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“You’re always there for me when I need you,” Lucky said to Alex. They were lying on a towel in the secluded area of the beach that had become their meeting place.

“Where else would I be, and what else do I have to do, except wait around to spend time with you, and come the second you call?” He kissed her, then gazed into her eyes. He had this way of looking at her that was so focused, so interested—as if every time he saw her, he was seeing her for the first time. “Where else would I want to be, except with the woman I’m falling in love with?” he murmured.

Woman. Falling in love. He made her feel like a grown-up. But she pulled away. “We barely know each other,” she forced herself to say, hearing her father’s voice—as little as she wanted to—telling her to be careful about whom she trusted. “How can we be falling in love?”

His smile widened. “Does that mean you’re falling in love with me, too?”

“Alex. I just think it’s a bit soon to know . . .”

He laughed. His ego clearly wasn’t wounded. He was so easygoing, so simple to be around. So sure about them. “Okay, okay. We need to get to know each other better, then. Less kissing, more talking, right? So, what do you want to know?”

“Maybe we can kiss and talk,” she said with a smile. “Where were you born?”

“Here.”

“Do your parents still live here?”

A shadow passed over his face.

“My parents died,” he said.

“Oh, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have—”

“No, no, it’s okay. It’s just . . . still hard to talk about. Maybe it always will be.”

He reached up and traced her jaw with his finger, then kissed it.

“What were they like?”

“They were great parents. Real adventurers. My dad had a little Cessna he kept up at our cabin, out near Muir Woods. We used to spend our summers there, go out there on weekends whenever we could.”

“What happened?” she whispered, her heart aching for him. Imagine having everything—a loving family, two parents—and losing that.

“Engine failure. They crashed. I wasn’t feeling well that day, and I was only eight, so I stayed home, with a babysitter. And I . . . survived.”

“Oh, Alex. I’m so sorry.”

“I still remember what it felt like, to fly with them.” His voice was faraway now. “How small the world looked to me, from way up there. How big it made me feel. How important, how special—to be up there, looking down. I’ve always wanted to do that again.”

“We’ll get a plane one day,” she said automatically, desperate to make him happy.

He was laughing again, the sadness lifted fast. “Oh, will we?” he said. “But we’ve only known each other for a few weeks, so how could we be falling in love, planning to buy small planes together . . .”

He didn’t finish. They were kissing again. Finally, she came up for air and nestled against his chest.

“What happened after that?” she asked.

“After my parents . . . ?”

“Yeah.”

“Well, it wasn’t great. I was mostly raised in foster homes. And now that I’m over eighteen, I’m on my own. I have a shitty apartment, as you know, which is too messy for you to see. But I have big plans for the future.”

“I’m really sorry about your parents,” she said.

“Don’t be. I’m fine. So, come on. Keep going. What else do you want to know?”

They sat up and faced each other. Favorite novel? His was The Great Gatsby. Hers was a tough choice between A Tree Grows in Brooklyn, Beloved, or Play It As It Lays. “But I’m really into short stories right now,” she said, suddenly worried. “Do I have to choose between short stories and novels?”

He laughed. “Don’t panic. You don’t have to choose between anything with me.”

They both liked old movies. His favorite was The Asphalt Jungle. Hers was Topkapi but she had a soft spot for My Fair Lady. They both liked ice cream better than chips, dogs better than cats. “We should get a dog and a plane,” he said.

“Yes,” Lucky said. “A rescue, right?”

“Rescue plane?”

“Dog, you goof. A big one. The biggest rescue dog we can find.”

“A German shepherd.”

“A husky. We’d need a big yard for that, maybe a house in the country . . .”

The sun was starting to set, and Lucky smiled up at the dimming sky; she barely knew where the time had gone. Her dad had been asking her lately where she was always off to, and she had lied and said she had met a friend named Alexa and that they hung out on the beach together most days. Who is she, where does she come from, can you trust her, how do you know that, why don’t you bring her back here so I can meet her? Lucky was so sick of her dad’s paranoia. She wanted to keep her burgeoning relationship to herself—so she was dismayed when she looked away from the sky and saw Reyes walking down the boardwalk toward them.

“Oh, shit,” she said.

“Who’s that?”

