface. “Wait,” I say, opening my eyes. “I do remember something. Before driving home after the bar exam, I had dinner with Devin.”


Mom frowns at me. “Who’s Devin, honey?”


I blink. “You know, Devin Bloom. The guy I’ve been seeing.”


“You didn’t tell me you were seeing someone.”


“I did, you’ve just been working too hard,” I mumble. “So wait, he hasn’t come to visit me?” Disappointment swells in my chest like a cresting wave.


“No one’s been here except me, your stepdad, and your brothers. They came by yesterday after you were moved out of the ICU. And Brie, of course. She jumped in the car and drove up as soon as she heard about your accident.”


Maybe the hospital only allowed family to visit? No, that couldn’t be, because Brie’s here and she’s not family. Wait. Maybe Devin didn’t even know I was in an accident. Panic constricts my lungs. I look around automatically for my phone, but it’s not on the nightstand. “Where’s my phone? I need to call Devin and tell him I’m okay. He must be worried sick.”


Mom frowns. “Your phone was destroyed in the accident.”


The door opens and Brie returns, holding two cups of coffee. She passes one to my mom and takes a sip from the other.


“Brie, can I borrow your phone? I need to call Devin.”


She splutters. “Huh? Who now?”


I let out an exasperated huff. What the hell is wrong with everyone? “Come on, Brie. Devin, my boyfriend. We talk every week, so I know I’ve told you all about him.” At her blank stare, I continue. “We met at a bar in April, hit it off, and we’ve been dating ever since? He grew up in Cleveland and he helps run his family’s business? You haven’t met him yet, but I’m sure you’ve seen pictures. He’s six two, dark brown hair, brown eyes. You know—Devin Bloom.”


Brie’s cheeks pale as she slowly sets her coffee on the nightstand. The doctor looks between me, Brie, and my mother, opens her laptop, and begins typing. Dread slithers into the pit of my stomach, coalescing into a writhing ball.


Brie stares at me with wide, confused eyes. “Who the hell is Devin Bloom?”
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Life with a head injury is nothing like the movies.


A bandit gets conked on the forehead with an iron and, minutes later, shakes it off and continues his scheme to burglarize a young boy’s booby-trapped home. No, fool, you should be in the hospital with a blow to the head like that! Or a woman runs into a metal pole only to wake up in a world where every gorgeous man wants her. Ha, I wish. Film characters fall off subway platforms, step on rakes, and absorb knockout punches, banging their skulls so often you could stitch the scenes together and make the concussion noises play “The Star-Spangled Banner.” Then they simply pick themselves up and continue with their lives like nothing happened. In reality, a head injury is a hell of a lot more life-altering—and in my case—strange.


Crawling across the crumb-strewn back seat of my mom’s minivan, I scoop out the cardboard box I’ve carefully stashed on the floor. Cassidy Closet is printed neatly in big, innocent letters. As I wiggle back through the open door, I glance out the window and catch sight of a trash can sitting on the curb.


Guilt needles my stomach. I should have thrown away what’s inside this box months ago. Not the various knickknacks or get-well cards from my law school classmates—I mean the other thing. But I haven’t been able to bring myself to do it for reasons I don’t want to explore.


Rolling my neck, I stand and lift the box out of the car.


“Where do you want this?” one of the movers calls from the double-parked moving truck. Broad-shouldered and bald, he’s pulling my dresser on a red dolly behind him. I blink at his T-shirt, which features an eight-bit kitten riding a rainbow and the words Call me Mr. Cat Daddy scrawled beneath it.


“In the—” I begin, but a familiar song blares from the radio on the porch and the back of my neck tingles. Oh no. It’s happening again. There’s nothing about Sonny and Cher’s “I Got You, Babe” that should inspire this level of dread-soaked anticipation (unless you’re Bill Murray in Groundhog Day), but I’m not exactly normal. The opening lyrics drill into my brain, and I squeeze my eyes shut as an unwanted memory flickers to life.


No, not a memory.


In my mind’s eye, I’m no longer standing on a tree-lined street in Cleveland on a cool June day. I’m swaying on a dim stage in a beer-soaked karaoke bar, microphone in hand. And he’s there—Devin Bloom. He’s smiling at me, cheekbones illuminated by a spotlight, dark eyes crinkling as he changes the lyrics so the chorus includes my name: “I got you, Cass.” I clutch the cardboard box so tightly its contents threaten to rattle.


Most people wake up from a coma with memory loss. I woke up with memory surplus—specifically, countless memories of a man named Devin Bloom.


Except Devin isn’t real. He’s a figment of my coma-rattled imagination.


At first, I didn’t believe it. But the cloud revealed the truth: I didn’t have any photos of Devin, any text history, or even a contact labeled Devin. There was absolutely, positively no evidence that Devin Bloom, my supposed boyfriend of three months, was a real person. No one in my life had met him, knew him, or heard of him. Googling and obsessively searching social media revealed nada as well.


