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• PROLOGUE •

So little time is left.

“Take this.” He folds the locket into my hand. It throbs as if it has a pulse, giving off a faint white glow. “I’m sorry for putting you in danger.”

“I would do it all again,” I tell him. “A thousand times.”

He kisses me, softly at first, and then so fiercely I can hardly breathe. Rain falls everywhere, soaking us, splashing into the canals that twist through the hot, dark city. His chest heaves against mine. The sound of sirens—and gunshots—reverberates between the crumbling, waterlogged buildings.

My family is drawing closer.

“Go, Aria,” he pleads. “Before they get here.”

But footsteps are behind me now. Voices fill my ears. Fingers dig into my arms, tearing me away.

“I love you,” he says gently.

And then they take him. I scream in defiance, but it is too late.

My father emerges from the shadows. He aims the wicked barrel of his pistol at my head.

Inside me, something bursts.

I always knew this story would break my heart.
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• I •

The party has begun without me.

Slowly, I descend the main staircase of our apartment, which curves dramatically into the reception lounge, currently packed with important guests. Tall ceramic vases line the room, overflowing with roses of every variety: white albas from Africa, pink centifolias from the Netherlands, pale yellow tea roses from China, and roses altered with mystic dye right here in Manhattan to produce colors so electric they hardly seem real. Everywhere I turn there are roses, roses, roses—more roses than people.

I reach behind me for assurance. My friend Kiki gives my hand a squeeze, and together we slip into the crowd. I scan the room for Thomas. Where is he?

“I hope your mom doesn’t notice we’re late,” Kiki says, careful not to trample on her dress. Gold, but not garish, her gown falls to the floor in luxurious waves. Her black curls flow past her shoulders in delicate dark loops; both eyelids are dusted with a shimmery pink that makes her brown eyes sparkle.

“She’s too busy schmoozing to care,” I say. “You look mag, by the way.”

“So do you! Shame you’re already taken.” Kiki eyes the room. “Otherwise, I’d marry you myself.”

Practically all the members of the New York State Senate and Assembly are here, as well as our most prominent judges. Not to mention the businessmen and society folk who are indebted to my father, Johnny Rose, or his former political rival, George Foster, for their own success. But tonight isn’t about them. Tonight, the spotlight is on me.

“Aria!”

I quickly find the speaker. “Hello, Judge Dismond,” I say, nodding to a large woman whose blond hair is swept up into a tornado funnel.

She smiles at me. “Congratulations!”

“Thank you,” I say. Since the wedding announcement, the entire city has been celebrating the end of the war between Thomas’s and my families, or so I’m told. The Times is going to do a profile on me as a political darling and a champion of bipartisan unity—Kiki’s been mocking me about it ever since I told her. My best friend, the darling, she says in her best phony newscaster voice. I have to cross my eyes and smack her just to get her to stop.

Kiki at my side, I continue my meet-and-greet duties, floating through the party as if I’m on autopilot. “Thank you for coming,” I say to Mayor Greenlorn and our state senators, Trick Jellyton and Marishka Reynolds, and their families.

“Quite an engagement party,” Senator Jellyton says, raising his glass. “But then, you’re quite a girl!”

“You’re too kind,” I say.

“We were all surprised to hear about you and Thomas Foster,” Greenlorn says.

“I am just full of surprises!” I laugh, as though I’ve said something funny. And they all obligingly laugh with me.

I’ve been groomed for this since I was born—practicing the art of small talk, remembering names, graciously inviting senators’ daughters to sleepovers and birthday parties and smiling even when their horrible, zit-faced brothers pretend to bump into me so they can cop a feel. I sigh. Such is the life of a political darling, as Kiki would remind me.

We make our way along the edge of the party, dodging guests and waiters dressed in white who weave through the room carrying trays of hors d’oeuvres and never-ending champagne. I search for Thomas but don’t see him.

“Are you excited?” Kiki asks, plucking a miniature lamb burger off one of the trays and popping it into her mouth. “To see Thomas?”

“If by ‘excited’ you mean ‘about to vomit,’ then, well, yes.”

Kiki laughs, but I’m being serious—I am full of nervous jitters. I haven’t seen my fiancé since I woke up in the hospital two weeks ago with partial memory loss. After my accident.

From a distance, the guests seem happy, Rose family cronies mixing easily with Foster devotees. When I look more closely, though, I can see that nearly everyone is shooting nervous, shifty glances around the room, as if the social niceties will be cast aside any second and the families will go back to treating each other as they always have.

As enemies.

My family has despised the Fosters since before my father’s father’s father was born. Hating them and their supporters is part of what it means to be a Rose.

Or rather, part of what it meant to be a Rose.

“Aria?” A young girl rushes up to me. She’s around thirteen, with frizzy red hair and a burst of freckles across her forehead. “I just want to say that it’s so upper about you and Thomas.”

“Oh, um … thanks?”

She closes in. “How’d you pull off so many secret rendezvous? Is it true that he’s moving to the West Side? Do you—”

“Thaaat’s enough.” Kiki takes over, pushing the girl to the side of the room. “You’ve got more questions than you do freckles, and that’s saying something.”

“Who was that?” I ask Kiki once the girl is gone.

“Dunno.” Kiki huffs. “Boy, but do they make ’em small these days. And round. She was like a little potato. Definitely a Foster supporter.”

