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The Olivettis drive west, into the sunset that wraps New York City in fire. The buildings in the distance gleam with metallic indifference; theyre not affected by the cars crawling like insects on the highways and byways around the metropolis. Nikkis in the backseat, biting her maraschino-cherry-red nails, then remembering not to and folding her hands between her thighs, and then biting them again.

Damn, Im having dj vu, she says to Vic and Sharon in the front seat. Her tone is older and kinder than the tone she would have used this time last year, when she thought of them as the enemy.

Sharon catches her stepdaughters eye in the rearview. Oh my God, I swear I was just thinking that.


Right? Nikki answers.

Almost this time last year, they were in the same vehicle, heading in the same direction. Nikki can almost see another white Escalade out the window, its paint reflecting the same wild sunset, and her own self a year younger in the backseat, feet pressed against tinted glass, singing to Green Day, secretly cowering and crying and fighting what was then an unknown future. She can almost see that girl with fear on her bold face.

How we doing for time? Vic asks Sharon.

Were good, babe, she answers.

But Nikki wont return to Wellington Academy until next week; Nikkis taking a red-eye to the West Coast tonight. Sharon and Victor are bringing her first to Anthonys in Queens to eat spaghetti with meatballs, buffalo mozzarella with basil and summers last juicy tomatoes, and gnocchi with a Gorgonzola sauce.

They pull into the grimy, glittering lot and slam their doors. Sharon runs her hand down Nikkis hair as they walk, asks how shes doing.

Theyve had an interesting summer, sharing Us magazines by the pool and gossiping about Lindsay and Brit and Brad and Angelina, getting their nails done side by side at Lavor salon in the Bradrock mall. They had a couple doozy fights, one when Sharon shrank Nikkis dress in the wash. Im not your maid, Sharon had finally screamed. I know that now, for fucks sake, Nikki had screamed back, and it was a strange compliment.

Im starving, Nikki says now. Sharon was giving her an opening to talk, but shes too nervous to take it.

Anthony, whos standing at the phone taking a reservation, steps back, giant hand over his heart, when he sees the Olivettis walk into the restaurant. Hes in pinstripes, cheeks red with the sweat of running a restaurant, and his pinkie ring has a chip of sapphire.

Jesus, Mary, he says now. Look how you grown up, Nicole.

Vic beams. Looks like her mother, yeah?

This is what old friends mean, anyway, when they see Nikki, and are so taken with the resemblance. Vics friends, like Anthony, had loved Missy, Nikkis mom. Whenever she came in, in her leather trench coat and gold bracelets, they seated her so the whole restaurant could see her. But a year ago Vic would have avoided a mention of her no matter how much fancy footwork it required.

Nikki smiles at her father. So bizarre that leaving her family last year has brought them all closer together.



Shes never flown alone, and stands nervously in line, gold sandals and white duffel on the conveyor with the string-tied pastry box in which Anthony put her cannoli for the road. Her parents wave, blowing kisses.


Love you, princess, her dad calls, and everyone in line turns.

The plane pulls onto a night tarmac. Its an empowering feeling, once theyre amid stars, the wings light winking: I am on my own. She squishes the pillow against the porthole, and closes her eyes.

Pictures Seth. Every minute suspended over the nations slumbering cities and lakes and hills, she gets closer to him.

Closer to him. She opens her eyes. She hasnt slept. Theyve only been in the air for a half hour. Nikkis unable to push away the possibility shes been stifling since she bought this goddamn ticket. She reviews phone calls and e-mails, conversations between her and Seth, nuances, or hesitations.

What if this trip is a disaster?

Maybe hell introduce her to some girl whos tolerating Nikkis visit but has been with Seth all summer. Seths family will hate her. Or Seth will stop fooling around with her the first night and say: I was hoping this would feel right after all this time, but I hate to say it, Nik, its gone. Lets just spend the rest of the trip as friends, cool?

Nikki stares at the universe, where planets spin and stars shoot, where the air is thin, too high for birds, too late for warmth, too far from home, and too close to California.

She feels like a doormat for coming back to him. Vanessa asked her twice if she was sure she should visit him, after what occurredimplying that Nikki was accepting bad treatment. The real nucleus of her fear is the viewing roomher code for what happened last December. The last time she kissed Seth. The first time she had sex. The only thing that came close to breaking her heart after losing her motherafter believing that her heart was permanently broken and so could not be broken again.