There have been cases before of coma patients waking up with false or conflated memories, but waking up with a full-on imaginary boyfriend? The doctors called it a “medical anomaly.” I call it a heart transplant without the heart and an unnecessary distraction from getting my life back on track.


Not that I feel sorry for myself or anything. In fact, I have a lot to be grateful for: I’m thinking, walking, talking, and back to my normal self—mostly. I could have died in that car accident. Or never recovered at all from the coma. If an imaginary boyfriend is the worst thing I have to deal with, I’m lucky. Shutting my eyes, I take a deep, reassuring breath.


“I’m here. I’m real. He’s not real,” I mutter my therapist’s mantra to myself.


“Oh, I’m real, honey,” says a deep voice.


My eyes pop open. The mover, Mr. Cat Daddy, is still staring at me, bushy eyebrows raised. “Dresser?” he asks.


My cheeks flame. “Upstairs bedroom. First door on the right.”


“Want me to take that up too?” He nods at my box.


I hug it tighter to my chest. “No, thanks.”


Shrugging one massive shoulder, Mr. Cat Daddy pulls the dolly up the cracked stone stairs leading to the century-old Ohio City Victorian that’s officially my new home. Just before he reaches the porch, he steals a wary glance at me over his shoulder. Irritation bursts through my nostalgia, burning away the last fragments of imagined memory like smoke.


“I’m not crazy,” I call after him.


“Whatever you say, lady.” He disappears through the front door.


With a huff, I march up the steps toward the house. The soles of my white Adidas thud against the porch as I stride over to the radio. Balancing the box on my hip, I switch the station. “I Got You, Babe” cuts out and a jaunty, bass-heavy pop song takes its place. I nod.


Much better. This is a day for new beginnings.


The cobalt-painted front door is already propped open and I step inside. But before I can climb the stairs to deposit the box in my bedroom, Brie strides into the foyer. My heart lightens automatically. Ever since I met Brie on the first day of seventh grade and we swapped lunches—her nanny-prepared ham and Gruyère for my generic PB and J—we’ve been best friends. Now we’re twenty-six, and we’re finally, finally moving in together now that I’ve more-or-less fully recovered from the accident and her last roommate moved out.


Her gold glasses sparkle, highlighting her light brown eyes. “Cass, there you are! Can you please tell your mother to chill out? Marcus stopped by a few minutes ago to drop off your key, and she’s been haranguing him ever since. For a landlord, he has the patience of a saint, but I can practically see him contemplating tearing up our lease.”


An ear-splitting squawk steals my attention, and I register the African gray parrot perched on Brie’s shoulder. I take a hasty step back out of habit. “I didn’t know Xerxes was here. I thought you said he was living with your parents.”


Xerxes rustles his gray wings and edges sideways along Brie’s shoulder, long red tail feathers twitching. “Squawk! Damn it, Char. Damn it, Char. Screw you, Bill. Screw you. Screw you. Squaaaawk!”


She winces. “He was.” Reaching into the front pocket of her vintage overalls, she pulls out a sunflower seed. Xerxes nibbles it gently. “I liberated him last month. I told you, remember?”


“I—” I swallow hard. Did she tell me? I can’t remember. Before the accident, my memory was airtight. I could rattle off case law like LexisNexis and recite my grocery list by heart. Now, if I don’t write something down—tasks, appointments, reminders, names—it poofs out of my head like a cloud of steam wafting from a hot shower. I blame Devin. Maybe if he wasn’t taking up space where he doesn’t belong, my brain could function normally again.


I shove my short-term memory issues out of my mind before my stomach twists itself into knots.


“You know what?” Brie smacks her forehead, her voice overly bright. “I didn’t tell you. I was going to, then some work stuff came up and it slipped my mind. I’m so sorry, that’s my bad.” She shifts her weight from one sneakered foot to the other.


I sigh. “You definitely told me, didn’t you?”


She opens her mouth then freezes, her eyes flicking left and right. Brie’s never been a good liar.


“Pi,” I invoke.


When we were twelve, we made a pinky promise to always tell each other the truth. “But how do I know if you really want to know the truth?” Brie had asked. “Like sometimes my mom asks my dad how she looks, and even if she looks ‘meh’ she wants him to tell her she looks good.”


“What about a code word?” I had suggested.


“Yes! How about ‘pi’?”


“Like, apple or blueberry? Oooh I love blueberry pie. Or is it short for ‘pinky promise?’ ”


“I was thinking more like the circumference of a circle divided by its diameter. Pi is always 3.14. It’s constant. You can’t change it—just like you can’t change the truth.” Brie’s always been brilliant, with a head for math. No wonder she grew up to be a literal rocket scientist.


“That’s perfect,” I’d said. “So if one of us says ‘pi,’ the other one has to tell the truth, no matter what?”


No matter what.


Brie’s shoulders slump and Xerxes flaps his wings in indignation at being jostled. “I told you about Xerxes.”


“More than once?”


Grimacing, she nods.


“Most recently?”


“Last week.”


I blow out a long breath. “Damn it.”


