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            Part I
Summer Breeze

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 1
A New Ghost in Town?

         
         
            Thursday before Memorial Day Weekend, Sag Harbor Village

         

         As Caroline faced a bright blue sky, the heat dispersed the city stress that clung like a relentless hangover to her body.
            Her father had taught her to appreciate this familiar Hamptons sun. Closing her eyes, feeling its warmth penetrate her skin,
            she knew it would turn bright orange in summer and dim to bluish-purple with the coolness of fall.
         

         
         The scent of fried clams sizzling at the Dock House floated toward her in the breeze. On Sunday mornings after church, Caroline’s
            father used to take her here to Sag Harbor’s Long Wharf pier. They’d buy two plates of the seafood special and sit on this
            exact bench, agreeing not to tell Mom they’d eaten before lunch. It was now eleven in the morning, and her empty stomach sent
            a hunger pang up to her brain. The doors of the Dock House had just opened, revealing a bubbling, claw-foot bathtub filled
            with meandering lobsters. Caroline stood, unable to resist.
         

         
         Ten minutes later, back on the bench, she dipped a steaming fried clam into too much tartar sauce, which she had pumped into
            one of three little plastic pots, and crunched on it whole. She studied the boats starting to populate the marina. Even on
            the water, the traffic was beginning to get clogged.
         

         
         Around her on Long Wharf, the echoes of seagulls trumpeted the season she ached for all year. For three solid summer months
            to come, she’d bite into sturdy and sweet tomatoes like apples, dig bountiful clams out of the bays, and allow the cooling
            salve of the Atlantic to splash over her body.
         

         
         She’d arrived early to meet her friend Annabelle, wanting time to savor the last twenty-four hours of human civility before
            the unhinged New Yorkers were let out of their pens. The onslaught of those people en masse coming to the Hamptons for the holiday weekend would make moving around her hometown a stressful exercise.
            They’d sneak into her parking spots just as she was backing in, and honk at her when she didn’t slam the accelerator the millisecond
            the red light turned to green.
         

         
         Caroline had grown up in East Hampton, and reluctantly moved to Manhattan the day after she tied the knot with Eddie on the
            back lawn of his father’s Elks Club lodge in Southampton. Eddie promised they’d move back home when they were ready to have
            kids. At the time, Caroline felt reassured her children would fill their growing lungs with the same salty Atlantic mist that
            had stuck to the windows of her family’s small home on Bluff Road.
         

         
         Only, it didn’t work out that way.

         
         On either side of the pier, several gargantuan yachts with fabric-covered navy bumpers were tied up to cleats. In anticipation
            of their .001-percenter owners who would board the next day, deckhands struggled as they loaded bulky cases of pink Moët &
            Chandon and Domaines Ott rosé onto the gangplanks. By late August the previous summer, the New York papers were lamenting
            the shortage of the most exclusive brands of rosé in liquor stores on the eastern end of Long Island. No fridge on these yachts
            would dare chill the Montauk-brewed beer that Caroline grew up drinking. Caroline huffed out as she pondered the whole urban
            lot of summer people, whining about their drought of pink drinks.
         

         
         Looking out at the horizon, Caroline thought she recognized a profile on a small boat. A man was motoring a hundred yards
            out in a beat-up Boston Whaler near the mouth of the harbor. His Yankees baseball cap was tightly secured, and his sunglasses
            hid his eyes, but she was sure she recognized that nose and that square jaw, though the hair seemed longer. Heartbeats pulsated through her veins and thumped
            loudly in her ears. It couldn’t be. It would be thirteen years this August since he’d drowned.
         

         
         But that profile. Caroline recognized it just as any mother would her own kid’s unique build out in right field. Only, before
            he’d perished in the roiling sea, Joey Whitten had been her lover, not her son. That profile she knew. Her fingers had lingered on his forehead, nose, and lips so many times. Since their first night together in high school,
            that was their way as she lay beside him. She’d massage his eyebrows with her index finger, then trace his sweet, soft nose,
            working her way down to his full lips, until he kissed her finger and grabbed it in his mouth, startling her every time.
         

         
         “What the hell is with you? Hello?” Annabelle poked her shoulder.

         
         “Nothing is with me.” Caroline grabbed another fried clam, dousing it with lemon.

         
         “I said hello two times, and twice you didn’t turn around. Your face is stricken with something weird like you saw a ghost.”

         
         Caroline rubbed the back of her neck. A ghost? The man piloting the Boston Whaler was a perfect Joey Whitten replica. Even
            his shoulders slung the same.
         

         
         “Sorry, I thought I saw something, or, I mean, someone. I just need a moment.”

         
         Caroline closed her eyes toward the sun, trying to will herself back to reality. She still didn’t know what happened to Joey
            that day in the currents—no one did—and she couldn’t shake the glorious thought of him returning to the living.
         

         
         Annabelle rubbed Caroline’s shoulders, and a series of pricey, tricolor gold Sidney Garber rolling bracelets jangled down
            her arm. The two friends had met on a hideous yellow couch outside Mrs. Blanchard’s office at The Episcopal School, each with
            daughters who were having what the director euphemistically called a “challenging separation” from their mothers. Caroline
            and Annabelle bonded about raising painfully shy girls, and their mutual, prickly annoyance at the competitive moms in their
            class. Those women, yammering after drop-off over espresso at Via Quadronno, had spawned correctly adjusted children clad
            in smocked dresses and silly yodeling outfits as if they were von Trapps.
         

         
         “What on earth is on your mind, honey?” Annabelle asked, sitting on the bench and turning to her friend. “Either tell me or
            let’s take a walk into town to get it out of your head.”
         

         
         “Nothing at all, let’s go. I need to polish off a project for a client before they arrive tomorrow, you know, shells, some
            poufs, knickknacks,” Caroline answered absently. “But you’re right, and I do have to get my mind off something weird.”
         

         
         In the far distance, the Boston Whaler slipped out of view behind the jetty. Caroline assured herself that it was the heat
            of the summer sun that had resurrected visions of Joey Whitten. Or perhaps the fried clams had triggered a Proustian food
            memory that transported Joey from the past to the present.
         

         
         “You’re spacing out for sure,” Annabelle said, interrupting her thoughts. “Let’s get your client’s final touches bought in
            town, then lunch, then go check on my horses. Over some good rosé you can tell me what’s going on in your head.”
         

         
         “Nothing’s going on . . . I just love this view,” Caroline hedged. Annabelle would think a Joey sighting was nuts. She continued,
            “I’d bring boyfriends here or friends, and we’d eat all the delicious food from that lobster shack.” Caroline smoothed her
            hand along the wood. “Just sitting here with the clams gets me remembering sometimes. The menu and the taste haven’t changed
            for, like, thirty years.”
         

