

Chapter 1

Sabrina Thompson stood looking around the living room of her Malibu home, momentarily at a loss. It was a spectacular modern house. Everything was white and open and airy. She and her husband had loved the location and the view of the beach and the ocean. Malcolm had bought it from a famous Hollywood producer for a fortune. They had gutted it and almost completely redesigned it as their romantic weekend getaway, with the eventual intention of using it as their retirement home, their home base from which to travel. Malcolm had had an epiphany three years before when he turned fifty and their youngest child, Colette, “Coco,” left for college in New York, at Parsons School of Design, her lifetime dream. He decided to retire in five years, at fifty-five. They bought the Malibu house as their future home, and planned to sell their enormous Bel Air house after he retired, and live in Malibu between trips. They had already put Bel Air on the market at an enormous price and expected it to take a few years to sell. They weren’t in a hurry since he hadn’t retired yet. It had taken them two years to achieve the look they wanted in Malibu, and they started spending weekends there as soon as the construction and decorating was finished.

They had been empty nesters now for four years. Their oldest child, Justin, had gone to Yale, as Sabrina had. She had majored in Fine Arts, and Justin majored in business and economics and was now doing graduate studies at the London School of Economics for a master’s in Economics and Management. He was twenty-five. Elizabeth, “Lizzie,” their second child, had gone to Princeton, then straight to law school at Columbia when she graduated. She was now in her third and final year at twenty-four. Coco had graduated from Parsons six months earlier and was doing an internship at Prada in Milan and loving it.

Sabrina was the daughter of Hollywood royalty. Her father was a famous producer, who had made some of the biggest movies in the industry, and her mother had been a promising young starlet, when they met and fell in love. She had married him at twenty-three, and abandoned her career immediately. He was eighteen years older, and she had been a wife and mother for the rest of her life, and had no regrets about her career. They had been wonderful parents and doted on Sabrina, their only child. Sabrina had followed in her mother’s footsteps and married young at twenty-two. She was a talented artist, and had given up her career aspirations too, to raise her and Malcolm’s three children.

She felt lost at first when the children left for college, and Malcolm had encouraged her to open the art gallery she had always dreamed of. She had opened it in a beautiful space on Melrose Place in L.A., and had fun with it. She treated the artists she represented like her children, and loved their work. She sold their paintings and sculptures at moderate prices to make the work accessible and help advance their careers. It was a labor of love more than a job and she was having a great time with it. She’d owned it for four years, and often traveled to art fairs to look for new artists. She was a talented muralist herself, but only used her talent now for their own homes and select friends. She loved being Malcolm’s wife and her children’s mother. She was a quiet, private person, and had no thirst for celebrity or fame. All doors would have been open to her if she had wanted a career as an actress, but she had no interest in that whatsoever. Her only career aspirations had ever been as an artist, but she was focused now only on the work of the artists she represented, not her own.

Malcolm had come to L.A. from New York to attend USC. He was also an only child, and after college he had gotten a job at a television network in L.A., where he had risen through the ranks, with no help from his powerful father-in-law. He built his career on his own merits. He was twenty-seven when he married Sabrina, and they had three babies in the first three years. At forty he had become the head of the network, and he was happy with the decision he made at fifty to retire at fifty-five. He thought that another five years in a high-powered, ruthlessly demanding job he nonetheless enjoyed would be enough. He wasn’t power-hungry, he enjoyed what he did and was good at it. But he wanted to be free to enjoy life with Sabrina while they were young enough to do so. One of their goals for “after network television” was to buy an apartment in Paris and spend time there too.

The beautiful big home in Bel Air seemed cavernous without the children once they left. Sabrina and Malcolm didn’t need a house that size. It had made perfect sense when their children were young and it was constantly filled with other kids coming and going and spending weekends. They had the house where all their children’s friends wanted to hang out, which they had set up intentionally so that they could keep a good eye on their kids, know their friends, guide them gently, and see what was going on. But once their children left, the house felt sad to both of them. It had served its purpose, and when the house they had redesigned in Malibu was ready, after two years of construction, they put the Bel Air house on the market, after discussing it with their children, none of whom planned to ever live in L.A. again. The fashion world would take Coco to Paris, New York, or Milan. Lizzie had fallen in love with New York, and wanted to pass the bar and work for a law firm there when she graduated from law school, and Justin was enthralled with London, and wanted to spend the early years of his career in Europe for the international finance experience he’d get there.

