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            Prologue

         
         
            Tuesday, October 22, 2019

            12:37 a.m.

            Paris

         

         “What the hell was that?” Tara said as we rounded the corner. She stopped cold on the sidewalk and turned to me, eyes wide.
            
         

         
         We stood in the soft glow of a streetlight. My pulse pounded. Was that real? Did I just meet . . . “I don’t know,” I replied, catching my breath. “He just appeared. Out of nowhere. Like in a dream. He said he’s a writer.
            Working on something about love and destiny. And he’s only in Paris for tonight. I don’t understand what just happened. It
            all felt so familiar.”
         

         
         “Oh my God, could he be The One? Holy shit, Tasha, you have to go back. Right now. Before he disappears.”
         

         
         “But is that weird? I mean, he’s probably gone inside the hotel by now. How would I find him? He could be in the bar or on
            his way to his room. What am I going to do, knock on every door? I don’t even know his name.”
         

         
         “Yes. That is exactly what you should do. After what we’ve been through in Paris, not to mention this past year, you running through the streets after the hottest guy in all of Europe is literally the most not weird thing. He said it himself—you just had a brush with destiny. Does a crystal ball have to fall from the sky and hit
            you on the head? It’s meant to be. This guy might be your soulmate.”
         

         
         This wasn’t how I’d pictured it. I was supposed to be dressed in my midnight-blue velvet gown, with strappy heels, a smoky
            eye, and the sexiest lingerie in my suitcase. My hair was supposed to be a cascade of effortless waves, damn it. I glanced down at my chipped nails, at my jeans and boots, then back to the Hôtel Costes, its grand outline just barely visible
            in the dark.
         

         
         Tara sighed. “Isn’t this what you came here for?”

         
         She was right. I was supposed to be running toward instant sparks and undeniable magic, not walking coolly away. Taking a
            deep breath, I forced myself to focus on where I was and why: A cobblestone sidewalk on rue Saint-Honoré in the first arrondissement,
            the windows of Saint Laurent, Balenciaga, and Louis Vuitton dim around us. The heart of Paris. Love. The Eiffel Tower glittered in the distance, a spire made of stars bright against the vast black sky.
         

         
         Stars. I’d followed them halfway across the globe, all the way to Paris, in search of love. No joke. “I’m not dreaming, am
            I?”
         

         
         “It’s late, but you’re not dreaming. I was there too. There’s something about him. He’s different from the others.”

         
         Shit. Was I really going to do this? Break the one promise I had made in Paris, forget about my crack-of-dawn wake-up call,
            and run back to a hotel that we weren’t even staying at in search of a possibly destined-for-me man I’d only just sort of
            met? I couldn’t believe it, but my sensible, look-before-you-leap big sister was ordering me to do exactly that.
         

         
         Maybe it was a sign?

         
         If only the stars could truly tell me what to do.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            First House
Enchanté

         
         
            The starting point of an astrological chart, the First House, is also the starting point of a person’s life. The chart, a
               circle, is divided into twelve portions called houses. Each house represents a field of potential power and growth, such as
               relationships, health, money, or purpose. When you were born, each of the planets, along with the sun and the moon, were in
               one of the twelve houses. Sometimes more than one planet occupies a house, and sometimes a house is empty. A birth chart (also
               called a natal chart) reflects where the planets and luminaries were positioned on the date, minute, and location of a person’s
               birth. The chart changes roughly every four minutes, which is why having your time and place of birth is important.
            

            The First House is about how you define yourself. Appearances. Beginnings. It invites us to ask, Do I like this? Does this feel good? What do I want? How do I get what I want? The First House also reflects your first seven years and how those formative years created both your personality and alter
               ego that later becomes your other side, your partner in life. The alter ego consists of aspects that are discarded from the
               whole of a person’s identity, but they are not lost. The aspects reside as the alter ego in the Seventh House and are a gold
               mine of hidden wisdom, talents, and desires.
            

            Pisces, ruled by the planet Neptune, is in my First House. Pisces is about letting go and surrendering to the unknown.

         

         I had given up.

         
         I was forty-three years old, soon to turn forty-four, a single working mother renting a tiny yellow bungalow and barely scraping
            by in the Pacific Palisades, a quiet but expensive neighborhood in the west side of Los Angeles. After my divorce, I put almost
            my entire budget toward renting this house so I could be around the corner from my older sister, Tara. She helped with the
            childcare I could no longer afford. Money—when and how I’d make enough to keep my little family of three afloat—was a constant
            source of worry, one I had to hide from the glittering industry in which I now worked: selling high-end residential real estate
            to celebrities and other VIPs for a company called the Agency. (Yes, the luxury brokerage founded by Mauricio Umansky and
            Billy Rose, as seen on The Real Housewives of Beverly Hills and Million Dollar Listing Los Angeles.) Appearances mattered.
         

         
         Which is why, after my first big sale, I used most of the commission to buy a few “essential items” for my new career: one
            fancy purse, one trendy pair of overpriced sneakers, a leased Audi, and a weekly car wash. I had no choice back then. I needed
            many more sales than just the one, and fast. My son, Dashiell, was only eight and my daughter, Margot, just eleven when I
            started selling real estate out of necessity. They depended on me. Blending in as best I could with the sleek agents at my
            office was critical. As my friend Katie reminded me, “Who in their right mind would list a ten-million-dollar home with an
            agent driving a mom-mobile and carrying a bag from Forever Twenty-One?” Katie knew all about the paycheck-to-paycheck hustle
            herself and she had a point. But even a few years and several houses sold later, my workday ruse still exhausted me. It’s
            not easy to pretend to be someone you aren’t, even just part-time and for a good reason.
         

         
         Then there was the problem of my smashed-to-shit heart. Some days I thought heartbreak might, well, break me. That’s how much I missed a man named Philippe. And how scared I was about what my near future held. But Philippe first. He was always easier to talk about. Endlessly. To anyone who would still listen. Philippe and I had recently broken up. Again. We’d tried and tried to turn our passionate-but-batshit-crazy love affair into a practical relationship. We were both divorced, both parents. With responsibilities. We knew what this was supposed to look like. And yet.
         

