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    For my son, Conrad—my greatest blessing, my deepest purpose, and the most beautiful chapter of my life. You changed my heart forever. Every dream I chase and every obstacle I overcome is inspired by the love I have for you. I hope you always know that from the moment you entered this world, you became my reason for believing in magic.
For Shane, the love of my life, thank you for walking beside me through life's highs and lows. Thank you for the laughter, the lessons, the memories, and for being part of the story that brought us our greatest gift.
For my sister, Vanessa, whose heart is as fierce as her convictions. Though we may not always see the world through the same lens, I am grateful for your loyalty, your strength, and the bond we share.
For my mom, my entire heart. Thank you for your unconditional love, endless sacrifices, and unwavering belief in me. No words could ever fully express what your love has meant to my life.
This book is dedicated to the people who made me who I am, who taught me how to love, and who gave me countless reasons to keep going when life became difficult. I carry each of you with me on every page.

      

    



  	
        
            
             
 
 
"Recovery is supposed to be the light at the end of the tunnel. No one tells you what happens when the light is the trap."
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For my son, Conrad - my greatest blessing, my deepest purpose, and the most beautiful chapter of my life. You changed my heart forever. Every dream I chase and every obstacle I overcome is inspired by the love I have for you. I hope you always know that from the moment you entered this world, you became my reason for believing in magic.

For Shane, the love of my life, thank you for walking beside me through life's highs and lows. Thank you for the laughter, the lessons, the memories, and for being part of the story that brought us our greatest gift.

For my sister, Vanessa, whose heart is as fierce as her convictions. Though we may not always see the world through the same lens, I am grateful for your loyalty, your strength, and the bond we share.

For my mom, my entire heart. Thank you for your unconditional love, endless sacrifices, and unwavering belief in me. No words could ever fully express what your love has meant to my life.

And for my dad, my protector and teacher. Thank you for the wisdom you shared, the strength you modeled, and the foundation you helped build beneath my feet. Your guidance has shaped more of who I am than you will ever know.

This book is dedicated to the people who made me who I am, who taught me how to love, and who gave me countless reasons to keep going when life became difficult. I carry each of you with me on every page.
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WELCOME
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The GPS lady told me I'd arrived, but I sat in the parking lot for another four minutes anyway, engine running, AC blasting against the August heat.

Harbor House didn't look like punishment. That was the first wrong thing.

I'd expected cinderblock. Chain-link. The institutional beige of every court-mandated facility I'd researched in the three weeks since my lawyer told me this was the only way back to Cass.

Instead, the building in front of me looked like someone's rich aunt's beach house - pale blue clapboard with white trim, wraparound porch, actual rocking chairs arranged in conversational clusters. The lawn was that impossible green you only get with money and obsessive care. Hydrangeas the size of basketballs lined the walkway, their blooms so blue they looked Photoshopped.

I checked the address on my phone twice. 1247 Harborview Drive. This was it.

The building to my right - a matching structure, slightly smaller - had a discreet bronze plaque by the door: ADMINISTRATIVE OFFICES. To my left, a third building, set back from the others: WELLNESS CENTER. All of it connected by brick pathways, all of it manicured within an inch of its life. There was a garden visible behind the main house, raised beds in neat rows, and what looked like a small greenhouse catching the afternoon light.

I'd been in hospital pharmacies for twenty-three years. I knew what institutional spaces looked like, smelled like, felt like.

This wasn't that.

This was nicer than my apartment.

That thought landed with the particular shame I'd gotten good at swallowing. The apartment I'd kept after David left. The apartment Cass refused to visit even before the court said she couldn't. The apartment where I'd sat on the kitchen floor at two in the morning, counting pills I'd stolen from my own dispensary, trying to do the math on how many I'd need to feel nothing.

I turned off the engine.

The heat hit me the second I opened the door - thick, coastal, salt-heavy. I could hear gulls somewhere overhead, and the distant sound of traffic from the highway I'd exited ten minutes ago.

My duffel bag was in the trunk. I'd packed it three times, unpacked it twice, trying to figure out what you bring to the place that decides whether you get your daughter back.

In the end: seven days of clothes, toiletries, my phone charger, a paperback I'd already read, and the folder with all my intake paperwork.

Everything else - my license suspension notice, the custody evaluation, the sentencing memorandum from my DUI - was already here. They'd requested it all weeks ago. They knew everything before I walked through the door.

