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            Chapter One

         
         Talking to kids was easier in cars. Leo might be making a hash of everything with Gabby, but that was one thing he’d learned
            in the two years he’d been trying to pinch-hit on the whole parenting thing.
         

         
         Talking to kids was easier in cars. Not easy. Easier. Usually only marginally to imperceptibly. Like today when, despite his best efforts, he could not extract any information
            about how the middle school production of The Wizard of Oz had gone.
         

         
         “Did Aidan remember his line today?” At yesterday’s show, number four of the weeklong run, the boy playing the head of the
            Lollipop Guild had forgotten his line—the line that came before Gabby’s—so the whole production had ground to a halt, Gabby
            unsure whether she should wait for him. The result, she reported, had been “extreme and utter mortification” when the teacher
            cued her to go ahead, thus making it look like the flub had been her fault.
         

         
         Or so he’d been told yesterday, when Gabby had been infinitely more chatty than today.

         
         Today, getting her to speak was like trying to arrange an audience with the great and powerful Oz.

         
         She didn’t answer, just performed a kind of girlish grunt as she looked out the window in the back of his taxi.

         
         Did Aidan remember his line or not? he wanted to shout. But a person didn’t shout things like that at his eleven-year-old sister. Especially when Did Aidan remember his line or not? was really a proxy for Please tell me you’re okay.
         

         
         Also: Where is your winter hat? It might not be snowing yet, but it’s December, and I don’t care about your hair. I care about your
               ears not getting frostbitten.

         
         But Leo didn’t know how to say any of those things. One day Gabby was all smiles and stories and “extreme and utter mortification,”
            and the next she was closed up as tightly as the clams Dani brought back from Long Island.
         

         
         He didn’t know if the way she ran so hot and cold was normal. The parenting books he read suggested it was, but he thought
            it was early for her to be like this—he’d been expecting this moodiness to arrive later, to be more of a teenage thing.
         

         
         But on the other hand, she had always been socially advanced. And she was a lot smarter than he was. He had never used phrases
            like extreme and utter mortification when he was eleven. Or in the fourteen years since, for that matter.
         

         
         “What does that mean?” he said in response to her grunt. “Did the Lollipop League boss come through? I’m on pins and needles,
            here, kiddo.”
         

         
         “It’s the Lollipop Guild, Leo.”
         

         
         And, oh, the disdain she managed to infuse into that single word. His heart sped up like it always did when he felt like he was on the brink of fucking things up irrevocably. 

         
         Who knew he was capable of getting so worked up over The Wizard of Oz?
         

         
         But hang on, now. This was important, yes, because it was important to her, but confusing the Lollipop Guild and the Lollipop
            League wasn’t fucking things up irrevocably. He needed to keep some perspective here.
         

         
         No. What he needed was a vacation. But that wasn’t happening anytime soon.

         
         So he cleared his throat as he turned onto First Avenue. “Right. Lollipop Guild; Lullaby League. Got it.”
         

         
         There was a long silence as he navigated the snarl of traffic on the few blocks between them and their destination. But then
            Gabby said, “You’re for sure coming tomorrow, right?”
         

         
         There. That’s what these rides were about. She never would have asked him that so directly at home. But he could hear in her
            tone how much she wanted him there. And how much she’d missed the fact that he hadn’t been yet.
         

         
         “You can count on it.” He still felt terrible about missing today’s show. He’d told her he would be there, but Mrs. Octavio
            in 2C had run a bath and forgotten about it, causing it to overflow into the unit below hers.
         

         
         He should have been there like he promised. He should have been on hand to witness the “extreme and utter mortification.” That he hadn’t was edging closer to “fucking up irrevocably” territory. Leo worried sometimes that all his small mistakes, his oversights and omissions, while not large enough individually to do any real harm, were invisibly accreting. That they were somewhere inside Gabby, dormant for now, but that one day, when he committed one too many, there would be a kind of tipping point. That all
            his little fuckups would add up to one giant one that actually harmed her.
         

         
         “I’ll let the building flood before I miss it,” he vowed.