         
         I thought of him every single day.

         
         But the worst heartbreak of all, far more horrible than my divorce or financial woes or even Philippe, was my beloved father’s
            prognosis. Two years earlier, he’d been diagnosed with a terminal disease, one that steadily ravaged his lungs. His doctors
            now said he had three months at most to live. My father was the one person in my life who never failed to listen to even my
            smallest problems and who somehow still believed his daughter could do anything. I didn’t allow myself to think about saying
            goodbye or about how devastating it was that Dash and Margot, now twelve and fifteen, would lose him too. I couldn’t. I’d
            sooner stick my hand into an open flame and hold it there. Instead, I obsessed over how I had failed myself yet again. How
            I’d wasted years with Mr. Not-So-Right-After-All. How my second chance at the happy ending I’d always dreamed of—the one with
            my father proudly watching while I walked myself down the aisle and into the arms of my loving partner, who would cherish
            me and my kids forever—was definitely not happening. I didn’t find The One while my dad still had time. I thought he had all
            the time in the world and always would. Now I needed to let my dream go and make other plans for my little family’s future.
            But I didn’t know where to begin. My heart had gone numb.
         

         
         So when my totally out-there but true-blue best friend Nicole gifted me a reading with a sought-after astrologer for my birthday
            that October, I thought, Why the fuck not? Whatever else had been guiding me thus far clearly wasn’t working. As if I needed any more cosmic proof that I’d better do something differently, earlier that week while I was walking an outrageously luxe property in preparation for its open house that afternoon,
            the seller asked me to scoop her toddler’s poop from their infinity pool. She’d noticed the little brown log drifting by as
            we discussed the merits of pricing a home based on “Zestimates” versus looking at actual comps. Would I mind just taking care
            of that? Except it wasn’t a question. Was it because I’d worn sneakers (cute, I swear!) with my dress instead of the vertigo-inducing,
            don’t-mess-with-me five-inch heels some of my colleagues favored? Did I look like someone who would smile and say “Absolutely!”
            no matter what the universe threw at her—even toddler poop? In case you’re wondering, I did scoop the poop out of the pool.
            And the next afternoon, I dropped off a potty-training gift basket complete with a copy of the book Everyone Poops, by Taro Gomi. Because sometimes we all need a reminder that shit happens. It’s okay. But also? Whatever signal I was sending
            out, it needed to stop, and if the stars could somehow help, then sign me up. Never mind that I wasn’t the cosmic-proof-finding,
            signal-sending type. And I definitely did not believe in astrology.
         

         
         Raised by parents who revered the trinity of education, logic, and hard work, I’d been conditioned to think about astrology
            much as I did about Impossible Meat and Burning Man: fine for my New Agey LA friends, but so not for me. My understanding of astrologers was limited to the headscarf-wearing, crystal-ball-gazing, blinking-neon-light
            variety on Hollywood Boulevard. And you didn’t want to get me started on readings of any kind. Why would anyone want to waste
            good money on a flattery-and-lies sandwich with a side of total BS? Simply put, I had never been the kind of person who saw an astrologer.
         

         
         But now, without Philippe and, unimaginably, soon to be without my father, I no longer knew for sure what kind of person I
            was. Or who I would become.
         

         
          

         I met Philippe on the heels of my disastrous divorce. I imagine most divorces are disastrous, but mine was the kind where your husband moves out, you lose your house, your dog dies, your business falls apart, your money disappears, you’re forced to file for bankruptcy, and you find yourself, shell-shocked, unpacking boxes in a shoebox apartment, all within a matter of months—this while trying to raise two young kids in Los Angeles. Life got real hard, real fast. My door was wide open for the devil to walk in. 

         
         Enter Philippe. He was handsome, French, tan, and, most of all, fun. He came bounding into my house of cards full of a kind of reckless joie de vivre that I’d forgotten all about as a busy wife and mother. A welcome distraction from my newly up-in-flames world, gorgeous
            Philippe chain-smoked cigarettes, guzzled endless bottles of rosé, and rudely yelled things like “Merde!” and “Putain!” from his white Porsche convertible as he sped down Abbot Kinney Boulevard to his bachelor pad in Venice. He flirted with
            the boho-chic neighbors, squeezed the baguettes at Gjusta’s artisanal bakery with a self-assured grin, and knew his way around
            the kitchen almost as well as he did around the bedroom. Philippe was loud and offensive, sexy and intoxicating. Everything
            about the man felt wrong. Except for his heart. Which is perhaps why I fell so hard for him.
         

         
         In the beginning, my relationship with Philippe was a divorcée’s dream. Happy to abandon reality and embrace as much freedom
            as I could when my ex had the kids, I picked up smoking, drank more bottles of wine than I ever thought possible, and discovered
            the true definition of the best sex of my life. To my surprise, our fever-pitch affair grew into a full-blown love story. We might have been on American soil, but Philippe was all French, and it was just what I needed. We went to wine tastings, rode bikes, and had picnics in the park. We enjoyed salad niçoise and rosé for lunch, cocktails on the roof at sunset, steak frites with a few bottles of Bordeaux or côtes du Rhône for dinner, and frozen vodka and caviar as a midnight snack. I felt like a different person. The old me knew nothing about fancy French wine or how seriously some people take their omelets. 

         
         Philippe and I danced in the kitchen until dawn, chain-smoking Marlboro Lights and losing ourselves in the music of Al Green,
            Van Morrison, and Nina Simone, especially her rendition of Jacques Brel’s “Ne Me Quitte Pas.” We held hands in the street,
            dunked croissants into our Blue Bottle lattes as the sun rose over the Venice canals. I rubbed lotion on his back at the beach,
            and he read French poetry to me in bed. We had mad, passionate sex at every hour of the day in every room of his beach loft.
            I even invited him to my high-school reunion so I could impress my old classmates with my perfect French boyfriend. We had
            undeniable chemistry. Before I knew it, we were a thing. One night turned into one month, one month turned into one year,
            and one year turned into half a decade.
         

