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  Prologue


Noémie 
1975 Hugo, Oklahoma 
“Your aunt wasn’t with us long, but she sure was a popular attraction while she was. She traveled light except for the machine. It will be a monster to move by yourself,” Mr. Miller tells me before he tilts up the bottle of Mr. Pibb to take a drink.
His clothing, chinos topped by a button-down shirt and cardigan against the chilly air, is a couple of years behind the fashion trends. However, although they aren’t top of the line, they’re good quality, which means his show must do fairly well. 
“I have hired a truck service to take it to Oklahoma City for me,” I tell the man.
“That’s smart,” he says, studying me with a practiced eye. “You got the same Frenchie accent she had,” he observes. “The cake eaters ate it up.”
“Oui, I came from France when the news of her death reached me.” 
Truthfully, I sold everything I had to finance the journey. I have enough left to pay for the move to Oklahoma City and a bit left over to fund lodgings for a short time. However, the journey to retrieve the machine will be more than worth it.
“You know, you could take over her spot. I know this life isn’t for everyone, but we have a good crew here. Better than most. We’re clean and we don’t allow a lot of the nonsense that goes on with other outfits.”
“I greatly appreciate the offer; it is truly tempting, but I have an arrangement in Oklahoma City awaiting me,” I reply. Thinking I might keep an open door just in case I need it, I add, “However, should that not work out, I will seek you out to see if you are still amenable to having me join your troupe.”
“Well, that’s just my bad luck. But yeah, keep us in mind. We’d love to have someone such as yourself for our show.”
Mr. Miller is one of those rarest of creatures, a man who’s hard to read. I can’t tell if he knows I’m lying or if he truly believes what I’ve told him. It also isn’t clear what he means by someone such as myself.
Perhaps he means a French woman or he may know my aunt and I are of the Romani people. If the latter, he is a rare creature, indeed. Most people hold our ilk in contempt. To be a gitan, a gypsy, in much of the world, is as good as being trash and less than human.
Some people I do not know declared a few years ago that we should no longer call ourselves gypsies. Instead, we’re supposed to call ourselves Romani. but a lifetime of identifying as a gitan is difficult to overcome for me. Even more so for my family who have been gitan in southern France for hundreds of years.
We kept our true ethnicity a secret, of course, lest we end up branded, or worse. Throughout history, my people have been persecuted. Sometimes cast out, but often murdered outright in massive numbers. The need to keep our secrets is partly what led to me being here now.
If Mr. Miller knew what he had in my aunt’s belongings, he would forget about me and surely cut my throat to keep it for himself. I’m saved from further conversation by the truck that comes bouncing down the rough road. 
I hope he has enough rope and padding to secure everything to avoid damage. That would be a shame if I had come all this way only to have the machine bounced to pieces on these horrible roads.
“This won’t take care of the whole of the bill for the move, most likely, but it should help. These are the wages that were due your aunt when she passed.” He hands me an envelope. I flip it open to see that it’s cash instead of a check, then close it and slide it into my purse.
“Thank you. I greatly appreciate it.” 
I’m surprised and touched by the gesture. If he had said he had to keep any wages due to her to cover the cost of storing her possessions, it would have been much less surprising. I have no idea how much it is or if it’s everything she was owed, but the fact that he gave me any part of her outstanding wages raises my estimation of the veracity of his statements about his traveling troupe being better than most.
The driver, all wiry muscle and bone, parks the truck and swings down from the cab and looks at a piece of paper on a clipboard. “Imma lookin’ fer a Nayomee Theory.”
“Se moi,” I reply and hold up my hand. I don’t bother to correct his pronunciation of my name; there’s no point in it. 
Mr. Miller kindly asks two of his men to assist the trucker with getting the machine and few other bits loaded. My arrangement is to ride to Oklahoma City in the truck with him. Although it might not be the most comfortable ride, this will save me the cost of bus fare when all my coins are dear. 
Predictably, when we are about halfway into the time I was given for the trip, we stop for gas and the driver makes a proposal. Out of the corner of my eye, I’ve watched him ogling my legs and I must admit, I purposely let a little more show than was needed. 
Thankfully, he’s a decent-looking man. He was probably quite handsome when he was young. Even in middle age, he is still fit and easy enough on the eyes. 
There are positives and negatives to an ugly man, though. Although the view isn’t pretty, you can always close your eyes and they’re typically more grateful, which means they’re often more generous. As long as they’re clean, I don’t much care.