         
         He was watching her in the rearview mirror, so he caught the way her brow knit. “Well, maybe don’t do that. I’m just Lollipop Guilder Number Four. I only have the one line.”
         

         
         He hated that an eleven-year-old knew where their household priorities had to lie. Knew that his second job as their building’s
            on-site super was the only way they could afford the rent. Knew that flooded apartments had to take precedent over school
            plays.
         

         
         Hell, he hated that their priorities had to line up like that to begin with. They had never been rich when Mom and Dad were
            alive, but things were a lot tighter now.
         

         
         “Already done, kiddo. Dani’s gonna work from home tomorrow so she can be on call as backup in case any building nonsense crops
            up.”
         

         
         “Don’t call me kiddo.”

         
         He glanced in the rearview mirror again, and this time he liked what he saw. She was trying to tamp down a smile as she lodged
            her objection. He relaxed a little. They were okay. For another day, anyway.
         

         
         “Okay, kiddo”—he stressed the endearment—“today you and Max are in for a treat. We are going to . . .” He rolled his tongue and drummed
            on the steering wheel. He was trying to irritate her now. He was still her brother, after all. Normalcy was important. Routines created stability. And Gabby needed to believe that there was a purpose to their little drive-arounds other than trying to, like, ensure her long-term emotional well-being. 

         
         He turned on the singsong, lecture-y tone she purported to hate. “And here we are! The United Nations Headquarters, designed
            in 1952 by Oscar Niemeyer, one of the pioneers of modern architecture. So like I said, you are in for an exciting time. And
            you, too, Max. Get ready, my friends.”
         

         
         At hearing his name, Max started barking. Or yapping, because what Max did could not properly be called a bark.

         
         “See? Max appreciates my genius even if no one else does.”

         
         Gabby snorted. But she was openly smiling now.

         
         He had beat back the forces of chaos for a little longer.

         
          

         When the applause broke out, Marie almost started crying.

         
         Which was not rational. There would have been many more logical instances in which to cry today. Perhaps before she gave a speech at the General Assembly of the United Nations? When she’d been standing up there looking at all the dignitaries
            and translators—a literal subset of the entire world—she’d felt like she was floating outside her actual body and therefore would have to call in absent to the speech she’d been
            practicing for so long. Would have to call her father and tell him he had been right. That she had been foolish to try to
            tack this speech on to the New York visit.
         

         
         But, no, somehow, as she’d made her way up to the podium and looked out at that sea of faces and been sure that she was about to float away—sail up past the murals on the side walls and up and over the press gallery—she’d managed to get a hold of herself. Reach up and anchor some small shred of her being, like capturing the string of a runaway helium balloon just before it floated away forever, open her mouth, and talk. 

         
         Once she’d gotten going, it had actually been fine. She knew this material. She cared about this material. She was giving a speech about the ongoing European refugee crisis. She owed those people her best. And
            she was fairly certain she had delivered.
         

         
         But, oh, afterward, the relief. It was all-encompassing. Like when you woke from a nightmare and it was still playing in your head, but then there was that
            glorious tipping point when enough of reality—your bed, the outline of your armoire—kicked in and triggered that wonderful
            notion: it was just a dream.
         

         
         Or, less dramatically, like the feeling she used to get as a girl after she was done with her weekly dancing lesson. Six days
            of freedom until she had to do it again! Or like that one time Monsieur Lavoie went away for the summer and they decided to
            give her three months off instead of replacing him.
         

         
         The startling liberation of a heavy responsibility suddenly lifted.

         
         It made her giddy even as she wanted to weep with relief.

         
         She had done it, her father’s naysaying be damned.

         
         But, as she navigated a crowd of well-wishers after the session was over, both the giddiness and the relief faded. Because
            she wasn’t done yet with this epic day. It was the reason she was leaving so soon after her speech, instead of staying to
            take questions and talk policy.
         

         
         In some ways, her father was right. Her next task was more important than the speech had been, if less public.
         

         
         It was certainly as nerve-racking. She didn’t fear that she was going to float away like an escaped balloon this time. More that she might, suddenly and with no warning, be violently popped. Be left with nothing to show for herself but a sad handful of broken latex. 