         
         But Philippe and I weren’t only about our whirlwind lovescapade. We synced schedules with our exes so his three teenagers,
            Josephine, Theo, and Charlie, and my two kids could all spend time together. Philippe taught Dash about the Monaco Grand Prix
            and helped Margot with math homework. Charlie and Margot became confidantes, as close as sisters. Dash and Theo, despite the
            difference in their ages, bonded over video games and golf. Philippe would take all five kids to the grocery store and tell
            them to choose the craziest-looking food they could find—lychee fruit, Spam, horned melon, and bone marrow—and then bring
            it all home for a Chopped-style mystery-basket challenge. Philippe somehow made a delicious meal out of nonsense every time. We had a ball. A beautiful,
            messy ball. I liked to think of it as a practice run. Wouldn’t it be great if this was our always?

         
         I thought I’d found the love of my life. Philippe never failed to walk me to my car, to open a door. He made sure I had quiet time to study for my real estate exams. He often put a sweater over my shoulders moments before I felt cold. But most important, he lifted me up when I did not have the strength to rise after my marriage and business collapsed. He encouraged me not only to stand up for myself and my future but to stand tall. He refused to call me “Tash” or “Tasha” like almost everyone else did. “Natasha,” he would whisper in my ear with his romantic French accent, urging me to step into the strong name my parents had bestowed on me in homage to my dad’s Slavic roots, a name that had intimidated me my whole life. “Own your name,” he would tell me. “You are Natasha. You’ve lost a lot, but you can never lose that.” Philippe saw my insecurities and my well-intentioned mistakes but opened his arms without judgment. He was recently divorced himself, and we spent hours discussing loss, heartache, and pain. Well, mostly I talked and Philippe
            curated our post-divorce playlist and danced around the kitchen, cigarette in one hand, glass of wine in the other. “Chérie,” he would say, tipping my chin up and kissing me on the lips, “what we have is perfect. I don’t ever want things to change.”
         

         
         And it kind of was perfect. Until it wasn’t.

         
         Though I loved Philippe madly, I was silently drowning in a sea of increasing disappointment and frustration, knowing that
            I craved a tame, more conventional future that Philippe didn’t seem interested in providing.
         

         
         “I just don’t see it yet,” Philippe would tell me when I asked him about blending our families and moving in together. “What’s
            the rush, anyway? We’ve both done the marriage thing, and how did that work out?”
         

         
         Perhaps he was right. Was I craving something just because society told me it was the ultimate goal of a relationship?

         
         But with a life to rebuild and my children to raise, I couldn’t help questioning the perfection of it all. When we both had our kids, I had to pack up my family of three and lug mountains of stuff to Philippe’s just-big-enough loft (my tiny apartment was a nonstarter) and then back again. The shuffle drained us all. When Philippe and I were alone, the long nights of cigarettes, booze, and wild sex began to wear on me. The casual smoking turned into an awful addiction that I had to hide from my family and friends. The fun nights of drinking meant I was too hungover too much of the time to keep up with my demanding new career in real estate (not to mention the demands of motherhood). The best sex of my life resulted in a recurring UTI that I chased with antibiotics and then an unexpected pregnancy that neither of us was remotely prepared for. That news shattered me and, later, us, in a way. And my high-school reunion? We got caught having sex in the bathroom while waiting for AAA to tow his car, which had somehow managed to dangle itself precariously off a cliff. We were out of control. 

         
         I found myself at a crossroads, deeply in love with un beau gosse—that’s French for “the hottest guy I ever knew”—but daydreaming about a happy home and a stable future where I wasn’t constantly
            smelling like an ashtray, fighting a hangover, and living part-time out of a suitcase on the floor. As wonderful as our affair
            was when it began, given Philippe’s carefree, joie de vivre lifestyle, it simply wasn’t sustainable. After one too many disagreements about where our relationship was heading, I packed
            my bag and said goodbye. It was one of the hardest things I’d ever done.
         

         
         I hoped that Philippe would come after me, but he didn’t. Not in any meaningful way, that is.

         
         I thought it would be easy to move on, but I was wrong. Months passed, and still my heart belonged to Philippe. I scoured the city for the next love of my life, getting Botox for the first time and jumping into the LA dating scene. I hung out with my girlfriends at all the singles’ watering holes—with the Hollywood types at Chateau, the wannabes at Bungalow, the writers at Alfred, the foodies at the farmers’ market, the manscaped hotties at Hot 8 Yoga, and all the clean-eating hipsters prowling the Whole Foods in Venice on Friday night. I downloaded Tinder, Hinge, and the League. I deleted more than a few unsolicited dick pics and gave each promising match the old college try. I looked past my general height requirement and made out with Short Belgian Billionaire while waiting for my Uber outside Catch LA. I had a fling with a sexy surfer whom my friends and I called Awesome Sauce but ended it after I grew tired of hearing about “gnarly waves” and “bitchin’ barrels”—not to mention his cringeworthy nickname for me, “the N-Meister.” I watched in horror as a man I called the Russian Surgeon flexed his knife skills by dissecting an innocent bee right before my eyes in the middle of our picnic at the Hollywood Bowl. I hooked up with Hot Millennial at SHOREbar and then Hotter Millennial during a sexy live concert at the Peppermint Club. I even dated a man who made his own kimchi. Fair warning to all: too much kimchi gives a person horrible gas. 

         
         I tried. I really tried.

         
         But no matter how hard I attempted to find my next true love, my heart always went back to Philippe. I was stuck. I asked
            my friends for help, but no one could tell me how to get over him. My sister, Tara, had given up. No hairstylist could solve
            this. Even my favorite bartender at Tasting Kitchen—the cute one who looked like Ryan Gosling—eventually seemed annoyed at
            my inability to move on.
         

         
          

         “Just so you know, I don’t believe in astrology,” I told the astrologer when she phoned a few days after my birthday.

         
         “I understand,” she said in a calm, all-knowing voice. “You don’t have to.”