“She works with my dad. She’s weird. Not my favorite person.”

Reyes had seen them now. And Lucky had the sense it wasn’t a good thing that she had—that letting anyone else into their insular little world was going to spell trouble for her and Alex.

 

The next evening Lucky returned to the boat after a day spent with Alex to find Priscilla on the deck, as she often was these days. Her father was inside, fixing a pitcher of the sweet tea Priscilla apparently enjoyed—so now, suddenly, they always had lemons and white sugar and tea bags on hand, when before they had never been the kind of people to have anything on hand. Lucky dumped her beach bag on the table and said, “I just got home. I’m not going out again. So please don’t ask me to leave so you can have your meeting.”

“No, no,” her father said. “No need. This is a social visit. Priscilla was hoping to chat with you, actually. Get to know you a little more.”

“Why?” she asked.

“Good bosses take the time to get to know their employees.”

“I’m not her employee.”

“Lucky. Don’t let me down. Come outside, have some iced tea, be polite.”

There was something in his tone that told her he was intimidated by Priscilla, maybe even scared. She took the tray of iced tea and mismatched glasses from her father and said, “Let me serve.”

“Ah, the famous Alaina,” Priscilla said when Lucky emerged.

“It’s Lucky, actually.”

“Right. Alaina is just what it says on the IDs I got you. For your school stuff. All that is going well?”

“Yes,” she said. “I’ll be going to SFU in the fall.”

Lucky poured the teas and sat. It still made her uncomfortable that Priscilla had been the one to get her the ID, that she was beholden to her for anything. Lucky’s father nudged her, and she knew he expected her to say thank you to Priscilla, but she couldn’t bring herself to do it.

The sky was black now, and clouds had rolled in; there were no stars. The small talk continued, with mostly Priscilla asking questions, and her father being overly garrulous. Lucky felt more uncomfortable by the minute. Finally, she stood. “You know what, I forgot, I’m supposed to meet my friend for dinner,” she said, putting down her glass and standing. “She’ll be waiting for me. I really have to run.”

Priscilla leaned forward, smiling sweetly. “That’s nice you’ve made a friend, Lucky. What’s his name?”

“Her. Alexa,” Lucky lied, feeling a sense of foreboding as she did. She grabbed her backpack. “Anyway, nice to see you, bye.” She took off before her father could stop her, and started walking down the dock, thinking she would head to the pay phones outside the marina and call Alex, see what he was up to and if he did indeed feel like dinner, even though they had just parted ways less than an hour ago. He always said yes to her, always seemed to be waiting for her to call.

She was walking so fast she nearly ran straight into Reyes. “God! You scared me! What are you doing here?”

“Waiting for Priscilla,” Reyes said.

“Why didn’t you just go to the boat with her? Why are you lurking here in the dark?”

“Why are you so rude to me all the time? Why do you look at me like I’m a cockroach?”

Lucky couldn’t think of anything to say to that. Because Reyes spent so much more time with her dad than Lucky did these days? Because she seemed so secretive?

Reyes shoved her hands deeper into her pockets, the way she always did. “Whatever. I don’t care. I didn’t really feel like sitting around drinking iced tea tonight, but why should I have to explain that to you?”

“Okay, then, your choice.” Lucky started to walk again.

“Wait,” Reyes said. Lucky turned.

“What?”

“You need to know something. That’s Priscilla’s son, the guy you’ve been hanging around with. I was going to tell your dad—he asked me to keep an eye out for you. But you might as well know now, too.”

“What the hell are you talking about? Alex is Priscilla’s son?”

“That’s not his name. His name is Cary Matheson and yes, he’s Priscilla’s son, and he’s lying to you.”

“Fuck you!”

“Why do you think Priscilla has taken a sudden interest in you? What do you think is really going on here, Lucky? Have you been to his place? Do you even know where he lives? You don’t have all the facts.”

“And you do? You know Alex better than I do?”

“Cary,” Reyes said in a quiet voice. “His name is Cary. And yes, I do. I’ve known him for seven years. And he’s bad news. I don’t know what he wants with you, but now Priscilla knows about you two—and trust me, these are not the kind of people you want to get tangled up with.”