Even if any of them decided to come back to L.A. eventually, they wouldn’t want to live at home. So Malcolm and Sabrina put their family home on the market at a very hefty price. They were in no rush, and they were having fun together in a more manageable house at the beach on the weekends. It was their love nest, and better suited to a couple with grown children. They didn’t need a big staff to run it. They used a cleaning service, and liked being alone on the weekends. Each of the children had a bedroom, and there were two additional guest rooms. The Malibu house was a blank page. They had no history there, no memories, the way they did in Bel Air, of their children’s childhoods and the happy years they had spent there. The house in Malibu felt new and fresh. It was better suited to their life of the future. Bel Air was the symbol of the past, and didn’t suit the life they were planning after Malcolm retired. They wanted to be free to roam the world.

Malcolm and Sabrina were one of those couples who had done everything right. They had married the right people and were still in love twenty-six years later, and there had been no marital slips or regrets. They had good children, and had brought them up with strong family values and encouraged them to pursue their dreams, just as Malcolm had encouraged Sabrina to pursue hers with the art gallery she loved owning once the kids were gone. She was serious about it and dedicated to her artists. She worked closely with the gallery manager she had hired, Hallie Brooks, who was a skilled artist too, and had a business degree from UCLA. Sabrina and Hallie were good friends and worked well together.

And Malcolm had succeeded admirably at his career. He had made a very respectable fortune, was a responsible person, a good husband and father. He and Sabrina had both lost their parents in the course of their marriage, and Sabrina had her own money, inherited from her parents. Malcolm’s parents had been more modest, and he had made his own fortune and was generous with it. They had a warm circle of friends, but were closest to each other, unusually so.

Sabrina was intelligent, and Malcolm often discussed his hard decisions with her, and respected her opinions and advice. She felt certain that she was married to the best man on the planet and had never looked at another man with interest, although she was beautiful, tall, thin, and blonde, and many of Malcolm’s friends envied him. Malcolm and Sabrina were people of integrity, good parents, respected in their community and admired as a couple, even looked upon with envy by some. Malcolm always operated on the theory that good things happened to good people, and he was grateful for what they shared. He didn’t take it for granted. They loved each other deeply and made a conscious effort to do the right thing and honor their word, and it seemed only fair that a steady stream of good things had happened to them in their twenty-six years together. No accidents or tragedies had occurred professionally or personally. They were sad to have lost their parents, but they were of an appropriate age and had led good lives.

A year before, Sabrina and Malcolm had gone to Paris to celebrate New Year’s when their children left after Christmas with their own plans. They always stayed at the Ritz in Paris, and had a favorite suite that felt like home to them. There were adjacent rooms for the children when they went as a family, which they did in the summer when they spent a week together at their favorite hotel in the south of France. The children never missed it. But the New Year’s trip to Paris was a romantic tryst for Malcolm and Sabrina.

Sabrina was startled when Malcolm tripped and twisted his ankle on the front steps of the Ritz. He was very athletic, played a lot of tennis, and had never done that before. He dropped a thermos of coffee at breakfast a few days later, when helping himself to a second cup, and a bottle of champagne when pouring a glass for each of them on New Year’s Day. She had an uneasy feeling about it. There were no other mishaps on the trip, but he fell at the Bel Air house one afternoon at the pool. She nagged him to go to the doctor after that, and he brushed it off. It was a busy time in the office, and he felt fine.

It took two more minor incidents in February, when she noticed he had difficulty holding a pen when he was signing something, and his speech seemed slurred one morning, which worried him too. He finally saw the doctor and had a battery of tests. Sabrina worried that he might be having small strokes, which could account for his falling, and his loosening grip and dropping things. He was only fifty-three years old, and they were two years away from his retirement plan. But he had a high-pressure job and it took a toll.