Once the tanks are full, he pulls into a mostly empty rest area and parks in the back to afford some privacy. I ignore the wedding ring on his left hand, give him the best ten-minute ride of his life, and he gives me a fifty percent discount on the freight cost. I was hoping for free, but the unexpected money Mr. Miller gave me had me feeling more attuned to getting to our destination than haggling over a discount.
For the rest of our ride, I review the information sent to me by my aunt. Although she’d been with the circus for a few years, she had bigger plans. When she started feeling ill, she passed along her plans and the supporting information to me so that it might not go to waste.
I would never have thought that some small backward area of the United States called Oklahoma would have the potential she was predicting it was on the verge of. However, when I reviewed the information she sent me, I had to admit I could see it, too.
It would have been best if her plans had been instigated a year ago, maybe two. Her illness prevented it, though, and I was not ready yet. When she wrote to me three years ago, I started saving every penny I could.
I study the photos in the newspaper clippings even though I’ve already spent hours memorizing every one. There are three that I have chosen as prime candidates, so now, it’s just a matter of discovering where they’ll be, and when, so that I might arrange an introductory encounter.
A couple of hours later, I put my papers away as we arrive at our destination where we are met by my future landlord, an older man with a kindly face. In our communication, he told me he was a widower, and it shows in his slightly off-kilter appearance. His shirt is rumpled and his entire ensemble is mismatched. 
The driver unloads everything into the small apartment I made arrangements to lease before I started my journey. I thank him, pay him the discounted funds he is due, and close the door on the past, ready to start a new future.







  
  Chapter one
Caitlyn


My baby walks across the stage and I don’t know if I should cry or clap. I settle on both. She might be old enough to walk into any bar and order alcohol now, but Margaret Foster will always be my baby. 
When I look over at her father, he has tears in his eyes, too. Regardless of how he treated me, he was always a good father to Maggie, so I can’t begrudge his pride in her accomplishment. 
Once the ceremony ends, we wait for her at the designated location. Benjamin keeps checking his watch. For some reason, he thinks I’m oblivious, but I know full well why he’s in a hurry. 
“Daddy! Mom!” Maggie is racing toward us, her cap askew and gown trailing behind her. She races into Benjamin’s arms and he lifts her off the ground. He used to swing her around, but that might give him a heart attack these days.
“Congratulations, baby,” I tell her when she turns her attention to me. Pulling her into a hug, I tell her, “I’m so proud of you.”
We spend some time taking the obligatory graduation photos, but soon, it’s both Maggie and her father checking their watches. “Listen,” I finally say, “I know you probably have a million things to do. Are we still on for dinner?”
“Yes, of course. Seven o’clock, right?”
“Right. That way you will be done in time for any parties you need to go to,” I confirm with a grin.
“Thanks, Mama. I love you.” With one last hug for each of us, she races off again. 
We watch her go until she disappears into the crowd. “Well, I guess I’ll see you at dinner tonight,” Benjamin says, evaporating every bit of happiness I have in this moment.
“Yes, and Benjamin,” I wait for him to turn to me and pay attention because I don’t want any misunderstanding. “I will be checking out tomorrow morning for both rooms. You said you want to spend some time here in Boston, but I will not be footing the bill for you and your girlfriend’s vacation.”
His attempt to act shocked falls short. “What do you mean?”
“I know you still think of me as the nineteen-year-old idiot you married, but she’s been gone a long time. You and your girlfriend couldn’t have been more obvious at breakfast this morning.”
He stands there gaping at me, so I go on.
“Is she even old enough to drink? Oh wait, it doesn’t matter. She can’t drink anyway because she’s what? Five months pregnant? Or is it six? Never mind, I don’t care.”
Certain I’ve made myself clear and let him know exactly how not fooled I am, I turn on my heel and walk away. There’s just enough time for me to make my spa appointment and goodness knows I need it. 
Watching Benjamin and his latest mistress skulking around for the past few days has been equal parts humorous and frustrating. He was supposed to be coming here for our daughter’s college graduation, not taking a vacation with his latest. However, I guess the temptation to get at least a portion of the trip paid for by me was too much to resist.
I’m feeling as loose as cooked spaghetti when I return to my room with just enough time to get ready for dinner. The massage therapist tracked down every knot of tension like a bloodhound and pulverized it to goo. Just as I’m stepping onto the elevator, Maggie calls out, “Mama!”