He fucked up. He knows it, hes written an apology, hes made apologies over the phone, sober, drunk, high. Its a ritual: the Im so sorry, Nik phone call.

Shes explained what hurt most: I thought you were so emotional because it was amazing. And then I realized you were shaking because you were angry. And the thirty seconds it took me to figure that out, while you were talking, Seth, was as painful as watching you draw an Exacto knife down my hand. It was just brutal. Do you understand?

I understand.

Are you sure?

Nikki, I swear to God, Im sorry. I swear to you.

Nikki turns off the light and draws the shade. She has only seen Seth once since he left school. They met in Central Park one Sunday when Seth drove down from his grandfathers house in Maine to see Nikki, and she took a train from Wellingtonthree hours each way. They sat under flowering trees and said nothing, shoulders pressed together, petals twirling down from the branches and landing in their hair and on their faces and in their laps.



She wakes up, light streaming into the porthole, her neck cramped. Its dawn. She looks down and sees diamond water and palm groves. The office buildings of downtown San Diego. Houses, aquamarine pools.

Were landing.

Seth is meeting her at baggage claim. Nikki twirls her long dark hair, waiting in the yellow halter and cutoff jean skirt Vanessa helped her pick out, hoop earrings, gold sandals.

Hes got to love me. Ill effing make him love me.

The escalators roll up and down like riddles. An alarm goes off. A belt lurches into motion, debuting luggage through the fringe.

Yo, he says.

She spins around. Whats up, stranger, she says with a grin, most charming when shes terrified.

Youre finally here, he says, and runs his hand through the long black hair that falls over one eye. He looks at her with a crooked smile, hands plunged into the pockets of his jeans.

She drops her bag, holds out her arms. Arent you going to hug me, asshole?

He laughs and gives her an awkward hug. When they part, they both search the others face, with no conclusions.

They walk to the parking garage, holding hands, her duffel over his shoulder. Palms flutter in slow motion in the balmy breeze. The sky is miraculous.

I cant believe youre in my town, I get to show you around, he says.

I know, Im so psyched, she says, neither of them able yet to relax and say anything remotely original.

This is me, he says, and drops her duffel into the trunk of a black Mazda. Nikki likes the Cali plates, and how it feels to be in the passenger seat as he zooms onto the highway. Below is sugar-white sand and obsidian rock that juts into the surf. He points out landmarks and neighborhoods. This is where he was born and raised. The salt is in his blood. Shifting the stick, he flicks his eyes over to her. She smiles. As they drive she keeps one hand on his shoulder, feels the muscles work whenever he changes gears.

His house is stucco, hedged in with hibiscus. Simple homes line the block; theres a relative sense of affluence, of parents who work, of kids who go to college, of once-a-week housekeepers, if not live-in help, of Jeep Cherokees and almost-new Volvos, if not Range Rovers and BMWs.

Its Monday, and no ones here. In the foyer, Seth finally takes her face in his hands and kisses her. Nikki sneaks a look at them in the mirror. His forearm, his sunglasses on Croakies, the T-shirt, dark blue jeans. I didnt dream him up. This kid exists.

How you feeling, Nik?

Good question, I dont effing know. The house is empty and so ready for them. Nikki is not ready for the empty house. They might have talked about what happened the day of the viewing room, but they have never revisited each others bodies, the real crime scene, the heartbreaks location.

So she presses her cheek to his chest and murmurs that shes tired. But I want to go swimming, she says, pulling away to look at him.

Lets go swimming, then.

They change and make a pitcher of iced tea. Nikki clambers onto a raft and Seth takes the other, and they drift, eyes closed, toes and fingertips submerged, rafts gently colliding. Even though shes nervous and ecstatic, she fades in and out of sleep. He splashes her, and she shields herself, splashing him back. They chitchat about what to do this week, and then fade into turquoise daydream, spinning, floating.

Its not till they get to his favorite burger place, perched on a boardwalk above the surf, when they start to really talk. They sit under an umbrella, eat fries swaddled in waxed paper. They squint at surfers who carve lines down the sapphire waves.

Not bad, right? he asks as they bask under the big sky.

She smiles at him. Not bad at all.


The fact that he was kicked out of school, that she had been involved, that he hurt her so badly when he left, in the viewing roomall of this is a black spot on the sun. For now they talk about summer, which is safer.

