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Lily James padded across the polished wooden floor of her home office and paused to admire the beautiful city view that her luxurious three-bedroom Ponsonby apartment afforded her. 
She almost couldn’t believe it. In less than two weeks she would be attending her high school reunion—class of 1999—and everything she’d dreamed of, all the hard work she’d put in over the last twenty years, would finally pay off.
Lily set down her cup of tea and jiggled the mouse to bring her computer screen to life. She typed in her password, pushing her black-framed glasses higher on her nose and twisting her hair up into a topknot as she waited. From her file folder she opened the document titled Reunion RSVPs and eyed the list of names. It was incredible, really, how you could spend five years of your life with a group of people and then twenty years later be unable to remember who half of them were, while a few of them seemed destined to be burned into your brain for eternity.
In high school, Lily had usually found herself in the midst of everything, acting as chief organiser but somehow still on the outskirts. And while she’d been liked by most, it had been in a distant, detached kind of way—known to many but friends with few. She had emerged from high school with many achievements but without a best friend. And she certainly hadn’t been in the popular crowd with Jake, Samantha, Clarissa, Michael, Melanie, Billy, and the undisputed leaders of the school—Scott Radsworth and Leanne Holmes. Not that Lily had had time to be popular, even if she’d been given the opportunity. High school was about getting good marks so she could get into university, which would set her up for a successful life. And it had worked. Here she was now, 38 years old and the director of Corporate Change Management, a leading NZ consultancy company looking to expand to Australia soon.
Still, she’d probably give it all up to have been part of The Crew as the whole school had called them back in those days. They were so confident and sure of themselves and they always seemed to have so much fun. Most of them were wealthy and had parents who were happy to pay for their social lives, so they were always doing exciting things, like trips to the beach or pool parties at Leanne’s house, or having dress-up themed movie nights and poker games—as was all the rage back then. In stark contrast Lily had stayed home most nights and spent her time industriously organising a variety of school events, engaging in one of her multitude of extra-curricular activities, or studying. She’d been aware she was working toward her future, and that most of the others in her class didn’t have the thrilling lives of The Crew. Yet, she’d always felt as if she’d missed out.
But now Lily had a second chance.
And the timing of this reunion was perfect because this year she was probably at her personal best. She was a success in the business world; she looked better than ever, with her expensive hair, skin, and fitness regimes; and she could talk about the respectable number of eligible men she’d dated. She’d even been engaged, so when asked about her status she could murmur something about a fiancé and a breakup and look vulnerable. And last but not least, after years of life coach training and a considerable amount of time and money spent on personal development courses, books, and seminars, she felt more confident than she ever had before.
When she’d been asked three months ago, by the Board of Trustees, to organise the reunion—she was the obvious choice—she’d jumped at the chance. She’d seen it for the opportunity it was: to finally be the person she wanted to be. To be friends with, or even part of, The Crew.
She’d taken to organising the event with gusto but had quickly realised that in order to make her dreams come true she was going to need more time with, as well as closer proximity to, The Crew. So, she had found a beautiful villa in the up-market and city-fringe (yet quiet and leafy) suburb of Parnell and booked it for the whole weekend. Friday night through Sunday afternoon. It had six double rooms—enough to house the people that mattered—two living areas, a beautiful kitchen and a swimming pool. She’d sent invitations to The Crew asking if they’d like to stay there for free, pretending that it was a business residence and it would sit there empty otherwise, so it wouldn’t seem weird.
Lily switched over to the online property listing of the Parnell villa and scrolled through the photos showing off the elegant rooms, the pool and patio area that flowed through to the downstairs living room, and the state-of-the-art kitchen. How could they not be impressed by this? She’d organise food and drink for a low-key welcome barbecue on the Friday night, and she’d hire caterers to serve brunch and nibbles on the Saturday before the actual reunion, to return on Sunday to provide a relaxed lunch while they all recovered.
All she needed now was for the most important person to RSVP. Then everything would be in place.

      [image: image-placeholder]LESS THAN A kilometre away, in an overpriced Asian fusion restaurant, Jake and Melanie Fisher sat quietly as the waiter deposited the bill on the table.
Jake picked it up, offering Melanie a tentative smile. “Everything okay?”