I frown, curling my fingers into frustrated fists. People I’ve never even met seem to know every detail of my torrid affair with Thomas Foster, when I can’t even remember meeting him, let alone falling in love.

When I was released from the hospital and arrived home, I was told of our engagement. I asked my mother why Thomas wasn’t at the apartment, why he hadn’t visited me in the hospital. “You’ll see him soon enough at your engagement party,” she said. “The doctors say your memory might still return—perhaps when you see Thomas, it will all come flooding back.”

And so here I am. Waiting. Watching for Thomas, so that I can remember.

Kiki must sense that I’m struggling. “Just give it some time, Aria. You loved Thomas enough to defy everything for him—for now, just trust in that.”

I nod at her good advice. But time is the one thing I don’t have. Our wedding is planned for the end of the summer. And it’s already almost July.

Guests move all around me, the women swathed in bright colors, parading their jewelry, tattoos, and mystic decals. The men are mostly tall and wide, with rough-looking faces and slicked-back hair.

A distinguished gentleman I don’t recognize approaches and extends his hand. His fingers are rough, calloused. “Art Sackroni,” he says.

Nod, smile. “Aria Rose.”

He is older, with a handsome, weathered face and the black vines of a tattoo creeping up his neck. The Foster family crest—a five-pointed star—is inked in navy blue above his left eye. “I hope you and Thomas will be very happy together, Aria.”

“Me too,” I say, half meaning it. Two incredibly large men—one black, one white—stand behind him with puffed-out chests, their bow ties looking ready to burst from around their throats. They, too, have tattoos that snake from under their collars.

“It’s not every day a young princess finds her prince,” Sackroni says.

It sounds corny when he says it like that, but I’m hoping he’s right—that once I see Thomas, it will all come rushing back to me and I’ll be thrilled to be marrying him instead of terrified.

I think back to when I overdosed on Stic, an illegal drug made of distilled mystic energy. People take it to feel what it is to be a mystic, to experience super speed, incredible strength, a greater harmony with the world, for a fleeting few moments.

I was told that my parents found me unconscious on my bedroom floor, vibrating as if my body were filled with a thousand bees. I can’t imagine how I even got hold of the pills. None of my friends use. But I must have gotten them somehow, and leave it to me to screw things up. It’s so embarrassing. Rich people in the Aeries do Stic all the time. I can’t believe I was so stupid—and so unlucky—that the first time I tried it I ruined everything.

I remember almost everything else, like what I ate for lunch one day last month (oysters, flown in by my dad from the West Coast) and how it affected me the next morning (two hours hugging the toilet and tossing them all up). So why can’t I recall anything about Thomas?

Thankfully, there wasn’t any bad publicity. No one outside my immediate family, the Fosters, Kiki, and a handful of doctors and nurses know what happened. Apparently, while I was in the hospital, Thomas came to my parents and confessed that we’d been dating secretly for months. That we wanted to get married.

Now here I am. I should be happy. Overjoyed. But mostly I’m just … bewildered, especially about how well my parents took the news.

“There you are,” my father says, guiding me toward where my mother is talking to Kiki. “Claudia, dear,” she is saying, “you look gorgeous. Truly ravishing.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Rose,” Kiki says. “You look stunning, as always.”

My mother gives a small, tight smile. Her hair is sculpted into a French twist, her normally blond locks now a mystic-infused scarlet so radiant I nearly have to close my eyes. Her face is slathered in makeup, designed to attract attention and inspire awe.

I look tame compared to her: my makeup is all neutral tones, my brown hair blown out and tucked simply behind my ears.

“You look good, Aria,” my father tells me. “Respectable.”

I glance down at my dress, the cream-colored silk, the neckline detailed with tiny blue and pink roses, exposing my collarbone and plunging toward my waist in the back. Of course I look respectable, I want to say. I’m a Rose. But others are watching, so I thank him politely. He nods but doesn’t smile. My father never smiles.

My mother’s eyes flash around the room, darting over the grand piano and the series of blue period Picassos, past the windows, whose curtains are drawn back to reveal a moonlit city. Then her face lights up and she sings, “Thomas! Over here.”

My fiancé.

Thomas happens to be gorgeous, with clear tan skin and short brown hair parted on the side. His eyes are dark, like mine, his lips full and inviting. I recognize him immediately from posts on e-columns and pap shots and whatnot, but he’s far more striking in person than on any TouchMe screen. He has a magnetic energy. Any girl in all of the Aeries would be thrilled to marry him. He’s worth billions, and one day he might even run the city.

My stomach begins to flutter. For a second something tickles the back of my mind: My hand in another person’s hand. A pair of lips brushing against mine. A feeling of … warmth.

Then it’s gone.

Thomas winks at me confidently. Staring at him now, I imagine how I could be attracted to him, how I should still be attracted to him, even though my memory gives me nothing. And so I pretend: I smile as my parents do, as Thomas does, as our guests do. Because this boy must be what I wanted—I defied my family for him, after all.

“Mr. and Mrs. Rose.” Thomas shakes my father’s hand, lightly kisses my mother’s cheek.

It’s incredibly disconcerting. When I was little, if I even said the name Foster, I was chastised and sent to my room. And now …

I exhale a long breath. It’s all happening so fast.

“Aria,” Thomas says warmly, pecking me on the lips. “How do you feel?”

“Great!” I say, squeezing my clutch and shifting my hands behind my back. They’re shaking, and I don’t want him to take them in his. “You?”