The front steps were painted white, the porch floor a soft gray. There were actual plants in ceramic pots - ferns, something with trailing purple flowers I didn't know the name of. A wooden sign by the door, hand-painted in elegant script:Welcome Home.

I almost laughed. Almost.

The door opened before I could knock.

"Diane."

The woman in the doorway was maybe sixty, maybe older, with steel-gray hair pulled back in a loose bun and the kind of face that made you want to confess things. Warm brown eyes, smile lines, the sort of lived-in beauty that came from decades of being the person people trusted. She wore linen - a tunic and loose pants in pale cream - and no shoes. There were silver rings on three of her fingers.

"I'm Pam," she said, and stepped forward with her arms already open.

I wasn't ready for the hug.

She pulled me in before I could decide whether to accept it, and suddenly I was pressed against her, smelling lavender and something herbal I couldn't place, feeling the warmth of another human body for the first time in - God, how long? Weeks? Months?

Cass hadn't let me touch her since the arrest. David had moved out a year before that. My coworkers had stopped making eye contact after the investigation started.

Pam held on.

Not long enough to be weird. Just long enough that I felt it. Just long enough that when she finally pulled back, her hands still on my shoulders, I had to blink hard to keep my face neutral.

"You made it," she said softly. "That's the hardest part. You're here."

I nodded, not trusting my voice.

"Come on." She picked up my duffel like it weighed nothing - it didn't, I'd packed light on purpose, trying not to presume I'd be staying the full ninety days - and gestured me inside. "Let's get you settled."

The interior was worse.

No - not worse. Better. That was the problem.

Hardwood floors, the kind that looked original.

A living room to the right with actual furniture - not the industrial waiting-room stuff I'd expected, but real couches, soft-looking, arranged around a brick fireplace. Bookshelves lined one wall, packed with paperbacks and board games and a collection of ceramic mugs on the top shelf. There were plants everywhere - on the mantel, in the corners, hanging from macramé holders near the windows. The windows themselves were huge, letting in so much natural light the whole space seemed to glow.

It looked like someone's home.

It looked like the kind of place I used to imagine living in, back when I still imagined futures.

"Kitchen's through there," Pam said, nodding toward an archway at the back of the living room. "Dining room's to the left. We eat together - breakfast at eight, dinner at six. Lunch is more flexible, but there's always something available. You're not required to cook, but you're welcome to. Some of our residents find it therapeutic."

Our residents. The phrase landed with a small, cold weight. That's what I was now. A resident. Not a guest. Not a tenant. A resident in a facility designed to prove I could be trusted with my own life again.

"How many?" I asked. My voice came out rougher than I'd intended.

"Right now? Six, including you. We keep it small intentionally. This isn't a warehouse. You'll meet everyone at dinner." She glanced at her watch - a man's watch, oversized, the leather band worn soft. "That's in about two hours. Gives you time to unpack, settle in, maybe take a walk around the grounds if you want. The garden's lovely this time of day."

She started up the stairs, and I followed, my hand trailing along the banister. It was smooth under my palm, polished by years of use. There were framed photographs on the wall going up - black and white shots of the coast, the lighthouse I'd passed on the drive in, a fishing boat at dawn. Tasteful. Expensive.

"You're in the blue room," Pam said over her shoulder. "Second floor, end of the hall. You'll have a roommate eventually - we're expecting another intake next week - but for now it's just you."

The hallway at the top of the stairs was narrower than I'd expected, but still bright. There were four doors, all closed except the one at the far end. Pam led me toward it.

"Bathroom's shared," she said, nodding at the door to my left. "Just you and the room across the hall right now - that's Simone. She's been here about six weeks. Quiet, keeps to herself mostly, but sweet. You'll like her."

She pushed open the door to my room and stepped aside.

I'd been in a lot of rooms in the last year. The holding cell after my arrest. The lawyer's conference room with its view of the parking garage. The family court waiting area with its plastic chairs and fluorescent lights and the smell of industrial cleaner trying to mask desperation. The therapist's office my lawyer insisted I start seeing, with its box of tissues positioned strategically on the side table and its poster of a kitten hanging from a branch:Hang in There.

This wasn't any of those rooms.

Two twin beds, one on each side, both made up with white quilts and blue pillows. A dresser between them, painted white, with a small mirror above it. Two desks, two chairs, two reading lamps. A window overlooking the garden, curtains pulled back to let in the late-afternoon light.