Malcolm’s doctor was thorough, ordering more exams and MRIs, and sending him to a series of specialists. He had electrodiagnostic tests, including electromyography and a study of nerve conduction velocity, extensive blood studies, hormones, thyroid and parathyroid studies, X-rays, another MRI, a spinal tap, a myelogram, a nerve biopsy, and a neurological exam. The doctors left no stone unturned. Neither Malcolm nor Sabrina was prepared for the diagnosis that resulted from the extensive tests.

Malcolm’s primary physician delivered the news as gently as he could. Malcolm had amyotrophic lateral sclerosis, more commonly known as ALS, or Lou Gehrig’s disease. Neither Malcolm nor Sabrina admitted it to each other, but they recognized it was a death sentence, with an agonizing descent into hell ahead. They had no idea how or why he had gotten it, and there was no cure. It was a degenerative disease which would affect his motor skills. Eventually his nerve cells would be destroyed, and he would no longer be able to speak, swallow, or breathe. The end would come on a ventilator, with his mind still intact. The average length of survival was three years. Dr. Farber said that some people lived for five or ten years with ALS, and a rare five percent lived for twenty, which was something to hope for. And Malcolm might have periods of “arrests” or “reversals” when the disease would stop advancing, or improve for a year or longer, which happened in one percent of cases. The odds were not in Malcolm’s favor, even applying his theory that good things happened to good people, which he certainly was. But for the first time he and Sabrina had to face the fact that bad things happened too. Even very bad things sometimes, and this was one.

They were both in shock when they got the diagnosis. Sabrina drove them home. Malcolm no longer felt comfortable driving, and as soon as they got home they both burst into sobs and clung to each other. It was the worst nightmare either of them could imagine, and his motor skills were already affected. There was no way of telling how long he would live, and in what condition, whether or not he would have an arrest or reversal, or how fast the disease would move, or if he would be one of the lucky one or five percent who could live ten or twenty years. In twenty years, he’d be seventy-three, still too young to die.

Malcolm went back to work the day after the diagnosis, and Sabrina spent the day at home crying. Nothing worse could have happened, except if he had died suddenly. But he was facing an agonizing end. He was very brave about it, and more worried about Sabrina than himself.

The disease was merciless, and its advance relentless. By the end of February, he could no longer walk, was in a wheelchair, and had lost the use of his hands. He had explained the situation confidentially to the chairman of the network, who was heartbroken for him. The diagnosis and prognosis were so cruel. Malcolm said that he would be retiring imminently, and made strong suggestions for his successor. The governing board was devastated.

Malcolm and Sabrina asked the children to come home for the weekend, and told them the news. They were as shocked and heartbroken as their parents, and they tried to be positive that he would be one of the lucky ones. But Malcolm’s luck had run out, after a perfect record until then. It was a tearful weekend with the children, who tried valiantly to be brave for their parents’ sake, and gave vent to their worst fears when the three of them were alone late at night.

Malcolm gave his resignation to the network at the beginning of March. His speech was difficult to understand, and failed entirely within a month. He used a computer he could manage, and then an iPad, to communicate with Sabrina and his doctors. The disease advanced at a galloping rate. Sabrina was with him every instant. She hired nurses in April to help move him, but she cared for him herself with infinite love and tenderness. He could still breathe and was spared the ventilator until his final days.

The children came home in May and spent the last three weeks with their father. They were all with him, quietly around his bed, touching him, as he looked at them gratefully and with regret, and died in Sabrina’s arms in June. The end had not been painful but it was infinitely sad, and the hardest thing any of them had ever lived through, and the most agonizingly adult experience his children would ever have to face.

One of the last things Malcolm had written to Sabrina on the iPad was that he wanted her to buy an apartment or a house in Paris. It was the last thing on her mind in his final hours. Coco had seen what he wrote, and smiled. Their father had been a remarkable man—even at death’s door, he thought of everyone but himself.