He narrows his eyes. “Fine. But I wasn’t the one who—”

“Overdosed,” I reply. “I know.”

This is it? Where are all the memories? I was supposed to remember meeting him, falling in love, and … Damn. I’m still a blank slate when it comes to Thomas.

My parents exchange a curious glance, no doubt wondering what I’m thinking, but then things get even stranger: Thomas’s parents appear.

“Erica! George!” my father says, as though they are his dearest friends. He draws Thomas’s father into a masculine hug.

“Everything looks beautiful,” Thomas’s mother says to mine. Erica Foster’s dress is an emerald green that matches the dozen or so delicate circles tattooed along her neck. “Absolutely breathtaking.”

“Thank you,” my mother says with a forced grin.

My father takes a champagne flute from one of the waiters and raises it. “Everyone! Your attention, please.”

When my father speaks, people listen. Guests stop talking and turn in our direction. The string quartet stops playing. Thomas slips his arm around my waist, and I am reminded of how oddly we are on display. It’s a show for all the most important people in the city, but also—maybe especially—for me.

“It is no secret that George and I have had our differences, and so have our families for generations,” Dad says. “But that’s all about to change. For the better.” There’s a quick burst of applause—people know what’s coming. “Melinda and I are proud to announce the engagement of our daughter, Aria, to young Thomas Foster. A couple has never been more in love than these two.”

There is loud and sustained applause—it goes on just long enough that my father has to fan his right hand to silence everyone. This, too, feels staged. I can feel Thomas’s hand on my bare arm. He rubs his thumb along the back of my elbow and my pulse begins to race.

“I’m sure most of you were surprised to hear of the engagement. Initially, Aria and Thomas hid their affair from all of us. But admitting the truth had a positive effect: it forced our two families to … rethink our rivalry.

“We decided to bury the hatchet. No more will we fight among ourselves. Aria and Thomas have brought us all together using the oldest power in the book: true love. So, Thomas, thank you. And Aria, my dearest darling daughter, thank you, too.” My father kisses me on the forehead. I’m dizzy with the attention.

The applause this time goes on even longer, and it’s so strong it pounds against me and Thomas like crashing waves. We link our hands and raise them, inciting the crowd to even louder clapping. Thomas’s palm is sweaty.

My father’s speech has surprised me. He is a con man and a blackmailer, a leader of thugs. Head of a political party that controls half of Manhattan. To him, love is something you use to manipulate the weak.

But now he is saying that true love trumps all. Ha.

“Which brings me to my next point,” my father continues, the applause dying away. “There are enemies out there bigger than either of our families, and the only way to confront them is to follow the lead of these two lovers—to stand united! A radical mystic named Violet Brooks has been gaining power. The poor nonmystic families in the Depths mistakenly think she can offer them higherpaying jobs, and the registered mystics support her for obvious reasons: she’s one of them. This woman threatens to destroy everything we’ve built here in the Aeries. As you know, there hasn’t been a third-party mayoral candidate since the Conflagration.

“So tonight, in addition to this engagement, George Foster and I are announcing our political union. In times of danger and mystic threat, we must all come together. Now that Mayor Greenlorn’s term is approaching its end, George and I will both be endorsing one candidate in the upcoming election: Garland Foster.”

Garland, Thomas’s older brother, appears next to us and gives a confident wave. He looks like a more mature version of Thomas, only with blond hair and a thinner and slightly more sinister face. At twenty-eight, Garland is ten years older than Thomas, but he’s still quite young for politics. His wisp of a wife, Francesca, stands slightly behind him, a delicate hand on his shoulder.

“So please,” my father finishes, “raise your glass and let us drink to the beginning of a new era: for my family, for the Fosters, and for this glorious city!”

The string quartet begins playing again, and my father whirls my mother into the middle of the room, which has been cleared of furniture for the party. George and Erica Foster follow.

My father’s words echo in my head: mystic threat.

Once lauded for helping to enhance and strengthen our city, mystics are now feared. Uncontrolled, a powerful mystic’s touch can kill an ordinary human.

Personally, I don’t understand what all the fuss is about. These days, nearly two decades after the Mother’s Day Conflagration, the mystic-organized explosion that took so many innocent lives, all mystics are required by law to be drained of their powers twice a year, rendering them harmless. Most live far away from us, among the poor, in the lower level of the city, known as the Depths—a place too terrible and too dangerous for anyone from the Aeries to even visit. The mystics in the Aeries are servants or waiters or government workers who don’t care about revolution or power. All they care about is earning enough to survive.

But not all mystics are harmless, I know. There are those who went into hiding, who refused to register with the government and be drained of their magic. Who are lurking in the Depths. Waiting. Hiding. Plotting.

Thomas’s arm drops from my waist. “I haven’t seen Kyle yet,” he says.

“Neither have I.” My brother, Kyle, despises the spotlight. Parties are not his thing. He’s probably holed up somewhere with his girlfriend, Bennie.

“Would you like to dance?” Thomas asks. He looks like he really does want to dance, and too many people are watching for me to say no. I hand my clutch to Kiki and step into the middle of the room.

Thomas’s hands are slightly clumsy, as though they’re unfamiliar with my body. I suddenly wonder whether we’ve seen each other naked, and feel my cheeks warm.

“I was really worried about you,” he says, rocking us gently back and forth. His cologne smells of cedar and the slightest hint of vanilla. The quartet is playing something beautiful and slow by Górecki. “You hurt yourself so badly.”