The walls were actually blue - a soft, coastal blue that probably had some name like "sea glass" or "morning mist." There was art on the walls. Actual art, not motivational posters. A watercolor of the harbor. A print of a woman reading in a garden.

It looked like a room in a bed-and-breakfast.

It looked like a room someone might choose to stay in.

Pam set my duffel on the bed closest to the window. "I'll let you get oriented. Take your time. If you need anything, I'm usually in my office - that's downstairs, the door past the kitchen. Otherwise, I'll see you at dinner. Six o'clock, dining room. Casual. We're not formal here."

She moved toward the door, then paused, turning back. Her expression shifted - still warm, but something else underneath. Something that looked almost like recognition.

"Diane," she said quietly. "I know this is hard. I know you're scared. I know you think you don't deserve to be somewhere this nice."

I felt my throat tighten.

"But you do," she continued. "You deserve care. You deserve a chance to heal. That's what we do here. That's what this place is for."

She smiled, and it was so kind I almost couldn't stand it.

"You're going to be okay. I promise."

Then she was gone, pulling the door closed behind her with a soft click.

I stood in the middle of the room, listening to her footsteps recede down the hall, down the stairs. Listening to the house settle around me - the creak of old wood, the distant sound of voices somewhere below, the gulls outside.

I walked to the window first. The garden was even bigger than I'd thought - maybe a quarter acre, with paths winding between the raised beds. I could see tomatoes, beans climbing trellises, something leafy I thought might be kale. There was a woman out there, kneeling by one of the beds, her hands in the soil. She looked young from this distance. Dark hair pulled back in a ponytail. She was wearing a tank top and shorts, and even from here I could see the tattoos covering her arms.

Another resident, probably. Another woman trying to prove she could be trusted with her own life.

I turned away from the window.

The room was quiet. Too quiet. I could hear my own breathing, the rustle of my clothes as I moved. I went to the bed Pam had put my duffel on and sat down slowly. The mattress was firm but not hard. The quilt was soft under my hands. Everything smelled clean - laundry detergent and something else, something floral I couldn't place.

I should unpack. That's what normal people did. They unpacked, they settled in, they tried to make a space feel like theirs.

Instead, I stood up and walked to the door.

I don't know what made me check. Instinct, maybe. The pharmacist's brain that never quite turned off, the part of me that had spent two decades checking labels, verifying doses, catching errors before they killed someone. The part of me that noticed things.

I turned the handle slowly.

The door opened outward into the hall, smooth and easy. No resistance. I stepped into the hallway, then turned and looked at the door from the outside.

There was a lock.

Not unusual. Most bedroom doors had locks. Privacy, security, the basic courtesy of a closed door meaning something.

But this lock was on the outside.

I stepped back into the room and closed the door behind me. Looked at it from this side.

There was a deadbolt. Heavy-duty, the kind you'd put on an exterior door. The kind that locked from the inside, with a thumb-turn instead of a key.

I stood there, staring at it.

A lock on the inside of the door meant you could lock yourself in. It meant you could keep people out. It meant privacy, safety, control over your own space.

Or it meant something else.

It meant someone had decided residents needed to be able to lock themselves in. Which meant someone had decided residents might need to.

I turned slowly, looking at the room again. The pretty blue walls. The white quilts. The window overlooking the garden. The art on the walls. The reading lamps. The mirror.

Everything designed to look like care. Everything designed to look like home.

I walked back to the window and looked out at the garden again. The woman with the tattoos was still there, still kneeling in the dirt. As I watched, she sat back on her heels and wiped her forehead with the back of her hand. Then she turned, as if she felt me watching, and looked up at the window.

Our eyes met across the distance.

She didn't wave. Didn't smile. Just looked at me for a long moment, her expression unreadable, before turning back to her work.

I let the curtain fall closed.

My phone was in my pocket. I pulled it out, checked the time. 4:17. Two hours until dinner. Two hours to unpack, to settle in, to prepare myself to meet the other residents and pretend I was someone who belonged in a place this nice.

Two hours to sit in this beautiful room with its deadbolt on the inside of the door and think about what that meant.

I sat down on the bed again. Pulled my duffel toward me. Unzipped it slowly.

On top of my clothes, I'd packed the folder with my intake paperwork. I pulled it out now, opened it, looked at the first page. The Harbor House residency agreement. I'd signed it three weeks ago in my lawyer's office, barely reading it, just wanting it done.

