

Chapter One

It was the day after Labor Day, one of those perfect, golden September mornings in Massachusetts, as the students of Saint Ambrose Preparatory School began to arrive. The school was over a hundred and twenty years old, and its imposing stone buildings looked as distinguished as the colleges where most of the students would be accepted once they graduated. Many illustrious men had attended Saint Ambrose and gone on to make their marks on the world.

It was a historic day for Saint Ambrose. After ten years of heated debate, and two years of preparation, a hundred and forty female students were about to arrive and join the eight hundred male students. It was part of a three-year program that would ultimately add four hundred young women to the student body, bringing it to a total of twelve hundred students. This first year, they had accepted sixty female freshmen, forty sophomores, thirty-two juniors, and eight seniors, who had either recently moved to the East Coast, or had some valid reason to want to change schools as a senior and not graduate with the class they’d gone through high school with until then. Each of the female applicants had been carefully vetted to make sure she was up to the standards, morally and academically, of Saint Ambrose.

Two dorms had been built to accommodate the new female students. A third would be finished within a year, with a fourth scheduled to be built the year after that. So far, all the new additions and changes had gone smoothly. There had been lengthy seminars for the past year to assist the existing faculty with the transition from teaching at an all-male school to co-ed classes. Its advocates had insisted that it would improve the academic standing of the school, as girls tended to be more dedicated to their studies at the same age, and settled down to academics earlier. Others said it would make the students better rounded, learning to live and work, collaborate, cooperate, and compete with members of the opposite sex, which was, after all, more representative of the “real world” they would be entering in college and thereafter.

The school’s enrollment had diminished slightly in recent years, with most of their competitors having already gone co-ed, which most students preferred. They couldn’t stay current and compete if they didn’t go co-ed. But the battle had been hard won, and the headmaster, Taylor Houghton IV, was one of the last to be convinced of its benefits. He could see endless complications as a result, including student romances, which they didn’t have to deal with as an all-male school. Lawrence Gray, head of the English department, had asked if they would be renaming the school Saint Sodom and Gomorrah. After thirty-seven years at Saint Ambrose, he had been the most vehement voice against the change. Traditional, conservative, and privately a bitter person, his objections were eventually overruled by those who wanted the school to keep up with the times, no matter how challenging. Larry Gray’s sour attitude stemmed from the fact that ten years into his tenure at Saint Ambrose, his wife had left him for the father of a tenth-grade boy. He had never fully recovered, and never remarried. He had stayed for another twenty-seven years since, but was an unhappy person though an excellent teacher. He wrung the best academic performance possible out of each of the boys, and sent them off to college well prepared to shine at the university of their choice.

Taylor Houghton was fond of Larry, affectionately calling him their resident curmudgeon, and was fully prepared for Larry’s grousing throughout the coming year. Larry’s resistant attitude toward modernizing the school had resulted in his being passed over as assistant headmaster for many years. He was two years away from retirement, and continued to be vocal about his objections to the incoming female students.

When the previous assistant headmaster retired, faced with such a major change at the school, the board had conducted a two-year search, and was jubilant when they succeeded in wooing a brilliant young African-American woman, assistant headmaster of a rival prep school. Harvard-educated Nicole Smith was excited to come to Saint Ambrose at a time of transition. Her father was the dean of a respected, small university, and her mother was a poet laureate teaching at Princeton. Nicole had the academic life in her blood. At thirty-six, she was full of energy and enthusiasm. Taylor Houghton, the faculty, and the board were thrilled that she was joining them, and even Larry Gray had few objections to her, and liked her. He no longer aspired to be assistant headmaster himself. All he wanted was to retire, and said he could hardly wait.

Shepard Watts, as head of the board, had been one of the most ardent supporters of the plan to go co-ed. He readily admitted it was not without ulterior motive. His thirteen-year-old twin daughters would be coming in as freshmen in a year, followed by his eleven-year-old son in three years. He wanted his daughters to have the same opportunity for a first-rate education at Saint Ambrose as his sons. The twins had already filled out applications and been accepted, contingent on their performing well in eighth grade. No one had any doubt about that, given their academic records to date. Jamie Watts, Shepard’s oldest son, was one of their star students, and would be a senior this year. His scholastic achievements were notable, as was his success as an athlete. He was an all-around great kid and everybody loved him.