“Other than some headaches, I feel completely fine.” Except for the fact that you’re practically a stranger. I push that thought away, letting the music fill me. Maybe if I dance long enough, I’ll remember what it felt like to dance with Thomas for the first time. Surely we’ve danced together before? My skin tingles with a feeling I can only call anticipation. Thomas is eligible, handsome, and clearly attracted to me. If I’m as in love with him as everyone says, then I’m quite lucky.

“How did we meet?” I whisper so that no one else can hear.

He pulls back slightly. “You really can’t remember anything?”

I shake my head.

Ever since I was a little girl, I have wanted to fall in love. The love you see on TV or read about in books, where you find your missing half—the person you were meant to be with forever—and suddenly you’re complete. That’s the sort of love my parents say I share with Thomas. Why, then, when he touches me, does it merely feel like a touch?

I thought true love would sear me.

My mother appears, slipping her hand between us. “Aria, I need to borrow your fiancé for a moment. Governor Boch wants to speak with him.”

Thomas chastely kisses my forehead. “I’ll be back.”

I watch them go. Is this what my future with Thomas will be—business, meetings, and our parents? My chest suddenly feels constricted, like my gown is too tight.

I need to get out of here.

I scurry along the far wall and press the panel by the balcony. It reads my biometrics and the door disappears, then reappears behind me. Outside, it’s blazing hot. My arms and neck and legs are immediately damp with sweat.

The heat, they say, is because of the global climate crisis, the melting of snow and ice around the world and the rising sea level that swallowed Antarctica and all of Oceania. Global warming is also to blame for the canals that line the Depths, filling what used to be low avenues and streets with seawater. Soon, the scientists say, the rising waters will overtake the entire island.

No one knows exactly how soon soon is.

I walk forward to the edge of the balcony. Before me is all of the Aeries, so high above the surrounding water it sometimes feels like a city afloat, not even tethered to the earth. A few dozen stories below me are the light-rails; sleek white cars blink in and out of stations, bright blurs between the shadows of the skyscrapers. The skyline is jagged and spectacular, illuminated by the city’s mystic light posts: super-tall glass spires full of the mystic energy that fuels all of Manhattan—the only useful thing about those freaks, my father always says.

The spires pulse and glow; there seems to be a rhythm to the way they brighten and fade, a kind of visual music. They almost look alive—more alive, anyway, than the guests here tonight.

I carefully roll up the hem of my dress, step on the iron railing, and then swing myself over. I’ve done this before, a dozen times when I was younger. It relaxes me. The wind tosses my hair and I can barely see, my hands tight on the railing behind me. Slowly, I lean out, the canals thin ribbons of silver in the darkness below me, the hot wind buffeting me until I am reminded: I fought for true love, and I won.

Now I just have to remember it.

I picture Thomas grabbing my hand, Thomas catching me as I run into his arms, Thomas kissing me in dark corners or in light-filled solariums, but it just doesn’t compute. I glance back at the party. From here, it’s just a jostle of dark suits and bright dresses, barely visible through the condensation on the glass doors.

Behind me, the updraft catches my skirt, and I laugh as the material billows around me. Enough. Time to climb back onto the balcony, where it’s safe.

This is when I see him—a face in the corner that startles me.

I can’t tell who he is; the light from the wall sconces barely reaches him. “Hello?” I call. “Who’s there?”

I’ve started to bring my leg back over the railing when my other foot slips.

And just like that, I’m falling.

There is the sharp pain of my knee cracking against the ledge, my chin hitting the railing, my body slipping heavily backward. At last I catch a railing with one hand and clutch it tightly.

My body slams against the building’s side and I almost let go, but no: I am suspended over the city. I squeeze tighter. Only my five fingers clenched around an iron bar are saving me from plunging thousands of feet to my death.

I feel sweat slicking my palms, my grip loosening. My heart pumps ferociously and I pray silently, Please don’t let me die. Please don’t let me die.

Then the boy is there. I am crying and my vision is blurry, and it’s as if he is there but also not there, like a ghost.

“Grab my hand,” he says, lowering his arm.

“I can’t! I’ll fall.”

“I won’t let you,” he tells me. I blink away my tears but I still can’t see his face. I hear the sound of his breath, his exasperation, his fear. “You have to trust me.”

With one hand still around the iron bar, I swing the other toward the mysterious boy. He catches it and pulls me up, but my legs still dangle below the ledge. His touch feels incredibly warm, like his fingertips are going to scorch my skin.

“Good,” he says. “Now the other.”

“I don’t think I can,” I say. My whole body is aching.

“You’re stronger than you think,” he says.

I will myself not to look down. I take a deep breath and shift my right hand from the railing into his grip, noticing a starburst tattoo on the inside of his wrist. Then I am up, up, and over.

My feet touch the balcony, and I begin to sob—tears that have been welling in me all night. “Shhh, you’re safe. You’re okay,” he says, and even though it’s a billion degrees outside and I’ve probably ruined my most gorgeous dress, I believe him.

Finally, I feel the pressure of his grasp lighten, and I hear him stepping away. Who is this boy who just saved my life?

I whip my head around, searching for him, but he’s gone, as if by magic. I have no clue what he looks like. I never even learned his name.

Just then, a familiar voice calls out. “Aria? Is that you?” It’s Kiki.

“What are you doing out here?” she asks, approaching me. “I’m burning up.”