Residency term: 90 days.

Compliance requirements: Daily attendance at group sessions, individual therapy twice weekly, random drug screening, adherence to house rules and curfew.

Successful completion of residency required for custody review and professional license reinstatement consideration.

Ninety days. Twelve weeks. Three months.

Three months to prove I could stay clean. Three months to prove I could follow rules. Three months to prove I deserved to see my daughter again.

Three months in this beautiful house with its manicured gardens and its locks on the inside of the doors.

I closed the folder. Put it on the dresser between the beds. Started unpacking my clothes, folding them into the empty drawers, trying not to think about the fact that the other dresser - the one on the other side of the room - still had things in it.

A hairbrush. A phone charger. A small bottle of lotion, half-empty.

The room wasn't empty. It had been someone else's first.

I picked up the lotion bottle, turned it over in my hands. The label was worn, the edges peeling. It had been opened, used, set down and forgotten.

Or left behind.

I put it back where I'd found it, exactly as it had been.

Then I finished unpacking in silence, hanging my shirts in the closet, lining up my shoes underneath, putting my toiletries bag on top of the dresser. Making the space mine, or trying to.

When I was done, I sat on the bed and looked around the room one more time.

The blue walls. The white quilts. The window with its view of the garden. The door with its deadbolt on the inside.

And Pam's voice in my head, warm and certain:You deserve care. You deserve a chance to heal.

I thought about the hug. The way she'd held on just a beat too long. The way her hands had felt on my shoulders, warm and solid and real.

The way she'd known I thought I didn't deserve to be somewhere this nice.

The way she'd known that before I'd said a word.

I lay back on the bed, staring up at the ceiling. There was a water stain in the corner, faint but visible if you knew to look for it. A small imperfection in an otherwise perfect room.

Outside, the gulls were still calling. Inside, the house was quiet.

I closed my eyes and tried to imagine ninety days from now. Tried to imagine walking out of here with my record clean, my compliance verified, my daughter waiting. Tried to imagine the custody hearing, the judge's face, Cass finally looking at me without that flat, careful distance in her eyes.

Tried to imagine deserving any of it.

The image wouldn't come.

What came instead was Pam's face. Her smile. Her arms opening before I could decide whether I wanted the embrace.

The way she'd pulled me in and held on.

The way I'd let her.
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Pam's office was on the first floor, past the kitchen, in what had probably been a sunroom before someone decided it needed to be something more official. The walls were still mostly windows - three sides of glass looking out onto the garden - but there was a desk now, a filing cabinet, two chairs positioned across from each other like a therapy session waiting to happen.

The desk was old wood, scarred and beautiful, the kind of thing you'd find at an estate sale and refinish yourself. There were plants on the windowsills. Of course there were.

She'd knocked on my door at nine that morning, already dressed in another linen outfit - this one pale gray, loose and expensive-looking. Her hair was down today, silver waves past her shoulders, and she wore small gold hoops in her ears.

"Ready?" she'd asked, like we were going to brunch instead of the meeting that would determine the next three months of my life.

I'd followed her downstairs, past the living room where two residents I hadn't met yet were reading on the couch, past the kitchen where someone was making coffee, the smell rich and dark and almost painful in its normalcy. Down the hall to the office with its walls of windows and its view of the garden where the tattooed woman from yesterday was working again, her hands in the soil.

Pam gestured to one of the chairs. "Coffee? Tea? Water?"

"I'm fine."

"You sure? It's going to take a while. We have a lot to go over."

I sat down. "I'm sure."

She smiled - that same warm, knowing smile from yesterday - and settled into the chair across from me. Not behind the desk. That was intentional, I realized. The desk was off to the side, a prop more than a barrier. This was meant to feel like a conversation between equals.

It wasn't.

She had a folder in her lap. Thick, maybe two inches of paper. My name was written on the tab in neat handwriting:Cole, Diane.

"So," she said, opening it. "Let's start with the basics. You've already signed the initial residency agreement - your lawyer sent that over three weeks ago. But there are some additional forms we need to complete now that you're here. Intake assessment, medical history, emergency contacts, that sort of thing. And we'll go over the house guidelines in detail. I know it seems like a lot of paperwork, but it's important that we're all on the same page from day one."

I nodded. I'd spent twenty-three years in a hospital pharmacy. I understood documentation. I understood the difference between what was written down and what actually happened.