         
         The astrologer, Stephanie Jourdan, was well known in certain circles and had amassed a cultish but discreet following of top
            celebrities and politicians all over the world. She’d been in the field for thirty-plus years, and her full-time practice
            was more exclusive than the terrace at Little Beach House (Soho House’s members-only club on Billionaires Beach in Malibu).
            She accepted new clients by referral only and the waiting list ran six months to a year. Stephanie began the reading by explaining
            how she works. “I’m sorry to make you learn astrology in, like, two minutes,” she said, laughing, “but I want to make sure
            you understand what I’m talking about.”
         

         
         I’d already e-mailed Stephanie my birth date, birth time, and birthplace weeks before. She described how she’d used these elements to calculate my natal chart, or the map of my reading. “Your natal chart is a representation of where the sun, moon, and planets were in relationship to the Earth specific to your city of birth at the exact time that you were born,” she said. “I believe in reincarnation and read astrological charts from that perspective. Some charts appear to be barely influenced by past lifetimes, while others are saturated with past-life issues, relationships, losses, and achievements. Your reading is rooted in your birth chart, which depicts the life you planned for yourself prior to your physical incarnation.” 

         
         Wait, wait . . . what?

         
         “Humans are delightfully creative and often exercise free will by choosing a different course than the one they chose prior
            to birth. The astrological chart reflects what is possible according to your original chart. Looking at your chart, I see
            that you’re pretty psychic and you have a lot of dead people hanging around you, always. You’re in constant communication
            with spirits, to the point where you may not even be aware that this is unusual. You may just think these are the voices in
            your head or thoughts that you have, but they’re not. There are a lot of people in your living room,” she said with a laugh,
            “they just don’t have bodies.”
         

         
         OMG, this woman is legit crazy, I thought, looking nervously around my living room.
         

         
         “Okay. So, you likely know your sun sign, the most famous zodiac sign, even if you don’t believe in astrology,” Stephanie
            continued. “You are a Libra. But the placement of the moon and each of the other planets at the time and location of your
            birth adds additional shades to the picture of you. Like a clock, the zodiac is divided into twelve segments, or houses, each
            one ruled by a different sign. The zodiac begins at nine o’clock with the First House and goes counterclockwise around. Do
            you follow?”
         

         
         “Yes. I think so,” I said, wondering how on earth I’d committed to wasting an hour of my life with some trendy LA astrologer talking about past lives and sun signs. 

         
         “Now, let’s take a look at your chart,” she continued. “When you were born, the Earth, sun, and Pluto were all lined up. This
            is called a Pluto alien, or a Pluto power alien, in astrology. Pluto rules things like birth, death, sex, and taxes. It rules
            transformation and mysteries, people who see things that others don’t see. It rules shamanism, and it rules power. On your
            chart, it’s in the Eighth House. People who are born with it here mostly die at birth,” she said matter-of-factly. “Or at
            seven and a half, fifteen, twenty-one, or thirty. It’s not an easy beginning. But it’s a fantastic life once you make it to
            forty-four. That’s when it starts to activate. That’s when you get strong and start to reap the benefits of that power. You
            just turned forty-four, right?”
         

         
         “Two days ago,” I replied, dumbfounded, flashing back to four of the most pivotal moments in my life: almost drowning in a
            pool at age seven, being expelled from boarding school at fifteen, battling panic attacks and an awful drug addiction at twenty-one,
            and having an unexpected fight with severe postpartum depression at thirty. Floaty-scarved wingnut astrology lady or not,
            Stephanie Jourdan suddenly had my full attention.
         

         
         “Okay, great!” she exclaimed. “So you are in your superpower time now. Fun! Essentially, this is saying that the hard part
            of your life is over and now your job is not to care what anybody thinks anymore. We call a person with this kind of chart
            an alien, because you’re not like anyone else. You’re a Libra, so it’s difficult for you to stop comparing yourself to other
            people, but it’s time to stop. You are going to be different from most people. That’s just the way it is.”
         

         
         As Stephanie went on to explain the other characteristics of my chart, I found myself hanging on her every word. “You were born when Pluto and Venus were at six degrees,” she said. “Venus rules attachment and Pluto rules detachment. This gives you an interesting dynamic of being intensely passionate and all in, then immediately saying, ‘This is it, I’m done,’ if something doesn’t feel right. Does that make sense to you? Do you identify with this?” 

         
         “I do,” I said. It was the story of all my relationships. I had even earned myself the nickname “Cut-and-Run” from a girlfriend
            who was shocked to see how quickly I took flight at the first sign of trouble, never sticking around to deal with my emotions
            in a healthy way. This was a big source of tension in my relationship with my compulsively responsible sister, Tara, who was
            terrified I would disappear as our father’s illness quickly progressed.
         

         
         As Stephanie continued with her reading, I became mesmerized by her almost scientific explanation of the position of the planets
            and how they seemed to directly describe my life story. Stephanie knew details about my life that simply defied explanation.
         

         
         Some of these details were simple: “You dress too young for your age” (Hello? I’m single and dating in LA!). Some were more serious: “Your father doesn’t have a lot of time. This illness has been long and difficult, but as soon
            as he passes to the other side, he will feel immediate relief and will remain by your side. He’s actually a very helpful,
            funny spirit!”
         

         
         Stephanie also spoke about my former career as a journalist—something I gave up long ago—and saw me returning to writing within
            the year. “You have Mercury, the planet of the writer, in the Ninth House of your chart, the house of publishing,” she said.
            “Real estate will always be there; you’re good at it. But it is not the thing to bring your soul satisfaction. You need to
            start thinking of yourself as a writer again. Your point of destiny is to tell a story.”
         

         
         “Point of destiny? What’s that?” I asked.

         
         “The point of destiny is the highest expression of your being where you receive the most support from your own higher self
            and the universe. It is not something easily attained in the way we usually think of destiny as a given; it’s more like a
            precious journey that, if undertaken, provides the most sublime results,” Stephanie replied.
         

         
         Honestly, I couldn’t remember the last time I’d even thought about the word destiny. It seemed so old-fashioned, like something that had been canceled long ago. But maybe it wasn’t?
         

         
         “Now, at age forty-four, you will start to understand the definition of a life partner,” Stephanie continued. “How you are
            meant to go into a relationship as whole and complete, not really needing a partner, but open to sharing your life. To having fun. Now you need to just be out there, making an entrance. You’ve got
            a weird chart, and it’s great. This is a big, wonderful year for you. There’s an adventure on the horizon!”
         