Yeah, its been weird, because a couple of my buddies arent going to school this year, Seth says, dragging fries through mustard. They dont want to hear about September. Although they put it in everyones face that theyll be working and partying, all year-round. Whatever. To each his own.

You could have had to stay with them, she reminds him.

Christ, tell me about it, he says, smiling darkly. Three colleges withdrew their offers after Seth was drop-kicked from Wellington. So weird, that at the end of the day, I really dont need to stick around this joint. Used to think that would be rad.

I hear you, Nikki says. Shes slumped in her chair, slurping Diet Coke. Its like toothpaste from the tube, you know what I mean? You get squeezed out of your hometown, no problem, but its impossible to get back in.

Yeah, yeah, he says in his ominous manner, using the tine of a fork to etch meaningless symbols in the ketchup.

She remembers what an up-and-down guy he is. Youre going to love New York, she says.

He looks up, eyes hopeful under the glossy cascade of hair. Right? I feel like I am. Yesterday, I went online to find record stores. Dude, theres a hundred. Its insane.

I think youre meant to be there, she says definitively.

Shit, where else would I be, though? he asks with bitter humor. Hunters the only place that didnt rescind.

Gulls cry. The birds coast on wind, their shadows hovering on Nikki and Seth.

After a silence, Seth asks: Hows your, uh, stuff with Vanessa?

She loves when he tries to be a boyfriend and talk about her life; hes so awkward. The same, she says, shrugging. I dont know. Like, things get better sometimes, well be tighter, and then I say something about Wellington, or you, or Parker, and she gets so cold. She makes sure I know how much I missed this past year. You know what I mean?

I do, I do, he says with happy unhappiness: trademark Seth.

She punches his arm. Youre so morose, she says, laughing.

They stroll down the steps from the caf, tropical bushes growing on each side, and he reaches for her hand. She could walk down these steps forever, stoned on sunshine.

They pass the aquarium, and he practically blushes as he points out his summer job. But she likes to think of him in his La Jolla Aquarium uniform. He wore a name tag and snipped admission tickets in the blue room where sharks would slide sexually against the glass, meeting the pane with a muted bump. Stingrays fly, their wings rippling. Redfish gleam like pennies. Kids lick ice-cream cones and leave trails of hardening drops on the floor that look like confetti.

He squeezes her hand. Maybe hes still in love with her.



Theyre giggling, rolling around on the bed in the room where Nikkis staying, when Seth sits up. He puts his finger to his lips and jams both beer bottles into her closet. He motions for her Altoids. Then he slips out the door, pantomiming to stay put.

Christ, hes got me freaked out.

She was already nervous about meeting his parents, not sure whether she got tied to his expulsion. She looks in the mirror, smoothes her turquoise halter dress.

She hears Seth say: She was just unpacking and getting settled, I think. Let me see if shes ready.

Come meet my folks, he calls to her.

Seths parents are going through the mail, briefcases on the floor.

Well, hello, his mom, Tina, says. How wonderful to finally meet you.

Great to meet you, Nikki says, offering her sweating hand.


His dad, Craig, shakes her hand too. Welcome, so happy youre here.

Thanks. Its awesome to be here, its so gorgeous, she blusters. I love it.

Theyre California people: athletic and balanced and healthy and mellow. They ask Nikki about her flight. They ask how her summer has been going.

Great, great, Nikki says.

If Seth was at her table, her parents would bully himin their New York way. Come on, theyd say, gesturing, eating, and talking. Spill the beans. Whatcha been up to? Give us the details, here.

I hope youre hungry, Nikki, Craig says.

Dinner is a Mediterranean salad with grilled chicken, flatbread, and lemonade. At only one point do Tina and Craig act weird. Seth says hes taking Nikki to a bonfire party later in the week, where she can meet Delia Breton. Both parents stop eating.

Are you sure? his dad asks.

Seth gives them dont-be-stupid eyes. Yeah, Im sure. Whats the problem?

No problem, his mom says.

Theyre both going to be at Wellington, Seth says.

Nikki assumes the issue is the party. We wont stay out late, she ventures. Ill probably still be jet-lagged anyway.

Then both parents change their tune and smile. Im sure you guys will have fun, Craig says.

After dinner, Seth twirls his car keys and talks about taking Nikki to the movies.

Craig, with his handsome smile, says, Why dont you just stick around tonight, okay? Watch a movie here.

Seth seems deflated, drops his keys in the junk basket.