She pulled out the first form and handed it to me with a pen. "This is the intake assessment. Basic information - your substance of choice, how long you've been using, previous treatment history, any co-occurring mental health diagnoses. Just fill it out as completely as you can. There's no judgment here. We need to know where you're starting from so we can help you get where you need to go."

The form was two pages, single-spaced, with lines so small I had to squint to read them. I scanned it quickly, my pharmacist's brain cataloging the questions:Primary substance? Secondary substance? Route of administration? Frequency of use? Date of last use? Previous detox admissions? Previous residential treatment? Psychiatric hospitalizations? Current medications? Known allergies?

I filled it out mechanically, my handwriting smaller than usual, trying to fit the truth into spaces designed for abbreviation.

Primary substance: Opioids (prescription). Secondary substance: Alcohol. Route of administration: Oral. Frequency of use: Daily (past 18 months). Date of last use: 8/3/24. Previous detox admissions: 0. Previous residential treatment: 0. Psychiatric hospitalizations: 0. Current medications: None. Known allergies: Penicillin.

I didn't write about the pills I'd stolen from the pharmacy. Didn't write about the nights I'd sat on my kitchen floor counting them, sorting them by color and shape and milligram strength, the way I used to sort them at work. Didn't write about the DUI, the arrest, the way the officer had looked at me when he'd asked me to step out of the car and I'd stumbled, my words slurring, my hands shaking.

The form didn't have space for that.

I handed it back to Pam. She glanced over it, nodding, her expression neutral. Then she set it aside and pulled out another document.

"This is the updated residency agreement," she said. "It's more detailed than the one you signed initially. I'm going to walk you through it section by section, and then you'll sign at the bottom. Okay?"

"Okay."

She turned the document so we could both see it. It was printed on Harbor House letterhead - the same elegant script from the sign by the front door, the same coastal blue. Professional. Expensive. The kind of thing that made you trust it before you read it.

"Section One: Residency Term," Pam read aloud. "Your residency at Harbor House is for a period of ninety days, beginning August fifteenth, twenty-twenty-four, and ending November thirteenth, twenty-twenty-four. Successful completion of the full ninety-day term is required for compliance certification."

She looked up at me. "That's the big one. Ninety days, start to finish. No early departures unless there's a medical emergency or a safety issue. The court wants to see that you can commit to the full program."

"I understand."

"Good." She looked back down at the document. "Section Two: Program Requirements. During your residency, you agree to: attend daily group therapy sessions; participate in individual therapy twice weekly; submit to random drug and alcohol screening; adhere to all house rules including curfew, visitor policies, and phone usage guidelines; participate in house responsibilities including cooking, cleaning, and garden maintenance; attend all scheduled appointments with outside providers including your probation officer, custody evaluator, and licensing board representative."

My stomach tightened at that last part. The licensing board. The people who would decide whether I ever worked as a pharmacist again.

"Your compliance officer - that's Officer Kettridge, you'll meet him next week - will receive weekly reports from us," Pam continued. "Attendance, participation, drug screen results, any behavioral concerns. He'll use those reports to make his recommendation to the court for your custody review."

"When is that?" I asked. "The custody review."

She flipped to the next page, scanning. "November eighteenth. Five days after your residency ends. Assuming you complete the full ninety days and maintain compliance, Officer Kettridge will recommend supervised visitation to start, with a plan to work toward shared custody over the next six months."

Five days. I'd have five days between walking out of here and sitting in a courtroom while a judge decided whether I'd ever see my daughter alone again.

"And the licensing board?" I asked.

"That hearing is December third. Two weeks after the custody review. Again, assuming successful completion here, Officer Kettridge will submit a letter of support. But the board will make their own determination based on the full record - the diversion investigation, the DUI, your compliance history, and our report."

Two hearings. Two chances to prove I deserved a second chance. And both of them depended on the next ninety days.

"Section Three: Grounds for Termination," Pam read. "Your residency may be terminated immediately if you: use drugs or alcohol; leave the premises without authorization; engage in violent or threatening behavior; fail to attend required sessions or appointments; violate curfew more than twice; or engage in any behavior deemed by staff to be inconsistent with recovery."

She paused, looking at me over the top of the page. "That last one is important. We have a lot of discretion here. If we think something you're doing is putting your recovery at risk - even if it's not explicitly against the rules - we can address it. Does that make sense?"

I nodded slowly. It made sense. It also meant they could terminate me for almost anything if they decided to.