         
         Annabelle wouldn’t approve of fried anything for lunch in the same way she didn’t approve of Caroline taking the 6 train down
            Lexington Avenue. What about all the crazies down there in those filthy subways? Don’t you know about them? They’ll push you onto the tracks!

         
         Caroline didn’t care which food choices her friend approved. Before she stood, determined to forget about the Boston Whaler,
            she dipped the last large clam into the third plastic pot of tartar sauce she’d demolished and chomped on it whole.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 2
An Immodest Proposal

         
         “Before we go into town, let me focus your wandering mind on something a tad more captivating,” Annabelle offered, brushing
            her corn silk hair off her face and turning toward the sun.
         

         
         “I know that tone.” Caroline stood up from the bench and threw the plastic food container into the garbage near the pier’s
            edge. “You want me to do something I don’t want to do.”
         

         
         “Please, I know you’ll resist at first.” Annabelle took her Tom Ford sunglasses off her eyes and folded them into a case in
            her bag. “Just breathe deeply, like in those yoga classes you hate so much.”
         

         
         Caroline let out a half-assed yoga exhalation and wiped her sticky fingers with a towelette. She stood before Annabelle, arms
            crossed, the corners of her lips lifting into a teeny smile. “Shoot.”
         

         
         “An affair,” Annabelle declared.

         
         “An affair,” Caroline answered, incredulously. “I assume you aren’t talking about a party, not a charity affair.”
         

         
         “You know I’m not. It’s summer. ’Tis the season. And I’m very serious.”
         

         
         “You have something to get off your chest? You’re not leaving that fabulous Arthur of yours?”

         
         “I’ll never leave him, you know that.”

         
         “Of course I do. Go on.”

         
         “And I have nothing to admit,” Annabelle answered. “Not yet.”

         
         “Not yet . . .” Caroline nodded. She saw where this was going. She closed her eyes and turned to face that familiar sun again,
            not wanting to focus on her wearisome marriage today. Her father was up there somewhere; the man who never really approved
            of Eddie, even after he found so much success in Manhattan.
         

         
         “We need it,” Annabelle announced. “Both our husbands have splurged on extracurriculars, and it’s time for us to stop stewing
            and act. See what it feels like to be with someone else. Look at it this way: at the very least, an affair will inform you.”
         

         
         “Inform me—interesting justification.”

         
         “An affair is a step to the breakup of your marriage, if there is one on the horizon. If not, well, at least you’ve done what
            Eddie has and won’t care so much.”
         

         
         “Well, as of now, I’m still married. And, yes, Eddie did, but I wouldn’t . . . it’s not me.”

         
         “Oh really?” Annabelle prodded. “You almost did it once with an artist on some design job.”

         
         “I thought about it with that artist. I almost kissed him in a kitchen, Annabelle,” Caroline corrected. “And I didn’t. But he was great-looking, so I wasn’t wrong to at
            least look at him twice.” Caroline remembered he had cornered her against the fridge, his fingers brushing her hair back in
            the most sexual way.
         

         
         “You’re overdue, that guy was pre-kids, right?” Annabelle asked.

         
         “Yeah, like ten years ago. It was right when I first suspected Eddie. I think I was about a month pregnant with Gigi. I locked
            myself in the bathroom after the artist in question almost kissed me, and I literally talked to myself in the mirror, ‘Don’t
            do this. Don’t go there.’ And I didn’t. Eddie and I went to therapy, and I confronted him about straying, telling him to cool
            it. So, one: that doesn’t count. And two: since it doesn’t, your point is moot.”
         

         
         “My point is you came close at least once.”

         
         Annabelle, six inches taller than Caroline, stood up and put her hands on her friend’s shoulders for that added domination
            she loved. “Somewhere between, what, two and however many (maybe six?) women later on your husband’s scorecard, and you’re
            not super pissed you haven’t?”
         

         
         Caroline opened the last package of chowder crackers and threw them at the seagulls one by one. She vowed to take the heat
            off herself and put some on her friend. “You always overlooked Arthur’s affairs; you always said you were going to forget
            that one French colleague, that masseuse and, instead, focus on the fact that he’s the most attentive gentleman out there . . .
            which, I do agree, he is. So what’s changed?”
         

         
         “Emotions evolve. I feel resentment building,” Annabelle answered, pursing her lips, and sitting back down on the bench, elegantly
            crossing her grasshopper-long legs.
         

         
         Caroline shielded her eyes with both hands from the harsh sun to look at her statuesque friend. “And how do you factor in
            breaking a vow, an emotional tornado, and the daunting logistics of the thing?” Eddie deserved it, but one image struck at
            her heart: his expression if he found out. His plentiful cheeks would sag and deflate; tears would flow. There had to be a
            better way to leave, without hurting him so much. Part of Caroline wanted to be friends with Eddie, good co-parents, but no
            longer his partner. An affair was not a productive way to get there. “You’re giving me that condescending look.”
         

         
         “What look?”

         
         “That look I hate: that same look you give me when you dare me to do things I have no desire, or, frankly, the ability to
            do.”
         

         
         “My what’s-wrong-with-you look?”

         
         “Not everyone was a ski and tennis team captain at Dartmouth, Annabelle. I skied down that black diamond mogul run and almost broke several limbs.”
         

         
         “You want this.”

         
         “Says who?” Caroline asked.

         
         “And sorry to fuck with your splendid memories of that cold Vermont trip, but you never made it down that black diamond run
            on actual skis: you shuffled down the sides of the slope on your butt.” She placed her arm on the back of the bench triumphantly.
         

         
         From day one in nursery school, Caroline found Annabelle von Tattenbach (née Digby) to be an exception and an enigma: a snotty
            newspaper heiress, but cool; loaded, but defiantly real; an ice queen, but emotionally present. Annabelle not only kept Caroline
            guessing but also kept her honest with herself, which she found she needed more and more these days. Annabelle was the best
            friend she’d always yearned for, in a form she’d never imagined possible.
         

         
         “Even trying to return one of your tennis serves isn’t fun for me and, metaphorically, you could say, this is the same: making
            me handle something I can’t handle. I don’t gracefully swan dive into daring waters like you do. And, besides, Eddie couldn’t
            take it.”
         

         
         “Would you stop always giving that bully his way before yours?”

         
         “I don’t always . . .”

         
         “You do always. You know that. Take care of yourself for once,” Annabelle answered. “It’s simple. We both agree to sleep with
            someone else this summer. Someone safe, of course, but, nonetheless, someone else.”
         