The network offered whatever help they could, but there was nothing they could do. Sabrina’s gallery manager helped her make the funeral arrangements, and her children did what they could to support their mother and each other. She was dignified and strong for them. They left after the funeral, brokenhearted, but Lizzie and Justin had to go back to school, and Coco had to get back to work in Milan. Their schools and Prada had been compassionate about their being absent for their father’s final days, but they couldn’t extend it any longer. Sabrina had to manage on her own after they left. She felt paralyzed with grief and could barely get out of bed. Malcolm had lived four months after the diagnosis and degenerated at lightning speed. It was a mercy for him but intolerably painful for her. She couldn’t imagine her life without him. She hadn’t been to the gallery in two months, and had no desire to go there at all. Hallie, the gallery manager, took care of everything, and came by the house to check on her. She could tell that Sabrina wasn’t eating. She had lost a shocking amount of weight by July, and the family canceled their summer trip to the south of France. No one was in the mood for it. The children came home for a week in August, and it was a very dark time. They were all worried about their mother when they left, but they couldn’t stay. They had lives and obligations in other cities. Sabrina tried to put a good face on it, but the truth was easily visible in how thin she was.

At the end of August, she had a jolt she didn’t expect. The Bel Air house was still on the market, which she had forgotten about completely. She had stopped all realtor visits while Malcolm was ill, and she hadn’t started them again yet. And suddenly, she had a serious offer. The last thing she wanted was to sell the house right now. They had stayed at the Bel Air house while Malcolm was ill. It was closer to the hospital and worked better with the nurses and the help they needed. And she hadn’t been back to Malibu since Malcolm died. She felt closer to him in Bel Air. She had Hallie decline the offer, and the potential buyer raised it significantly. It was an offer she couldn’t ignore, and she called the children for their advice. She felt sentimental about the house, especially with Malcolm having just died there. But all three children agreed that she would bury herself alive in the Bel Air home, and advised her to sell it. “What would Dad want you to do?” Lizzie asked her, knowing the response. Malcolm had wanted to sell it before, and he was an astute businessman who wouldn’t let an offer like that go by. The prospective buyer was one of the biggest director/producers in Hollywood and had admired the house for years, had been there before and knew it well, and was hoping that Sabrina would sell it to him with Malcolm gone.

“He’d tell me to sell,” Sabrina said to Lizzie with a sigh. Financially, it was the right thing to do, although she didn’t need the money. She had her own, and Malcolm had left her half of his very comfortable fortune, and divided the other half into thirds for the children. They’d been handsomely provided for.

After several days of hard reflection, Sabrina accepted their offer. The buyer was paying almost double their asking price, all cash, and wanted a sixty-day closing.

Feeling like a robot, she put most of the contents in storage for the children, and moved what she needed to Malibu in October. She hadn’t been there in months.

She had moved to Malibu as her only home now two months before, and now she looked around the living room, trying to decide where to put the Christmas tree for their first Christmas without Malcolm, and the first in Malibu. The house looked like a breath of summer, light and open and airy, all decorated in white. She had been happy there with Malcolm, but it didn’t look like Christmas or feel like it as she picked a place for the tree in the living room, near the white marble Italian fireplace. She had brought all their Christmas decorations from Bel Air. They would look strange in this sleek, ultracontemporary house, and she sorted through them, picking the ones she knew the children loved most, and those that would look the best in the house. It took her several days to do the tree alone, and she had Hallie help her string tiny lights in the hedges and small trees around the house and on the patio. She couldn’t stop crying while she did it, and Hallie felt terrible for her.

“Why don’t you let me do it?” Hallie begged, but Sabrina wouldn’t let her. She wanted to do it with her. She still missed the Bel Air house, and their happy memories there. But she knew selling had been the right thing to do. She couldn’t hang on to the past, and she and Malcolm had made the decision a year before to sell it. The timing was just hard, right after Malcolm’s death. She was trying to be brave about it. She stood back and looked at the Christmas tree when they finished the lights and she smiled. It was the first smile Hallie had seen from her in six months, since June. And there had been few smiles in the months before that while Malcolm deteriorated day by day and was dying.