I decide to keep what just happened to myself for now. “I was just thinking,” I say.

“Well, stop thinking and start dancing! Thomas is looking for you. He says they’re playing your song.”

“We have a song?” I ask stupidly.

“Apparently. Come on,” Kiki says, handing me back my clutch.

I’m almost at the door when I hear a rattling sound and realize that something unfamiliar is in the clutch. I open it and peer inside—it’s a locket I’ve never seen before. Silver and shiny, but there’s something old-looking about it. I take it out and feel a jolt of energy run through me. A memory, a feeling, flashes in my head: this locket is mine.

There is a tiny piece of paper inside the clutch, too. I unfold it. Written in handwriting I do not recognize is one word:

Remember


• II •

The next morning I wake before Davida comes to help me bathe and dress. My chin is sore from last night’s fall, and my knees are bruised, but otherwise, I’m fine. More than fine, actually—I’m elated to feel something besides a crippling sense of memory loss.

Thomas.

I’ve been taught my entire life to despise him, but he actually seems … nice. Concerned. Sensitive. Maybe if my memory doesn’t return, I could learn to love him all over again.

I roll out of bed and splash water on my face in the bathroom. Luckily, I’ve been endowed with my mother’s dewy skin and my father’s big brown eyes. As I purse my lips in the mirror, I have to admit I look pretty good for a girl who almost died.

I find my clutch and shake out the locket, turning it over in my hands. Nothing about it seems extraordinary. It is smooth, for the most part, with tiny grooves in a sort of swirling pattern. No clasp. It’s completely solid.

Maybe it’s not a locket at all, just a seamed heart.

I take out the note. Stare at it for a moment. Then I drop the locket and the note back into my clutch, closing them away in my armoire. Remember.…

Then I sit down with my TouchMe. My parents took it away after my overdose but gave it back to me last night before the party.

I scroll through the various applications to my email. I search for “locket,” but nothing comes up. Then I search the messages by date, starting with the most recent ones. A few congratulatory notes regarding graduation and the engagement, but that’s it—nothing from Thomas or Kiki or any of the other girls at Florence Academy who graduated with me about two months ago. And there are no texts whatsoever—the memory is almost completely blank.

There’s a knock on my door. Davida. I cross the room, my feet sinking into the soft gray carpet, and press the touchpad.

“May I come in?” she asks as the door retracts.

“Of course,” I say, and put my TouchMe down. Davida is, as usual, in her uniform of all black: long-sleeved blouse with a dramatic collar, tapered pants tucked into well-polished shoes with no heels, thin black gloves.

The gloves are her personal touch. She has always worn them—since she was eleven, anyway. That was when she suffered a tragic cooking accident at the orphanage where she grew up. I’ve never seen her hands, but Kyle gave me nightmares when I was younger by imagining what they must look like: scar tissue halfway to her elbows, the skin marbled and stiff and shiny, like the hands of a movie monster.

“You’re up early,” Davida says. Her dark hair is pulled back into an impeccable bun. At seventeen, exactly my age, Davida has the kind of face girls dream of having—wide hazel eyes, high cheekbones, lips that dominate the lower half of her face. Unlike most people in the Aeries, my parents refuse to employ mystics; Davida and the others in our household are all members of the nonmystic lower class. “Magdalena has started a pot of coffee if you’d like some.”

Magdalena mostly serves my mother, and she brews the darkest coffee of any of our help—too dark for me. “No thank you, Davida.”

I watch as Davida goes to make my bed. She leans down and picks up the end of the comforter with one hand, straightening it with her gloved fingers. “How are you feeling?”

I’ve heard that question so many times lately that it makes me want to scream. Coming from Davida, though, it’s a relief. Technically, she’s my servant, but we’ve never had a formal relationship. Being the same age, we grew close quickly. We’re friends. My parents haven’t minded that we get along or that we spend time together, as long as she does her work and knows her role in the household. “I’m not sure. I feel fine physically, but, well … I’m a bit jumbled up.”

Davida squints at me. “What happened to your chin?”

I’m about to tell her about my fall when I notice that the glove of her right hand has left sooty prints on my comforter. She sees them, too, and tries to slap the soot away.

Odd. Davida is never anything but pristine. There’s something she’s not telling me, and soot like that can only come from one place. “Davida, were you in the Depths?”

Just then, my mother strolls in. “Good morning, Aria,” she says. “Davida.”

Davida straightens. “Good morning, Mrs. Rose.”

“Is it?” my mother asks. Her voice is particularly grating today. “Aria, I’m so disappointed in you. We’re lucky the Fosters had too much champagne to notice your behavior last night.”

“Me? What did I do?”

“You went outside on the balcony and ignored people.”

“Only for a few minutes—”

“This was your engagement party! Acting distant only makes people think you don’t want to get married.”

“I thought I was acting nice,” I tell her, “but if I was acting distant … maybe it is because I still don’t remember Thomas. I’ve told you this. You can understand why I might be a little shy.”

My mother perches on the edge of my bed and stares at me intently. I’m tired of constantly having to prove my worth, my devotion to the family and to our political ambitions. I always come up short.

“How am I supposed to marry Thomas if I don’t even know him?”

My mother waves her hand in the air. “Nonsense, Aria. You love him. You snuck around with him in the Depths, betrayed everything our family stood for, and risked your father’s anger—and our downfall. It’s a shame your own poor decisions have confused what you were obviously once so passionate about.”