When I turn, I see she’s already dressed for dinner. “Hi, darling! You’re early.”
She hooks her arm in mine as we wait for the elevator to return. “Yeah, I wanted to talk to you since I know you’re flying back home in the morning.”
“All right. What’s up?”
“Let’s wait until we get to your room. Oh, your toes look pretty.”
I wiggle my newly painted piggies. “Thank you. I decided to end my obsession with beige nails.”
“That’s an excellent decision.”
During the ride up the elevator, she tells me about spending the afternoon with her sorority sisters and the very important rites of passage that had to be completed. Senior sisters made a production of passing on the keys of the kingdom to the incoming leadership and what not.
Once we’re closed in my hotel room, I leave my water bottle and room key on the table and settle into a chair. “What’s up?”
She doesn’t mince words. “I saw Daddy with another woman today. He doesn’t know I saw him, though.”
I sigh. It’s exactly what I hoped wouldn’t happen when I realized he’d brought his mistress with him. 
“You knew?” she asks, her voice colored with shock.
On some level, I hoped she would never know her father was anything but perfect. However, she’s an adult now and I won’t lie to her.
“Yes. He started having affairs soon after we were married. We haven’t been together as husband and wife since I became pregnant with you.”
She stares at me for long moments. “Why did you stay with him?”
She doesn’t need to know all the dynamics at play in my relationship with her father. In a daughter’s eyes, their father is a god. They have a close, loving relationship and I don’t want to damage that.
“Because of you and your brothers. Other than cheating, he was never cruel to me, so it was easy to let him be him while not disrupting your home life. I know it’s a shock, but your father has always loved you and I don’t want to demean him to you. It’s okay to love him as you always have. Let me wash off the massage oil quickly, then we can chat while I dress.”
I shower as quickly as I can, not wanting to keep her waiting. When I emerge from the bathroom in a robe, Maggie is seated in a chair by the window, staring out at the city below. 
I pull on my undergarments, then slip back into my robe to put on makeup at the vanity.
“As you know,” Maggie says, “I’ve been working part time for the company I interned with last summer. They’ve liked my work and have offered me a full-time position here in Boston.”“Oh, darling, that’s wonderful! I know that’s what you were hoping for.”
“One of my sorority sisters has been offered a position in town, too, and we’ve talked about getting an apartment together. Um, Boston is expensive, so I might need some help to get settled.”
“Don’t let that worry you. I’ll help you however you need.”
“Thanks, Mama. I really appreciate it.” She turns and levels troubled eyes at me. “So, since I’m staying here and the boys are in Colorado and California, you don’t have to worry about our home life anymore.”
I cross the room to her and put a hand to her cheek. “Maggie, I don’t want you to worry about me and your dad, but I appreciate the sentiment. I’ve been thinking about downsizing since it’s only me in the house most of the time, so it’s good to know you’ll be fine with that.”
She shivers. “I never liked our house. The kids at school used to tell me it was haunted.”
I laugh. “Seriously?”
“Yeah. That’s why I never would stay there alone. If there was a chance of it, I would find a friend’s house to go hang out at until someone else would be there.”
“Oh, honey, I wish you’d told me!”
She shrugs. “It’s all over and done now. But yeah, I’d love to never have to go there again.”
Not a lot of time is spent on make-up and hair. I need to be presentable for the venue, but there’s no one to impress, so it doesn’t take me long to get ready. Maybe Benjamin won’t show up and it will be just Maggie and me. 
One can hope, anyway.






  
  Chapter two
Ford


“Dalton! You’re going the wrong way!” I yell across the field.  
The kid is so excited about having the ball and a clear path to the goal line that he’s blocking out everything else. For the love of God, someone needs to tag him. He’ll never get over it if he crosses the wrong goal line.
“I’m going to kill him,” my brother, Al, growls next to me.
“You can’t do that. He’s only eight,” I retort with a chuckle. “Besides, I’d never live down having to arrest my own brother.”
From the corner of my eye, I see the streak of a red and black jersey. Shamika Davis is sailing past everyone. Go, girl. 
Dalton looks over his shoulder and tries to speed up when he sees her coming, but it’s no use. Shamika is the fastest person on the team. She’s almost in range to grab his flag when Dalton trips and goes down. 
The ball pops out in a fumble. All the other players are completely confused about what’s going on, so they’re meandering around in mid-field, unsure what to do. Shamika blazes past Dalton, grabs the ball, does an about face and takes off toward the goal line. The correct goal line. 