She gave him an unimpressed sniff in return. “You should have sent back that eggplant dish. There was too much salt. And garlic.”
“But that’s what makes it so tasty.”
Melanie gazed at her husband, letting her eyes narrow. Jake looked around the room uncertainly. “I can say something if you like.” He scratched his dark hair and glanced over at the waiter who was standing half-turned in their direction, almost as if able to sense some discord.
“It’s too late now.” Melanie sniffed again.
“Are you sure?”
Melanie shrugged and leaned down to pick up her bag. “It wouldn’t kill you to be a little more assertive, you know. To expect quality goods and services and for people to deliver what they promised.”
“I know, I know,” Jake said, his mouth turning down.
Melanie stopped rummaging through her bag for her lipstick to eye him again. “It’s fine. Just pay so we can leave.”
When the waiter returned Jake handed his credit card over and they both rose to stand.
“You’ll message Scott when we get back?” Melanie said, her tone indicating it was more of an instruction than a question.
“Tonight? Really?”
“You said you’d do it today, and you haven’t, so…”
“But—”
“I don’t want to hear any more about it, Jake. He needs to be told.”

      [image: image-placeholder]BILLY ALDRIDGE PULLED his second-hand Toyota Hilus into the driveway of his Piha home. It was a proper house but it felt like a bach, which was exactly the vibe he’d been going for. And while he still had a mortgage, it was manageable on the relatively modest income he brought in as a carpenter, because he’d bought this house years before the Auckland property market went bananas. Billy had always known he wanted a home in Piha, and he hadn’t wasted time on anything else.
If only he’d been so clear about what he wanted in his romantic life.
Inside the garage, he took his surfboard down from the top of his car and returned it to its spot on the wall. Epic west-coast surf was only about a minute away from here, but as of six o’clock this evening the swell had been on the east coast, so that’s where he’d gone.
He let himself into his house through the inner door and went straight to the bathroom to take a shower. He liked the feeling of salt on his skin but you had to wash it off at some point. He emerged in a cloud of steam, a towel wrapped around his lean waist, and picked up his phone. He had a message from Adam. Did Billy want to get together tomorrow night? Billy sighed. No, he didn’t, but he probably should. He really ought to break up with him face-to-face. Be a decent person and all that, but he hated having that conversation. Why did they get so attached so quickly? Why did Billy attract these guys who wanted to dive into a relationship immediately when all he wanted was something casual. Maybe it was because he did actually want a relationship, just not with them.
He typed out a message asking Adam to come over for a beer tomorrow, his gut already contracting at the impending conversation.

      [image: image-placeholder]CLARISSA HENDERSON—née Crowther before becoming Manners, then briefly Smythe, and currently Henderson until her reversion to Crowther—deposited her half-empty glass of Pinot Noir a little heavily on the kitchen counter, making the wine swirl dangerously close to the lip. She winced. Her head was starting to throb. Was she really so old as to get a headache from a couple of glasses of red wine? A pre-emptive hangover? She eyed the rapidly emptying bottle sitting on the counter nearby. Make that three glasses. But she didn’t have the kids at the moment—aged three and seven and both high-energy—so now was the time for dusty mornings. She adjusted herself clumsily on her seat. These breakfast bar type stools could be tucked neatly away, which was why she’d bought them, but they were incredibly uncomfortable. Still, they’d been expensive so she was determined to use them. She wobbled a little as she picked up her glass.
Getting old sucked. No one ever told you that. Well, maybe they did, but they didn’t make it clear enough, and they didn’t explain it in a way that had any impact on a young person. Maybe that was why they chuckled as they said it. You’ll find out, they were probably thinking. And they were right. Clarissa was finding out. As a younger woman she could have partied until six a.m., had a shower, then gone to university or work, depending on whether you were talking about twenty-year-old Clarissa or her twenty-seven-year old self. It didn’t matter. It wasn’t until you got north of thirty-five that things started going downhill. With an irritated sigh she picked up her phone and scrolled through messages. A reminder popped up. The reunion. Lily James was still a fusspot, clearly, and wanted to know if Clarissa would attend.
Would she?