I’m immediately ashamed. My love for Thomas must have been strong. The Depths are a wild, dark place. Going there is dangerous. I wouldn’t have risked my life for just anyone.

“Really, though, what’s the harm in pushing back the wedding—even just another month?” I ask tentatively. “Maybe my memory will return by then.”

My mother’s lips tighten, and she says her next words slowly. “Your father and I have done everything possible to help you regain your memory—consulted specialists, procured off-the-market pharmaceuticals. I know it’s only been two weeks, but we’re trying, and there is more than just your feelings at stake.”

Two weeks is not a long time, I want to say, but it doesn’t matter. The message is clear: it doesn’t matter that I don’t remember. I’m marrying Thomas no matter what—and it feels like a death sentence.

“Maybe if I just talk to Thomas, have some time alone with him …”

“You had time with him, Aria,” my mother says. “Last night.”

“We weren’t alone! That was a huge party.” If I snuck around in the Depths with him, and they’ve accepted that, why can’t I see him alone now?

“Once you’re married … you can spend as much time with Thomas as you like. Until then, focus on getting better.” My mother claps her hands together, and her scowl is replaced by a sunny smile. “You have a doctor’s appointment tomorrow, darling,” she says, and she sounds like a warmer mother. “We’ll be sure to tell him that your memory loss has yet to improve. We all want you to remember Thomas.”

She kisses me on the forehead and leaves.

I try not to cry. I will remember.

Davida rests a hand on my shoulder. “Come,” she says. “Let’s get you dressed.”

[image: ]

Kiki arrives a few hours later to take me out to lunch. We’re meeting up with my brother’s girlfriend, Bennie Badino, then attending a plummet party.

“Can I tag along?” Kyle asks, splayed out across a couch in the living room.

“Absolutely not,” says Kiki, who is standing impatiently in the kitchen, a Slagger purse dangling from her elbow. She’s wearing a knee-length skirt the color of ripe tangerines; her sleeveless beige top is tight across her chest, with a low V-neck. “It’s a girls’ lunch. If you came with us, it would be … a girls’ lunch plus a boy.”

“I can be a girl,” Kyle says. “I’ll just pretend to have no common sense and cry all the time for no reason.”

“I don’t mind if he comes,” I tell her, smoothing out my skirt. Kyle and I haven’t spent a lot of time together recently—at twenty, he lives at the university during the year, and is only home for the summer.

Kiki throws her arms up. “Doesn’t anyone care about the sanctity of feminine bonding over expensive salads?” She stamps her foot. “I refuse!”

“Fine, fine.” Kyle gets up from the sofa and runs a hand through his hair. Unlike mine, his complexion is fair; he has light green eyes, blond hair, pale skin. Almost every girl at Florence Academy has had a crush on him at some point. “I’ll ring up Danny and ask him to eat with me. And then when you try to come over and hang out with us, we won’t let you. Boys only. See how you like it.”

“We’ll like it just fine,” Kiki says, then turns to me. “Now come on. We’re going to be late meeting Bennie if we don’t leave now.” She rushes over to Kyle, kissing him once on each cheek. “It’s what they do in Europe,” she says. “My mother just got back from Italy. All they do there is kiss on each cheek and eat spaghetti. Anyway, ciao!”

We exit the building and cross the arched bridge that links our skyscraper with the next, then another bridge to the nearest light-rail station. There are stations throughout the Aeries. They’re all oversized rectangular buildings made of reflective glass to help block heat from the sun.

Kiki and I step inside—unlike the air outside, it’s ice cold in here.

“Come on, Aria. Keep up!”

The station entrance opens into a large waiting area, where people are milling about, meeting friends on incoming cars or simply seeking respite from the heat. On either side of the station is a wall of terminals—one for cars heading uptown, another for cars heading downtown—and lines of people. The lines can get quite long, but the light-rail moves so quickly that you never have to wait more than a few moments.

“Waiting,” Kiki says as we’re in line and the light above Terminal Four lights up, indicating it’s available, “is never as fun as not waiting.”

A shuttle blinks in almost immediately.

We walk forward and Kiki presses her hand against the scanner.

CLAUDIA SHOBY

flashes on a screen overhead. The doors retract, letting her into the car.

“I do love seeing my name in lights,” she says over her shoulder.

The doors remain open as I complete my own scan.

ARIA ROSE

flashes overhead as I enter the car.

“The Circle,” Kiki announces to the car’s autopilot. She plops down on one of the cushioned seats. I sit, too. Even though the rail is incredibly smooth—it barely feels like we’re moving at all—I’ve sometimes gotten nauseated when I look outside the glass and see the city flashing by.

A few minutes later, the doors open at the Circle, the complex of stores and restaurants around Fifty-Ninth Street on the West Side, which we love to frequent. Everything is enclosed in a large glass dome to keep out the hot air, the buildings connected by tiny bridges with mystic slidewalks that move beneath your feet.

When we were younger, Kyle and I would come to the Circle and just stand still, letting the pavement shuffle us all around the inside of the dome. We would look at the shops and smell the food, content simply to watch. These days all we do is see each other on the way in and out of the apartment, if that. We barely even text.

Now, Kiki and I bypass all the stores and head straight to the American, which is the perfect venue for a plummet party. Made entirely of glass, the circular dining room provides a panoramic view of Manhattan, and when you’re there in the evening, all you see is blackened sky.