         
         She had tried to tell her father the party was not the place to do this. That an ambush would not go over well. But, as he
            had pointed out—reasonably, she had to admit—they really had no choice. Philip Gregory was attending the party, and what they
            needed to do—their last resort—was to charm Philip Gregory.
         

         
         Charm.

         
         Not something Marie possessed a lot of, despite her ongoing efforts.

         
         Charm. Grace. Classical beauty. All the things that someone in her position was expected to have, Marie lacked. Her mother
            had had those things.
         

         
         Instead, Marie was cursed with a surfeit of other qualities, things like anxiety and an overabundance of caution.

         
         Which probably explained why she was in the bathroom at the United Nations changing into her party dress.

         
         Mr. Benz had tried to insist that they had time to return to the hotel for her to change, and that plan might have worked
            if it had merely been a regular party. A party on land. But the boat was leaving at seven o’clock sharp, and even though anyone
            else would probably wait for her if “her people” asked, tonight’s hostess most decidedly would not. She had only invited Marie
            because it would look odd if she didn’t.
         

         
         Marie, ever conscientious, had done her homework. A session with Google Maps had informed her that it was a twenty-minute drive down and around FDR Drive from the UN buildings to the marina. And while Mr. Benz, who so very much did not want to stand by while she changed in a restroom at the United Nations, might be technically correct—they might be able to get up to the Plaza and back down to catch the boat—that was cutting it too close for her liking.
         

         
         Marie didn’t have room in her life for might. She hated being late at the best of times—being late only confirmed the worst stereotypes about people like her—and this
            wasn’t the best of times. This was important. This was work. This was duty.
         

         
         “You should have had Verene make the trip with you.” Mr. Benz’s tone, as Marie emerged from the bathroom as polished and pulled
            together as she was going to get on her own steam, would have sounded neutral to outsiders. Marie, however, heard the nuance.
            She heard the slightly clipped consonants that signaled his disapproval.
         

         
         She might be somewhat sheltered—she would admit to that—but even she knew that traveling with someone whose sole job was to
            pin her hair and steam the wrinkles out of her clothes was not a good look when one was trying to be casually charming. High-profile
            American people did not have these sorts of visible assistants. The Kardashians, for example, probably had armies of people
            spraying and fluffing them behind the scenes, but the key was that they made it look effortless. Americans enjoyed pretending
            they lived in a classless society, one where social mobility was as easy as a walk to the corner store. But she couldn’t explain
            that to Mr. Benz, who refused on principle to even attempt to understand the ways of Americans, much less bend to them.
         

         
         “There was no need to pay for another person to make the trip,” she said with artificial cheer, falling back on the economic argument she’d made at home. And it was true. She was here to try to shore up the economy at home, not leech off it. 

         
         Mr. Benz sniffed. He preferred to pretend that they still lived in a world where the family did not need to concern itself
            with things so pedestrian, so crass, as money.
         

         
         “Regardless, I’m perfectly capable of dressing myself.”

         
         Which might not actually be true, judging by how much trouble the back of her dress had given her. It laced up corset-style,
            and the pink ribbons it was threaded with weren’t long enough for her to reach around and tie herself. This had been a poor
            choice, but of course she hadn’t thought through the sartorial details the way Verene would have.
         

         
         But she was not about to ask Mr. Benz for help or, worse, let him see that she was setting out for the party with the back
            of her dress undone. She would have to find a sympathetic partygoer to discreetly help her.
         

         
         So she adjusted her cape to better hide her back, pasted on a smile, and said, “Shall we go?”

         
         When they emerged on First and East Forty-Second, the agreed-upon meeting place for maximumly efficient extraction, Torkel
            was there shaking his head and speaking urgently into his phone.
         

         
         Torkel was usually the epitome of cool. A man of few words and no outward emotions, he let his big, beefy muscles and his
            mirrored sunglasses—oh, she’d had such a crush on him when she was a teenager!—speak for him.
         

         
         Usually.

         
         Today he snapped, “Consider yourself fired,” into the phone, curse-whispered, “So ein Schmarrn!” to himself, and turned to them with a grim expression.
         