“If you’re not okay with Xerxes being here, I can take him back. I know you two have had your… differences.”


I snort. “Pi.”


“Okay. He hates your guts and would love to peck out your liver while you sleep.”


“Damn, Brie. I didn’t know he hated me that much!”


“Oh, it’s bad.”


We both laugh, but the mirth quickly fades from her face. “Seriously though, he doesn’t have to stay. I can give him back to Charlotte. He’s technically hers, after all.”


Anchoring the box on my hip, I squeeze her forearm, careful to stay a healthy distance away from Xerxes’s beady glare and razor-sharp beak. “He stays.” Brie’s always loved that bird with her whole heart. I would never send him packing, let alone back to Brie’s toxic parents. I make a mental note to stock up on Band-Aids the next time I’m at the drugstore. Which means I’ll probably forget. I suppress a groan.


Too bad I can’t text Devin and ask him to remind me. Nope, nope, not going there, no way. I shove any thoughts of Devin down deep until they’re out of sight. Behind us, the movers’ heavy footsteps thud up the stairs as they carry my full-sized mattress to my bedroom.


“Cassidy!” my mom calls from the living room.


“Yeah, Mom?” I shout back.


“Can you come here and look at this?”


“See? This is what I’m talking about. Rampage,” says Brie.


Brie and I weave through the front dining room. My arms are beginning to ache, so I set the box on the edge of the table. Inside the living room, light filters through the bay widows, illuminating a cascade of dust motes. Mom is standing in front of the hand-carved fireplace, arms crossed over an open wool blazer while my twin six-year-old half brothers chase each other around the overstuffed couch.


My gut twinges. Part of me wishes my mother weren’t here today. She’s the top paralegal at one of the most cutthroat law firms in town and she can be intense. But she insisted on helping me move. Too bad my stepdad, Robert, isn’t here too. He married my mom eight years ago when I was a freshman in college, and he’s particularly adept at mellowing her out. But he’s a real estate agent, which means he works most weekends, including this one. My brother Liam, ever the instigator, cackles with laughter as he holds a foam football out of Jackson’s reach.


“Boys, take it outside, please,” Mom says over her shoulder.


I ruffle Jackson’s hair as he races past. He blows a raspberry at me. I blow one right back and both boys giggle as they run out of the room. Mom motions me over with an impatient flick of her fingers. Her makeup is impeccable, as usual, and her straight brown hair is cut into a neat bob that highlights her youthful jaw. Her style mirrors her personality: no frills, no nonsense. At least we have that in common—except for the hair. Mine is more chestnut than cinnamon, and decidedly not sleek, thanks to my energetic curls.


Tugging the sleeves of my gray shirt up my forearms, I brace my hands on my hips. “What’s up?”


She motions vaguely at the fireplace. “There’s a draft.”


I shrug. “Fireplaces are drafty.”


“And there’s mold on the ceiling.” She points directly overhead at an ominous brown spot marring the white plaster.


A shadow in the corner shifts, and for the first time I notice our landlord, Marcus, is in the room too. Marcus Belmont graduated from the same high school as Brie and me, but two years before us, so I don’t know him that well. Brie knows him better than I do—somewhat. He lives directly above us on the third floor, which he converted into a separate, self-contained apartment, so she’s had more occasions to talk to him than me since she moved in nine months ago.


“It’s not mold. It’s a water stain,” he says, expression flinty.


Mom raises one arched eyebrow. “Are you sure? It looks like mold.”


This time, when Marcus lifts his chin to the ceiling, he closes his eyes briefly as though praying for patience.


“Don’t worry, Melanie.” Brie steps forward. “I’ve been living here for months and I feel fine.” As if on cue, Brie sneezes. The sound is as tiny as she is. “That was unrelated.”


“I had the property tested last year when I renovated, and I promise there’s no mold,” says Marcus. “I wouldn’t have been able to get the construction permits otherwise.”


Mom frowns at the faded hardwood floors and cracked windowsills before settling her gaze on Marcus. “Which rooms have you renovated?”


“The bathrooms. And I installed a new HVAC system and roof. The kitchen is next on my list.”


Mom leans to the side to peer around him through the open door into the kitchen with its cramped layout and ancient appliances. She concedes with a shrug. Stepping closer to me, she lowers her voice. “You don’t have to do this, you know. I’m sure you could find someone to sublet your room. You can still change your mind.”


“Mom—” I place my hands on her shoulders. “We’re not doing this.”


“Cass—”


“No, we’ve discussed it already.”


With a huff, Mom paces to the opposite side of the living room. When she turns around, her lips are pressed together so tightly they form a thin line. “I simply don’t know why you want to move out when you can live rent-free with me, Rob, and the boys for as long as you want.”


“Because I can’t live in the suburbs anymore, Mom. My job at Smith & Boone starts tomorrow, and I need to be able to walk there.”


“If you started driving again you wouldn’t have to walk.”


My jaw tightens. “You know that’s not an option.”