On one hand their group had ruled the school and Clarissa could do with a bit of that right now, but on the other she was heading toward her third divorce and she couldn’t face explaining her romantic failures. Were the others going? That was the big question. She wanted to see them, no matter how dysfunctional their group could be—not to mention downright nasty sometimes—and she had more fond memories than not. Even that unpleasant business with Scott five years ago was water under the bridge now. And her chain of boutique beauty clinics—translation: pricier than average—were doing very well.
Clarissa caught a glimpse of her reflection in the window to her right. She sat up straighter and sucked in her stomach. A few extra pounds but it wasn’t so bad. She had just enough time to do a ten-day detox. There was that tea that people like the Kardashians plugged. The kind that gave you awful diarrhoea. But she could put up with a bit of diarrhoea if it got results. And there was always military-grade Spanx. Even if the reunion itself sucked, Lily was offering a free weekend in a beautiful villa, and she could see from the calendar hanging next to the fridge that she didn’t have the kids that weekend, so it was perfect. The gang could hang out and reminisce about the old days. She’d never much cared for Lily but she could ignore her like she’d always done.
She went back to her phone and forwarded the message from Lily to Scott (and Leanne), Jake, Melanie, and Billy, asking if they were going.
A reply popped up straight away.
I’m in, Billy said.
Clarissa knocked back the rest of her glass of wine and replied: Me too.
Maybe this reunion was the way she could reignite her life, she thought. Get back in touch with her old group and feel more like the fearless, confident Clarissa she’d been in high school.

      [image: image-placeholder]IN THE FOUR-BEDROOM, two-storey house just off Western Springs Road that the Radsworths had called home for ten years now, Scott Radsworth took a sip of beer, placed it next to his laptop and opened up his work email. He tried not to do this—work after ten p.m.—but it was hard not to when the business was in such bad shape. He and his best friend Jake had started the fishing-and-golfing-weekends package tour company five years ago and after an initial flush of success in the first year, it had gone relatively steadily downhill since.
Scott saw that Jake was online too. A second later a message appeared.
Has the adjusted insurance quote come in?
Scott rubbed his forehead in frustration. He’d forgotten to call them today.
Will email again now and chase up tomorrow, he replied. There was nothing from Jake for a moment, then: What about the Brown account? Has it been updated?
Scott exhaled slowly. Another task he’d let slip. He frowned at the screen. Was Jake asking him this list of questions to make a point? To make him feel bad? But that wasn’t like Jake, so probably not. He wouldn’t put it past Melanie, though. Scott could just imagine her being there right now, nudging Jake, standing and peering over his shoulder while he resignedly chased up his partner. Scott didn’t know how Jake put up with her being so in his face all the time, but they seemed to love each other, so maybe there were hidden depths to their relationship.
Before Scott could answer another message came through.
Have you confirmed with Lily? The weekend and the reunion?
“Whoops,” Scott said loudly.
His head was all over the place.
“Everything okay?” Leanne called out from the bathroom that joined his home office with their master bedroom.
“All good.”
Scott opened his email. Sure enough, there were a bunch of messages, all with the subject line Reunion?? Scrolling through the chain he saw the whole crew—well, most of it—had chimed in on the subject. A smile crept over his face. This was exactly what he needed. Why hadn’t he replied already? He’d been thrilled when the invitation had come through a couple of months ago and even marked it in the calendar to make sure he didn’t double-book. So why the hesitation, he wondered.
“What are you looking at?” Leanne leaned against the door of the bathroom.
“Are you keen for the reunion?” Scott said, turning to look over his shoulder at his wife. When he saw her he jerked back in surprise. “Christ, Lee. When you wear those things…” Scott chuckled. “You look like Jason or whatever his name was. The guy from the horror movie.”
Leanne smiled through the sheet mask that was plastered over her face. “It keeps me looking young and hot. And yes, I said so ages ago. Haven’t you RSVP’d for us?”
“The whole weekend at the villa thing?” Scott added, ignoring her question.
“I guess it makes sense to make a weekend of it. Maisie will be thrilled to have the house to herself, I’m sure. Get a taste of life without the parents before she leaves for university. We can be back in time for Sunday dinner.” Leanne turned back to the bathroom, leaving a waft of the coconut and vanilla-scented moisturizer she was rubbing into her hands.
Scott opened Lily’s reminder email and typed a quick response.
Leanne and I are in! See you there.
“Are you going to be a while?” Leanne asked, reappearing to gesture at the computer.