Just as we’re about to enter, I turn to Kiki. “Did you happen to notice if one of the guests at the party last night had a starburst tattoo?”

“Hmmm?” Kiki says, half listening and fixing her hair.

“A boy … well, someone our age. Who might’ve had a tattoo on his wrist. Did you see anyone like that?”

“No,” Kiki says, shaking her head. “But I wish I had. Sounds hot.”

Inside, we’re greeted immediately and taken to the front of the line.

“Ah, Ms. Rose,” says the host, a young man with spiky black hair. “So good to see you again.”

“You too, Robert.”

“You must come more often. Congratulations on the engagement.” He beams at me. “May I see it?”

“See what?” Kiki asks.

“The ring, of course,” Robert says.

I glance at my hands, which are completely bare. Engagement ring. I can’t remember ever having one, and yet … this seems like such an important detail. I’m surprised my mother didn’t make an issue of my not wearing one last night.

“Is our table ready?” Kiki asks, thankfully changing the subject.

“Follow me,” Robert says with a bow. “Your other guest is already seated.”

I hear Bennie before I see her. “Ladies! You look gorgeous!” Bennie is tall, with legs that go on forever. She has black, shoulder-length hair and skin the color of the caramels I used to eat when I was younger. She’s three years older than me—Kyle’s age—and while she’s not conventionally beautiful, she has a certain spark that draws people. A brazen confidence, a sense of adventure. Plus, she shares my taste in music: bands with boys who sing about broken hearts. Of all the girls my brother has dated, I like her the most.

“Thank you, darling,” Kiki says. We exchange a round of kisses and sit down. “I feel more plucked than a chicken,” she continues. “I went to the dermatologist this morning and got a pore zap.”

Immediately, two waiters—servants from the Depths—fill our water glasses. Etiquette dictates that we not speak to them. As a child, I used to feel guilty about letting Depthshods serve us. I remember once when I was ten, thanking a waiter—both of us were slapped by my mother as a result. I haven’t risked it since.

“A pore zap?” Bennie asks skeptically. “I’ve never heard of that.”

“Me either,” I say.

“I’m not surprised.” Kiki looks around the room as though she suspects someone of eavesdropping. “They’re very experimental. I could have dropped dead then and there.” She smacks the table. “That’s the price we pay for beauty, girls!”

“But what is it?” Bennie asks, leaning forward.

Kiki shakes her head. “Sorry, Bennie. Love ya, but you’ve got butter lips. Can’t keep a secret. Once I tell you what a pore zap is, the entire Aeries will know, and then everyone will look as good as I do and I’ll have no chance of getting a boyfriend, which defeats the whole purpose of getting a pore zap in the first place.”

“Hey!” Bennie says. “I resent that. I do not have … butter lips.”

“They’re so buttery I could rub a piece of bread on them and I’d have myself a meal,” Kiki says.

Bennie gasps. “You’re so full of—”

“Ladies,” I interject, “what is everyone going to eat?” I glance down; each table setting has a menuscreen to touchpad your order. I quickly choose a chicken salad and change the subject, asking Kiki what on earth happened to my engagement ring while Bennie ponders the menu.

“It’s being engraved,” she says. “Thomas mentioned it last night. Didn’t anyone tell you?”

“Oh. No, but that makes sense.” I feel relieved. A simple answer.

“If I’d actually known you were even dating, I could have told you that a while ago,” Kiki says. “But you’re the lady with the secrets.” Her voice is tinged with disappointment. She’s mad at me for keeping my relationship with Thomas from her, and I understand her frustration.

“I’m sorry, Kiks. If I could remember why I didn’t tell you, well … I’d tell you. But I don’t. Don’t be mad, please?”

She sighs, scrolling through the touchpad and ordering her lunch. “Fine, whatever. I’m hungry. Should I get the squid? Is squid good?” She presses down with her thumb. “I guess I’ll find out!”

Hearing about my engagement ring leads me to think about another piece of jewelry: the locket. Perhaps Kiki knows something about that as well. I catch her gaze. “Did Thomas ever buy me a locket?”

“What’s with you and all the questions today? I don’t know. Maybe.”

“Think,” I say. “Bennie, do you remember seeing me with a locket? An older-looking thing shaped like a heart? Vintage?”

Bennie shakes her head.

“Thomas has bought you a ton of presents, I’m sure,” Kiki says. “What do you care about some old locket?”

I don’t know what to say without revealing too much. The mysterious locket, the cryptic note—surely they are pieces of a puzzle, but I have no clue how to put them together.

“Never mind,” I reply. “Just wondering.”

The food comes quickly, and the three of us do what we do best: eat and gossip. Bennie wants to know more about the party, since she spent most of it upstairs in Kyle’s arms. She’s in her third year with Kyle at West University, where all the Rose supporters go. Kiki and I have both been accepted to West, too. Typically, after graduating from high school, people from the Aeries take a year to travel and see the world before entering college.

I’m going to be a wife.

Despite that realization, I find the conversation comfortable, familiar, just as it always was before the overdose, and I’m grateful for it.

And then it’s time.

We push aside our plates and stand with everyone else, then are directed to the opposite side of the dining area, which has been roped off. Servers hand out glasses of champagne as people take their spots before the windows.

The plummet party is about to begin.