I still don’t remember the car accident. Or the hours leading up to it. All I know—courtesy of police reports—is that, over ten months ago, I lost control of my car and crashed it into the concrete median on I-71 at ten o’clock the night after finishing the bar exam. But something in my subconscious must remember, because every time I sit behind the wheel of a car, my heart races and I breathe so fast I nearly pass out.


“Sweetie, I’m just looking out for you. You’ve been through so much and you’re still not your old self. You need all the support you can get.”


Brie places her arm around my shoulders and tucks me against her side. “She has me, Mel.”


“I know.” Mom’s smile turns watery as she pats Brie’s cheek. “You girls… so eager to be out on your own.” Shifting her attention to me, she drops her chin to look me in the eye. “But I don’t have to remind you what’s at stake this summer, do I?”


“Mom.” I groan.


“Smith & Boone didn’t have to give you another shot. You turned down their offer to start as a first-year associate last fall—”


“Yeah, because I was still recovering from the accident.”


Mom shakes her head. “It doesn’t matter. Smith & Boone is a prestigious firm with no shortage of talented young lawyers clamoring to join their ranks. They didn’t have to consider you again, but they were willing to bring you on temporarily this summer as a trial run—to give you a second chance. If you want them to honor their original offer for a permanent position in the fall, you’ll need to show them you’re as sharp as you were before the accident. You’ll have to wow them.”


“I know, I know. I don’t plan to mess this up, okay? I’m ready.”


Her blue-gray eyes search my face. “Are you?”


“Yes.”


Something relaxes in her features, and for the first time, I think she actually believes me.


Crash.


“Liam!” my brother Jackson wails from the other room.


Mom launches toward the commotion. I follow. In the dining room, the twins are squabbling. A cardboard box is on the floor, one side open as though it exploded on impact. All the blood drains from my face. Oh shit. It’s my “Cassidy Closet” box. “I got it.” I stumble forward, but Mom is already kneeling among my scattered belongings.


“What happened?” she asks the boys.


“Jackson didn’t catch the football,” says Liam.


Jackson punches him in the arm. “Liam didn’t throw it good.”


“Enough.” Mom’s voice cuts through the commotion like a gavel. “Timeout. Couch. Now.”


Brie bustles into the room as the boys shuffle out. Xerxes is no longer on her shoulder and she’s holding a dustpan and broom. Marcus has disappeared; he must have taken the opportunity to gracefully remove himself from our family bickering.


“Shoot,” Mom mutters, gathering up a handful of loose greeting cards.


I edge around her, heart thundering. “Don’t worry about it. Here, let me—” But before I can even finish, her gaze snags on the edge of a worn green sketchbook peeking out from under a scarf. Recognition registers and her jaw tightens. I close my eyes briefly, and when I open them again, she’s flipping through the book while Brie peers over her shoulder. My stomach plummets to the cellar.


Devin’s face stares back from every page, rendered in painstaking graphite detail.


After the accident, my hand-eye coordination was shot, so the earliest sketches look like something my brothers would have drawn—loopy, disjointed messes. But as I worked my way through rehabilitation and as more Devin “memories” surfaced, the sketches became more detailed. More vibrant. I hadn’t drawn in years, not since my last studio art class sophomore year of college, but I couldn’t stop. It was as if the only way I could get him out of my head was to get his likeness on the page. It went on for months. I hate to admit it, but I cried over those sketches. Slept with them under my pillow. And since Christmas, I’d kept them tucked away in a dark, dusty corner of the guest room at my mom’s house and tried to forget about them.


Confusion flickers behind Brie’s eyes. “I thought you said you got rid of it,” she says softly.


“That’s… I don’t even… how did…? Weird,” I stammer.


Mom stands and shuts the sketchbook with a snap. “I knew it. This move was a bad idea. Clearly, you’re not ready. Not with your struggles.”


The word “struggles” hangs in the air like a guilty verdict.


How could I explain that nearly dying in a car accident and being forced to put my life on hold was the struggle? It had been almost a year since my law school friends moved on and found jobs and Brie finished her master’s at Purdue and started her career at NASA’s Glenn Research Center. Meanwhile, I was stuck like a pin in my hamster-wheel life full of hospital rooms, therapy, and an omnipresent, overbearing mother.


I couldn’t live like that anymore. I wouldn’t.


I step forward. “I am ready. More than ready. I can’t let the accident make me a prisoner in my own life. You want proof I’m ready to be on my own?” Snatching the sketchbook out of my mom’s hands, I march straight through the open front door. I nearly run into Mr. Cat Daddy, but he hastily sidesteps me. Blood pounds in my ears as I walk over to the trash can I spotted earlier. Flipping open the heavy plastic lid, I hesitate for several heartbeats.


Can I really do this?


Throwing the sketchbook into the trash, I slam the lid closed.





It’s after one in the morning and my muscles ache from the move, but I can’t sleep. The mattress groans as I roll over and stare at the dark ceiling. The house is quiet; Brie went to bed over an hour ago. Light from a streetlamp outside peeks through my slatted blinds, while a car engine revs somewhere in the distance. I try to swallow, but my mouth is full of cotton.