         
         Caroline tossed her Diet Coke can into the recycling bin before adding, “Finding someone safe is modern fairy-tale bullshit.”

         
         “By the end of summer, you need to decide if you are staying and I, well, I need to decide how I’m going to stay,” Annabelle added sternly.
         

         
         “That’s the only thing you’ve said today that makes sense.” She walked a few paces toward the edge of the pier now, free from
            Annabelle’s spell casting. Looking out for that long-gone Boston Whaler, Caroline flung her purse over her shoulder with a
            little extra force. Resisting this woman was almost impossible once she got going.
         

         
         “If my marriage with Eddie is over at some point, I need to do what’s right for the kids, what Theo and Gigi really need.”
            Caroline turned back to her friend. “And, whether I leave him or not, I fundamentally believe my kids belong in the surf and
            sun and sand out here in their school years, instead of marching around in loafers and school uniforms on city concrete. Eddie
            promised me we could move back when I had kids. This very fall, Theo could start kindergarten out here; Gigi fourth grade.”
            Caroline looked back at the glistening water. “I mean, c’mon, they don’t even play on the bay beaches I grew up on.”
         

         
         “I promise, a summer affair might finally give you real answers to where all that anxiety is coming from: the city, Eddie
            Clarkson, or both.” Annabelle raised her eyebrows at Caroline, forming that expression that often helped her crush life’s
            opponents.
         

         
         “Well, I’m different that way,” Caroline stated, as she looked out at the harbor again, disturbed there was no Boston Whaler
            in sight. Though she would not admit it to Annabelle, an affair was, in the here and now of a summer’s twilight, something
            she might consider. Eddie was a good, playful father and surely in love with her. But it was impossible for any partner to
            satiate his appetite for attention. And when she couldn’t, he’d gorged elsewhere. And, yes, it made her furious and humiliated
            her.
         

         
         “I might readdress your ridiculous plan at some point down the line,” Caroline said, finally. “You’re right about one thing: I’m sure
            I need something to change. Especially today. I’m feeling so strange suddenly.”
         

         
         She grabbed her cracker wrappers and napkin out of her pocket and crumpled them into a tight ball as if that would help her
            resolve.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 3
The Titan Treatment

         
         
            Thursday before Memorial Day Weekend, Midtown Manhattan

         

         Caroline’s husband, Eddie Clarkson, laid his head back on the white leather Philippe Starck desk chair he’d bought at Art
            Basel Miami this past fall. He adjusted his headset and microphone, deciding he’d listen to exactly two more minutes of horseshit
            excuses.
         

         
         He closed his eyes to temper his frustration while his partner in the Hawaiian poke bowl fast-food venture droned on, “I promise
            you, Eddie. We just need another infusion. I know I said three years to profitability, but it’s gonna take four. We have franchises
            to develop, and, in time, they’re going to make us strong gains. I’m telling you, the rare tuna, the cauliflower rice for
            all those low-carb freaks. What do you think all those women who take all those SoulCycle classes want for lunch? Poke bowls
            and poke bowls. Every single one of them.”
         

         
         “I don’t know what idiot declared that the entire country should be fuckin’ gorging on cauliflower all of a sudden,” Eddie
            pointed out.
         

         
         The window in his corner office on Fifty-Second Street looked down Park Avenue toward the building that stood above Grand
            Central Terminal. It used to say Pan Am in blue lights on the top when he was a young kid and visited Manhattan with his uncle Charlie. No one in his immediate family
            back in East Hampton ever went to the big city; they didn’t see the need, nor were they interested. And Eddie saw where that
            provinciality landed his parents: his mom stuck driving an assisted-living transport bus and his dad an oil delivery truck,
            making dirt money their whole lives. Uncle Charlie understood the city was the key to real cash flow. He taught Eddie that
            it was just a matter of figuring out how to get close to the people who had a shit-ton of it.
         

         
         “And if you look at column four, admittedly, the projections were a little off, but . . .”

         
         Time’s up. Eddie opened his eyes and placed his elbows on his glass desk. One phone, one small glass cube holding a dozen
            silver Cartier pens, and one small laptop lay before him. He wasn’t into paper. Eddie didn’t like records or reminders; it
            was always verbal with him, and everyone knew that by now.
         

         
         A seating area with a white leather couch and two metal Knoll armchairs with white leather strips for seats stood on the other
            side of the desk. A spotless glass coffee table anchored them in a half circle. He demanded that his dark chocolate rug be
            vacuumed in the same direction every morning so he could see linear grooves when he walked in. That kind of thing made his
            day, boosted his mood, and got him ready to tell assholes like those on his phone right now to piss off.
         

         
         “And on the next page, you see the P and L of . . .”

         
         Eddie breathed in deep through his nose like a parent summoning patience with a three-year-old who wouldn’t get dressed. He
            rubbed his evenly cropped haircut, which was as carefully groomed as his rug. As the team’s justifications poured into his
            headset, he stood his stocky build up and walked over to the electric blue Yves Klein Venus statue in the corner.
         

         
         That brunette lesbian art adviser told him to buy it and hold it for at least ten years. Too bad she didn’t respond to his
            jokes about having a threesome with one of her girlfriends if he bought the art she pitched. She answered that every banker
            client in the city made the same proposal. And that he was “profoundly pedestrian” in his assumptions.
         

         
         He wondered if her instincts about Yves Klein were golden and he’d cash in as she promised. He massaged the blue goddess’s
            breasts with his fingertips, though he was told that his prints would mar the surface of the pigment and decrease the statue’s
            value.
         

         
         He did it anyway because the image of lesbians and their nipples rubbing up against each other got him stiff in his pants,
            even if only for a brief moment. Then, the thought of that lesbian art adviser kicking him in the nuts if he asked her how
            she got her own nipples hard caused his erection to wilt.
         

         
         Out of nowhere, he barked into the phone. “Shut the fuck up with this speculative bullshit. I’ve had enough. I’m out.”

         
         Eddie punched the end call button hard with his index finger.
         

         
         “Eleanor!” he screamed. “They are going to call back. Tell them when I say fuck off, I actually mean fuck off for fuckin’ real.” He shook his head.
         

         
         Eddie had a feeling this deal would never work. He’d write the Hawaiian fast-food disaster off on some tax loss statement.
            If Caroline and her friends didn’t order tuna tartar so much every time they went out, he’d never have put a penny into this
            poke bowl food scheme to begin with.
         