“You’re tangled up with them! You work for her!” But as Lucky spoke, she realized she was the one who was tangled up. She didn’t want to believe Reyes, but she already knew it was probably true.

Reyes’s eyes were troubled. “I wish I didn’t work for her. I wish your dad didn’t. But we’re in it now. There’s nothing we can do. It’s not too late for you, though. You can walk away.”

“I don’t believe you. You just want us apart.”

“What reason would I have for wanting you and Cary apart?”

“I don’t know. Maybe you want him for yourself.”

Reyes laughed softly. “Not a chance in hell.”

Lucky turned away from her and ran through the darkness, toward the pay phones. Alex—or Cary, or whoever he was—answered right away. There was music in the background, but he turned it down. “Hey, babe. What’s up?”

“Is your name really Alex? Or is your name Cary Matheson and is Priscilla your mother? Where are you, right now? Where do you actually live?”

“Whoa, whoa, slow down, what is this about?”

“Answer my questions.”

He was silent. It lasted so long Lucky knew it was all true, and that realization made her heartsick.

“Who told you? Reyes? I should have known. That girl is such a bitch. And she’s totally nuts. Weird, like you said.”

Lucky closed her eyes and leaned against the wall. She had fallen for it. She was a mark. “Why did you lie to me?”

“Just stay where you are and I’ll come to you and explain everything. You’re at the pay phones?”

“No. I don’t want to see you.”

“I care about you so much; I have since the moment I laid eyes on you. I was afraid if you knew who my mother was, you wouldn’t want anything to do with me.”

“I barely even know your mother—or I didn’t then, so why would I have cared?”

“I’m not wrong, admit it. You found out who my mother is, and now you don’t want to see me.”

This was a familiar sensation, the slow turning of the tables on her. She had been through this too many times with her father. She wasn’t going to let him—Alex, Cary, this stranger to her—do it. “So, everything you’ve told me is a lie. Your parents, the plane crash? All lies?”

“Just let me explain myself.”

“You aren’t who I thought you were. What is there to explain?”

“Correction. I’m not who you wanted me to be. What if I’m something better, Alaina? Did you ever think of that?”

It felt like a gut punch. “You know my name isn’t really Alaina. If Priscilla is your mother, you know that. So don’t call me that.”

“Yeah, but the difference is, I don’t care if your name is Alaina, or Luciana, or Lucky, or whatever. We’ve both been hiding stuff. But it doesn’t bother me. Why should it bother you?”

“Because. I don’t want to be with someone like . . .”

“Say it. Someone like you? Someone like your dad? You want to find someone you can pretend with, is that it? Someone who isn’t smart enough to see through you?”

“I don’t want to see you again. Ever.”

She hung up.

 

Reyes was waiting for her father outside the boat when Lucky left the boat the next morning. “I broke up with him, all right? Are you happy?” Lucky snarled.

Reyes looked startled. “Of course I’m not happy about this.”

“Well, it’s what you wanted, right?”

Reyes kicked at a splinter on the dock with her scuffed combat boots, which she wore even on the hottest of days. “I told you. Your dad asked me to look out for you. You were spending time with someone who wasn’t being honest with you. Priscilla found out, and that could be an issue. It’s what a friend does—”

“You’re not my friend—”

“I didn’t say I was your friend. I’m his friend. Your dad’s. And that’s why I did it. I don’t take any pleasure in this.”

Lucky’s eyes were swimming with tears. She turned away from Reyes, not wanting her to see them. She started to walk away, but then stopped and turned back. “Now that you’ve ruined my life, you owe me one. Tell me what it is.”

“What what is?”

“What you and my dad do for Priscilla. Tell me. I deserve to know.”

Reyes lowered her eyes back to the splinter. A long moment passed while she loosened it from the board completely. “It’s a charity,” she finally said.

“A charity?”

She looked up again. “For foster children. I’m the poster child.”

“Are you in the foster program?”

“Technically, no. I’m nineteen now. But I lived with Priscilla as a foster when I was a teen, and that’s how she came up with the idea.”

“So . . . the call center is . . . ?”