         
         Seeing any expression on Torkel’s face was such a novelty, it distracted Marie for a moment.
         

         
         “The car isn’t coming,” he said.

         
         “I beg your pardon?” Mr. Benz’s neutral-on-the-surface-of-things tone was now shading into alarm.

         
         “It broke down.”

         
         Mr. Benz blinked a few times. “Pardon me?”

         
         “It broke down.”

         
         “The car isn’t coming?” Goodness. Mr. Benz rarely emphasized one syllable over another. This must be his version of panic. If Marie hadn’t been
            sharing in that sentiment, she would have been amused. “It wasn’t supposed to go anywhere,” Mr. Benz went on. “It was supposed
            to wait for us and meet us here when I texted, which I just did.”
         

         
         Oh, he had emphasized four words there!
         

         
         Marie felt badly. Torkel would be taking this to heart. He’d chosen the car service because, after extensive research and
            interviewing, he had determined it could best accommodate their security protocol. He had swept the car and conducted extensive
            background checks on their driver.
         

         
         “Our vehicle is currently broken down on the Queensboro Bridge.” A vein bulged in Torkel’s neck. “Apparently drivers on UN
            detail congregate at the home of the Costa Rican ambassador while they’re waiting to pick up.”
         

         
         “All right,” Marie said. They didn’t have time to waste. “It’s not the end of the world. No one’s dead.”

         
         “This was why the speech—” Mr. Benz cut himself off. He’d been going to say, This was why the speech was a bad idea. A frivolous indulgence. But of course he wouldn’t actually say it.
         

         
         He might be right, though. Not about it being frivolous, but about Marie’s prioritizing it over the meeting with Gregory.

         
         “I’ve ordered another car,” Torkel said.

         
         Marie shook her head. “We don’t have time for that. We’ll summon a taxi.”

         
         Mr. Benz gasped. Torkel growled.

         
         She extended her arm out in the direction of the street before the inevitable volley of objections could be launched. She
            had never attempted to hail a taxi before, but that was how they always did it on Sex and the City. She started waving her arm around for good measure.
         

         
         She could feel the disapproval radiating from both men. She didn’t pull rank very often. She usually let them . . . handle
            her. It was their job, after all.
         

         
         But it wouldn’t be their job to tell her father that she had missed the boat—literally, though she was familiar with the American
            idiom—and with it her only chance to talk to Philip Gregory.
         

         
         No, that would be her job.
         

         
         She lifted her chin and tried to make the face her mother always used to when Grand-mère came to their apartment for tea.
            Recalled her mother saying, If you want someone to listen to you, don’t yell. Yelling signals desperation. Speak quietly but firmly. Assume you will be heard.

         
         All those dancing lessons might have been for naught, but some of her training had stuck.
         

         
         Marie also remembered her mother hugging her, grabbing the remote control, and cuddling up next to her to watch some “deliciously
            dreadful American TV” after Grand-mère left.
         

         
         She lifted her chin. “Gentleman. We are getting a taxi. There will be no further discussion.”

         
         She missed Maman so very much.

         
          

         “So, even though they started out at odds on the project, it’s interesting that the final plan was a combination of their
            visions. Now, I’m not sure how happy Niemeyer was about that. He may have just given up and let Le Corbusier have his way.”
         

         
         “Superinteresting,” Gabby said.
         

         
         Leo was executing a complicated U-turn to put them in the direction of home, so he couldn’t check her out in the mirror, but
            he could hear the eye roll in her tone. He decided to lean in, to further antagonize her in the hopes of getting her to laugh. “The other interesting fact about the UN Headquarters is that the Secretariat Building—that’s the tall one—was the first skyscraper
            in North America to use a curtain wall. It was—”
         

         
         “I got my period yesterday.”

         
         Wait. What?

         
         He was drowning. Plunged into dark, swirling, freezing water. His body might appear to be sitting placidly in the driver’s
            seat of his cab, but he, his real, inner self, was a block over, sinking like a stone in the East River.
         

         
         Jesus, Mary, Joseph, and all the saints—what?