         
         He needed some tax write-offs anyway, so even if the three poke bowl franchises in this cockamamy deal were booming, he’d
            have been out and figured a way to make it look like a loss. The partners didn’t know that. They didn’t need to. So many things
            people didn’t need to know. That was a primary goal in his business life: remembering the link between limited knowledge and
            limited fall-out. Uncle Charlie, Lord rest his soul, taught him that too.
         

         
         “Eleanor!” he yelled again. “Get the car outside. Tell him I’ll be down in five, and I hope the company sends that amazing
            driver.”
         

         
         His assistant knew when to push her boss and when to hold back. Every day, for thirty years now, Eleanor used the same thick
            tortoiseshell clip to firmly nestle a short bun just above her neck. Today, she’d chosen one of her bright suits, peach in
            hue, with a white silk blouse, and sensible heels that helped support the weight of her sizable calves and ankles.
         

         
         “You have the people in the waiting area,” Eleanor said. “We canceled on them three times. Remember they helped you last year:
            your lawyer’s cousin’s friend. I think this time you should . . .”
         

         
         “Really? They gave me shitty advice last time. Put them in the conference room, and I’ll talk to them from the car. I’ll FaceTime
            you once I get downstairs. Show my face on the video conference projector. Just as good.”
         

         
         Eddie pushed open the glass door of his office, marched out, and pushed the elevator button. He stared at his reflection in
            the bronze-mirrored panel. At five feet eight, he may not precisely tower over people, but, he figured, his strong limbs,
            cropped brown hair, and large, full lips and eyes, made him a damn good-looking male specimen.
         

         
         He was wearing a Thom Browne suit that hugged his crotch a little too tightly, especially when he got a hard-on from imagining
            frisky lesbian art dealers, but he’d lose the weight soon. Though that stylist at Barney’s explained Thom Browne designed
            for lanky models, not men who cut such a muscular girth, nor with such thick thighs, he ignored him. Eddie figured the suit
            would fall better with the ten pounds off. That was two years ago.
         

         
         He adjusted his testicles a little and then loosened his flashy purple Prada tie. Caroline never liked that tie and told him
            he looked silly in it, like a disco dancer, like John Travolta in the old days. She would have liked it a lot less if she
            knew Hélène bought it for him. He always wore it on the Thursday before Memorial Day weekend. Hard to believe, but it was
            the tenth anniversary of that very, very bad day.
         

         
         Waiting for the elevator, he looked at the strange geometric lines and shapes in the drawing he’d bought at the recent contemporary
            evening sale at Sotheby’s. He couldn’t ever remember the artist’s name. He looked again at the plate: Julie Mehretu. That’s
            right, Mehretu.

         
         The three other companies on this floor didn’t seem to care about what art Eddie hung in the public spaces. They didn’t have
            any taste anyway. All he knew was Goldman Sachs had a big Julie Mehretu painting in their lobby on West Street in the Financial
            District. His company wasn’t exactly Goldman, but the feel of his entrance should match the lobbies of the Wall Street giants.
         

         
         Marcus McCree was waiting downstairs for him, out front of the Lever House restaurant where Eddie and every other power macher in Midtown ate lunch. Marcus rarely chauffeured anymore, but when he did, he always drove one of the two navy-blue Maybachs
            in his fleet.
         

         
         All through high school, Eddie had driven a navy-blue Ford F-150 pickup. Uncle Charlie had agreed to split payments with him,
            as long as he did well in school and worked hard at his summer jobs. Eddie’s father had only driven that oil truck his whole
            life, no reason he had to be so tough on his son. Charlie thought it wasn’t the kid’s fault Jake drank himself into oblivion
            all the time.
         

         
         Jake Clarkson egged his son on every time Eddie walked through the door of the home he’d bought for them. “Why don’t you come
            home more often,” he’d slur from the worn, rust-colored corduroy Barcalounger he’d installed front and center in the new living
            room, despite his son’s disagreement. Or rather, because of it. “You too good for us, now?” There was nothing much Eddie or
            Caroline could do to appease him, not that he was ever sober enough at night to hear them. When Eddie would splurge on anything—from
            a navy Mercedes AMG S65 to a set of soft, navy Louis Vuitton loafers—he often did it to spite his dad. Just to prove he could
            live any way he pleased. Most material things in his life had that instant ability to make him feel like a badass motherfucker.
            Especially navy blue things, the color of winners.
         

         
         “Hey man, good to see you; glad it’s you today, Marcus.” Eddie slapped the driver’s shoulder and stepped into the quiet womb
            of the plush back seat. “Take the FDR Drive, would ya? I hate the lights, even if that traffic app tells you to take First
            Avenue, just ignore it. Jesus Christ, it’s hot today.”
         

         
         “You got it,” Marcus said. “We’ll take the drive.” After sealing Eddie into the back, he moved like Fred Astaire as he walked
            to the driver’s side. Marcus McCree ran the Executive Coach enterprise with sixty cars and a hundred drivers with different
            shifts.
         

         
         Marcus served in the police force for a dozen years, which allowed him to watch things, speculate intelligently on things
            that weren’t right. He was shrewd in many areas, not only in starting a business from scratch. A forty-year-old African-American
            man with a shiny, clean-shaven head and an elegant, slim frame, he looked even taller than his six-foot-three height. Marcus
            didn’t drive anymore because he ran the enterprise. He only started driving Eddie because he’d gotten that phone call to check
            on him. He knew that he was in a position, like the man who’d called him, to tidy things up, and to protect people.
         

         
          

         The Maybach crossed the hustle of morning in Midtown and entered the FDR Drive downtown at Sixty-Third Street and the East
            River. The car hovered over the jagged cracks in the pavement and the deep potholes as if on a sea of clouds. Eddie FaceTimed
            Eleanor from his iPhone. His image appeared on the office video screen; Eddie could see the three losers in suits sitting
            around his conference table. He yelled into his phone, “Go ahead with the pitch. You got ten minutes.”
         

         
         His personal cell phone rang twice, and he rejected the call before Brittany could get through. She was a little needy sometimes,
            and it made him nervous he’d be found out. He hoped the man—or woman—upstairs in the sky wasn’t watching through the sunroof.
            Eddie often got superstitious, and he looked for signs.
         

         
         Birds were always telling him things, swooping down and sending him messages. Rain always meant good luck. After big pitch
            meetings, he’d make sure every little thing the rest of the day was done with good intent, energy, and generosity. If he saw
            a wrapper on the sidewalk, he’d pick it up and throw it out. Sure, sometimes he’d walk past it, and then huff and go back
            and get it. He’d give up a taxi he’d hailed to a woman waiting, or to a man, and even hold the door for the woman or the guy—even though
            it made him look super gay. Eddie didn’t believe God controlled the cash flow, but he felt someone was watching. Someone was
            judging him, he knew that much. Like Uncle Charlie said, You earn your luck.