“We get donations. But the foundation isn’t real.” Reyes glanced behind her. “And do you want to know something else? If we’re being honest? I’m getting scared. It’s turning into big money. And I know if we get caught, Priscilla will find a way to pin it all on us. I feel like we’re about to—”

A noise behind them. John had come out of the boat. “Oh, hey, you two! Glad to see you getting more acquainted.” But then his expression changed. “Everything okay here?”

“Oh, yeah. We’re all good. Come on, let’s go, John, the fifty-seven bus leaves in five.”

Lucky watched them go. Her plan had been to go to the beach and read all day, but she suddenly realized she didn’t want to go there, didn’t want to run into Alex, or Cary, or whoever the hell he was. And also that after her unsettling conversation with Reyes, she needed more answers.

She walked down the dock. There was a bike locked to a fence and she saw it had the kind of cheap lock you could crack by listening for the clicks; her father had taught her that ages ago. She looked around, but no one was nearby. It took her a few minutes, but she got the bike unlocked, jumped on, and headed for the bus stop, waiting at a distance while she watched her father and Reyes board.

Then she rode along behind. Traffic was heavy, so she could mostly keep up. She observed from afar as Reyes and her father got off at Chestnut and Windermere. They crossed the street and entered a low-rise office building. She waited a few minutes, then crossed the street, too. The directory inside listed doctors’ offices and other businesses—and, there: San Fran Foster Kids Association, at the bottom.

She crossed the street again, found a café, watched, and waited. A couple of hours later, Reyes emerged from the building and walked down the street. Lucky followed and caught up.

“What are you doing here?”

“I followed you to work. I’m worried about my dad.”

“I shouldn’t have told you,” Reyes said. “There’s nothing you can do. A few more months, that’s all, and then we’re going to shut it down. The best thing for you to do is to just stay out of the way. Go home.”

Lucky hated doing what Reyes told her to, but she couldn’t think of an alternative, so she got back on the bike and returned to the marina.

Later, she would come to wish she had done something more. But she didn’t. She just sat on the deck of the boat alone day after day, because she no longer went to the beach for fear of running into Alex. She tried to think of a plan to get her father out of this messy business he was embroiled in. But no ideas came to her—except the idea of taking off. And if they took off, she would have to let go of her dream of attending college.

The day it happened began like any other. Lucky was on the deck, reading a book, when the cell phone her father sometimes left with her when he went to work rang. “Lucky, listen to me. I think we’re in trouble here.” Her father sounded panicked; he was talking fast. “You know where the lockbox is. The code is under my mattress. Find it, open it, I’ve left you an— Oh, shit, I have to go.” The line went dead.

Lucky stared down at the phone in her hand, then jumped off the boat and ran down the pier, heading for the spot where she had hidden the stolen bike. She rode so fast she was soon gasping for air. But she kept going, until she reached the office building where her father had been working. She pulled her bike to the side of the road just as three police cars roared down the street, sirens blaring, and stopped in front of the doors.

All Lucky could do was watch from afar as first Reyes and then her father were led from the building in handcuffs. No sign of Priscilla. Lucky got off the bike and wheeled it across the street, desperate to get closer. Her father, who was being led toward a police car, spotted her. He shook his head no. Go get the lockbox, he mouthed. Run. He ducked his head and got in the back of the police car. She couldn’t see him anymore.

Lucky felt numb as she rode back the way she had come. It wasn’t sinking in yet; she half hoped her dad would be there waiting when she returned, telling her he had managed to talk his way out of trouble again. But he wasn’t. The boat was dark and empty. She felt around under his mattress until she found the code for the lockbox, disguised as a recipe. John’s Famous Cajun Rub, the paper said: 3 teaspoons cayenne, 1 teaspoon salt, 2 teaspoons dried thyme, 3 teaspoons garlic powder. Her eyes were blurred by tears so she could barely read it. If only he had ever been the kind of dad to have “famous” recipes he made for her, family dinners where she always knew what to expect. She finally managed to get the lockbox open. There was a letter on top of a stack of money.

Dear Lucky,

If you’re reading this, I’ve been arrested. I’m sorry. Take this money, go to a motel for now, then find a cheap apartment. There’s enough in here to at least pay for your first tuition installment, and I’m afraid I can’t say what you should do about the rest—but here’s hoping I’ll be around to help you again soon. Sometimes charges don’t stick. Whatever you do, do not tell anyone you are my daughter. Don’t try to help me. You’re better off on your own.