“It looks nice,” Sabrina said, satisfied.

“It looks beautiful,” Hallie said to her. She knew that Sabrina had bought gifts for her children, although fewer than usual. She didn’t have the heart or the energy to shop. But she had bought small, thoughtful gifts for all fifteen of her artists, and was having Hallie give them a Christmas party at the gallery, with a buffet dinner, though she wasn’t going to attend herself. She was in deep mourning for the only man she had ever loved. She was forty-eight years old and she felt as dead as he was. She couldn’t envision a future or a life without him.

When they finished hanging the lights, Hallie ordered food for them. There was nothing in the fridge to make a meal of, and when they sat down to eat, Sabrina picked at her dinner, and barely ate enough to feed a child. She couldn’t eat or sleep without Malcolm. She still couldn’t absorb what had happened. It went against everything they had both believed. Until then, they had led a charmed life. Now the dream was over.

Their friends had been calling her since June, and she sent messages to thank them for their calls. There was no one she wanted to talk to. Malcolm had been her best friend and confidant, the perfect partner for their life’s adventure. She felt as though she had lost her voice and her spirit. She tried to sound upbeat for the children when they called, as she didn’t want to worry them, but they knew her better. She knew she just had to get through it day by day, but so far she didn’t feel any better than she had on the day he died. Hallie wondered how long it would take, and so did her children. Their parents had been so close, so happy, and so much a part of each other’s lives that Sabrina felt as though someone had torn her limbs off, or carved out her heart with a knife. A life without him was inconceivable, but it was what she had to face now. He was never coming back. The thought of it made her feel faint sometimes.

Hallie brought her up to date on the gallery over dinner, and then she left. The lights they’d put on the trees in the patio were twinkling brightly when she drove away, and the tree in the living room looked beautiful for the children. Sabrina wasn’t going to let them down. She knew she had to make the best of it for them. She had to do it for Malcolm, and for her children, but she couldn’t imagine Christmas without him, or any other day of the year. He had taken her heart and soul with him, and she felt like an empty shell. She felt like she had no real home now, no solid ground under her feet. He had been her rock, her foundation, her joy, her bright blue sky, the sun that lit her world. And it was a very dark world now without him. The only thing she had to look forward to was Christmas with her children. They were staying for five days, and then she would be alone again. They wanted to be back in their own cities to celebrate New Year’s with their friends. And Sabrina knew that after they left, the life ahead of her would be a long lonely road to eternity without Malcolm. She couldn’t even imagine it, any more than she could have imagined the past six months, or the year she had just been through.

She turned off the lights in the living room, and left the tree lit for a minute. It looked beautiful, and was picture-perfect. But Christmas without Malcolm in the house that had been their weekend love nest was unthinkable. She clicked the remote control to turn off the tree, and walked up the stairs in the dark to her bedroom for another sleepless night without him.




Chapter 2

The house looked perfect when the children arrived. The tree was lit, hung with their familiar decorations. Sabrina had brought many of their favorite paintings with her from Bel Air, and had put a number of them in storage for the children to have later when they had proper homes, not just small student apartments. None of the children were established yet, and two were still in school. They were only in their twenties, and she and Malcolm had bought many important paintings they loved. Sabrina had hung several of his favorites in their bedroom when she moved. Just seeing them was a warm reminder of him. It was bittersweet when she woke up in the morning after a few hours’ sleep, glanced at the paintings, and remembered when they’d bought them and how much he loved them. She’d hung some bright happy paintings from her gallery in the living room when they decorated the house. Malcolm had liked them too. She had intended to do a mural in the dining room and hadn’t gotten around to it yet. She had time to do it now, but she didn’t have the heart. Without Malcolm there to see it, it seemed irrelevant, and she didn’t plan to entertain without him.

The children were arriving that afternoon. Coco had flown to New York from Milan the night before and stayed with Lizzie. They were flying to L.A. together that afternoon. Justin was taking a direct flight from London and would be arriving an hour after his sisters. By dinnertime the house would be full of laughter and noise, with the music the children played drifting from their rooms. Sabrina was excited. For the first time in months she had something to look forward to.