Shepard was an investment banker in New York, and his wife, Ellen, was a full-time hands-on mother, and head of the parents’ association. She had worked for Shepard as a summer intern twenty years before, and married him a year later. Taylor and his wife, Charity, were extremely fond of them, and considered them good friends.

Taylor and Charity had one daughter. She was married, a pediatrician, and lived in Chicago. Charity taught history and Latin at the school, and was excited that she’d be teaching girls this year. From a staunch New England family, she was perfectly suited to the life of being married to the headmaster of a venerable prep school. She was proud of Taylor and his position. He was ten years away from retirement and loved the school. Despite its size, there was a family feeling to it, and Charity made a point of knowing as many of the students and parents as she could. Like other members of the faculty, she served as counselor to a group of students, whom she followed for all four years. She would be working on college applications with her senior counselees almost as soon as they started school, writing recommendations for them, and advising them on their essays. Most of the students of Saint Ambrose applied to Ivy League colleges, and an impressive number of their applicants were accepted every year.

Taylor and Nicole Smith were standing on the steps of the administration building, watching students arrive, when Shepard Watts and his son Jamie drove in. Shep left Jamie to find his friends, and came up the steps to greet Taylor and Nicole. She looked bright-eyed and excited as she watched the procession of SUVs file in and go to designated parking areas for each class of students.

“How’s it going?” Shepard smiled at the assistant headmaster.

“It’s looking good,” she said, smiling broadly. “They started arriving at 9:01.” The parking lots were almost full. Shepard glanced at Taylor.

“Where’s Larry?” He was usually on hand to observe the arrival of the students.

“They’re giving him oxygen in my office,” Taylor said, and all three of them laughed. Taylor was tall and athletic-looking, with salt and pepper hair and lively brown eyes. He had gone to Princeton, like all his male relatives before him. Charity had gone to Wellesley. Shepard was a Yalie, a handsome man, with dark hair and piercing blue eyes, and was their most effective fundraiser. He simply would not take no for an answer, and brought in an astonishing amount of money from current parents and alumni, and he was a generous donor as well. Despite the demands of his business, he was a devoted father. For the past three years, he had amply demonstrated his dedication to the school.

The three stood on the steps, watching the SUVs arrive and go to the parking lots where they could unload bicycles, computers, and as many of the comforts of home as the students were allowed to bring. There were long tables manned by teachers, who were handing out dorm assignments. As always, there was a mild degree of confusion, as parents wrestled with duffel bags and trunks, boxes and computers, while returning students went to look for their friends and find out what dorm they would be in. All the information had been sent to them digitally a month before, but the dorm assignments and schedule for the day were being handed out again for those who hadn’t brought the papers with them. Freshmen were assigned to suites with four to six students, seniors were in singles or doubles, and sophomores and juniors were in rooms set up for three or four students. The female dorms followed the same system. There would be a female teacher in each dorm to help anyone who was sick or had a problem, and to see that everyone behaved and followed the rules.

Gillian Marks, the new athletic director, had been assigned to one of the female dorms. Their old athletic director of twenty years had quit the moment it was confirmed that the school would be accepting female students. Gillian was an upbeat person and had been thrilled when they offered her the job. She was a star in her own right, and at eighteen had won a silver medal in the Olympics for the long jump. She had set a record that hadn’t been beaten yet. She was six feet two, thirty-two years old, had been the assistant athletic director at a girls’ boarding school, and was excited about the prospect of working with males too.

Simon Edwards, a returning math teacher, was going to help her coach the boys’ soccer team. He had lived in France and Italy for two years after college, and loved the game. He had previously taught at a top private co-ed day school in New York and had come to Saint Ambrose the year before, wanting the experience of teaching at a boarding school. He had come back with enthusiasm now that they were going co-ed. He was the youngest member of the faculty at twenty-eight. He and Gillian had met in August to talk about his coaching the boys’ soccer team. Tryouts for the teams were starting the next day. The school had an Olympic-size indoor pool, donated by a member of the alumni, and a strong swimming team. Gillian was going to be coaching girls’ volleyball and basketball too.