I throw the covers off my bare legs and creep out of bed and down the hall. Inside the bathroom, I grab a small paper cup from the wall shelf and flip on the light. It flickers in and out twice before buzzing to life. I glance at my reflection. The back of my neck tingles. A memory of Devin smiling at me through a mirror while a light winks overhead flashes through my brain. In the next instant, the image fades, and the only person I’m staring at is myself. The cup slips out of my slackening grip and bounces onto the tile floor.


I brace my hands on the porcelain pedestal sink, breathing hard.


Before I quite realize what I’m doing, I’m tiptoeing down the creaking stairs and easing open the front door. Chilly night air washes over the skin exposed by my shorts and T-shirt, but I ignore the cold. Scurrying over to the trash can on the curb, I hesitate for only a second before opening the lid.


I dig through bits of paper and refuse, holding my breath so I don’t gag. Where is it? Is it still here? My fingertips brush a coil of metal before finding worn, familiar cardboard. Hands trembling, I lift out my sketch pad and wipe it off with the hem of my night shirt. It smells faintly of fried chicken and coffee grounds, but I don’t care. Swallowing down a wave of guilt, I close the lid softly and walk back to the house, sketchbook tucked tightly against my pounding heart.


Devin’s not real, but I can’t let go. Not yet. The memory of finally finding someone after being alone for so long is like a drug: powerful and calming. And, despite my bravado earlier about being ready to restart my life, it’s scary as hell. I’m not the same person I was a year ago. So what if I hang on to the memory of what it felt like to be loved, cherished, and supported by someone who made me feel whole? Opening the front door, I close it quietly behind me and pad softly to my bedroom.


Some comfort’s better than none. Even if it’s as thin as paper.
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A morning breeze whips tendrils of hair across my cheekbone as I stare at the stainless steel Smith & Boone sign above the building’s wide glass doors. Was it really over a year ago that I was standing in this exact spot, about to walk into the interview that would land me the job offer of my dreams? Somehow, it feels like last week. Or maybe several lifetimes ago.


The law offices of Smith & Boone are housed in a modern, three-story glass and steel building along the Cuyahoga River—an odd juxtaposition next to the century-old, converted brick warehouses, rusted train lift, and other emblems of Cleveland’s long-gone glory as an industrial powerhouse.


Pulling my phone from the inside pocket of my shoulder bag, I check the time: 8:12 a.m. I’m eighteen minutes early for my first day as a summer associate. My lungs squeeze. I should have been here last September, reporting in as a first-year associate, but thanks to the accident that didn’t happen. Now I’m back where I started—competing for a postgrad position against a host of hungry law students, each of us hoping to snag one of the precious few offers the firm will extend at the end of the summer.


And one of those positions already has my name on it, which means I’ll be the one to beat. The one the other summer associates will be trying to outdo. I’ll have to be on my A-game all day, every day if I want to stay on top.


Hungry gulls screech overhead as I amble past the door and round the corner of the building. Leaning against a railing next to a small visitors’ parking lot, I pull up my contacts and hesitate with my finger hovering over the screen. After a quick shake of my head, I tap Brie’s face and request to FaceTime.


Her phone rings once before she accepts.


“Hey! Looks like you made it okay,” she says thickly, propping up her phone. She’s sitting in her oversized pink cotton pajamas at our snug two-person kitchen table with a giant ceramic bowl in front of her. A crunching noise filters through the speaker as she chews. “How was the walk?”


“Not bad. Just a little over half a mile.”


She swallows and scoops another bite of what looks like Lucky Charms into her mouth. “I would have driven you.”


“Yeah, but that would have required you to get up early, and we both know mornings are not your friend.”


“Understatement. Are you nervous?”


“Honestly? A little. It’s been over ten months since I took the bar.” And had my accident. “I’ve been out of the loop.”


“Cass, you got this. You’ve already landed the job once, now you just have to jump through a few hoops to prove yourself a second time. In three months, you’ll have your name on a desk. Permanently.”


“Right. But what if I’m not as good as I was? What if I can’t remember anyone’s name or what if the accident knocked half of law school out of my head?”


“I seriously doubt it. You didn’t lose any memories from before the accident, just gained a few new ones, so I’m sure law school is still intact. Plus, you’ve been reviewing your old bar exam books and that’s going well, right?”


“True.”


“Okay. So if your noodle starts giving you trouble in the memory department, there’s a simple fix: when in doubt, write it down. You’ll be fine.”


“Thanks, Brie.”


“Hold up, turn your head. The other way. Oooo, yes. Rogue Curl at it again.”


I crane my neck, and in the tiny image of myself in the corner of the screen I see what she’s talking about. Sure enough, the short curl behind my left ear is sticking straight out. Thanks to the emergency craniotomy after the accident, doctors had to shave off a patch of hair the size of a Snapple cap, and it’s still in that awkward growing-out stage.