         
         For sixty minutes I listened in silence as Stephanie gave me great insight into my childhood, my family, my career, my life
            path. Not all of it made sense—“It sounds dramatic, but people with charts like yours are rare. You’re a triple alien, for
            God’s sake!”—but the majority of it resonated beyond coincidence. I was blown away.
         

         
         “Is there anything specific you would like to know before we end the session?” she asked.

         
         “Yes,” I said sheepishly. “There’s a man in my life, someone I just can’t get over. Could you maybe look at that?”

         
         “Sure,” Stephanie said. “Do you happen to know his birth date and birthplace?”

         
         “Yes, um, let me think . . .” I racked my brain. I’ve never been one to remember dates. I traumatized my kids when they were
            little by repeatedly showing up for parties on the wrong day. Once, very memorably, I was mistaken for a stalker outside Kiss
            guitarist Paul Stanley’s Mulholland estate two weeks before his son’s actual birthday.
         

         
         “November fourth, 1968,” I spat out, worried we were running out of time. “Paris, France.”

         
         “What’s his first name?”

         
         “Philippe.

         
         “Philippe, great. I’m going to assume you don’t know his time of birth, so I’ll just put in twelve noon.” Stephanie went quiet
            for a few moments, and I could hear her typing away and mumbling a bit to herself. I held my breath, waiting.
         

         
         “I don’t know that this person wants to grow with you,” she said reluctantly, giving me details of how our birth charts and planets were not in alignment. Then, finally: “This isn’t your guy.” 

         
         It’s hard to describe the tidal wave of emotion that washed over me at that moment. It wasn’t relief so much as a mixture
            of love, sadness, grief, and an immediate sense of letting go. Philippe was not my destiny. Our love story was not written
            in the stars. It was time to move on.
         

         
         And that’s exactly what I tried to do. My four best girlfriends—Nicole, Katie, KC, and Heather—plus my sister, Tara, surprised
            me with a belated birthday celebration, showering me with presents for my superpower year ahead: rose quartz crystals for
            attracting love, flying wish papers for manifesting The One, pineapple vagina spray to prep my hoo-ha for brighter days ahead
            (if you do nothing else today, Google pineapple for your vagina), poppy-red Chanel lipstick, and a black lace bralette with a matching thong. I said a final, silent goodbye to Philippe,
            made a wish to find true love, and blew out the candle on my birthday cake.
         

         
          

         With my father’s condition deteriorating, I knew the next few months would be some of the hardest of my life. And yet, my
            newfound release from obsessive thinking about what might have been with my ex gave me a sense of hope that I had not felt
            in years. I bragged about my all-knowing astrologer all around town and walked with a fresh skip in my step.
         

         
         That is, until Facebook sent me a birthday notification one morning.

         
         Philippe has a birthday today blinked on my phone on my bedside table. I sat for a moment in quiet contemplation, the golden autumn sun filling my room. For the first time in years, seeing Philippe’s name did not come with the shock-to-the-system adrenaline rush that I had grown so accustomed to. I tapped on his profile, saw a photo of him drinking margaritas with a cute brunette, and felt nothing. It was official. I was over him. 

         
         I turned on the TV and put the kettle on the stove. This is amazing, I thought. I’m finally free. I grabbed my French press and poured in some ground coffee. Savannah Guthrie smiled brightly from my television. “Live from
            Studio One A in Rockefeller Plaza, this is Today.”
         

         
         That’s when I saw friday, november 2, staring back at me in brightly televised orange.
         

         
         Philippe’s birthday. It was November 2, not November 4.

         
         November. Fucking. Second.

         
         I rushed to my computer and opened a new e-mail, the kettle screaming in the background.

         
         
            
               
                  Hi, Stephanie,

                  I just learned—after our reading—that the man I was asking you about (my ex-boyfriend, Philippe) was born on Nov. 2 in Paris
                     (not Nov. 4 in Paris). Does this change what you would have told me about him? I hope I didn’t make a big mistake!
                  

                  Natasha

               

            

         
         Stephanie’s assistant (Astrologers have assistants? I thought) e-mailed me back immediately.
         

         
         
            
               
                  Hi, Natasha,

                  I’m afraid Stephanie is booked solid for the next six months, but if you have a specific question, I can call you with the
                     answer in about three weeks. She charges seven dollars a minute.
                  

                  Sheri

               

            

         
         Seven dollars a minute? That’s more than my divorce attorney! I thought, recognizing the absurdity of it all. And yet:
         

         
         
            Amazing, thank you, Sheri. Five minutes would be great.

         

         I was stuck in rush-hour traffic on the 405 freeway when I got the call from Stephanie’s assistant three weeks later. Malibu
            had just been evacuated due to the Woolsey fire, and I was on my way to meet a girlfriend for drinks at Shutters, a hotel
            on the beach in Santa Monica. After all, I thought, what better place to find true love than at a five-star hotel filled with
            hot, displaced Malibu dads?
         

         
         “Hi, Natasha, it’s Stephanie Jourdan’s assistant, Sheri. Do you have five minutes to chat?”

         
         “Sure,” I said, looking at the endless sea of cars in front of me. I could taste the smoke in the air.

         
         “Okay, great. Starting the clock now,” she began. She took a deep breath and rustled some papers. “November second, 1968,
            Paris . . . ready for this? He’s perfect for you!” she exclaimed, her voice bubbling with the pleasure of delivering good
            celestial news.
         

         
         “I’m sorry, wh—”

         
         “The time could make a difference,” Sheri continued, “but Mars is in the Seventh House, which is your husband. Venus is sixty degrees from the sun—that’s a long-term relationship or marriage. And, most important, he’s aligned with your
            point of destiny! This is so exciting! He’s perfect for you!”
         

         
         As Sheri went over the details, I stared ahead at the gridlock, unable to speak.

         
          

         Shutters was surprisingly devoid of any hot Malibu dads, as was Casa del Mar next door. But that didn’t stop me from finding
            a spot at the bar and ordering the stiffest drink I could stomach.
         