She’s cruising down the field when a big boy on the other team gets a clue and meets her head on. They go down in a tangle of limbs at about the thirty-yard line with the big kid’s hand wrapped firmly around her face mask and yellow flags fly from pretty much every ref on the field.
Although the penalty was obvious, I think it took them a while to stop laughing at the play that led to it. Tackling is strictly prohibited in kid’s football these days, but a facemask has always been a penalty and the refs take it seriously. The kid who did it will not only earn a penalty for his team, but in this league, he’s also benched for the rest of the quarter.
“Bonnie wants to know if you’re coming to Sunday lunch,” Al says.
“Give her my usual answer. I’ll be there if I’m not working.”
“Are you ever going to retire?”
“Someday.” 
Some days I want to hand in my notice ASAP. Other days, I can’t imagine leaving the police force. The first usually happens when I work on a particularly heinous case. The other when I put the bastard in jail with enough evidence for a slam dunk conviction.
Although being a homicide detective can wear a person down, there’s no better feeling than when I take another criminal off the streets. 
“You need to retire and get a job that lets you have a life.”
“I have a life.”
“No, you don’t. You work, and that’s about it.”
“What’s wrong with that if I like it? Besides, I’m not working now, am I?”
I shouldn’t have said it. Uttering a sentence like that is the ultimate invitation for fate to step in and stir the pot. 
The refs on the field finally mete out the penalty. Shamika’s progress has another fifteen yards added to it, and that puts us in range for a quick touchdown and four downs to do it. Al signals a play and the kids take their places in the formation.
My phone buzzes in my pocket. Al gives me some side eye, able to hear the buzz even above the noise from the kids and the parents in the stands. When I check the screen, sure enough, it’s work.
Al knows the routine, so he’s not surprised when I step away behind the bleachers to take the call. I return and don’t even have to tell him that I’m getting called in. He’s holding out a hand to me.
I take it in mine and he pulls me close, his other hand going around to clap me on the back in the manly hug that guys do. “Love you,” he says. “Stay safe.”
“You know it,” I reply. “Love you, too. Tell Bonnie I’ll try and make it Sunday.”
Making a beeline to my car, I open the back door and take off my black and red team jacket so I can put on a suit coat. I always keep one on a hanger dangling from the oh shit handle behind the driver’s seat. 
Twenty minutes later, I’m pulling to the curb in front of a small house with more than a few cop cars to signal I’m in the right spot. There is a crowd of people standing outside the yellow tape, an older woman bawling her eyes out, flanked by two other women.
I can see someone in the back seat of a patrol car. It’s probably the suspect, but I’ll find out for sure when I check in.
With every step up the driveway, the mantle of homicide detective falls over my shoulders. My emotions are shut off, and ice fills my blood. When I go through the door, I almost fall to my knees.
“What do we have, Mickey?” I ask the uniform at the door.
“It’s bad, Detective.”
“I see that. The guy in the car the doer?”
“Yeah. Admitted it outright.”
I watch the forensics team work for a moment because the urge to walk out to the car and put a bullet in the guy’s head is strong and I need to cool off. Instead of asking Mickey the reason, I’ll wait until I get the guy down to the station and in an interrogation room.
My partner Jim Bergen steps through the front door. “Holy shit,” he says low. 
“Yeah. Mickey, whose car is that the perp’s in?”
“Johnson’s,” Mickey answers. 
“Thanks. Jim, forensics is going to be here a while. What do you say we follow Johnson to the station and interview the husband?”
Jim’s hand makes scratching noises as he rubs it over his stubbly jaw. “Yeah.”
When I step outside, I take a deep breath, trying to clear the smell of sour blood out of my head. Most people can’t smell blood when it’s freshly spilled unless it’s in quantity. I’m one of the rare people that can.
Blood that’s a few hours old smells rancid to me, even in small amounts. The amount of blood spread over this crime scene looks like Mr. Williams emptied every drop from his wife and infant son. What makes a man do such a thing?
Two hours later, I have my answer. The baby had colic and Mr. Williams “just needed to get some sleep.” His answer to the incessant crying was to beat his son to death and then his wife when she tried to stop him.
He proceeded to go back to bed to get his much needed sleep. That’s exactly where the officers found him when they arrived after being called by the neighbors who heard the screaming. 