I love you, kid. We’ll see each other again soon. Promise.

Dad

Lucky read the letter over and over, trying to find the part where he told her exactly what to do, and exactly why and how it was going to be okay—but it wasn’t there. There was no magic formula.

She was on her own.

She locked the box again and put it in her backpack. She packed clothes, as many books as she could fit, and that was it. Time to run. Alone.

When she stepped off the boat, Cary was waiting on the dock. He had a puppy in his arms, brown and black, furry and wriggling, so skinny you could see her ribs.

“This is Betty,” he said, putting her down. “I just picked her up from the ASPCA. The exact kind of dog we dreamed about. Remember? Shepherd, husky, a little of both.”

“Go away. You’re the last person I want to see.” The puppy tumbled over the tops of Lucky’s feet.

“My mom got arrested, too.”

“Really? Because I was there, and I didn’t see her in handcuffs.”

“They came to my house. They got her first, and then she told them where your dad and Reyes were.”

“Of course she did.”

“I’m sorry this is happening. I mean, I’m not sorry my mother is in jail, or Reyes, either—but I know how upset you must be about your dad. I’m so sorry.”

“I don’t want to hear it.”

“You think I’m a liar, but here’s the truth, okay? All of it. Months ago, my mom started talking about the guy who was working for her, how he had a daughter named Lucky and he was working to put her through school. I got curious about the fabulous, smart, apparently quite beautiful Lucky. I came down to the beach, and I found you—and I just, I swear, it was love at first sight. I didn’t want to tell you who I was; I thought that would weird you out. I also figured you didn’t like my mom much, because no one does. So I lied. It went too far, it became too late to come clean. But my feelings have always been real—which is why I kept lying. I was afraid to lose you.”

Betty was weaving through Lucky’s legs, poking her skinny little nose all over her feet until she almost fell over.

“She likes you. And she’s yours.”

“You can’t buy me with a puppy.”

“Well, I couldn’t afford a plane, so . . .” He smiled that lopsided smile she hadn’t seen in weeks, and she felt herself softening against her will. “We’re supposed to be together. Don’t you see that? We don’t have to be like our parents, we can just be us. Accept it. It’s destiny.”

Lucky straightened up and tried to ignore the puppy. “I was supposed to be with a guy named Alex, but he doesn’t exist.”

“Do you really want to be alone?” He stepped forward, looked down at her in that intense way of his. “Because your dad is gone, Lucky. He’s not getting out anytime soon.”

“You don’t know that for sure.”

Betty yapped, and Lucky leaned down to pat her head. Cary crouched in front of her. “Come on, just look at this puppy. Betty needs you. Could you look at me?” he pleaded. “I want you to forgive me for lying to you when we were first together. And I want you to know that I swear on my life, on Betty’s life, that I will never lie to you again about anything, ever, not as long as I live. I need you, Lucky—and you need me. Supporting yourself through school is going to be next to impossible. I know how much you want it. And I want it for you. I love you. You love me, too. Admit it. You do.”

“It’s not a good way to start a relationship, not knowing anything real about the other person.”

“Why can’t we just make it up as we go along? Blank slate.”

“I’ve been too many people now to ever have a blank slate.”

“Are you sure about that? We can start fresh, whenever we want. And I’ll love all versions of you. I’ll love you no matter what you do, no matter what you say, no matter who you are, always. And I’ll take care of you. You won’t have to be alone.”

“I’m fine on my own,” she said. But she had never been alone in her life.

“You know we can do anything, if we stay together.” Betty was wagging her tail, hard. “See? She agrees. And she’s a smart dog.”

Cary put a finger under her chin, lifted her face to his. “I know all your dreams,” he said. “I know those were real, when you told them to me. And I want to help make them come true. Let me take care of you. Don’t walk away alone.”

She stood. He handed her Betty’s leash, and together they walked away from the boat and toward The Hill, where there was an empty mansion waiting, and a brand-new life, too.