         
         The Maybach rounded another curve near that tacky restaurant on the water. Those lousy shrimp puffs from that sweet sixteen
            entered his mind—he had to go, the father was an investor. Eddie opened the window and stretched his head out. It felt as
            if he’d stuck his face near an open oven door, but the wind dried the sweat on his forehead. Another masterpiece banger of
            a song came on.
         

         
         Alejandro, Alejandro . . .

         
         Marcus glided off the FDR Drive at the Avenue C exit. A few twentysomething men played handball in gated, worn-down courts.
            Girls in booty shorts and colorful halter blouses sat nearby on overturned white painter’s buckets. Travis Scott blared from
            a speaker by their side. As Eddie and Marcus drove into the depths of Alphabet City, near Tompkins Square Park, they passed
            twenty-four-hour bodegas selling cigars, vaping paraphernalia, soda, and chips, alongside trendy restaurants with French names
            he couldn’t pronounce.
         

         
         The high and low pulsing in this great city was awesome. Caroline, for some reason he could never understand, wanted to move
            back to the wood-and-sand hinterland of Long Island. Another million in his bank account might help sway her; although he
            knew she didn’t care about all the cash like he did.
         

         
         Marcus stopped a block up on the corner of Avenue B and Sixth Street by the Le Chien Noir bistro. Eddie opened his own door.
            This is how he always wanted it downtown. This area was half hipster, half somewhat poor, and he didn’t want to look like
            a bougie banker guy. He’d instructed Marcus the first time they came to this block to never forget how he wanted it done:
            wait behind the wheel and stare ahead. Don’t even look sideways.

         
         Eddie walked into the small French bistro, one with a down-and-out, seedy decor that surely took more time to curate than
            a spanking new one. Above the counter, the menu was written on a blackboard with white chalk in letters that looked a tad
            too French and swirly for his taste. He didn’t really get the French, or even twentysomethings these days. The place was hip,
            but red linoleum chairs looked pretty down-market to him. At least, he didn’t need to order and try to figure out what the
            menu said.
         

         
         He sat down in the far corner. Véronique brought over his French grilled cheese, ham in the middle, white sauce inside, as
            usual. It was called a croque something, but he didn’t like to try to say it. He cared far more about the fact that Véronique’s
            leggings looked as though they had been plastered onto her bulbous beach ball of an ass. He loved that her blouse was strategically
            buttoned at the very bottom of her lace bra, right where her messy blond curls ended. She leaned her bountiful tits into his
            ear. “Your Tabasco is by the napkins. You want a regular Coke again or you want to be a little wild and have a 7UP,” she asked.
            Her butt rubbed his shoulder firmly as she turned away.
         

         
         Uncle Charlie had told him only safe women could be indulged in. “Safe” meant a woman who would lose as much as you if word
            got out. But sometimes Eddie slipped a little: just that one blow job from Véronique, that one time. Life was too short not
            to experience those comic-book-level lips around his cock once. Just like Veronica in the Archie series, he kept telling her.
         

         
         No matter how hard Véronique tried to seduce him again, Eddie promised himself he’d resist. Uncle Charlie was right: you only
            screwed women who were safe. Véronique was not only single, but looked at him with longing. Also, she didn’t have any money,
            and now, he had way too much: the very definition of unsafe. Uncle Charlie up in heaven was wagging his finger: Stay away from that French woman, they’re all seductresses.

         
         Still, he wasn’t to blame for treading into dangerous territory a few times since he got married. What the hell was he supposed
            to do when he wanted a little activity and minimal risk? Do a rich housewife with equal standing? Women in velvet Gucci loafers
            didn’t turn him on, even the purebred hot moms in his neighborhood. He didn’t see why Constantine, the doorman, called them
            yummy mummies. He and Constantine would argue over whether the moms were horny. Eddie always maintained it had been a decade
            since most of them had come for real. The cruder he got, the more Constantine laughed.
         

         
         Véronique returned with the sweet potato chips he loved, even though he hadn’t ordered them. He pushed them aside and adjusted
            the waist on his tight slacks. “Thanks, but not today, baby.” He patted Véronique’s ass and, studying it for a moment, figured
            it was the size of a basketball, not a beach ball. The kind of thing you could cup in one hand.
         

         
         “Where is my man?” he asked her. “I’ve been here five minutes already.”

         
         “You know the drill, honey. You made the rules, now you forget them? You eat your croque monsieur. You drop the napkin on
            the plate. I get it. He comes in when you’re done. You told us you don’t like to eat and do business. You like to eat, then do business, or do business and then eat. So, if you tap the table like you did when you came in, I bring the food, and Thierry is going to chill outside near
            the lamppost.” She nodded toward the opposite side of the street.
         

         
         Thierry Moinot saluted. He was wearing straight-leg jeans, a fresh pair of black Nike Air Force 1 sneakers, and a gray bomber
            jacket. His ponytail stuck out of the back of his plain black cap. At thirty-seven, and a very slight man, he didn’t want
            the balding part to show. Thierry kept the hat on all day every day when the sun and lights tended to highlight the thinning
            hair on top. He wasn’t too successful with the ladies. Anything to help.
         

         
         Once Eddie had demolished his croque monsieur and inhaled the chips he maintained he didn’t want, Véronique cleared the table.
            Thierry got the signal and crossed the street slowly, like a fighter readying to duel. He was the son of one of the greatest
            polo players ever to play in Europe. Certainly, the greatest to die in debt.
         

         
         When Thierry sat down, Eddie asked, “What’s with the attitude? I’m paying you.”

         
         “Given everything, you have no right to discuss my mood,” Thierry stared flatly. “I’ve done everything you and Philippe asked
            me to do. I play ball, and I deliver.”
         

         
         Eddie nodded. “Well, you got everything?”

         
         “It’s Philippe who got everything for you. I believe it is as you wish. Fifty-three prized animals in your new stables in
            Bridgehampton.”
         

         
         “And all the equipment? The bridles? Every fuckin’ fake Hermès saddle I ordered from his bullshit replica people who charge
            me close to full fare?”
         

         
         “No one will know the difference; he promised you that. All the equipment is out there. I’ve been working all week. It looks
            like the fanciest vineyard in the world, not a stable for horses. Just like you planned. And ready for the Memorial Day weekend.”
            Thierry was thinking it was a pretty shitty thing to sell clients fake Hermès who could afford the real deal anyway. Nothing
            made sense to Thierry about Philippe and Eddie’s arrangements on the whole horse complex. He was only doing his best for little
            Rosie.
         