  
  Chapter three
Caitlyn


As I sit across the breakfast table from Benjamin, I find myself wishing he would die and release me from this interminable farce of a marriage. He is sitting there slurping up his oatmeal like he doesn’t have a care in the world. But then, he doesn’t, does he?  
Even now, as he takes a piece of toast from the rack on the table and begins buttering it, I think of climbing over the breakfast dishes, taking the knife out of his hand, and stabbing it into his gut. I have heard that a stabbing to the abdominals is a horribly painful way to die, particularly if I could manage to perforate his intestines. 
However, I’m not sure if the knife would do any real damage. It is just a butter knife, so it’s not very sharp. Plus, the amount of flab Ben has accumulated around his gut in recent years might not even allow the knife to reach as far as his intestines. 
How on earth does he convince women to sleep with him? It must be the money. I wonder what would happen if he was forced to live within the salary provided by his job. Would he still be able to get those young women to sleep with him if he wasn’t spending a bunch of money on them? Hopefully, we’ll find out soon enough.
Letting my eyes roam his body, I wonder if maybe I could jab the knife into the side of his neck. Hitting the jugular couldn’t be that difficult, could it? Either way, it would make a terrible mess and there would be the body to dispose of. 
Not to mention that I’d go to prison, too. No, there is no helping it. I simply cannot stab Benjamin in the gut or the throat at the moment. 
Damn practicality.
Ben stops mid-slather. “Cait?”
I blink and look up to see him staring at me wide-eyed. “Yes?”
“Are you okay? You have the strangest look on your face.”
“Oh, I’m fine. I was just thinking about something.”
“Well, from the look on your face, it looked like you were ready to disembowel me.”
I smile sweetly. 
Goddamn right, I’m ready to. Have been for about twenty-five years. I really don’t want him dead, I just want him to go away. Now that I know Maggie is staying in Boston, there’s no reason to maintain the façade any longer and as soon as I got home after her graduation, I came up with a plan and started taking steps.
She was right; with the boys out west and her staying put where she is, the stasis bubble can be broken. Finally, I can take charge of my life and start living it on my terms.
I get up to take my plate to the kitchen and look him in the eyes as I stand. “Maybe I was. Excuse me,” I say as I put my back to the swinging door that leads to the kitchen and push through. 
I have to get out of this room before I throw up all over the table and certainly before I lose it, and decide to give the butter knife a go. As I make my way upstairs to dress for the day, I run my fingers over the dark wood paneling. 
I hate this place. 
The décor is so dark and dreary that even with a ten thousand square foot floor plan, it feels claustrophobic and depressing. I imagine the builder was thinking about grand English estate homes when it was built, but he fell far short of the charm he likely intended. No wonder Maggie’s friends told her the place was haunted.
My preferences always leaned toward open spaces and lots of light, essentially the exact opposite of this tomb. The house was to my father’s taste. If nothing else, my father probably liked it because it was one of the largest homes in our neighborhood. 
He always was one who liked to be ostentatious. It was sort of a wedding gift from him, and we had been appreciative at the time, but the wedding that tied me to Benjamin was long ago, and my father is dead and gone. We hadn’t been given title to the place, only allowed to live here. 
It was just like dear old dad to give gifts that were either a backhanded insult or replete with strings. It’s time to sell. If he doesn’t like me getting rid of this enormous monstrosity, he can take it up with Saint Pete or Lucifer, whichever being is the overlord of his afterlife domain. 
In my room, I play with my hair, trying to decide if I should pin it back or wear it down. A few days ago, I had a moment where I thought about coloring my ash blonde hair to cover up the strands of silver I am seeing more of these days. However, I simply couldn’t bring myself to do it. Growing older is a natural part of life. 
Besides, it’s not like there is a man around to look younger for. God knows Ben’s attention is elsewhere. Not that I want his attention anymore. There is just me and I don’t mind. 
I keep in good shape because it makes me feel healthy and strong, not because there is anyone to see me naked. The way I look is pretty good, if I do say so myself, even if I am a little rounder than I was twenty-five years ago. Having three children will do that to a body. 
I let out a sigh.
It takes me some time to get dressed. I want to make a good impression. I’m not sure why, though. After all, I am the one paying. They should be the ones trying to make a good impression on me. Still, I want to get it just right; I want to appear confident and capable.
Quit dilly dallying and get dressed. You’ve got your entire future ahead of you.






  
  Chapter four
Caitlyn


Stop fidgeting and look at the pictures on the wall or something.  