“Probably.”
“Night, then,” Leanne said, throwing an air kiss in his direction.
“Night,” he called back, pressing send, the smile returning to his face. Now that he was thinking about it, he almost couldn’t wait. A faraway look crept into his eyes. Yes. Things had been a bit rough recently and this weekend would be the antidote he needed.
He replied to Jake’s question and confirmed they would attend, then, glancing behind him first to check Leanne had gone through to the bedroom, opened the desk drawer. He reached to the very back behind the box of tissues and retrieved the hidden bottle of pills. He sighed—he still wasn’t used to this—then uncapped the lid and shook out one. He eyed the almost empty beer bottle then stood up, downed the last of the beer, and went downstairs. In the kitchen he took the pill with a glass of water, put the beer bottle in the recycling bin, then took a moment to rinse and load a few dirty plates sitting in the sink—courtesy of Maisie who he hoped would learn at university that dishes didn’t magically do themselves—into the dishwasher.
Upstairs, he returned to Lily’s email to reread the details she’d sent through. It all looked fantastic. The weekend would be incredible. They’d be together. On a whim he grabbed his phone, swivelled in his chair so that Lily’s email was visible on the screen behind him, smiled, made a thumbs up sign, and took a selfie. He sent the photo through to her with the subject CAN’T WAIT!
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Paige put down her fork and shot a furious look at her mother. 
She couldn’t believe she’d been tricked into coming to this fiasco of a dinner. She turned incensed eyes to Leo. No, the real source of her ire was that Leo was here as her mother’s date. Leo, her twenty-five-year-old friend and colleague. Paige was finding it hard to believe that this was actually happening to her. That Leo, who was supposed to be loyal to her and to S & S Investigations—even though they had yet to actually pay him for his services—had recently struck up some sort of romantic relationship with her mother. Her mother! 
The table rattled. Paige gritted her teeth. She was pretty sure her mother and Leo were playing footsies under the table.
“Paige,” Tim whispered, nudging her gently. “You’re grinding your teeth. Audibly.”
“I can’t help it,” Paige muttered, but tried to relax her jaw.
“How is that business of yours going, Paige?” Millie asked, making it sound as if said business involved searching for UFOs or something equally ridiculous. 
Perhaps the icing on the cake of this dinner was that her mother’s insufferable friend Millie was also here.
“Solved any mysteries, have you?” Millie added, taking a healthy swig of chardonnay at the same time so that the last of her sentence was muffled by her wine glass.
Paige took a moment to think about how she might reply.
“I understand this charming young man,” Millie continued, gesturing at Leo, “works with you?” She batted her eyes at him.
Shortly after Paige and Tim had arrived at dinner, her mother had breathlessly confessed that she and Leo were dating. With a more than thirty-year age difference between Leo and Mrs Alice Garnet, their new relationship might, at least in Alice’s circle, be considered a scandal, but Millie had been the opposite of judgemental, instead seeming thrilled with the idea that someone her age could have a young man-about-town. She’d almost immediately tried asking Leo how she herself might meet someone like him, but he’d just blinked at her, appearing confused as to what she was getting at.
“He’s supposed to be their IT consultant, if they gave him any work.” Alice shot a pointed look at Paige who spread her hands with frustration.
“We’re doing the best we can to get new clients. It’s not my fault we haven’t had any paid work that needs IT hacking.”
Two spots of pink appeared on Leo’s cheeks and he cleared his throat, looking around the table uncertainly.
For a moment Paige felt a little bad for Leo, who was probably somewhat out of his depth. Her mother’s guests would have started with pre-dinner gin and tonics before moving onto wine with dinner. Leo wasn’t a practiced drinker, nor did he have the good sense to think of declining an offer of a drink, so he had no hope of keeping up with the well-watered women of Alice Garnet’s generation.
“Oh, sweetie. You don’t have any cases at the moment?” Millie continued.
Paige said, “Don’t worry. We’re doing fine. We’re just fabulous darling,” she added in a sarcastic drawl. Alice shot her a look at the same time as Tim gave her elbow a cautionary squeeze—a pre-arranged signal they’d set up years ago after Paige had been painfully sarcastic and brutally honest with a couple of Tim’s work colleagues. Paige generally found it difficult to gauge what level of sarcasm and truth people were comfortable with, but apparently right now her disdain was becoming obvious, even to a wine-soaked Millie.