 

Later that summer, the arraignment for the “Foster Kid Fakers,” as Priscilla, John, and Reyes had been dubbed by the media, was reported in the papers. All the details about the fake charity they had been running were there. And Priscilla Lachaise was negotiating a plea bargain, the article explained. She had information on another case.

“I’m worried,” Lucky said to Cary as she sat at the kitchen island in Priscilla’s mansion and pored over the article. “When she gets out, Priscilla is not going to be happy you used her bail money for my tuition.”

Cary was making dinner. He tasted it, then turned to face her. “I didn’t think she’d do this. Didn’t think she had the guts. But she’s ratting out all my dad’s old drug and Mob associates in exchange for a lighter sentence. Which is crazy, because they’ll kill her the minute she gets out of jail. She knows that. She’s got a plan. I wish I knew what it was.”

Lucky kept reading. “Reyes is a first-time offender, so she could go to prison for up to five years. And my dad . . .” Her chest tightened. “My dad could serve twenty-five years to life because he has two priors. I didn’t know that.”

“Those are the rules in California,” Cary said, opening a cupboard and hunting around for spices. His tone was light. It grated at Lucky. Didn’t he care about her father at all?

“I love my dad, and I miss him. It’s not like with you and your mom. He doesn’t deserve this!”

“You think everyone always gets what they deserve?” Cary wiped his hands on a dish towel, then came around behind her. He started massaging her neck, but she held her body rigid. “Twenty-five years is a long time,” he said. “And that’s just the minimum. A huge chunk of his life. You’ll be a different person when he gets out, and so will he.”

He was silent now, his hands no longer moving on her neck and shoulders. Lucky knew he was thinking about his own father. “You should forget about your dad,” he went on. “It’s the best thing to do. It’ll protect you from the pain. I’m telling you this because I love you.”

She reached up and took one of his hands. “I know,” she said. “I love you, too.”

He kissed the top of her head. “Now put that paper away and focus on your lecture notes, would you? You told me you got the hardest prof in business accounting. I’m making dinner so you can focus. And this new recipe is going to blow your mind.” Cary had taken an interest in cooking lately, and often when she came home he would proudly present her with some new dish or other. “And later, when we’re eating, I want to tell you about my plan to get ourselves out from under my mother’s roof by the time she gets out of jail so you don’t have to think about her anymore. It starts with me pretending to be a student at Stanford . . .” A grin, and that familiar sparkle in his eye. Lucky pushed the paper away and tried to forget about her worries. But when he talked this way, he reminded her of her father. Her worries were all around her.





2004

BOISE, IDAHO

The first year, Lucky worked hard. She took investment courses online, got four different certifications, and started her own small investment and accounting firm—the office of which was located above the garage of their Tudor revival in Boise’s North End, near Camel’s Back Park. She slowly started managing the accounts for small businesses and building individual clients’ investment portfolios. She became known for providing consistent returns, but nothing flashy.

Things were starting to feel secure. Everything was perfect: their new life; their house, with its peaked turret and wraparound porch. While Lucky worked, Cary puttered around the garage, or went for jogs, or rode his mountain bike in the park. He cooked, he cleaned, he insisted he was happy, too. “I’m your househusband,” he would tell her with a smile. “I love it, I swear.” But she could tell he was bored. Sometimes she would come in at lunch and he would be playing video games or asleep on the couch. They didn’t have any friends because not making friends had become a habit. So Cary was on his own most of the time.

“Maybe we should have a baby,” Lucky said one night, and the moment the words were out she knew she wanted this badly. She had never imagined arriving at a place where being so settled, where starting a family, would be possible. But she was there, the life she had dreamed of within reach.

“Anytime you want,” Cary said with a casual grin. “I’d love to have a family with you.”

One night, when she came in after work, there was a real estate brochure on the kitchen table. “What’s this?” she said, setting down the leather briefcase Cary had given her for her last birthday—the perfect gift, even if she was just toting papers between the garage and the house.

Cary poured her a glass of wine and handed it to her. “I saw this restaurant on Thirteenth Street closed down and for sale. I just started dreaming, standing out there on the sidewalk. So I went in, and the real estate agent showed me around.”

Lucky took a sip of her wine. “Why would you want to look at a restaurant?”

He pulled out a chair and sat. He pushed the flyer across the table. “What do you think? Isn’t it perfect?”