Because of global warming and the seawater that fills Manhattan’s depths, the foundations of the city are eroding. Every year, certain buildings are deemed unsafe because of water damage belowground—to the cement, the soil, to whatever it is skyscrapers rest on. The condemned buildings are abandoned, and a team of demolition experts guides the wreckage straight down so that no one is hurt. At first, these occurrences were feared by those in the Aeries; now, however, they’re celebrated.

Really, they’re almost beautiful to watch: the corner of a skyscraper suddenly sinks and the building contorts with a low shriek of metal, windows shattering as the stresses reshape the walls and floors. Then the upper floors accordion down to the waters below.

By the time a plummet begins, everyone in the building has already fled to safety—but not always. Sometimes a sinking comes on suddenly, and then workers rush in and try to support the building while rescuers empty the floors.

They don’t always arrive in time.

The building we’re losing today has been around for over a century, a tall black skyscraper with a mirrored front.

“What do you think happens when the building actually sinks?” I ask.

Kiki rolls her eyes. “It goes into the ocean, silly.”

“That’s not what I mean.” I glance around the restaurant. People are chatting idly, waiting for the party to begin. What must it be like to witness a plummet from below, to live in a world where it rains granite and glass?

“Well, then what?” Bennie asks.

I think for a second. “Everything happens so smoothly from way up here. I wonder what it’s like in the Depths. If things get … messy.”

“Who cares?” Kiki says, shrugging as a trio of girls move past us. “Hey, isn’t that Gretchen Monasty?”

“What is she doing here?” Bennie hisses. “She should stay on her own side.”

I blink. Gretchen Monasty—her family is a huge supporter of the Fosters. She’s pretty, I suppose, with sleek brown hair, almond-shaped eyes, and a nose that scoops to a pointed tip. I’ve seen her picture on tons of gossip blogs; she’s quite the socialite. I’m surprised she’s here, but since Thomas and I are getting married, I suppose the decades-old boundaries that divide Manhattan into East and West sides no longer matter.

“Calm down,” I say. “It’s no big deal.”

Even though it sort of is.

A bell rings. Everyone quiets, and Kiki and Bennie and the rest of the crowd gaze out the window at the building that’s about to fall. I, however, can’t stop staring at Gretchen. I remember my mother’s words this morning, and I know what a Rose daughter should do.

“Excuse me”—I lean past Kiki and hold out my hand—“we haven’t met, but I thought I would say hello. These are my friends—Bennie Badino and Kiki Shoby.” I smile as genuinely as possible. “I’m Aria Rose.”

One of the girls standing next to Gretchen—with stringy hair and milky eyes—leans forward. “We know who you are,” she says.

Then Gretchen’s other friend finishes her sentence: “And frankly, we’re not impressed. Don’t you think some things should remain how they were—separate? My parents don’t like yours for a reason.”

The bell rings again and the top part of the building folds in on itself like it’s made of soggy paper. Even from inside the restaurant, the noise is tremendous—a harsh shrieking of metal and stone, bending and scraping, the vibrating booms of the floors falling atop one another like heavy rocks banging underwater.

My smile fades. “Excuse me?”

Before us is a cloud of atomized rubble, a dusty billowing where the building used to be. Once the smoke clears, nothing is there anymore. Just a hole in the skyline, like a missing tooth.

I expect Gretchen to apologize for her friend’s inexcusable behavior. Instead, she stares at me with disgust. “Thomas was right about you.”

Gretchen has hit me right where it hurts: the fiancé I can’t remember.

Kiki pipes up, her face beet-red. “I. Have. Never,” she says, “witnessed such rudeness from such hideous girls in my entire seventeen years on this spinning planet. You have some nerve.” She wags a finger in Gretchen’s face and says, “Some nerve.” Then she turns to me and says, “Let’s go, Aria.”

Bennie, who has remained silent this entire time, follows Kiki as she pushes past the rows of people. I trail behind them, focused on Gretchen’s mouth, which is wide open. Meanwhile, the building is gone. Everyone around me is applauding wildly, overjoyed by how quickly something can disappear. Am I the only one who wishes things would come back?

Later that evening, I stare out the windows in my bedroom. It’s dark, and the city lights sparkle like jewels. The sky is midnight blue and streaked with smoky wisps of clouds. The hint of a moon reflects off the silvery webs of the nearby bridges and terminals.

I know I won’t be able to sleep. I can’t get Gretchen Monasty out of my head, the snotty tone of her voice: Thomas was right about you.

Right about what? Was she talking about the overdose or something else?

The locket. The note. Maybe Thomas knows something that can help me, something he hasn’t been able to tell me in front of my parents, or his.

I should ask him. I grab my TouchMe, about to call him, when I realize I don’t have his number. Odd. Unless I was worried about my parents finding it, so I never put it in there to begin with. I think for a minute. It’s not like any of my friends would have his number. Plus—like me and my parents—I’m sure he’s unlisted.

I want to pull out my hair or scream in frustration. But neither of those things will solve my problems or bring my memory back.

On the surface, my story is a simple one. I fell in love. I took a drug. I had a bad reaction, and I’m suffering some temporary memory loss as a result.

But if I really think about it … there are so many things that don’t make sense, questions that beg to be asked and answered—most of which involve Thomas.

I listen quietly, hearing nothing in my apartment. It’s just after ten-thirty at night; my parents must be asleep, the servants turned in. I glance back outside, at the starless sky. On the East Side, across the city, my fiancé is probably in his bedroom—and he may very well have a clue to help unlock my past.

The answer, I realize, is simple: I must go to him.
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