“They’re an amazing team,” Leo said into the silence.
Paige nodded, but it was with a little less confidence than usual. She and her best friend Sophie Swanephol had made the unlikely decision to eschew careers in psychology to open an investigations agency. That Paige had been able to convince the naturally cautious Sophie to do this at all was a testament to Paige’s will and tenacity. The agency name had originated from their graduate school nicknames—Squirrel and Swan—monikers that had never bothered Paige because the reason for them was obvious: Paige was small and twitchy with brown hair and brown, almond-shaped eyes, and Sophie, as well as having ‘swan’ in her surname, was beautiful like the proverbial swan. And while Sophie was anything but graceful, she was distracting. Paige (correctly) thought that while everyone was noticing Sophie, nobody would be noticing her snooping around, and this was part of what made them the perfect detective duo. But more important than how they looked was that they could both claim rather impressive psychological expertise: Paige understood the mechanics of the mind and Sophie could read human behaviour like a book.
Leo was right. They did make a pretty good team, and had solved four cases in the few months they’d been in business. Unfortunately for them and their bank balance, they’d not been hired nor paid to solve two of those cases. Still, with their recent success, Paige felt as if they were getting somewhere, and they had renewed their efforts to make a go of S & S Investigations. They’d even taken an ad out in the NZ Herald to announce their services to the nation—or at least, to those who still read the paper. It was a rather old-fashioned approach but given the average age of their clients so far, it seemed the most sensible choice.
Two weeks later, however, they were back in the same situation of having no clients and not even a whiff of a case. Even Paige, despite her belief in the brilliance of both her and Sophie, was wondering whether their business would be struggling forever.
“I heard that one of your cases was rescuing Mary Burmeister’s cat?” Millie said, eyeing Paige over her wine glass.
For a moment Paige met her gaze, remembering that Millie wasn’t quite as benign as her puffy round face might suggest, then stood up. “Excuse me,” she said, preparing to leave the room.
Tim shot her a panicked glance. Even the normally unflappable Tim didn’t like being left alone when this kind of barbed, passive-aggressive conversational duelling was the norm.
“And when are you two getting married?” Millie called after her.
Paige marched out of the dining room and kept going through the kitchen until she got out to the back deck.
It was time to check in on how Sophie’s date was going.
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Sophie’s phone was nestled in the bottom of her tote bag. In normal circumstances she might have noticed, but right now she was straining across the table to hear her date, using all her attention and auditory faculties to make out what he was saying. Was he speaking this quietly on purpose, she wondered? Was this a ploy to get her to move closer, or to lean over so he could look down her top? Or was he just a low talker, as the inimitable Seinfeld had suggested so many years ago. Sophie was lost for a moment in a yearning to be tucked up at home watching nineties TV in bed instead of straining over the table to hear whatever less-than-earth-shattering opinion her date was currently sharing. 
Sophie eyed her half-full wine glass and his three quarters-full beer and tried to calculate how long it would take them to finish these so she could leave. Hamish seemed to be a nice enough guy, but he was rather boring. He’d been a Bumble match—Sophie had moved on from Tinder after one particularly offensive exchange with a guy who seemed to think Sophie’s mere presence on Tinder entitled him to her constant attention and devotion—and their initial conversations had been promising. But in person, as it turned out, Hamish was a bit of a dud.
Sophie felt bad for thinking this. At least Hamish was single and available, she mentally scolded herself. And he seemed as if he would be the kind of sweet doting man that would never hurt her. But did she really want to be partnered up so badly that she would take the first guy who was both single and nice? Was that really her threshold of acceptability?
“You’re very easy to be around,” Hamish said shyly, this utterance actually loud enough for Sophie to hear without using some sort of amplification device. A pleased smile lit up his face and Sophie realised it was this rather high-wattage and genuine smile that had made her swipe right on his photo. She’d hesitated when she saw that he was nearly ten years older than her, but then reasoned to herself that she hadn’t been particularly impressed with the guys her own age. Or maybe her crush on Roman had given her a taste for the older and more accomplished guy? She shook her head. No. She wasn’t going to think about him tonight.