         
         He started sweating—like, his body just started shoving perspiration out of his pores—and Max started yapping. Probably because
            he could sense Leo’s panic. Leo couldn’t think through all the racket. He was going to die, and the last thing he was going
            to hear would be that glorified rat.
         

         
         But no. He couldn’t die. He was all Gabby had left.

         
         Okay. Think. Gabby got her period. She was too young for that. Wasn’t she?

         
         Well, obviously not, Einstein.

         
         Also, his sister liked to give him shit, but he found it hard to imagine her joking about something like this.

         
         So, he needed to acknowledge her news. To say something.
         

         
         He cleared his throat. “You mean like your first one?”

         
         “Yeah.”

         
         Fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck.

         
         It wasn’t like he hadn’t known this was coming. But Gabby was eleven.
         

         
         Oh god, maybe there was something wrong with her.

         
         He rolled his neck to try to work out some knots that had taken up residence in it and made an effort to sound casual. “So
            I guess we should go to the doctor?”
         

         
         The doctor for which the copay was four hundred dollars.

         
         “I don’t need a doctor, Leo. I’m not sick.”
         

         
         But what if you are? What if you have some terrible disease that causes little girls to—

         
         “I just need some money to buy supplies.”

         
         Right. Supplies. Right.

         
         Oh, fuck, he wished Mom were here.
         

         
         “Yeah, of course. No problem. We can stop on the way home.”

         
         And then they would have to talk, right? About her feelings on the matter, if not the mechanics of things? They had already covered the mechanics during various excruciating versions of the birds and the bees talk in the past two years, Leo reading robotically from a script he’d modified from library books on how to talk to your kids about this shit—because the library had no books about how to talk to your much younger sister about this shit. 

         
         Was he supposed to say something here? Something profound and speechlike? Congratulations, Gabby; you’ve become a woman today.

         
         But not today. Yesterday. She said she got her period yesterday.
         

         
         “So, uh, this happened yesterday? What have you been . . . doing?”

         
         Using? Wearing?

         
         “I went to the school nurse, and she gave me some maxi pads,” Gabby said matter-of-factly. “But I’m out.”

         
         Maxi pads. Leo’s vision started to swim.
         

         
         “She said I was too young for tampons.”

         
         Oh, Jesus Christ, tampons. He opened his eyes as wide as they would go and forced himself to concentrate on the road in front of him rather than the
            blurry blobs congregating in his peripheral vision.
         

         
         All right. They just had to get out of Manhattan. Stop at the store for . . . supplies. And maybe some takeout. They would
            get her favorite, pasta from Ralph’s. Which normally he hated doing, because she only ever wanted penne with marinara, which
            he could make at home. In theory. Not that he ever did. But their mom’s recipe was better than Ralph’s, so it bugged him to
            spend twelve bucks for subpar pasta from down the street.
         

         
         But all he could think to do right now was figure out what would make his sister happy, and make it happen. “So, kiddo, what
            do you say we stop at—”
         

         
         “Oh my god!”

         
         “What? What?” Leo was already so enervated, that was all it took for his adrenaline to spike, making him white-knuckle the steering wheel so he wouldn’t fly away like an overinflated balloon. His chest hurt. 

         
         “Look at that girl! She’s trying to hail a cab! Stop for her!”

         
         “I’m not on duty.” Also, I’m having a fucking heart attack.

         
         “She looks like a princess!”

         
         She did kind of look like a princess. She was even flanked by a tall, slim man looking very ill at ease in his old-timey suit,
            and a beefy, sunglasses-wearing bald guy looking very ill at ease in his new-timey one.
         

         
         “Pick her up!”

         
         “I’m not on duty,” he said again. Also, I’m still having a fucking heart attack.

         
         “Then just give her a ride. She looks like she really needs one.”

         
         She did. She was literally jumping up and down, waving her hands in the air like she was a runway worker at La Guardia trying
            to signal a plane gone rogue. She was wearing a shiny, white dress that puffed out like a parachute each time she jumped.
            She looked like a wedding cake topper in an aerobics class. It would have been funny if Leo had any humor to spare.
         