Taylor and Nicole watched Gillian greeting the freshman girls in their parking area, and Simon Edwards was welcoming the freshman boys. Returning students and their parents knew the routine, and where to get their dorm assignments, as the students threaded their way between their friends, happy to see them after the summer. As they watched with Shepard, they saw Steve Babson arrive. He had the longest history of academic probation of any student in the school. He barely managed to squeak through every year. His father, Bert Babson, was a cardiac surgeon in New York, who rarely showed up at the school and was harsh about his son whenever the staff at Saint Ambrose communicated with him. His frightened, somewhat disoriented wife came to visit her son alone, and experience told Taylor, as well as Steve’s advisor, that Jean Babson had a drinking problem, which she kept in control when she came to the school. There were hints that Steve didn’t have an easy home life, with an aggressive father and unstable mother, but he had made it to senior year, and he was a sweet kid. He was a good-looking, slightly disheveled boy with brown curly hair and innocent brown eyes. There was a big, friendly, lovable puppy dog look to him that went straight to his teachers’ hearts, and almost made up for his poor grades.

Gabe Harris had come up from New York with Rick Russo, and Shepard groaned when he saw Rick’s mother. She was wearing a pink Chanel suit and stiletto heels in the middle of the country in Massachusetts. Her hair was freshly done, and as always she was wearing an inch of makeup. Shep knew that if he’d been any closer, he would have been overcome by her perfume. Rick’s father, Joe, owned high-end luxury shopping malls in Florida and Texas, and was by far the biggest donor to the school. In the past three years, he had given them an annuity for a million dollars, so they put up with them. Rick was the opposite of his parents. He had light brown hair, a quiet demeanor, gray eyes, and could have blended into any crowd, which was what he wanted, so he didn’t stand out like his parents. He was an excellent student. He was a quiet, unassuming boy who never showed off, unlike them. Shepard found Joe Russo unbearable, but as head of the board, he had to be pleasant to him, given the huge amount of money Russo donated to the school. Adele Russo was driving the new Bentley SUV that Shepard knew sold for just under three hundred thousand dollars. And the boy who’d ridden with them, Gabe Harris, was considered a good kid. He was a mediocre student, but he tried hard, and was one of their star athletes. He was hoping to get an athletic scholarship for college. He was one of the few scholarship students they had. He was the oldest of four children. Gabe’s parents were investing heavily in him, to show his younger siblings that he could make it and so could they. His father, Mike Harris, was one of the most successful personal trainers in New York, and his mother, Rachel, managed a restaurant. They worked hard to keep their son at Saint Ambrose, and he did his best to live up to their expectations. He was going to play soccer as well as football as a senior this year, and was a powerful tennis player too. He had broad shoulders from working out with his father, and wore his hair in a buzz cut. He wasn’t tall but looked manly and had intense blue eyes.

They saw Tommy Yee arrive with his father. Tommy was a gentle, kind, very sweet Chinese-American boy, an only child who had nearly perfect grades. His father, Jeff, was a dentist in New York, and his mother, Shirley, was the head of a prestigious accounting firm. Tommy spoke fluent Mandarin and Cantonese, was gifted in physics, strong in math, and a prodigy on the violin. He played in the school orchestra, and his parents expected nothing less than perfection from him. He was hoping for early admission at MIT, and from everything Taylor heard from his teachers, he would get it. Taylor knew that his parents pushed him hard and expected only the best from him. Their demands and expectations left him little time to hang out with friends.

Shepard left them then to find Jamie and get his room assignment. He knew he had a single this year, in the same dorm with several of his classmates. Shepard promised Taylor he’d stop by to say goodbye before he left. He had work to do until then, setting up Jamie’s stereo and his computer, and a small refrigerator seniors were allowed to have in their rooms so they could eat or have snacks while they did homework, or studied for exams.

Boarding school was more like college these days, with almost the same amount of freedom and independence for the older students, the privileges that came with age. The only difference was that cars were not allowed on the campus. Students could only go into the nearby town on weekends, with permission, on their bikes or on foot. But on campus, they were treated like adults, and were expected to treat the faculty and each other with decorum and respect. Drugs and alcohol were not allowed, and they had had only a few incidents, which were quickly handled. The students involved were expelled. There were no second chances where drugs were concerned, and the board fully agreed with the policy.