“Damn it,” I mumble. “Hold on.” Tucking my phone in my armpit, I fish around in my bag and find a bobby pin at the bottom. I secure the curl, then use the phone’s camera to check my reflection. Brie takes the opportunity to rinse her bowl in the sink.


“How do I look?” I ask.


“One sec,” she calls, flipping the wall switch for the garbage disposal. Nothing happens. She toggles it several more times before cursing under her breath. “Garbage disposal is on the fritz again. I’ll see if Marcus can come over later to fix it.” Flopping back into her chair with a huff, she squints at her phone. “You look perfect. Every last hair in place.”


Yawning, she stretches her arms above her head. “Well, we should both get a move on. I need at least two more cups of coffee and a hot shower before I can face down a Monday. I’d wish you luck on your first day, but I know you don’t need it. Text me later?”


I blow her a kiss. “Definitely.”


“Bye-ee,” she chirps, then ends the call.


Guilt pecks at my spine, but I push the feeling away. I haven’t told Brie yet about my late-night trash mission on moving day or how my Devin sketchbook is currently buried in the bowels of my closet instead of on its way to the dump. Pinching my eyebrows together, I shake my head. This is my life. And just because I’m not ready to throw away months-worth of Devin sketches doesn’t mean I’m not ready to move on, launch my career, and find someone real.


I am. I so, totally am.


Standing up straight, I slip my phone into my bag and smooth my navy suit coat over my white blouse. I feel like myself in a way I haven’t for a long time in my go-to lawyerly attire of patent leather pumps and a formal suit. Old Cass would have strolled into any job interview with her head held high because she knew she’d crush it. New Cass might still be finding her confidence through the memory fog, but hey—fake it till you make it, right?


Pushing my shoulders back, I open the door to Smith & Boone and step inside.


The lobby is exactly how I remember it from my initial interviews: gleaming black-tile floor, oversized abstract art with bold strokes of crimson and gray hanging on the sleek walls, and a curved desk at the far end of the lobby set against a door that I already know leads to a hive of offices. My heels clack as I approach the desk, but the man behind it doesn’t look away from his computer screen.


“Can I help you?” His tone is laced with boredom.


“My name’s Cassidy Walker. I’m one of the summer associates starting today.”


Peering at me through thick, black-framed glasses, he brushes a lock of hair off his smooth forehead. “Late much?”


Fear ricochets around my chest. “What? No. The email said 8:30. It’s”—I check my phone—“not even 8:20. I’m ten minutes early.”


“Are you?” he drawls.


What the… did I misread the email? I quickly pull up the welcome email with the details for my first day. There it is: start time, 8:30 a.m.


“The email I received says 8:30.” I hold up my phone, but the receptionist doesn’t even look at the screen.


“You must have missed the follow-up. They changed the time to eight.”


My mind splutters, but no words come out.


“Take the elevator to the second floor, down the hall to your right, conference room five. Glenn Boone is about to deliver remarks to the group, so I suggest you hurry.” I recognize Glenn Boone as one of the managing partners—he’s an attorney of national acclaim and the one who can make or break my future at the firm. I need to impress him if I want to secure my permanent spot this fall. “Oh, and you’ll need this.” The receptionist extends a mustard yellow visitor’s badge. I stare at him, mouth open. He jiggles it. “Chop-chop.”


Snapping out of my panic, I grab the badge and power walk to the elevator on my right. I hammer the button, and when the doors open I launch myself inside. Hitting the two button, I clip the badge on to the lapel of my jacket with shaking fingers. As the elevator slowly rises, I take a deep breath in an attempt to calm my racing heart.


Okay, so I’m late on my first day. How can I triage this situation?


When the doors open, I push my shoulders back and step out of the elevator. Three long hallways stretch before me—one left, one center, one right. All the blood rushes from my face. Shit. I’ve already forgotten where to go. This is not happening.


Hitching my bag higher on my shoulder, I march down the hall straight in front of me. I think he said conference room five. No, four. Definitely something with an “F.” On my left, I pass a wooden door with a brass number three. Farther ahead and to my right, there’s a door with the number four. Murmured voices grow louder as I approach. This must be it.


I knock softly before opening the door a crack. Three pairs of stunned eyes land on me and ohhhh no. This is definitely not the right room. A middle-aged man and woman wearing neatly tailored suits swivel to stare at me while an elderly gentleman wobbles to his feet on the far side of the oversized conference table.


“I’m so sorry,” I say quickly. “I’m in the wrong place.” I begin shutting the door, but a gravelly voice makes me pause.


“Where are you heading to?” the older man asks. His shock of white hair, deeply lined face, and expensive gray suit are strangely familiar…


“The conference room where the summer associates were asked to meet.”


“You’re in luck. I’m on my way there now.” He gives me a sly grin.


My stomach nearly bottoms out and I swallow down the panic. This is Glenn Boone. I recognize him now: he was on the hiring panel that originally interviewed me last year. And he’s caught me red-handed arriving late on my first day. This is not the impression I wanted to make, but there’s nothing I can do. Lifting my chin, I force myself to stay calm.