"If your residency is terminated for any reason," Pam continued, "Officer Kettridge will be notified immediately, and it will be noted in your compliance record. That would obviously impact both your custody review and your licensing board hearing."

Obviously.

Section Four: Privacy and Confidentiality.

You acknowledge that Harbor House will maintain records of your treatment, including session notes, drug screen results, and behavioral observations. These records may be shared with your probation officer, the court, the licensing board, and any other entities involved in your case as required by law or court order. You waive your right to confidentiality for the purposes of compliance monitoring.

I felt something cold settle in my chest. "I waive my right to confidentiality?"

"For compliance purposes," Pam said gently. "The court needs to know how you're doing. We can't help you if we can't communicate with the people overseeing your case."

"But everything I say in therapy - "

"Will be kept as confidential as possible," she said. "We're not going to share every detail of every session. But if something comes up that's relevant to your compliance - if you're struggling, if you're having cravings, if there's a safety concern - we have an obligation to report it. That's part of what makes this program work. Accountability."

Accountability. The word landed heavy.

I looked down at the document in front of me. The elegant letterhead. The careful language. The sections laid out so clearly, so reasonably.

You waive your right to confidentiality.

Any behavior deemed by staff to be inconsistent with recovery.

Compliance certification required.

Section Five: Financial Responsibility.

You acknowledge that your residency fee of twelve thousand dollars has been paid in full by your insurance provider. In the event of early termination, no refund will be issued. You are responsible for any additional costs incurred during your residency, including co-pays for outside appointments, personal items, and phone usage beyond the included monthly allowance.

Twelve thousand dollars. I'd known the number - my lawyer had told me, had helped me navigate the insurance approval - but hearing it out loud made it real.

Twelve thousand dollars for ninety days. Four thousand dollars a month. One hundred and thirty-three dollars a day.

More than my rent. More than I'd ever spent on anything except my car.

"Section Six: Departure Protocol," Pam said. "Upon successful completion of your ninety-day residency, you will participate in an exit interview and receive a certificate of completion. This certificate, along with our final report to Officer Kettridge, will serve as documentation of your compliance. If you choose to leave before completing the full term, you must provide seventy-two hours' notice and participate in an exit interview. Departure without notice will be considered an unauthorized departure and will be reported as non-compliance."

Seventy-two hours. Three days.

If I decided I couldn't stay, if I decided this place was wrong, if I decided I needed to leave - I'd have to tell them three days in advance and sit through an interview where they'd ask me why.

And then they'd report it to Officer Kettridge.

And then I'd lose Cass.

Pam turned to the last page. "And finally, Section Seven: Acknowledgment and Consent. By signing below, you acknowledge that you have read and understood all terms of this agreement; that you enter into this residency voluntarily; that you understand the consequences of non-compliance; and that you agree to abide by all program requirements and house rules for the full ninety-day term."

She held out the pen.

I took it.

The signature line was at the bottom of the page, below a paragraph of dense text I'd barely processed. My hand hovered over it.

"Take your time," Pam said softly. "I know it's a lot. But this is good, Diane. This is you taking control of your life again. This is you choosing recovery."

I looked up at her. She was smiling, that warm, maternal smile that made you want to believe her. That made you want to believe this was rescue, not trap.

I thought about Cass. About the custody review in ninety-five days. About the licensing board hearing two weeks after that. About the possibility - however small, however unlikely - that I might get my daughter back. That I might get my life back.

I signed.

My handwriting looked small on the page. Cramped. Like it was trying to take up as little space as possible.

Pam took the document back, glancing at my signature, then tucking it into the folder. "Perfect. Okay, we're almost done. Just a few more quick ones."

She handed me three more forms in rapid succession: emergency contact information, medical release, consent for drug screening. I filled them out, signed them, handed them back. She added them to the folder, which was getting thicker by the minute.

"Last thing," she said, pulling out a single sheet of paper. "House rules. You'll get a full copy for your room, but I want to go over the highlights now."

She didn't hand me the paper. Just held it so we could both see it.

"Curfew is ten p.m. on weekdays, midnight on weekends. If you're going to be late, you call the house phone - the number's posted in the kitchen. Two late arrivals and we have a conversation. Three and it goes in your compliance report."

I nodded.

"Visitors are allowed, but they need to be approved in advance. You'll submit a visitor request form at least forty-eight hours before the visit. We'll do
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