         
         Back in his Maybach, Marcus McCree snuck a sideways glance. Something was up today with Clarkson. He wished he could read
            lips as well as his deaf little sister. Next time they drove down here, he’d tell Justine to rush and sit discreetly again
            in the bistro. While Eddie Clarkson ate his two-thousand-calorie French sandwich, Justine had translated all his crazy shit
            twice now. By the look on Thierry Moinot’s face, he could tell there was much more he needed to understand to protect that
            Caroline Clarkson. She was always too nice to everyone, including her husband. Marcus vowed to stick behind this wheel, for
            this client only, until he had it all under control.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 4
Strange Stroll

         
         “Let’s go get your work stuff done,” Annabelle said as she and Caroline left the pier. “One more thing, though: Why did you
            keep saying you felt strange on that bench? Don’t think I didn’t notice you evaded my question.”
         

         
         “You’re going to think I’ve lost my mind,” Caroline answered cautiously. “But I’m a little off today because I honestly thought
            I saw Joey Whitten.” Her heart plunged into the depths as she admitted this out loud; she kept picturing Joey’s stubbly beard
            and his firm, square jaw. And then, imagining the waves overtaking him, that beautiful face sinking.
         

         
         To this day, she’d sense Joey’s presence in the room sometimes, and would hold her arms tight to her body, feeling him. She
            whispered to him when she walked on their beach off Atlantic Avenue. Many times during a random hour on any day, she still
            felt an urge to tell Joey about something funny or stupid someone had said. But, as her grandmother on the Henderson side
            told her at his funeral: We don’t end up with the one we love the most.
         

         
         That was the saddest thing she ever heard.

         
         After an emotional year of walking around in a virtual zombie state after Joey’s death, Caroline finally fell into Eddie Clarkson’s
            arms. Eddie had pursued her relentlessly since they were in the ninth grade. When their algebra teacher kicked him out of
            class for a rude, rebellious comment, as she did pretty much every few days, he’d smile at Caroline on the way out. No one
            her age had ever shown off for her, winked at her and meant it. Eddie’s insurrections had made her ache to know him better.
            Finally, one afternoon in his attic, they made out so hard her lips stung for days.
         

         
         Since that one kiss, that one Algebra class, Eddie had never once fallen for anyone else, even during the six years she was
            with Joey. Eddie had told her that about five thousand times ever since. When he teased that he was her rebound man, the joke
            always made Caroline uncomfortable. A year after the tragic drowning, it felt good to be held so tightly, to succumb to a
            strong man she’d known for a decade, who loved her fiercely. And no man would top his marriage proposal, on his knee in that
            insane medieval costume.
         

         
         “He’s gone, honey,” Annabelle reminded her as she tapped on a restaurant window beside her on the sidewalk. “Once we get your
            work done, let’s have lunch here, then to Eddie’s stables to check on the ponies.” She hoped Caroline wouldn’t detect that
            she really wanted to check up on that new polo playing trainer, Philippe de Montaigne. What a delicious name. The body was
            beyond. She went on, “And, sorry, what’s possibly going through your mind that would make you believe you saw Joey Whitten?”
         

         
         Caroline’s face turned more serious, as if honoring something precious. “I saw a little boat like his, a Boston Whaler in
            the harbor. The guy had his exact profile. And I’m remembering everything . . . even the feel of his face.”
         

         
         “The feel of his face? What are you talking about?” Annabelle asked, never a big romantic. “I mean, I get it, he was dreamy,
            but why would you think you saw him? Kind of ghoulish, no?” She knew Caroline was always more emotionally affected by things
            big and small. One memory could launch her friend into a completely different mood.
         

         
         Caroline thought about the old bed in his grandfather’s beach shack, how the lights never worked, and how the ocean breeze
            wafted through the windows and always blew out the candles. How that annoyed Joey because he couldn’t see her nude any longer,
            beneath him, beside him, over him. Afterward, they’d laugh about how the wind was always strongest right when they were in
            the height of it, not the time to stop and relight candles.
         

         
         Caroline huffed. All of it, too sad. And so fresh in her mind, even the smell of the blown-out candlewicks.

         
         “Are you going to answer me, or are you going to walk into this piece of metal?” Annabelle asked, as she yanked Caroline closer
            to her, saving her from the sharp edge of a street sign that nearly cut her head. “Just because you saw a Boston Whaler, literally
            the most common boat in any marina on the Eastern Seaboard, and some guy with a handsome profile driving it, doesn’t mean
            Joey’s come back from the depths of the sea to screw you.”
         

         
         “Stop.” Caroline laughed. “It’s been thirteen years, and I still remember everything about him: his voice, what made him laugh,
            every second of being naked with him.” Even the scent of sex seemed to be heavy in the humid air around Caroline today. “He
            used to make me smile just by walking in the room, and that guy on the boat, just like Joey, had these kind of sculpted arms,
            curved in, slumped shoulders, that . . . I don’t know; there are men that just linger in us, forever.”
         

         
         “C’mon, you’re never going to get over that one,” Annabelle replied. “He’s gonna linger, Caroline.”

         
         The deckhands holding brushes and rags stopped working as the two beautiful women walked down the pier. Caroline, at a young-looking
            thirty-eight, was round all over her short, tight body, with balloon breasts and a full behind. She could sense men and women
            alike watching her piercing blue eyes and her curvy build when she walked down the sidewalk or into any restaurant. Even when
            Caroline was little, her mother used to say she stopped traffic on Main Street with her fair skin against her Snow White,
            jet-black bob.
         

         
         Meanwhile, Annabelle, at forty, walked like a ballerina, even though she never took one dance class in her life. At a lean
            five foot ten, her straight, Nordic blond hair fell down her back and ended in a manicured line that swayed side to side as
            she moved, like a freshly cut hedgerow. The muscles in her thighs were outlined through her tight, white jeans, especially
            when she knelt in that way she knew highlighted her body.
         

         
         “You’re thinking about Joey because summer is starting, and you both loved the beach, and then when I pressed you about our
            affair plan, it got worse,” Annabelle reminded her, wrapping her rose cashmere sweater around her shoulders like a true American
            aristocrat.
         

         
         “Your affair plan.”
         

         
         “Okay, mine, but possibly yours too. That got you thinking about the crazy sex you said you always had with Joey. And besides, if you’re going to sit on a bench
            for a long time and get all insane and depressed, then you can easily imagine some shadow out on the water is something it
            isn’t.”
         

         
         “I’m sure you’re right,” Caroline said.