“I’ll be back in an hour,” Glenn adds to the other two people in the room—presumably attorneys. “Then we’ll go over those depositions again.” They both nod.


“Now, which summer associate are you?” he asks once he’s in the hallway.


“Cassidy Walker.” I surreptitiously brush my sweaty palm against my thigh and extend my hand. When he takes it, I give him a firm handshake. His hand feels like fish bones in a leather pouch. “I had the pleasure of meeting you when I interviewed for a first-year associate position last year.”


“Ahhhh, yes. Ms. Walker. The survivor. I was sorry to hear about your accident, but it looks like you’ve healed well.” His baggy-eyed gaze drifts down and his thin lips crease into a frown when he reaches my trousers. Heat climbs up my neck. I know some old-school judges don’t like to see women attorneys wear pants in a courtroom—they prefer skirt suits only—but I didn’t think Smith & Boone operated under the same sort of antiquated culture. Apparently, they do.


“Thank you. I have, yes.”


He lifts his eyes to my face and nods solemnly. “Good. We’re delighted you could join us this summer to ease into firm life, especially after all you’ve been through.”


“I’m incredibly grateful for the opportunity, sir. Thank you.”


We begin walking down the hall. My feet itch to double-time it to wherever we’re going, seeing as I’m already late, but Glenn seems content to saunter along at a stroll, one hand in his vest pocket. When we reach the elevators he turns left—down the hallway that was originally on my right. I was way off. He pivots toward me as he walks. “So, what did you think of my joke this morning?”


I blink. “Joke?”


He leans in like we’re coconspirators in a heist. “I like to razz the summer associates on their first day, so I ask David the receptionist to play a little trick and make you all think you’re late.”


So… I’m not actually late?


His chuckle sounds more like a wheeze. “Make no mistake. We work hard here, but we have fun too.”


Yeah, if your definition of “fun” is giving hapless, type-A twentysomethings a heart attack. Some of the tension seeps out of my shoulders and I roll them. “Oh, that’s, ah… a good one.” I force a laugh.


We stop, and he motions toward a door marked five. “After you.”


“Thank you.” I open the door, and this is definitely the correct room. Ten people are seated around a conference table and they all sit up a little straighter when they spot Glenn Boone behind me. Most of the other summer associates are roughly my age—mid- to late twenties—and all are wearing their professional finest along with expressions of focused anticipation.


Pounding footsteps approach, and a red-faced man wearing a navy suit bursts into the room. Like the rest of us, he must have fallen for Glenn’s joke and probably sprinted up here, judging by the sweat beading on his forehead and the panic oozing from every pore.


“Welcome,” says Glenn, sauntering toward the head of the table. “Have a seat.”


The guy doesn’t need to be told twice. He barrels past me toward the closest empty chair, but veers at the last second and opts for a seat on the far side of the table. Okay then. I cross the distance to the chair he snubbed, which is situated between a man wearing a wrinkled khaki suit and a pinched expression and a primly dressed young woman with an air of unflappable intensity.


I pull the nearby rolling chair away from the table, and okay now I understand why the other guy didn’t sit here. An oversized red shoulder bag is occupying the seat. Clearly, it belongs to the woman on my right. Her silk blouse is the same shade of crimson, and so are her perfectly manicured nails. She flicks her gaze between me and her bag. I clear my throat. With a toss of her sleek strawberry-blond hair, she swivels to face Glenn, who’s easing himself into a seat at the head of the table.


My jaw muscles twitch. She doesn’t move her bag.


It’s a power play. She’s subtly attempting to throw off the competition by forcing the last summer associate to arrive to sit at the head of the table across from a managing partner—awkward at best and an office faux pas at worst. I purse my lips. I forgot how cutthroat summer associates can be, especially when it comes to competing for jobs at top firms. Five minutes into the job, and this Gloria Allred wannabe is already trying to establish herself as the one in control—the one to beat.


Too bad she’s never met me.


I pick up her bag by its stiff leather handles and place it on the floor next to her chair. Despite my quiet, smooth movement, the woman jerks. Turning her head slowly, she stares at me, icy blue eyes full of sparks. Wait, do I know her?


Narrowing my eyes, I study her airbrushed complexion and delicate features. Did we go to law school together? High school? The wash of recognition passes, and I shake my head. No, I don’t think we’ve met before. “Excuse me.” I offer her a tight smile as I pull out the chair and assume the now-empty seat.


“No problem.” Her voice is light and musical, but her lips curl as she pulls her bag onto her lap, snaps it closed, and sets it on the floor on the opposite side of her—away from me. The other summer associates glance furtively our way. One lanky young associate with a crew cut and a thickly starched shirt scratches his nose, covering a smirk.


Yeah, I’ve got your number, Allred.


Pulling a legal pad and pen from my bag, I tuck it under the table and cross my legs just as Glenn Boone begins his welcome speech.





Early evening sunshine filters through the glass walls of the lobby as I step out of the elevator. “Have a good night,” I call to David, the receptionist. Despite the fact that he was a willing participant in Glenn’s joke earlier, I want to get off on the right foot with everyone here. Best to stay on his good side.