“Thank you,” she said, watching with encouraging eyes as he finally lifted his beer to take a sip. But he only imbibed a few mils of lager and when he set down the glass, it was still only a quarter empty. He swallowed, then opened his mouth to continue his monologue.
The easy to be around compliment was not a new one. Sophie had found that if she gave guys the opportunity to talk about themselves uninterrupted for any length of time, this was then interpreted as her having good social skills. Sophie had wondered, after many such a listening-oriented date, whether any of these chaps got home and realised they hadn’t learnt anything about her at all. When she later read an article that revealed men thought the way to impress a woman was to talk about how great they were rather than ask questions, things became a little clearer.
Sophie realised with a start that Hamish had stopped talking and was waiting for some sort of response from her. Crap, she thought. She tried a head tilt and a nod, coupled with a knowing smile, then brought her glass to her lips to buy some more time, until she saw that this been the correct response. Hamish gave an appreciative smile—as if Sophie got him—and then carried on with his quiet murmurings.
Ask me a question! Sophie wanted to yell. But then again, could she even be bothered answering one? There was something relaxing about sitting here with a glass of wine, letting Hamish’s whisperings float over her head. But she’d spent the two days before this date in a nervous panic, and that hadn’t been at all enjoyable. She could have stayed at home and played a podcast at low volume while drinking a glass of wine and achieved the same result without spending all afternoon fretting and sweating as she got ready. Why am I doing this to myself, she wondered. Almost immediately an image popped into her head. First Roman, then Anya, strolling around the farmers market. Oh, Sophie thought glumly, that’s why. She took another sip of wine and tuned back to her date.
Five minutes later Hamish excused himself to go to the bathroom. Sophie stared after him, wondering what on earth he needed the toilet for when he’d ingested so little fluid. She eyed his drink and wondered whether she could tip some of it out to speed things up. She wasn’t sure how much more of this she could take. She gulped back a large mouthful of wine—perhaps if he saw that she was nearly finished he might pick up the pace? —and got out her phone to check messages.
She had a missed call and a text from Paige. She smiled as she read the message, which somehow managed to convey a very Paige-like sense of being both irritated as well as hopeful. Did Sophie need saving from her date? Paige had enquired. Because if so, she could be there immediately.

      [image: image-placeholder]HALF AN HOUR later, Sophie let herself into the bungalow she shared with her two flatmates, Victoria and Myra, and eased the door shut, pausing to take off her heels so that she wouldn’t clatter noisily down the wooden hallway.
She snuck into her room, pleased to have avoided being pounced on by either of the two. Myra never insisted on attention, but she could still be demanding in her own way, hovering passively in the shadows like a semi-corporeal flatmate until someone noticed her. Victoria was the opposite, demanding an audience at all times, and while she liked to exude an air of being constantly on the go, dashing from appointment to appointment like the popular independent woman she was, she could often be spotted hanging around hopefully for someone to pay attention to her. But Victoria had been spending more time away from the flat in the last couple of weeks, Sophie mused. Almost as if she had started seeing someone. Although if this was the case, why wasn’t she bleating about it loudly and repeatedly? Sophie shrugged to herself. She would enjoy the absence of Victoria while it lasted.
Her phone rang. “Hey, Paige,” she answered.
“You never called me back,” she said petulantly. “How was the date?”
Sophie considered the question. It hadn’t been so bad, really. And she’d managed to extract herself rather easily, in the end. He’d returned from the bathroom galvanised—had he given himself a pep-talk while in there, Sophie wondered? —and finished most of his remaining drink in almost one go, clearly about to suggest they get another. Sophie, aware now was the time to escape before he once again embarked on a painfully slow beer drinking journey, had pleaded tiredness and an early start. And perhaps because of Hamish’s not at all insistent nature, she’d managed to exit the bar on her own, thus avoiding what she knew would have been an excruciating goodnight scene at her car door.
“He was nice but it was boring.”
“On to the next one then,” Paige said cheerfully.
“I guess.”
Paige had been with Tim for five years, and with his tolerant temperament smoothing out Paige’s sometimes brash and moody one, they seemed to be permanently happy. Most people took a while to warm up to Paige, but Tim had been, somewhat inexplicably, immediately besotted. So while Paige was always interested in Sophie’s dating life, she couldn’t really relate to the struggle.
“What about Roman?” Paige continued. “Have you heard from him?”