The therapist on campus, Maxine Bell, stayed in close contact with all of the advisors to make sure that they weren’t missing any important signs of students with depression or suicidal tendencies. They had had a heartbreaking incident five years before, with a student who had taken his own life. He’d had top grades and strong family support, but had had a romance that went wrong. He reacted violently to it and hanged himself. There had been three suicides in the last twenty years, far fewer than their competitors. One of the top-rated boarding schools had had four suicides in the last two years. It was something all of the institutions worried about, but Maxine was everywhere, and knew an amazing number of the kids. She went to their games and some practices, hung out in the cafeteria, and knew many students by name. She kept her finger on the pulse of Saint Ambrose. Betty Trapp, the school nurse, was another source of information for Maxine, since all the students knew Betty, and went to the infirmary to have her fuss over them when they were sick. A local doctor came when called, and there was a hospital ten miles away, with helicopter service to Boston. The school functioned like a well oiled machine, and there was no reason for it to be any different now with girls.

Shepard left to find his son, and Larry emerged from the building to watch the arrival scene, which looked chaotic but wasn’t. Having young girls in their midst was an unfamiliar sight, but not an unpleasant one. Several of the boys were noticing the girls around them, though none of the girls appeared to be speaking to each other yet. They had too much else to do as they unloaded the vehicles they’d come in, and argued with their parents about what to put where, and who would carry what.

The mothers of the freshman girls looked frazzled. Most of the fathers had come with them, and were struggling with their heavy trunks, with the occasional teacher lending a hand.

“The dorms will be drowning in hair dryers and curling irons by tonight,” Larry said gloomily, and Nicole smiled at him. She was used to his complaints by now, after their initial meetings about the arrival of girls on campus.

“It won’t kill us, Larry,” she reassured him, as they all noticed a particularly beautiful girl get out of her mother’s car. There was no one else with them, and the girl with long straight blond hair down her back pulled out her trunk and two duffel bags without hesitation, while her mother managed some cartons. The girl seemed unusually poised for her age. She looked older than a senior and more like a college student, Nicole thought. She was strikingly pretty, like a model, and they all saw several heads turn to look at her, faculty and fathers as well as students. She was wearing cut-off jeans, a T-shirt and sneakers, and paid no attention to the admiring stares. She continued talking to her mother. Nicole recognized her from the files she had studied. She was Vivienne Walker, an incoming senior from L.A. Her mother was an attorney and had just moved to New York. Her father was a real estate developer in L.A., and they were getting a divorce. Vivienne had had top grades at her private day school in L.A. She and her mother had visited the school in May and she had been one of the last female students to be accepted, because they were short of senior girls. At best, it was difficult to lure seniors to a change of schools, except due to emergency or family circumstances, which was the case for Vivienne.

Larry watched Vivienne and her mother with a dour expression. She was exactly the kind of student he had been afraid of, a real beauty who would distract her fellow male students, and cause “drama,” as he had put it. There was no question, every male in the vicinity had noticed her, the fathers even more than the sons. She looked like Alice in Wonderland all grown up. “That’s exactly what I was talking about,” he said, scowling, and walked back inside to his office as Nicole and Taylor exchanged a smile.

“He’ll get over it,” Taylor said optimistically, as he saw Adrian Stone arrive in a town car with a driver, also up from New York. Adrian was one of their most brilliant students, identified by his classmates as a “geek.” He was very slight and had long brown hair that was always in his face and big, sad brown eyes. A returning junior, he suffered from social anxiety and asthma, and was something of a computer genius, who designed his own programs and applications. He had few friends, if any, and kept to himself, studying all the time or hiding out in the computer lab. His parents, Jack and Liz, were both psychiatrists, and were in the midst of a divorce that had turned Adrian’s life into a living hell. They constantly dragged each other into court and filed court orders against one another, and the court-appointed psychiatrist assigned to the case for Adrian’s benefit had finally recommended to the judge two years before that he be sent away to school to get him out of the middle of their war. In addition, the court had assigned a child advocacy lawyer, pro bono, to defend Adrian against his parents, who used him as a weapon against each other. He had flourished academically, and was a little less shy than he had been when he’d arrived. According to his counselor and teachers he was always afraid to do or say the wrong thing and get someone in trouble, or himself.