“How do you think Mom is doing?” Coco asked her older sister as the plane took off from New York. She worried about her mother, but it was hard to make the time difference work to call her. Coco worked long hours in Milan and it was always the wrong time to call when she got home, or she fell asleep, exhausted, and forgot, or she was too late for work in the morning to call her mother.

“I don’t know,” Lizzie answered. “She says she’s fine, but she doesn’t sound great. And Hallie told me she hasn’t been to the gallery in months. I don’t know what she does all day. Her life is pretty empty without Dad, especially with none of us at home. Her whole life revolved around him.” Coco nodded, pensively. She felt guilty about it at times, but it was the life Sabrina had chosen, to be a full-time wife. She’d been busy with the gallery for the past few years, but if she wasn’t going there, and their father was gone, she had nothing to do, except think about him.

“We’ll know how she is when we see her,” Coco said quietly. “There’s not much we can do at a distance.” Coco was as fair as her mother, though not as tall. And Lizzie had dark hair and looked more like their father. Justin was the image of Malcolm in his youth. Coco was as thin as the models she worked with at Prada, while Lizzie had a slightly fuller figure. They were both beautiful young women, and several men had noticed them as they got on the plane. Coco had a decidedly fashionable European look, with a big battered vintage Hermès alligator handbag. She was wearing black jeans and a black sweater with a synthetic leopard-printed coat that looked real, her blonde hair pulled back sleekly, and a big gold bracelet on her arm that their mother had given her for Christmas the year before. Lizzie was wearing jeans, a navy blue down jacket, and sneakers, and looked like the student she was. They were looking forward to being all together. They hadn’t been home since their father’s funeral, although they tried to call their mother every few days. It was easier for Lizzie from New York. Coco texted her every day, and Justin texted her a few times a week, when he thought of it.

They chatted during the meal, and Lizzie watched a movie when Coco fell asleep. She had told her about the job in Milan. She was loving it and being in Europe. She had been to Paris twice on weekends when she wasn’t working, and went to Rome frequently with friends. Neither of them had had time to visit Justin in London. He had an English girlfriend now, Arabella, whom none of them had met, although they had FaceTimed with them. He had met her at school the year before and she had a job now at the London office of Goldman Sachs. They were both pursuing careers in finance, and Justin had told them that Arabella’s father was in the House of Lords and an earl, and Arabella was Lady Arabella, although she didn’t use her title. She came from a distinguished family. The three siblings stayed in close touch and texted each other frequently, even more so now since their father had died. It had been a hard blow for all of them, and they were worried about how hard the holidays would be without him.

“It’s going to be weird not seeing Dad when we go home,” Coco said sadly when she woke up when they landed. It had just hit her again that he wouldn’t be there.

“It would have been harder in Bel Air,” Lizzie said. There were too many memories in their old house. At least a different location might help. They thought it would be better for their mother too.

At the aiport, they rented a car that they were going to share. None of them kept cars in L.A. anymore. They didn’t spend enough time there to use them. They only got to L.A. once or twice a year now. Lizzie was swamped in her last year of law school, and L.A. was a long way for Coco from Milan. They were just glad they would have Christmas together.

Lizzie drove to Malibu from the airport, and they chatted on the way. They had always gotten along well. They were only two years apart. There had never been any rivalry between them. Their parents had encouraged kindness and close family ties. They got along well with their brother too. “I hope Arabella doesn’t try to change that,” Lizzie said as they drove home. She wasn’t coming to L.A. with Justin. She was going to be with her own family for the holidays at their country home. Arabella had two sisters and a brother of her own, and was the youngest, she had told them on the phone. She seemed like a nice girl and Justin said she was very bright, and had landed a very good job. She was twenty-six, a year older than Justin.

The house in Malibu was an hour from the airport in afternoon traffic, but the time went quickly as the sisters chatted, and then they saw the gates to their new family home. They’d been there before but not often, since their parents liked to go there alone, and the children teased them about it. Malcolm and Sabrina had been careful over the years to set time aside for each other. It annoyed the children at times, but had kept their relationship solid and strong.