So they all sit in the den, and Tina brews ginger tea. When Riding Giants is over, the parents yawn. They make it clear everyone is supposed to go to bed, and Nikki gets up. She thanks them for dinner, and Seth says hell show her the extra blankets, and anything else she could need during the night. She blushes.

You should have everything here, he says, pointing to towels and soap on her bed.

Cool, thanks, she says.

As he says good night at her door, he gives her a kiss that means she wont be able to sleep. But he steps away and walks to his own room.

All night, Nikki imagines his footsteps. But he never arrives. Suddenly Nikki has the idea that hes ashamed of what he did in the viewing room and is projecting it on Nikkis body. It makes her cringe in the sheets.

Shes in his sisters room, whose pictures are everywhere. Celeste, Nikkis age, is dark-haired, small, mischievous. Nikki recognizes her public-school glare: the look her friends at home still share. In the photographs shes tan, hair shiny with Jamaican braids, with rope bracelets on her strong arms. This summer shes on a NOLS trip in Maine, sleeping under cold stars while this other girl sleeps in her bed.

Nikki has to pee but is afraid to be seen in her black nightie by a parent. Why didnt I bring wholesome pajamas? This isnt the honeymoon suite. She feels like a dirty magazine accidentally placed on the childrens shelf in the library. Her airplane fears come backthat he doesnt want this, that it will never be what it was. The sun eventually spills through the slits in the blinds, slicing into the dark.



She gets up after the parents leave for work, and she and Seth eat in the kitchen. Shes got a sweatshirt on over her negligee. Seth makes coffee, his hair sticking up, shirtless in sweatpants. He scratches his hard stomach as the coffee percolates.

When he puts down their mugs, he smiles at her. Do you want sugar, Nik? Its in that bowl, there.

She watches him cut a grapefruit. She realizes that shes upset. Nikkis not ready to jump into being physical, but shes hurt by him not trying. He doesnt want her.

Um, how do I say this? he starts.

Nikki looks at him, fear in her eyes like a cats pupils at night. What? she asks in a dead tone.

I just feel like, I dont know, he starts again, without looking at her face.

Seth, just say it, she says.

I think its a good idea for us to wait to, you know, he spits out, studying his mug. Its worth it.

Its worth it. Such an abstract statement, but shed have it tattooed across her heart using a safety pin. Its better than Im sorry, or I owe you this, or even I love you. Because it means Seth cares about this future.

Thanks, she says, smiling shyly.

And this is better than I forgive you, or Youre right, or I love you too. Because it means shell move on, that theyre heading to the same place. Suddenly her grapefruit half looks like a jewel. And she eats it, and looks at the black lace of her nightgown against her thigh, and her red toenails, and she feels the half of herself that will do anything to be loved, and the half of herself that hates the half of herself that will do anything to be loved, suddenly welded together.

This is how broken hearts are repaired.
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She meets Delia Breton the third day shes in La Jolla. Delias reputation precedes her like smoke before a fire; the way Seth says her name means shes formidable.

Nikki and Seth are bantering like they did at Wellington, the dirty baby talk, the mock wrestling. But they havent crossed any lines.

Today he brings her to Blacks Beach without telling her its a nude beach. He walks down like its nothing, leaving Nikki to stare, bug-eyed, at naked sunbathers on the gilded sand. They bought sandwiches and sodas, but Nikki whispers that she cant eat here.

Why? he asks.

Are you kidding? Look at that mans balls! Theyre practically in my face!


Seth laughs. He pretends hes about to take off his shorts, and Nikki looks at him, horrified. What are you doing? she asks.

Arent you going to get comfortable? he asks.

When she fumbles with her bikinis clasp, he takes both her hands. Im kidding, Nik. Totally messing with you. Lets walk down the beach. I was just playing.

She laughs for him, and they walk into the burning sun, and Nikki realizes that shes still not a hundred percent ready. His joke didnt feel great. She doesnt want to feel played, not if it has to do with her body.

When they settle in their new spot, he tells her about the bonfire that night. That girl Delia, whos going to Wellington this year? Were going to pick her up and bring her.

Cool, Nikki says. Are she and Celeste best friends?

Naw. They used to be friends, but theyre not tight anymore, I dont think.

Why?

Seth shrugs, lifting his sunglasses to rub sunscreen on his nose. I dont know. I guess shes a handful.

I like her already.