His parents almost never came to see him at school, and he always seemed reluctant to go home for vacation, where he lived with each of them on alternating days, an arrangement that he admitted he hated, but the only one both parents would agree to. He was better off at school. The driver of the town car helped him unload his suitcases, a duffel and some boxes, and helped him carry them into his dorm. As always, Adrian was the only student with neither parent there with him on opening day.

Taylor looked pensive as he thought about him, and then noticed a familiar black van appear and park in a remote corner of the parking lot designated for seniors. The windows were tinted too dark to see inside. There were two men in the front seat, a driver and a bodyguard, and Taylor could guess who was in it. As soon as the van stopped, a man with a perfect body jumped out. He was tall with well-developed broad shoulders and was wearing a black T-shirt and jeans, black cowboy boots, a baseball cap, and dark glasses. A tall, equally handsome boy got out after him, with the same build as his father and a mane of blond hair, although his father’s was dark, and Taylor knew he had green eyes. A blond woman got out immediately after him, in jeans and a T-shirt, a baseball cap and dark glasses too, and they started unloading boxes immediately. The driver and second man helped them unload, but the boy and his parents headed across the parking lot alone, carrying all of his equipment to the table with the room assignments for senior boys. The two men stayed with the van, and no one paid any attention to the boy and his parents. Then suddenly you could see someone in the crowd give a start as they realized who they were. They were quiet and discreet, careful not to draw attention to themselves, as their son waved to friends in the distance.

Nicole Smith looked at Taylor then with a quizzical expression. “Is that . . .?” She suddenly remembered that one of the senior boys, Chase Morgan, was the son of famous actor Matthew Morgan, and his wife, Merritt Jones, the most acclaimed actress of the last two decades, with two Oscars to her credit and countless nominations. This was his fourth year at Saint Ambrose, and Taylor always said that he had never met two better parents. They were totally focused on their son, kept a low profile and didn’t embarrass him, and never showed off. They came to school for important functions, and visited him when they had a break in their busy schedules. They asked for no special privileges for them or their son, and met with his teachers, like anyone else. When Chase broke his leg on a sophomore ski trip to Vermont, his father was there in twelve hours, his mother in twenty-four. They both flew in from locations where they were filming, Matthew in London, and Merritt in Nairobi.

Even more remarkable, they had been separated for most of the past year, after Matthew supposedly had an affair with an actress he was working with, Kristin Harte. It was all over the tabloids. The paparazzi stalked Merritt for months. They were allegedly filing for divorce, but still came to school events together, and kept the whole mess away from their son. They appeared to be pleasant to each other when they were with him. Merritt carried one end of a trunk, and Matthew the other, and they chatted with Chase along the way.

Chase’s best friend on campus was Jamie Watts, Shepard’s son. Jamie found them quickly, and helped them with what they were carrying. The two boys could have been brothers; they were both tall, blond, and handsome, with broad shoulders and narrow waists, and an air of confidence about them. They looked like actors or models, and were accomplished athletes. They were beautiful to look at.

Taylor nodded in answer to Nicole’s unspoken question about Chase’s parents. “They’re the easiest parents I’ve dealt with in nineteen years here. They’re incredibly nice, discreet, responsible people, and Chase is a really great kid. He wants to go to UCLA and go back to the West Coast or Tisch Drama at NYU. His parents had wanted him to have an eastern school experience for high school, and they travel all the time. He’s a terrific student and athlete and an all-around terrific kid. So is Jamie, Shepard’s boy.”

Nicole knew that Matthew produced and directed as well as acted. There had been some important parents at the school she came from, but she had to admit she was impressed watching the Morgans weave their way through the crowd, and observed how discreet they were. Seeing them there was so unexpected that no one paid any attention to them, and once in a while you could see someone recognize them and look shocked. They kept their professional lives as far away from Chase as they could. You would never guess that Matthew was currently living with another woman, and he and his wife were about to get divorced. They looked like any other family there that day. And Taylor had seen some bitter divorces in his time, but not theirs.