         
          

         And now, way out of the women’s sight on the other side of the Sag Harbor town bridge, that Boston Whaler idled offshore,
            Joey Whitten at the wheel. With his Yankees baseball cap tightly pulled down over his face, he drove that boat in a similar
            daze. He had seen Caroline too, and he knew she was no ghost, but his raven-haired love. Those twenty worn photos he’d touched
            and caressed every day, now curled at the edges, white scratches crinkling the surface, didn’t show the real story. In the
            last thirteen unlucky years, Caroline had become even more beautiful than he ever remembered.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 5
It’s Très Chaud in the Hamptons

         
         As a delivery truck exited Eddie Clarkson’s equine complex, Philippe de Montaigne drove his clementine-orange convertible
            Porsche toward its rear gate. The fresh air blew back his floppy French hair, and he wondered if the rushing wind might flatten
            his natural waves a tad too much. The former polo champion pushed his new Persol sunglasses down his nose a bit and stared
            at his penetrating bedroom eyes in the rearview mirror. Was it possible these glasses made him even more handsome than the
            vintage Ray-Bans he’d worn for decades?
         

         
         As this megalomaniac stared at himself instead of the road, his car veered across the center line, while a delivery truck
            roared down Spring Farm Lane toward him. The truck driver honked loudly, just in time to avoid a head-on collision. “Merde alors!” Philippe screamed out the window, blaming yet another American who couldn’t drive. He would not recognize the delivery driver,
            nor know that the man had no business being anywhere near Sea Crest Stables.
         

         
         Philippe punched in the code to the back entrance. This gate was constructed of plain steel rails, far inferior to the white
            basket-weave woodwork entrance that welcomed clients out front. Philippe was the head trainer of Sea Crest Stables after all,
            not a junior employee. He imagined his grandmother watching him now, trying to fathom a world where her grandson, Philippe
            de Montaigne, had been formally relegated to the service entrance.
         

         
         Eddie Clarkson insisted anyone making an actual salary at his new equine complex not sully the front area with cars and their
            resultant dust. When Philippe complained about parking his vintage sports car in the back near the hay bales and porta potties,
            Eddie answered, “Yep. The back. It’ll set an example for the rest of the staff. You know, that you’re on their team.”
         

         
         Since his infamous polo accident had put an end to his modeling and sponsorships days, Philippe was exceedingly low on funds.
            He needed this job, but he didn’t remember Eddie explaining that he would be treated like the guys who raked up the horse
            shit. He had, after all, introduced those polo playing investors to Eddie in the first place. Upon hearing the entrance rules,
            Philippe had raised his right eyebrow in that way that made women weak with desire. He asked, “The back, I see. If you park
            in the front, does that then mean you are not on their team?”
         

         
         “I own shit, I run shit, and I drive where I want,” Eddie replied.

         
         Philippe had considered telling Eddie to suck his huge French dick right then and there. Americans were like that, always
            categorizing people by how much money they had. Philippe’s ancestors were barons and counts, and inside the circles of refined
            people on the other side of the Atlantic, breeding, not one’s financial assets, mattered most.
         

         
         Philippe parked beside a stinking manure pile and slammed the door of his Porsche shut, rattling the car with a tinny bang.
            The door handle was a bit loose, but he didn’t have the money to spend on an overpriced mechanic. It had been three years
            of hell with his endorsements gone and income dribbling in. No company wanted a forty-five-year-old with a leg limp as the
            face and body of their products. He walked through the dirt, the pain from the iron rod in his left leg constant. His right
            arm was so mangled from the collision of seven horses that it still hung awkwardly from his shoulder. Thank the good Lord
            his fingers still worked on the crucial lady parts. That light, butterfly fluttering touch of his caused women’s eyes to roll
            into their heads, and to moan like wounded donkeys.
         

         
         Philippe’s polo accident, replayed on YouTube 493,238 times so far, was known in elite horse circles as “the big one.” In
            the smash-up two years before, all the riders were jettisoned from their saddles, and several horses tumbled onto their sides.
            Philippe was thrown as if he’d been flung from a giant medieval slingshot. He lay in the dirt for minutes, his limbs splayed
            like a starfish’s, before anyone, including the EMTs, dared to move him.
         

         
         His polo days over, this trainer job made sense on numerous counts. The French partners that basically owned Eddie Clarkson
            had told Philippe to leave everything to the Americans, that the deal would flush him with cash. It was Maryanne who would
            keep everything running smooth and on the down-low. Eddie Clarkson was a diverting sideshow. Everyone knew that.
         

         
         As for Eddie’s side, when the French investors pushed their man Philippe as a watchdog employee, he agreed right away. Eddie
            knew his clientele well, the main key to his success in real estate. Philippe’s bad boy brown hair and doe-like eyes would
            not only provide the right cover, but lure clients in—especially the fortysomething moms heading full throttle toward adultery
            and divorce. He’d told Maryanne early on, “That’s the kind of polo-playing playboy I want as the head trainer: catnip to all
            those unhappily married felines.”
         

         
          

         As Philippe entered the center hallway of the main stables, his proximity to Earth’s noblest creatures started to repair his
            sour mood. He reminded himself that an entry gate did not count in life, only manners and penile girth did, and to put his
            ego aside.
         

         
         Watching the moms’ asses bouncing in their tight horse breeches would make Eddie’s idiotic rules easier to bear as well. He
            liked to complain, but the reality was this: as he strolled by the prized animals he trained, he could hardly wait for summer
            to begin.
         

         
          

         The stables building, made in the shape of an X, housed forty stalls in each of four long halls that met in a middle, circular
            room. A fountain punctuated the center with navy and white mosaic tiled walls that rose to a cathedral ceiling with flying
            buttresses. Eddie had picked a deep blue to match first-place ribbons, his lucky, winning color.
         

         
         Philippe stopped at the third stall on the right, Seaside engraved on a brass nameplate on the door. A prima donna worthy of his fame, Seaside’s balletic stride earned national championships
            in the prestigious amateur-owner hunter divisions. The animal, belonging to that American delight, Annabelle von Tattenbach,
            stood imperiously in his housing, playing hard to get.
         

         
         Philippe grabbed a huge, deformed carrot out of a bucket and snapped it in two. The gelding turned quickly for the treat,
            suddenly finding his trainer worthy of attention. Philippe fed a piece on his outstretched palm and patted the distinctive
            seahorse-shaped spot on Seaside’s face. He then grabbed both sides of the bridle and planted a kiss squarely on his nose.
            “You snob,” he said. “You only talk to me if I feed you. I love you anyway.”
         