         
         “Casamigos Blanco, plenty of lime,” I told the bartender as I texted Nicole.

         
         
            Stephanie said Philippe is PERFECT for me. She said he’s The One!!!

         

         I threw back the tequila and sucked on a lime. I added: He can’t be The One!!!

         
         Nicole texted me back immediately: An astrologer once told me, “Only a fool follows the stars, a wise man heeds them.”

         
         Me: WTF does that even mean?!

         
         Nicole: Meaning these readings are guidelines—not absolutes—and meant to be kept on the back burner. Only when you are at your center
               do you find your true north.

         
         Me: Well, according to YOUR ASTROLOGER, my true north is currently fucking the cute brunette from Facebook.

         
         It was a long night. Four tequila shots, three glasses of chardonnay, and one very blurry Uber ride later, I found myself
            alone in my little yellow house with my heart aching once again for a man I couldn’t have.
         

         
          

         I woke up the next morning to a splitting headache and a missed call from my sister.

         
         “Hey, sis. Dad took a turn last night, and it’s not good,” Tara said on my voice mail. “He’s asked for a family meeting today
            to discuss his end-of-life options. He’s looking into something he calls assisted suicide. And he’s obsessing over finding
            the perfect song to listen to when he pulls the plug. Yeah . . . I . . . need help. Call me when you wake up.”
         

         
         I stepped into the shower and let the warm water run over my face, trying my best to push past my hangover and process my
            sister’s words.
         

         
         End of life.

         
         Assisted suicide.

         
         Up until that moment, I had done a pretty good job of remaining stoic in the face of my dad’s battle with pulmonary fibrosis, a disease that slowly hardens the lung tissue and makes it progressively difficult to breathe until one day, you simply can’t. Even after being shown dozens of grim X-rays, consulting with countless doctors, untangling an endless spiderweb of oxygen tubes, and interviewing nearly every hospice nurse in Santa Barbara County, I was in relative denial that my dad was dying. People like my father didn’t get sick, and people like my father most certainly didn’t die. 

         
         A Detroit native and a graduate of MIT (the first person in his family to go to college), my dad was a man of values and drive,
            science and logic. He possessed an indefatigable intellect and could solve almost any problem. From teaching me long division
            and parallel parking to helping me put the pieces of my life back together after my divorce, my father was always lovingly
            present. He was my true north; he’d selflessly guided me from the day I was born. I still needed my dad. It would have been
            great if I’d woken up at forty with everything figured out, no fucks given, but that didn’t happen to me. Or anyone else I
            knew.
         

         
         I wanted to believe that pulmonary fibrosis was just one more of the many seemingly intractable dilemmas my father had overcome
            in his lifetime. I wanted nothing less than the impossible: my father by my side forever.
         

         
         But there would be no forever. This was it.

         
         End of life.

         
         Assisted suicide.

         
         I sank to the shower floor, gasping for breath, unable to escape the reality of my crumbling world. I curled into a ball and
            hugged my knees to my chest as water pelted my skin and tears ran down my cheeks. This time, I cried for the loss of not just
            my father, my rock, but for Philippe, who was apparently my one shot at true love but who was also uninterested in building
            an adult future. My destiny, as it turned out, was for me to live life alone. I cried and I cried and I cried. The water turned
            cold, and I felt like someone had carved out my insides. I cried till I had nothing left. And then I lay there in silence,
            cheek pressed to the tile, watching water slip down the drain.
         

         
         I finally pulled myself up, stepped out of the shower, and took a hard look in the mirror. I no longer recognized the woman looking back at me. My eyes were swollen and red, devoid of light and life; my face was gaunt and exhausted. I was gone. 

         
         Then, just past my reflection, something caught my attention: a photo of me as a child, tucked behind an endless supply of
            antiaging creams and tonics. I picked the photo up and studied it. Age six. Floral dress. Blond pigtails. Bright blue eyes.
            Tiny Natasha, full of hope. Six was an age when I believed in love, magic, and the infinite possibilities of the universe.
            An age when my heart was open, and my imagination soared.
         

         
         I turned the photo over. In my dad’s handwriting, faded but still legible:

         
         
            Anything can happen, child, anything can be

            —Shel Silverstein

         


         That’s when it hit me. I texted Nicole.

         
         
            I just had the most brilliant epiphany! I need to find as many men as possible born in Paris on Nov. 2, 1968. Philippe’s not the only one, is he? 

         

         Nicole immediately wrote back. Ha-ha-ha-ha Ha-ha-ha-ha! Perfect! Let’s take out an ad.

         
         Me: OMG that’s BRILLIANT!!!! YES!!!

         
         Nicole: And then you can write about it, like Stephanie said.

         
         Me: Yeah, sure. I’ll call it MY PATHETIC LIFE.

         
         Nicole: No. THE AMAZING AND INCREDIBLE TALE OF HOW NATASHA FOUND HER SOULMATE.

         
         Me: I like the soulmate part

         
         Nicole: We’ll have to go to Paris, of course.

         
         Me: YES!!!

         
         Nicole: I love you, Tash.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Second House
Paris Is Always a Good Idea

         
         
            The Second House represents what’s important to you, what you value. It’s passive in nature. The First House starts something
               and the Second House receives the compensation. It’s a little bit like a tree that knows that it is enough to just grow and
               be its most wonderful self. This house fully expects that all the resources it requires will present themselves when needed.
            

            I have the sign of Aries occupying my Second House. Aries is about knowing what you want, going after it, and claiming your
               reward for a job well done. It is a very different energy from allowing yourself to receive what you deserve just for being
               you.
            

            Aries also rules men, and the Second House rules receiving love. Somehow, my soul had to put these two together in a way that
               made sense to a tree.
            