By ten-thirty, all the room assignments had been picked up. The students and their parents were in their dorm rooms setting things up, and where fathers were needed, they lent a hand for mothers who had come alone. Gillian Marks was helping the freshman girls as best she could, with two of her assistants. Most of the girls had brought their own hangers, towels, bed linens, and soaps, and there were stacks of empty cartons everywhere. Larry Gray hadn’t been entirely wrong. Every girl in the freshman dorm had brought her own hair dryer and curling iron, and straightening irons too. It looked like a hair salon gone mad with special shampoos and conditioners, body gels, and face washes on every surface in the bathrooms.

At noon the entire student body had to be in the cafeteria, where tables had been set up for the faculty to greet them. As soon as everyone was in the room, as close as they could figure it, Taylor Houghton made a brief speech to welcome old and new students, and all the new female students. There was hooting and catcalls and whistles for that, while Larry Gray looked as though he had swallowed a quince. Taylor held up a hand and stopped it quickly, and introduced the new faculty members. Then he wished everyone a wonderful lunch. The noise in the cafeteria was deafening, but no more so than usual on the first day.

At one-thirty, what Maxine called the Vale of Tears began. It was time for the parents to leave. New parents always cried, and this time so did the freshman girls. But the school kept it short and sweet. At one forty-five, each class had to be at orientation, to get their list of classes and teachers, and the name of their counselor, and by two-thirty they had their first class. The school year was off and running.

Gillian Marks had reminded them before lunch in the cafeteria that team tryouts began the next morning at six A.M., and they each had a list of what tryouts were when. There was a list of clubs they could sign up for in the next few weeks, and special field trips throughout the year. She reminded them that the ski trips to New Hampshire and Vermont filled up quickly, and urged them to sign up soon.

An hour after their parents left, the students were so immersed in school that they had no time to miss them. And by dinnertime, which normally happened in three shifts, they were busy socializing, gossiping about teachers, talking about the classes they’d just been in, and were catching up with old friends, and making new ones.

Jamie Watts and Chase Morgan sat at the same table, as they always did. Steve Babson joined them a little while later, and Tommy Yee walked by them with his violin case, which never left his hands. His grandfather in Shanghai had given him a stunningly valuable violin made by Joseph Gagliano when he turned sixteen, and he took it everywhere with him. His classmates teased him about it at first, and now Tommy carrying his violin case everywhere, even to meals, was a familiar sight.

“Good summer, Tommy?” Jamie called out to him.

“I visited my grandparents in Shanghai. They made me practice my violin three hours a day.” He rolled his eyes and grinned. He said he was going to the music tryouts after dinner. The drama club was meeting that weekend, which was going to be a lot more interesting now, since they could do productions with girls in them.

“How are you holding up?” Simon asked Gillian, as they picked up their meals on trays, and sat down at the same table for dinner.

“I feel like I’m running a hair salon in the freshman dorm, but don’t tell Larry Gray.” She grinned, eating a lamb chop and a double portion of string beans. He was eating lasagna. The school was feeding nearly a thousand people three times a day, and the food was surprisingly good. “All that gorgeous naturally disheveled hair that looks like they just climbed out of bed apparently takes a lot of work and hair products to get that way.” She wore hers as short as she could. Being the athletic director left no time to worry about her hair. “I like the kids. You can tell they’re good. How was your day?” she asked him.

“Busy, crazy. It will be for the next few weeks. I have twice as many counselees as I had last year, and half of them are girls.”

“We start tryouts tomorrow morning, I’m going to be crazed with that. I have to be in my office at five A.M.,” Gillian said.

“I’m doing soccer tryouts in two days.” He looked at her seriously for a moment then. “Working in a boarding school, do you ever miss having a real life?” She thought about it for a minute and shook her head.

“Not really. My whole life has kind of been like this. I trained for years for the Olympics. Then I went back a second time. I went to boarding school myself as a kid, because my parents moved around all the time. My father worked for oil companies based in the Middle East and my mother went with him. I was always training for some team in college, so I went for what I knew. I’ve been teaching athletics in boarding schools for ten years. It’s kind of nice living in a community. You never get lonely,” she said, smiling at him. She was a happy person, it showed, and she loved what she did. “What about you?”