“Perfect for what? I didn’t realize you wanted to get back into hospitality. Things are just starting to get going with my business. I’m not sure we have the money for a down payment for something like this just yet.”

“I get that, babe. I do.” He stood to serve the risotto he had prepared, placed a steaming bowl in front of her, and sat again. “But the thing is . . . I need to get back in the game. You know that, because you know me.”

“But I thought, maybe a baby . . .”

He didn’t seem to hear her. “This would give me something to do. I liked running the club, back in San Fran. I didn’t expect to, but I did. I miss it. And—well, you know you could have a down payment on a property pretty easily, if you did things differently.”

Lucky frowned. “Differently how?” she asked, even though she knew exactly what he meant. “Listen, I’ll go look at the property with you. And then we can see if there’s anything we can figure out.”

In the end, they bought the restaurant—and went deep into debt starting it up. Over the next several months, Cary grew frustrated and stressed. He was no longer the happy-go-lucky, slightly bored guy he had become when they moved to Boise. He was at the restaurant late almost every night. He had insisted it would make him happy, but it did the opposite. Lucky knew it was probably selfish, but she found herself missing the quiet days when he was always home, waiting for her to come in from her office above the garage. The restaurant, the fact that they were both now working so hard, had seemed to drive a wedge between them.

“I need more money. I need to expand the patio so I can compete with the other restaurants on the street.”

“We don’t have it. We’ve already poured so much into this venture.”

“Venture? This is important to me, don’t you see? We could borrow the money from one of your investment accounts,” he said. “We’ll put it back in, once I earn it back . . . which I will. Come on, you’ve been telling me how much money some of these new clients of yours have. They aren’t going to come to you looking for their investment funds anytime soon. I promise, we won’t do it again. Just this once. It’ll be so easy.”

There was no actual harm being done, Lucky kept telling herself. The dividends would still be paid, people who wanted to take their money out to retire could still have it; there was no shortage of money in the corporate account to cover payouts. No one was suffering. No one was getting hurt.

But it didn’t happen just once. It was never going to happen just once. Lucky had been reluctant at first, but stealing felt so natural. She barely thought about it. And Cary was happier. He began to relax. Everything started to fall back into place again—except that, after a year of trying, she still hadn’t gotten pregnant.

Lucky and Cary went to a doctor and found out Lucky had endometriosis and blocked fallopian tubes; in vitro fertilization was their only option. But it was expensive: tens of thousands of dollars for the treatments and medications.

And so Lucky borrowed more from the investment accounts. Twice, she and Cary tried in vitro, and twice, the implantation failed. Lucky stopped recognizing herself when she looked in the mirror. She was tired and drawn. The hormone shots made her emotional, crying one moment, elated the next.

“If it’s making you miserable, maybe we should stop,” Cary implored one night.

“I’m not miserable!” Lucky shouted. “And I can’t give up now. I just need to relax and work less.” But that was impossible. They were in too much debt.

“I will get pregnant,” Lucky said. “We’ll try again. And at some point, it will work. I’ll make it happen like I make everything else happen.”
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Lucky and Cary were eating dinner on their porch, basking in the summer-evening warmth after a long day. She was pregnant. Their third attempt at implantation had worked, and she was just over a month along. It felt fragile and unreal. But she had other things on her mind.

“You okay, babe?” Cary asked as she pushed her plate away.

“I’m worried,” she admitted. “The markets are bad. More and more of my clients have started asking for their investment money back—and if too many more ask, I won’t have anything left to give. I’m afraid we’ll never really have everything we want, because I’ve stolen too much from the accounts. I’m going to have to give it all back, and then we’ll be ruined.”

“No way. We run first,” Cary said simply.

“We can’t just run . . .”

“Why not?”

Lucky looked away from him, resting her hands on her stomach, which was still flat. “We’re going to lose everything: our house, the restaurant. This life. I could be arrested.”

“Right. You could be. Or, we just take what we can and get out of here. We have our family to consider. I’ve been thinking about it, too, you know. Everyone is talking about the financial crisis getting worse and worse. I think you need to move some of the money to offshore accounts tonight. We need a plan to get out.”

“It can’t be that
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