         

         When I arrived at my parents’ home in Summerland, a small seaside town ninety miles north of Los Angeles, Tara’s car was already in the driveway. I’d left Dash and Margot with their dad that afternoon. The family decisions that needed to happen were too grown-up, too upsetting. Only a couple of weeks earlier Dash had been here, snuggled next to his grandpa Bob, both of them totally absorbed in a black-and-white World War II movie. I smiled at the memory. In more recent days, we FaceTimed when Bob was too weak for visits, propping a phone up on our kitchen counter while Dash made his famous steak and Margot told stories about school. Bob loved these “family dinners” and always requested his favorite—chicken wings—for next time. Never mind that he was well past being able to eat chicken wings. Or much of anything else. 

         
         I grabbed the mini–white orchid I’d picked up at one of the farms on the way, took a deep breath, and went inside. My sister
            sat at the foot of our father’s rented hospital bed with a yellow legal pad in her hands.
         

         
         “Hey, Tasha. Glad you’re here!” Tara said. “I’m helping Dad with an end-of-life pros-and-cons list to explore ‘Dignity in
            Dying.’ By the way, Dad, I looked it up this morning and that’s what this option is properly called.” She shot me a look and
            raised one eyebrow in her best Welcome to crazy! secret sign we had perfected over the years. “You know how Dad loves to make lists.”
         

         
         It’s true. The inside of my parents’ ocean-view house was cloaked in a layer of neon sticky notes and never-ending to-do lists.
            There was one, appropriately directed toward my forgetful mother, on my father’s lifesaving oxygen tank that read do not turn off and ✓ keep bob alive! in bold Sharpie.
         

         
         My eighty-two-year-old father smiled at me from his bed and wiggled his toes under the blanket with delight.

         
         “I made the same kind of list for Colin when he couldn’t decide what kind of piñata to get for his eighth birthday,” Tara
            said confidently. “This will help.”
         

         
         Well, it looks like the train has left the station, so I’d better get on board, I thought to myself, stepping across the trail of tubes and leaning over my father’s bedrail to give him a kiss on the head.
            “Hi, Dad. How are you feeling?”
         

         
         My dad gave me a thumbs-up. “Cool,” he managed over the loud drone of the tank. The problem was, my dad looked anything but cool. His body was brittle and thin, his once-rosy cheeks a pale shade of gray. His nose was red and chapped from constant exposure to the high-flow oxygen from the plastic tubes of a nasal cannula. His hair was long, and he needed a shave. His large gold MIT class ring and shiny wedding band slipped loosely around his skeletal fingers. “But I would much rather have a piñata.” He smiled. 

         
         Humor was big in our family. Lost on a mountain? Emergency trip to the ER? That’s when the Sizlo family shone. We were the
            life of the party in moments of despair. Most people would panic while rushing to the fire department on Christmas morning
            with their child’s finger stuck in the serrated jaws of an angel-shaped tree topper. Our family? Check out the fire pole! Let’s take a ride! Bob was our leader, teaching us from day one that when things don’t go as planned, it’s how you handle the situation that matters most. He was the master of making lemons out of lemonade and turning disaster into adventure.
            Monty Python’s “Always Look on the Bright Side of Life” was the theme song of our accident-prone, laughter-filled childhood.
         

         
         “Dad is very worried about the end,” my sister explained as I settled in. A hospital-issue whiteboard hung on the wall with
            an exhaustive list of my dad’s daily medications. ativan, morphine, haldol, tikosyn, senna, mirtazapine were printed neatly in cherry-red dry-erase ink, followed by Remember to fill water in oxygen compressor in blue and Success is not final; failure is not fatal: it is the courage to continue that counts—Winston Churchill in green.
         

         
         “He isn’t crazy about the idea of suffocating, as his lungs will be giving out fairly soon,” Tara continued. “He wants to die on his own terms and has qualified for an end-of-life medication. Mom picked it up this morning.” Tara’s eyes started to well with tears, her humor fading as she pointed to a prescription bag from the pharmacy on the table. “His doctor told him last night that he only has a few weeks left, and we’re trying to decide if the medication truly is the right way to go and, if not, what the other options are. Sound right, Dad?” 

         
         “And I want to listen to ‘The Wind Beneath My Wings’ when I drink it with everyone here by my side,” Dad added. “Preferably
            on a Tuesday.”
         

         
         “Oh, balls. Bette Midler’s going in the minus column,” my sister said, scratching on her notepad. “How about ‘My Way’? Or
            ‘Midnight Train to Georgia’?” Tara raised her eyebrow again. “We’re still working on Dad’s death playlist.”
         

         
         I never knew it could be like this. I thought death was a flat line in the hospital while the family was downstairs grabbing
            a club sandwich (my dad’s favorite) in the cafeteria. Or perhaps something that happened suddenly—a car swerving out of control,
            an unexpected heart attack, a headfirst dive into the shallow end. I had no idea that death could be so slow and painful and
            confusing and drawn out; that there were decisions to make, doctors to consult, nurses to hire, family to call, mortuaries
            to interview, and cemeteries to tour. That letting go of life was as complicated a process as coming into life. And I most
            certainly didn’t know I would ever be called into a family meeting to discuss if it was better for my father, my one true
            rock, to throw back a big cup of life-ending medicine or slowly suffocate to death. And why Tuesday, exactly?
         

         
         “It’s okay, Dad,” my sister said. “You’ve got your girls here now. We’re going to help you and we will support whatever decision
            you make.”
         

         
         “Where’s Mom?” I wondered out loud.

         
         My mom, or Edna, as we often called her, alternated between shock and denial at the thought of losing her husband of fifty-six
            years. For the past few months, she’d gone inexplicably missing from all our important family meetings. I’m washing my car, she’d texted Tara when the doctor presented us with a bright pink Do Not Resuscitate form in the hospital three months ago. “I’m getting my teeth whitened,” she called to say when I stopped by the Carpinteria-Summerland Fire Department to ask the chief if his team could help carry Dad up the stairs into their home. “I’m walking the neighbor’s dog,” she announced before sprinting out the front door the morning my sister and I sat down to interview a bevy of strange caregivers whom we’d found using Google after one of the hospice nurses wisely recommended hiring additional help for when we needed to rest. Caring for someone as sick as Bob was a 24/7 job. But I couldn’t fault Mom for skipping out on the interviews. After the Crier (a professional caretaker who literally could not stop bawling after seeing my father’s end-of-life state) and the Diva (a self-described “overly qualified candy striper” who refused to grant us a full interview due to her celebrity status), I hadn’t wanted to be there either. 