“Up until a year ago, I was working in a fancy day school for rich kids in New York. I lived in France and Italy for two years after college, then I worked for two years as a teacher in New York. I lived in SoHo, and thought I was cool. I had a bad breakup with my girlfriend and gave up my apartment, so I decided to try teaching here last year. I liked it, and it was exciting being part of the transition, so I re-enlisted for another year. Sometimes I miss living like an adult in New York though, going home at night, and doing whatever I want on weekends.”

“You’ll get over it. I don’t think I’d know how to do that anymore. This works for me. In some ways, it’s like never having to grow up. You just stay a kid forever.”

“Yeah, but they graduate and we don’t. I’m thinking I’ll do this for another two years, and then see what I think.”

“By then, you won’t want to go back to New York. This life is addictive,” she predicted with a knowing look.

“What do you do in the summer?” He was curious about her.

“I work at a boot camp for women in Baja California.” She grinned at him. “They’re tough, already in great shape, and expect to be pushed hard. It challenges me too. It’s fun working with adults for a change. A lot of them are actresses from L.A.”

“You are a glutton for punishment.” They had finished their dinner then, and she wanted to get back to the freshman dorm and see how her charges were settling in. So far neither of them had noticed any particular mixing between boys and girls. Each sex seemed to be staying among their own. The returning boys stuck with their friends.

Gillian had noticed Vivienne Walker come in. Chase and Jamie had invited her to join them, but she had declined politely and gone to sit with a group of senior girls. They were all at one table in the back, getting to know each other. The dynamics were fascinating, and, contrary to what Larry Gray had predicted, it hadn’t yet become Sodom and Gomorrah. There was no sign of it. The boys and girls were paying almost no attention to each other, except for an occasional glance.

Simon went to his male freshman dorm then, and Gillian went back to her brand-new dorm, where several of the girls complained that there was no hot water. Gillian reported it to maintenance. Lights out was at ten P.M., and they had to be in the dorm by nine. They were going to be introduced to the wonders of their state-of-the-art library the next day. By ten-thirty, Gillian was fast asleep, and the next thing she knew, her alarm went off at four A.M. She took an icy cold shower, since there was still no hot water, and she left a message for maintenance again. Then she headed across campus to get to her office at five and start her day. She made herself a cup of coffee, heated up oatmeal in her office microwave, and went over the list of students who had signed up for tryouts. When they started to wander in at six o’clock she was ready for them. She had freshmen swim tryouts first. She could hardly wait to start working with them. And the one thing
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SILENT NIGHT

A heart-rending story of a family of women, and their loss, grief and new beginnings

[image: Image]

Paige Watts is the ultimate stage mother, channelling her own acting dreams into making her daughter, Emma, a star. By the age of nine, Emma is playing a central role in a hit TV show. Then everything is shattered by unforeseeable tragedy. Now Emma is living with her aunt Whitney, the career-driven older sister who hated the cult of celebrity that enveloped her family. But now Whitney must change her life in every way. Will the rewards of motherhood make up for the life she leaves behind?
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THE DARK SIDE

A gripping story about a mother’s love and at what point it turns to obsession

[image: Image]

Zoe Morgan was just ten years old when her life changed forever with the death of her sister, Rose. Years later, Zoe and her husband have a perfect life and their family is completed with the arrival of their daughter. But it is only then that the devastating psychological impact of Rose’s death affects their lives in a way that nobody could ever have imagined. Will Zoe’s obsession with motherhood tear her family apart?

CLICK HERE TO FIND OUT MORE
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Have you liked Danielle Steel on Facebook?

Be the first to know about Danielle’s latest books, access exclusive competitions and stay in touch with news about Danielle.

www.facebook.com/DanielleSteelOfficial
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Moral Compass

Danielle Steel has been hailed as one of the world’s most popular authors, with nearly a billion copies of her novels sold. Her recent international bestsellers include Royal, Expect a Miracle and All That Glitters. She is also the author of His Bright Light, the story of her son Nick Traina’s life and death; A Gift of Hope, a memoir of her work with the homeless; and the children’s books Pretty Minnie in Paris and Pretty Minnie in Hollywood. Danielle divides her time between Paris and her home in northern California.
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