Its four when Seth and Nikki head over to Delias house. They pull up a drive lined with palms. A group stands in front of the Spanish missionstyle house. A girl with stringy dark-yellow hair does slow curves on a longboard skateboard. The guys are older, and Nikki gets butterflies.

Get out of my way, dick! the girl yells, laughing hoarsely, an ice-cream cone dripping down her hand.

Go around, you retard, one guy says lazily, leaning against a lime-green MG so old and rusted it looks like it might disintegrate.

Seth introduces everyone: Delia, and Turner and Mason, her brothers, who are dark-blond like their sister, and Charlie, a friend, whos olive-skinned with a black Mohawk.

Whats up? How you doing? Welcome to La Jolla, babes, Delia says, licking the melting vanilla ice cream from her hand to shake Nikkis. Dude, Im so gross! Sorry. That ice-cream truck guy, hes kind of hot. I eat ice cream, like, night and day.

Shes a friggin mess, dude, Turner says in a surfer-boy drawl, shaking Nikkis hand.

Its totally cool, Nikki says, already enchanted by all of them.

They head inside so Delia can get her things, and come upon Casey, the mother, making guacamole, squeezing limes into chopped avocado. She squeals, wipes her hands on a dishrag.

Well, hello, Nikki. Ive heard all about you. Im so glad to meet you, and so glad our Delia will have a buddy. Shell be far from home, and were going to miss her so much.


Casey has brown button eyes, a runners body, and a California-girl smile. Nikki blushes from the maternal affection. As they chat and wait for Delia, whos getting ready upstairs, Nikki surveys the kitchen. She decides she wants to live with the Bretons.

Herbs and jalapeos hang, drying, from the pot racks. Copper pans simmer on the stove. Cats drip off the counters, like drops of cream, silent. Surfboards lean against the porch screen, and wet suits dry on a whitewashed wall outside. Flowers and cactus plants grow in glazed pots and hanging macram planters. Aloe vera spears tower near the sink. Joan Baez plays from an old stereo.

So you got there last year? Casey asks, a hand on her hip. How do you like it?

I mean, its got its ups and downs, you know? If I was at home

Wheres home, honey?

Long Island. If I was there, my life, it would be so different. The school at home is decent, but Wellington is crazy. The library alone has more materials than any library Ive ever been to. I cant complain. Ive made some really good friends. Nikkis too proud to admit the school has some serious drawbacks. She cant admit that she made some really good enemies there too.

Casey stares at Nikki, nodding. Thats phenomenal, Nikki, Im so happy for you. I am. Casey makes that sound genuine. Which dormitory are you in, Nikki? Delias in Gray, on the first floor.

Awesome. Im in Gray too, on the third floor. All the Upper-forms and seniors live together at Wellington.

A white lab, yellowed like scrimshaw with age, limps into the room, and Casey kneels to kiss her. And God, Nikki, any advice on what she should pack, besides the basics? Weve been stacking things up in her room for a month now. But I just feel like were missing something.

Well, just make sure she has warm stuff, good sweaters. I dont think I brought enough when I first went up there.

Delia bounds down the stairs, in terry cloth shorts and a yellow T-shirt, gold bangles, no shoes. No makeup. Just her dark tan and flower-child beach-bum hair. She tastes the sauce on the stove, and Nikki sees that her left hand is covered in a red birthmark like drops of paint.

Thats good, Ma. What is it?

Bouillabaisse. Bens coming over with his daughter.

Delia glares. Hes not bringing his daughter.

What should he do, Delia, leave her at home? Casey says sharply, and glances apologetically at Seth and Nikki.

Delia shrugs and smiles meanly. Yeah.

As Casey gets ready to hash this out, Delia waves at Nikki and Seth. Come on, lets go, she says.

No home is completely perfect, Nikki thinks.

Casey stands in the doorway. Be careful, you guys. Seth, drive carefully, sweetie. Nikki, I loved meeting you. Were just so happy Delia knows someone before she gets there. We know its uncommon to transfer in as a juniorexcuse me, Upper-form.

Jesus. Enough, Mom. Delia pulls Nikkis arm.

In the car, Delia sits crammed in the backseat, and leans up to talk. She fills space like a superhero. Her hair lies on Nikkis shoulder. When Nikki says she loves her perfume, Delia reaches into the unicorn Jordache bag and pulls out Ralph by Ralph Lauren.