Detective Roman Leconte had first entered Sophie’s life—and her heart, truth be told—several weeks ago now. He was attractive, with olive skin, brown button eyes, and close-cropped brown hair, but it wasn’t his outward appearance that Sophie was drawn to. It was his solid, reassuring presence, his kindness, and the way he was so calmly masterful. He was good at his job and capable of doing actual stuff and he made everyone else she’d ever dated seem like immature boys. This was partly because they were—Sophie tended to make poor choices in this department and all her analytical skills went out the window when it came to matters of the heart— but it also was because Roman was a bona fide catch.
The problem was, he’d already been caught.
Sophie had only recently made the intensely unpleasant discovery that Roman, to whom Sophie’s heart had already—unreasonably—picked as The One, was married. He’d never lied nor had he pretended he was single, and neither of them had ever said they had feelings for each other. But Sophie had still fallen for him, hard, and this revelation had knocked her off her feet and back onto dating apps.
“What about him?” Sophie said dully.
“You haven’t spoken to him again?”
“What would we talk about? What he and his wife were doing this weekend?” Sophie’s voice was bitter. 
“Maybe Roman isn’t as great as you thought he was,” Paige said unconvincingly.
“How was dinner with your mum?” Sophie said, ignoring the question.
“Leo was there. They were playing footsies under the table.”
Sophie suppressed a smile. She understood Paige’s outrage, but she thought it was rather cute that he was seeing Mrs Garnet. Having observed the way Leo looked at Paige, Sophie knew that his dating her mother was in part a compliment to Paige. But Sophie would not be the one to explain this.
“Hey, I’m going to get ready for bed,” Sophie said. “See you on Monday.”
“Night.” Paige rang off.
Sophie dropped her phone onto her bed and looked around the room, feeling restless. Now that she was home and not having to interact with anyone, she found she wasn’t particularly tired after all. She changed into her pyjamas—boxers and a singlet—then walked barefoot down the hall to the kitchen, realising as she passed Victoria’s and Myra’s doors on the way that neither of them appeared to be home. Feeling a little like a teenager who’s discovered her parents are away, Sophie checked her wine situation. She had half a bottle of Malbec, so she poured herself a glass, and then wondered if she had any snacks. When she found a packet of microwave popcorn, she hesitated. She'd recently read that eating right before you went to bed wasn’t particularly good for your brain, and since then she’d been trying to eat dinner at least three hours before sleeping. But being good most of the time permitted some relaxing of such rules here and there, she believed.
Once the popcorn was ready she took it, along with the wine, back to her room and placed them on the nightstand while she got her tablet and the large pillow from the chair in the corner and arranged them on the bed. She got comfortable, picked up her wine, and checked her phone. She had a text message from Hamish.
Thanks for a great night, it read. But I realised when I got home, I hardly asked you anything about yourself.
Sophie eyed the message with surprise. Points for Hamish. But was that small act of consideration enough to get over how boring he was? Not to mention the low talking thing? He finished the message with: I’d love the chance to meet again and get to know you better if you’re keen.
Sophie chewed the inside of her lip as she re-read the message. It was rather sweet, but still. Instead of replying, she opened up Facebook. After a quick scroll through recent posts, she typed Anya Leconte into the search bar. This was stupid, she knew, but she couldn’t help herself. She’d held off doing this for so long, but right now she couldn’t seem to maintain enough willpower to not cyber-stalk Roman’s wife.
Anya’s profile was completely open. She didn’t seem to share the privacy concerns of Roman, whose profile photo remained an anonymous egg. First, Sophie took in Anya’s photo, a black and white shot that was very flattering but somehow didn’t make her look impossibly vain because it was artistic. Her long, willowy arms were hugging her long willowy legs as she sat on the branch of a gigantic Pohutukawa tree and looked wistfully out at something in the distance. Sophie scowled and scrolled down to her updates, sucking in a breath at one of Anya’s posts from a couple of weeks ago. She was with Roman, wearing ski gear, rosy cheeks, and a huge smile. They looked downright blissful. Tears were pressing behind Sophie’s eyes. What was she doing? This was pathetic.
That’s that, then, Sophie thought, switching back to text messages. Ignoring that it was now nearly 11 p.m., Sophie typed out a
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