David’s head snaps up and he adjusts his glasses. “Thanks. You too.”


Edging through the doors, I pull out my phone. I already have a text from Brie.




How did your first day go?





Fingers flying across the screen, I respond.




It was… a day







Good or bad?







Mostly good. I met the other summer associates and they were all cool (except one, but whatevs).







Tomorrow we get our practice group assignments.







So yeah, a good first day, I guess!







Woo-hoo! Let’s celebrate tonight! I’m thinking… takeout & champagne?







YES PLEASE! I’ll pick up some champers on the way home.





Home. Because I have a home here, in the quaint Ohio City district of downtown Cleveland, with my best friend in the whole wide world.




HERO.







*bows*







Be home in 30… see you soon!





Tucking my phone into my bag, I grin at the cloud-dappled sky. So this is what normal feels like. I’d nearly forgotten. I’ve started a new job at one of the top firms in town like a normal twentysomething—it might not be the permanent job I’d hoped for but it’s a job nonetheless. And nobody stared at me with pity or asked how I’m doing in hushed tones of sympathy. Plus? I haven’t had a single Devin episode today. It’s official: after a year of painstaking recovery, my luck is finally turning around. Heck, maybe I’ll even meet someone new this summer—someone real this time.


I snort. Okay, that might be a stretch. “Big law” life, working for a large, high-revenue law firm, doesn’t exactly leave a lot of room for socializing. But, hey, you never know what the future has in store, right? And after a day like today, I’m feeling just about ready for anything.
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I take the long way back to my neighborhood along the Cuyahoga River, soaking in the fresh air and sunshine. A quick Google search reveals that Dave’s Markets is the closest purveyor of champagne, so I walk the extra few blocks to the store, splurge on a twenty dollar bottle of champagne and several bags of M&M’s—because every good celebration needs chocolate—and stash my purchases in my tote bag. Outside, I take a deep breath through my nose, preparing to head home, but freeze.


I know that scent. I inhale deeply again to confirm the delicately floral yet achingly familiar smell. Lilies.


My favorite flower. And not just because I thought make-believe Devin bought me a bouquet of lush white lilies on our first date. I’ve loved them since I was a kid—their silken, oversized petals and a scent that transports you to sun-soaked gardens full of mystery and beauty.


I glance around automatically for the source and spot a dusky purple Victorian house tucked along the nearest side street, sandwiched between a squat brick building and a historic home, both with Foreclosure signs out front. Blooms & Baubles is printed in large letters above the Victorian’s front door and a sign in the window proclaims Open in red block letters. A flower shop. That certainly explains the lilies. Shifting my weight, I run my tongue along the edge of my teeth.


That’s it, I’m doing it. I’m going to buy myself some flowers. Because I have another success to celebrate: I did not have a Devin episode just now. I thought of him, sure. But I didn’t drown in a whirlpool of fake flashbacks. Yesterday might have involved a minor setback, but my “struggles,” as Mom likes to put it, are well on their way to existing solely in the past. And I’m going to prove it—if not to her, at least to myself.


OEBPS/e9781982177584/images/ch01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982177584/images/common02.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982177584/images/common03.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982177584/images/common01.jpg
DREAMON





OEBPS/e9781982177584/fonts/EBGaramond-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177584/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177584/images/ch03.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982177584/images/ch02.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982177584/images/title.jpg
. DREAM ON’;.,

7

E A NovEL
". ANGIE HOCKMAN 'Q.





OEBPS/e9781982177584/images/common04.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982177584/fonts/Roboto-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177584/fonts/Roboto-Medium.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177584/fonts/EBGaramond-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177584/xhtml/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Prologue



		Chapter 1



		Chapter 2



		Chapter 3



		Chapter 4



		Chapter 5



		Chapter 6



		Chapter 7



		Chapter 8



		Chapter 9



		Chapter 10



		Chapter 11



		Chapter 12



		Chapter 13



		Chapter 14



		Chapter 15



		Chapter 16



		Chapter 17



		Chapter 18



		Chapter 19



		Chapter 20



		Chapter 21



		Chapter 22



		Chapter 23



		Chapter 24



		Chapter 25



		Chapter 26



		Chapter 27



		Chapter 28



		Chapter 29



		Chapter 30



		Chapter 31



		Chapter 32



		Epilogue



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author



		Copyright











Guide





		Cover



		Start of Content



		Title Page



		Dedication



		Prologue



		Epilogue



		Acknowledgments



		About the Author



		Copyright













		I



		II



		III



		V



		VII



		VIII



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		323



		324



		325



		326



		327



		328



		329



		330



		331



		332



		333



		334



		335



		336



		337



		338



		339



		340



		341



		342



		343



		344











OEBPS/e9781982177584/fonts/Overlock-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177584/fonts/Overlock-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177584/fonts/Overlock-BoldItalic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781982177584/images/9781982177584.jpg





OEBPS/e9781982177584/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