         
         Philippe heard the wooden barn doors at the far stable hallway slide open. That very Annabelle von Tattenbach strolled toward
            him, her slender legs slicing through beams of sun and clouds of dust. Eddie’s beautiful wife walked beside her. Grading Caroline’s
            physique, he decided she was too fleshy in the hindquarters, too roundly American for him—a good thing since she was married
            to his boss. A bit disgusted by her full thighs, he thought, yes, resisting Caroline Clarkson would be easy. He fancied women
            with coltish legs, long necks, and a more aristocratic way about them. Women should be tightly formed, but with muscles that
            weren’t too defined.
         

         
         “Philippe!” Annabelle said, as she removed her sunglasses and approached him. She pulled her blond, shiny hair from a clip.
            It was thick and straight like a horse’s tail, as it fell suggestively around her face.
         

         
         Philippe delicately touched her hair and guided her toward him with his left hand on her upper arm. Annabelle pulled back,
            feigning surprise at his boldness. He held on tight and forced a soft hello kiss near her ear anyway, burying his nose in
            her hair. “You smell so lovely, like spring,” he whispered, raising his left eyebrow. “When is our lesson?”
         

         
         “Seaside looks so happy in his new stall, don’t you think?” Annabelle motor-mouthed. “How could he not? He’s such a beauty.
            And One Hot Pepper, Mouse, Cappa, and Parker are ready for my daughters, I see! Will the rings be available for my girls on
            Sunday after the party? Or, because it’s a holiday weekend, will they be in group lessons with everyone else?”
         

         
         “We can work out anything you like,” Philippe said. “The plan is yours to decide.” He smiled. “Before the party, after the
            party, the next day. I’ll cancel everyone but you and your girls.”
         

         
         Caroline, speechless again at this man’s constant audacity, put her hands on her hips. This was no good. She tried to act
            stern, but she had to bite her lip not to laugh at him.
         

         
         “I’m happy we’re done with the old, crowded rings and that nasty trainer from the barn where we used to ride. I won’t even
            mention his name,” Annabelle answered, referring to her four equestrian-obsessed daughters—Lily, Liza, Louisa, and Laetitia
            (aged eight to fourteen, two years apart)—and the other stables they’d used for years. “And, yes, I’d love to set on a training
            regimen for the girls. The danger of all the horses jumping in two small rings was terrifying, and the reason why we moved
            the ponies and horses to the more spacious Sea Crest to begin with. I thought the girls were going to have terrible accidents.”
            She looked down. “I mean, not a major collision like yours, Philippe, but still. It looked dangerous to a mother.”
         

         
         Caroline knew competitive horse showing was often a shady and shifty sport, and Philippe was just another sleazy player in
            the game. She’d warned Eddie about him and had pushed him to hire a woman she knew and liked instead. She was conflicted enough
            about allowing her nine-year-old daughter, Gigi, to ride in this elite sport at all, and Philippe as a trainer made it worse.
         

         
         “Your husband has created a masterpiece. You know that,” he said to Caroline, bowing slightly. “Please excuse me, ladies.
            I’ve got too much work to do to get ready for the party, all the crowds coming this weekend for their first inspection.” He
            brushed the side of Annabelle’s cheek with the back of his hand as if he were already her boyfriend, and then said softly
            to her, “I can’t wait to hear your plan.”
         

         
         When the women reached the end of the hallway, Caroline turned to her friend. “I came here to let you check on your cavalcade
            of ungodly expensive show ponies and horses, not to watch you salivate over that hopeless lothario.”
         

         
         “I’m just checking out the merchandise, not purchasing.”

         
         “You better not,” Caroline warned, knowing a dare only got her friend more motivated.

         
         The women watched Philippe at the far end of the corridor in his white breeches, caramel riding boots, and tight, navy polo
            shirt. Despite his accident, he had managed to keep his muscular build very powerful and solid. The way he swung his left
            leg around to walk gave him a slight air of vulnerability that he played all too well with the ladies.
         

         
         “Jesus, look at him,” whispered Annabelle, in a bit of a trance watching Philippe depart. Slowly, she added, “What a very,
            deeply, astoundingly serious piece of ass.”
         

         
         “That is the type of person who would really fuck up your little affair idea this summer. Discretion is key.”

         
         Annabelle chose her right to remain silent: innocent until proven otherwise.

         
         Caroline continued, “Discretion means not a well-known pussy hound. You need a lovely man who needs a little action: someone wealthy and single who doesn’t want your
            money. That is the only way your whole idea can work.”
         

         
         “I have stiff-upper-lip breeding, and I’m not falling for anyone, so it’s a little easier for me just to get laid with whomever
            as . . .”
         

         
         “No, you’re warped. Not whomever.” Caroline looked at her friend and smacked her shoulder playfully. “You stay away from Philippe.”
         

         
         “When I have a feeling, you know how I get,” Annabelle said. “I predict we both meet our affair-mates this weekend, even though
            you’re not ready to admit you’re already game.”
         

         
         “I never agreed to anything,” Caroline reminded her, not honestly sure if Annabelle’s affair pact intrigued or terrified her.

         
         “And besides, he’s a trainer who’s well-trained himself,” Annabelle added. “I can tell by the way his hand grazed the back
            of my neck. I’m sorry, but that was hot.”
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter 6
Party Prep

         
         
            Friday before Memorial Day Weekend, Sea Crest Stables, Bridgehampton

         

         A day after that slightly charged meeting with Thierry Moinot in Alphabet City, Marcus drove Eddie to his new real estate
            project in Bridgehampton. At 32 Spring Farm Lane, the gate opened on a property with undulating hills, four pristine horse
            rings, and four long stables. Thierry was right: Sea Crest Stables resembled an opulent Napa Valley vineyard more than a home
            for animals.
         

         
         Naysayers told Eddie that developing the thirty acres was risky, and finding infusions of cash had been a grueling battle.
            Lending banks balked, concluding that his vision for the barn was too grandiose. Investors were skittish because he wanted
            to build the complex on the north side of the Route 27, the “wrong side of the tracks” in the Hamptons. They pointed out that
            all of the important homes, south of Route 27, were owned by families who “mattered.” This estate section of town, near the
            ocean, allowed them entry into country clubs and parties with like-minded folk. Their stables should be close by.
         

         
         “Guys, trust me,” Eddie had disagreed. “I need thirty acres to build this dream. I found a lot on the north side: the seller
            is desperado, I’m telling you; we can rape him on the price.
         

         
         “And don’t forget I grew up out here and I live on Fifth Avenue now. My uncle Charlie drove me by every home out here since
            I was ten. He used to explain to me what land rich
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“Hugely entertaining!”
—ELIN HILDERBRAND,
New York Times
bestselling author, on
It Happens in the Hamptons
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