         
         “Who does the Diva think she is, Cher?” I’d asked, slamming the door before collapsing in exhaustion. “Let’s just hire Celeste.
            She may not know how to use a microwave or be able to give Dad his meds, but she asked me to take her Match profile photo
            before the interview ended, and, I don’t know, I can relate to someone who’s looking for love and knows good lighting.” We’d
            seen Celeste first and liked her sweet personality, but we were worried that she had never taken care of so much as a houseplant.
            But compared to the Diva, the Crier, and other such outstanding candidates? Especially when we’d need more than one caretaker?
            Done.
         

         
         My mother, Edna, is a tough-as-nails Scotswoman who was born in 1936 in the slums of Edinburgh. She remembers cowering at midnight in the neighborhood’s bomb shelter during air raids, the fear of capture and then torture by the Nazis constantly on her mind. Growing up with two brothers in a one-bedroom tenement with no hot water and no heat meant life was rough. Her mother? Crippled by polio. And her father? An asthmatic determined to serve his country. When my mom was three, the Royal Air Force finally accepted her father as a ground gunner. She wouldn’t see him again until World War II ended. By then, she was ten. My mother grew up malnourished, surviving on sparse government rations, with only one dress and a pair of shoes to her name. 

         
         As a girl, Edna looked up to the Hollywood movie stars on the screen at the neighborhood cinema and the heroic American soldiers
            strutting outside the castle down Princess Street, passing out clothing and candy while protecting the locals from the threat
            of invasion. “Got any gum, chum?” children would call out, and the soldiers would give them their first taste of chewing gum
            and hope for a better future. By twelve, Edna decided that the path out of poverty was to move to America and marry an American.
            School ended at age fourteen for working-class children like my mother. Edna pulled double shifts delivering newspapers, worked
            as a waitress and then as a secretary, and somehow managed to scrape together enough money to buy a one-way ticket to the
            United States at the age of twenty-one. She arrived with only forty dollars in her pocket.
         

         
         My parents met in Los Angeles in a building on Wilshire Boulevard. Edna lived upstairs; Bob lived downstairs. Neither of them had much to begin with. My dad had just graduated from MIT and moved to LA to start a new life under sunny skies and palm trees. Though my father barely understood my mother’s thick Scottish accent, it was love at first sight. An engineer by day and a law student by night, my dad wooed my mom by expressing his love in mathematical terms, telling her, “I love you to the nth degree, the highest power,” and drawing sideways figure eights—the symbol for infinity—on cocktail napkins. Educated and kind, my father was my mother’s Prince Charming and better than any Hollywood star or man in uniform. He introduced her to a life she’d never dreamed possible; he spent any money he had (and, thanks to credit cards, sometimes money he didn’t) on delighting his Edna. They painted Los Angeles red, with Bob surprising Edna with dresses from Bullock’s and fancy rum drinks in tiki mugs at the Luau in Beverly Hills. He spontaneously proposed when her parents were visiting from Scotland and married her just days later so her father could walk her down the aisle the way she’d always dreamed he would. Dad vowed to provide a good life for Mom, one where she would always feel safe and never be afraid or hungry again. He was committed to her beyond words; he dedicated his whole life to her happiness and, consequently, ours. 

         
         “Mom’s at an open house for work,” Tara said, cracking her gum and nervously clicking her pen. (Did I mention that my mother
            worked in real estate? That’s how I got my own foot in the door after a series of false starts elsewhere.) “Now, back to the
            list. The pluses and minuses of taking the medicine versus dying naturally.” 
         

         
         My sister tried to sound strong, like a camp counselor, but beneath her sugar-sweet words, I could hear raw grief and utter
            exhaustion. “Plus: I spoke with the pharmacist today and he said he mixed the end-of-life drink with a lemon flavor to cut
            the bitter taste you were worried about,” she said. “So that’s a good thing! But minus: Unfortunately, now that I see it,
            this is a big bottle of medicine. You have to drink the whole thing, Dad. In just two minutes. I’m worried that, as weak as you are and as hard as it is for you to swallow, you might not be able to do that. And I’m not
            sure what happens if you only swallow half of the final-curtain cocktail.”
         

         
         Oh my God. Are we seriously doing this? I thought, envisioning my father struggling for life to the Beaches soundtrack.
         

         
         “Plus: You could do it on Tuesday!”

         
         Tara is my big sister by three years. An A+ happily married mom of two boys, she’s the kind of person who never misses a parent-teacher conference, who volunteers for every fundraiser, and who sends her kids to school with labeled pencils and Pinterest-worthy lunch boxes even though the boys are well into their teenage years. To the outside world, we are complete opposites. She’s short; I’m tall. She’s curvy; I’m straight. She’s blond; I’m a dark brunette. She plans and schedules down to the last detail; I leave it all to the last minute. She follows the rules; I go out of my way to break them. We drive each other bananas. I’m frustrated by her structured parenting ways and overly cautious approach to life; she’s annoyed by my impulsive decision-making and inability to think potentially dangerous situations through before diving in headfirst. For as long as I

         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Author’s Note

         
         This book is the true story of my quest for love. As such, a person’s truth is subjective and I recognize that some people’s
            memories of the events described in this book may be different from my own. To protect privacy, certain names, locations,
            and identifying characteristics have been changed. Dialogue and events have been re-created from memory and, in some cases,
            have been compressed to convey the essence of what was said or what occurred. Due to the confidential nature of the real estate
            industry, the houses, sellers, and buyers mentioned in this book are a composite of the many transactions I have been privy
            to throughout my career in Los Angeles real estate. This book is not intended as a substitute for the medical advice of physicians,
            real estate advice, or the guidance of an astrologer. The voices in my head are all real.
         

         
         Each chapter opens with a short passage about one of the twelve houses of the zodiac. These passages are meant to spark both
            curiosity and introspection. The renowned astrologer Stephanie Jourdan, PhD, advised me in writing them, but any errors are
            mine.
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