It would have been better if they’d left me in the lobby. At least I could have people watched there. Unfortunately, I’m in a waiting room…waiting. Frosted glass walls are closed in with locked frosted glass doors on either side, so it feels a bit more like a holding pen than a comfortable rest area. 
The artwork on the walls is atrocious and therefore my study of it doesn’t provide much of a distraction. I shift in my seat again. The chairs look prettier than the art, but they are horribly uncomfortable. Needing to move, I stand. 
I stroll around the small room in a circular motion instead of back and forth. Not wanting to appear as if I am pacing impatiently, I measure my steps and take my time. I am impatient, but I don’t want it to look that way. With this being a law firm, they probably have cameras everywhere.
It’s my fault that I have time to burn, which allows my impatience to fester. I’m the one who showed up a few minutes early as I always do, so I will have to wait as I am accustomed to.
“Mrs. Foster?” 
I look up at the mention of my name to see a sharply dressed young man. His shiny gray suit and funky tie are out of the ordinary in this neck of the woods. He’s way trendier than most native Okies. He has sharp eyes to go with his sharp clothes and we study each other for a breath.
“Yes,” I confirm.
“Hello, I’m Simon Jones, Ms. Hartman’s associate. I’ll show you to the conference room.”
“Thank you.” I follow Simon down a hall until he pauses and opens a frosted door for me to enter a room behind another frosted glass wall. 
“Ms. Hartman will be right in. May I offer you some coffee or water?”
My throat dry, I accept his offer of water. I don’t feel nervous or anxious exactly. If anything, I’m hopeful. Hopeful that the fresh eyes of a new attorney will bring fresh results.
Simon exits the room, leaving me alone in a small conference room with a round table and four chairs that, upon taking a seat, I discover aren’t any more comfortable than those in the waiting area. This room is also quite austere. There certainly aren’t any client dollars being invested into the firm’s décor.
Exactly at our appointment time, Andrea Hartman breezes into the room with Simon in tow. “Mrs. Foster, I apologize for the wait.” She puts her things down with a thump and comes around the table to shake my hand. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”
“Please, call me Cait.” My initial gut reaction to this woman is that I like her. She has a firm handshake and makes eye contact. The last attorney I had spoken with, stodgy old Mr. Johnson of the firm my father had used for years, couldn’t even bring himself to look me in the eye. 
I was never sure if it was the discrepancy in our ages or genders. Perhaps he had been regaled by my father of my shortcomings often enough that his view of me was tainted. Perhaps, like my father, he couldn’t forgive me for not being a son to carry on with my father’s legacy, either.
By contrast, Ms. Andrea Hartman, alleged family law phenom, is warm and confident. Her eyes are intelligent and kind. She is polished and professional in Prada with the demeanor of a warrior. I hope her demeanor holds true in reality. A warrioress or even a goddamn Valkyrie is exactly what I need to slay some dragons on my behalf. 
“I think we’ll get right into things, Cait. I’ve looked over the documents you sent, along with the information from your private investigator. The prenuptial agreement was drawn up by your father, correct?”
“Yes.”
“He would not allow you to marry without the agreement, correct?”
“Yes,” I confirm.
“There is some precedent in case law that I’d like to see if we can exploit. It is typically used when one spouse is more financially savvy than the other. In those cases, if one prospective spouse is considered less sophisticated than the other in financial issues, and this person was placed under pressure or threat to sign such an agreement, the court may set aside the prenup.”
She draws out another sheet of paper from under the one on top, then continues. “Although there was not a great differentiation in your financial knowledge at the time between you and your husband, it could be said that you were pressured or coerced to sign the agreement by your father. You were only nineteen at the time, correct?”
“Yes, I had just turned nineteen a few weeks before we were married.”
“And your husband was…”
“He was twenty-four. We met while I was a freshman at the University of Oklahoma and Benjamin was a senior.”
She raises an eyebrow and makes a note of it. “There is another potential avenue we can make use of. Your husband’s latest mistress is pregnant, correct?”
I sigh. “Yes, she’s due in three months.”
“So, your husband is obviously having unprotected sex. Have you had sex with him recently?”
I knew this topic was likely to come up, but it still makes me uncomfortable. 
“No. I haven’t had sex with him since I became pregnant with our daughter over twenty years ago. He started having affairs just a few weeks into our marriage, but I was heavily influenced by my father who, although he didn’t approve of Benjamin’s philandering, believed that the man was the head of the household and if my husband was having an affair, it was because I wasn’t
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