“It used to bother me as a kid that they were still so romantic. Now I hope I have a relationship like theirs one day,” Lizzie said, as she pressed a buzzer and the gates swung open and they drove in.

“I think it’s pretty rare,” Coco said, thinking about her parents. “I’ve been in Italy for six months, and I’ve only had one date, and he was a jerk. All the guys I meet are gay. Meeting straight guys in fashion isn’t easy,” she commented, as they rolled up the driveway. You couldn’t see the house from the gate.

“All the guys I meet are nerds,” Lizzie said with a laugh. “And no one has time to date. We’ve either got papers to turn in or exams. It’s pretty intense. I’ve got a paper to do over Christmas. I think it’s going to be rough until we graduate in May.”

“I have to start work on our February show as soon as I go back,” Coco said, as the house came into view. It was an elegant two-story home on a large piece of land, which was rare in Malibu and why the property had been so expensive. Their mother was waiting in the driveway for them, in white jeans, a big white sweater, a silver down jacket, and silver Chanel ballerinas. She was smiling in anticipation, and her hair was pulled back in a ponytail like Coco’s. “She looks good,” Coco said, checking out her outfit. Sabrina always looked chic and pulled together, even in casual clothes.

“No, she doesn’t,” Lizzie said in a soft voice. “Don’t look at the outfit. Look at her face. She looks ravaged, she’s lost weight, and she’s not wearing makeup.” When Coco looked closer she saw that her sister was right, and their mother had dark circles under her eyes she hadn’t bothered to cover. She was standing next to the car by then, and as soon as Lizzie turned off the engine, Coco jumped out of the car and hugged her mother tight. Even in the down jacket, she could tell that Sabrina was skin and bones. But she looked genuinely thrilled to see her daughters, and she hugged Lizzie an instant after Coco. The three of them walked to the patio and the girls could see the lights in the trees.

“The trees look so pretty, Mom,” Lizzie said, admiring what she’d done. “Did someone do that for you?”

“I did it with Hallie.” Sabrina laughed, looking at both her daughters. They looked beautiful and fresh and young. They were like a breath of air. They glanced around at the touches she had added since they’d last been there. They hadn’t been to Malibu in months and had stayed in Bel Air during their father’s final weeks.

Sabrina had brought their outdoor furniture from Bel Air. The Malibu house had a huge pool, and a tennis court. And the sisters knew that their father kept his vintage sailboat at the beach club. They wondered what their mother had done with it, but neither of them wanted to ask. Malcolm had been crazy about his boat, the Sabrina Fair. The original film with Humphrey Bogart and Audrey Hepburn had been one of his and Sabrina’s favorite movies. It was made long before they were born but they loved it anyway. Malcolm was a big Humphrey Bogart fan, Sabrina loved Audrey Hepburn, and they both loved classic films. They tried to get their children interested in them, but never succeeded, although once in a while Coco watched them as part of her fashion research, to see the clothes. She agreed with her mother about Audrey Hepburn. She was the chicest woman who had ever lived. The children did enjoy watching their grandfather’s films. He was a Hollywood legend and had made some great movies. They loved watching their grandmother in her early movies, before she married and gave up acting to be a wife. And it always struck them how much their mother looked like her, and Coco too.

Lizzie went to get the bags out of the car. She had brought one very compact suitcase, and Coco had brought two big ones. They’d each brought something
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THE DEVIL’S DAUGHTER

The face of evil.
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Billie and Mickie Banks grew up on a small farm in the American Midwest. As sisters, they couldn’t be more different. Determined to seek fame and fortune, Mickie moves to LA and becomes involved with Alex Addison, a smooth-talking but unscrupulous surgeon. Billie grows suspicious of the mystery around Mickie’s new life and the person she’s involved with, but her concern for her sister is met with contempt. Just as Mickie discovers the life of wealth and extravagance she’s always craved, a major scandal threatens to blow her world apart. As Mickie risks a prison sentence, Billie must ask herself whether bad people can ever truly change.
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A new beginning. A time to heal. A happy place.
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