I dont know what the hell it is, I stole it from my friend, she says.

Nikki laughs, and sprays it under her arm. I stink, she explains.

Its Delias turn to laugh. Seth, she barks from the backseat, where shes now decadently leaning back, arms spread up behind her. I like your girlfriend.


The party is fun. On Long Island, the closest thing would be some gasoline fire in a parking lot, bass thumping from a car, doors open like hawks wings. People sharing 40s and Lynchburg Lemonade, until theres a fight. Your guy got too close to my girl. Youre looking at me funny. Youre a whore. Youre an asshole.

Here, theres beer, a joint sizzling from mouth to mouth in the sunset darknessand smores. Delia jumps, dancing and shouting to 50 Cent, riling people up under the moon, and thats it. No one flashes the handle of something tucked into the waist of their Nautica jeans. No one keys anyone elses car.

Seth and Nikki spend the night with arms around each other, as embers float like backward stars.

She feels shy around these Californians. One lesson she learned at Wellington last year was to never take lightly the difference between herself and other people. Shell never walk into a new scene as cavalierly as she did Wellington. Seths friends stand with them for a few moments at a time, chests stuck out, visor lids red from fire, board shorts starched with salt. Nikki answers their polite questions, but mainly she stays starstruck by this other coast.

You okay, baby? Seth murmurs into her neck.

She nods lazily, happily.

She cant help watching Delia. With her wide face, coarse hair streaked blond and dark brown underneath. Delia jumps from group to group, making noise, hugging people around the waist. Like the worlds kid sister.

When they say their good-byes, Delia begs them to stay. Oh my God, I cant believe youre leaving! Oh shit! Listen, Seth, you got to give me her number. Nik, Im going to call you right before school starts. Holy shit, were going to have a blast.

They hug like theyve known each other ten years.

On their way to the car, they pass a crew of beach gangsters whose arms are smooth and sculpted like Playgirl models, bleached hair glowing in the San Diego night. I think you have a girl-crush on Delia, Seth singsongs, and Nikki punches his chest, laughing.


Delia sleeps in a room on the third floor, and from her window she can almost see Mexico. Down in the yard, her aunts strange sculptures of angels and tigers and naked men stand among jasmine. Theres a feeder of red sugar-water for hummingbirds.

But hummingbirds dont come at night. Demons do.

Delia lies in bed, and her demon is who it most often is: herself. Was I too loud tonight? Did that girl Nikki think I was a freak? Was I really forward with her? What was everyone at the bonfire thinking about me being there? Did they say things to each other I couldnt hear?

She smoked pot, and it makes her paranoid. Her own soul is her ghost, and she sees herself jumping in the dark around the bed, making sure she cant sleep. She dances around the imaginary bonfire, ash marks on her terry cloth shorts, and perfume on her skin, and that look on her face she knows she had all night: I love every one of you and need you desperately; please dont come near me.


Nikki has to credit Seth, because he plays his cards with his parents, and with her. They mess around on the twilit beach, in his room, they kiss in his pool, they hold hands walking through downtown La Jolla, looking at tan, freckled, rich people in paradise. But they dont go too far.

Until the night before she leaves, when they go to a party in a mansion overlooking La Jolla Cove. Its his best buddy, Steve Norrin, and Steves parents let the party go till 3 a.m., drinking at their own friends house across the street. Nikki and Seth stand around, sipping Budweisers, dancing to Sublime and Peter Tosh and the Killers, passing a marble pipe jammed with purple hydro, lounging on sofas covered in fern-print fabric.

Nikki takes a picture with her phone from the front porch: a diamond bay, simmering in moonlight.

Where you been, Nik? Seth asks when she comes inside.

Nowhere.

He kisses her head. I just called my folks, told them I couldnt drive, and the Norrins are letting us stay here.

Nikki pulls away. Are you serious?

He nods, triumph on his face.

You were a good boy all week, just so you could get points to spend the last night. And they went for it, she surmises.

And guess what? Were taking the guesthouse. Care of Steve.

The guesthouse is also the pool house, and its rooms, wallpapered in a seashell print, smell of chlorine. It is a scent she will forever associate with love.

As opposed to what happened in the viewing room, this time it goes slow, and easily, and seems to be all about her. Anytime she tries, he moves her hand.

No, its my turn. And he keeps asking her: Does this feel okay?

She feels like telling him that hes not a doctor and she
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