         
         “Leo! Stop! You can’t just leave her there.”

         
         He could, though. He would have exactly zero qualms about doing just that. He had other stuff to worry about. Maxi pads and pasta, to be precise. And heart attacks—the copay for heart attacks was probably a hell of a lot more than four hundred bucks. “Traffic is terrible, Gab. If we stop, it’ll be forever until we get home. And we can’t keep Max crated that much longer.” Probably. He didn’t really know. Normally, he ignored Max. But normally, he wasn’t driving Max back and forth from his starring role as Toto in the Bronx Technology Charter School production of The Wizard of Oz. “Also, it’s going to start snowing any minute.” The sky was a heavy, telltale gray.
         

         
         “She’s never going to get a cab.”

         
         Gabby was not wrong. It was six o’clock, it was about to snow, and the traffic was horrendous, especially over here because
            FDR Drive was closed. Miss Cake Topper was going to be jumping for a while.
         

         
         Which, okay, maybe he felt a tiny bit bad about. He didn’t like turning his back on a damsel in distress. But he was currently in possession of an eleven-year-old
            damsel who was taking up all his bandwidth. He wasn’t taking new clients right now.
         

         
         “Please, Leo.”
         

         
         Well, shit.
         

         
         He heaved a sigh, pulled up in front of the woman, and lowered the passenger-side window.

         
         He’d been going to ask where she was headed. To say something about how he was off duty, but if she wasn’t going far, or was
            going straight uptown, he could take her.
         

         
         But she got right in the front and, without even making eye contact with him, twisted around to face the back seat and said,
            “Can that thing go in the trunk so my . . . associates can sit in back?”
         

         
         Leo did not care for that tone. Not at all. It was cool and entitled. And coming from someone who hadn’t even made eye contact
            with him yet.
         

         
         “That thing is a dog, so no, he can’t go in the trunk.”
         

         
         Funny how quickly Leo had become Team Max.

         
         His passenger’s brow furrowed as she looked at the crate—it was huge and took up half the back seat. Max was small like Toto, but, as the beneficiary of Dani’s complete over-the-topness when it came to her canine companion, he had an enormous kennel they were using to transport him between school and home. 

         
         After silently assessing the backseat situation, the woman transferred her attention to her companions, who, given their extreme
            physical divergence, kind of looked like a nursery rhyme come to life—if Jack Sprat was a competitive body builder and his
            spouse was a stuffy professor of philosophy. “Well, you two are going to have to stay behind—which is fine.”
         

         
         “I can’t allow it.” The proper man, who was, upon closer examination, not as old as his formal attire had initially suggested,
            spoke with what sounded like a German accent. “You need Torkel at least for the party.”
         

         
         “I don’t. I’m not taking him on board with me. You will recall that I’m attempting to be casual. To circumvent all the formal
            meetings Gregory won’t take with us.”
         

         
         “You can’t go alone.”

         
         “Well, I’m not taking Torkel on the boat. I never was.” She looked at the beefy guy. “My apologies, Torkel. You would be a . . .
            what do they call it here? A down bringer?” Her brow knit slightly, then quickly smoothed as she found a phrase she apparently
            liked better. “No, a mood killer.”
         

         
         The man—Torkel—nodded. It was a strange, deep nod that almost looked like a bow.

         
         The other man sighed and opened the back door, like he was about to get in. “I’ll come, then.” He directed a “move over” motion
            to Gabby. “This young lady and I shall endure these tight quarters.”
         

         
         “Hang on, now.” Leo spoke to halt the man’s progress, but he directed his words at the woman. “Rewind.”

         
         She looked at him, really looked at him, for the first time since she’d gotten in his car.

         
         His mind had made the cake topper bride comparison because of the voluminous white dress, and maybe because her dark hair
            was twisted into a low bun that seemed sort of formal and weddinglike, but up close, she did not look like a cake topper at
            all. Cake toppers were made of plastic and wore generically bland expressions.
         

         
         This woman’s face was the opposite of generic. It cycled through a rapid-fire slideshow of emotions: confusion gave way to
            annoyance, and there was still a touch of that entitlement he’d seen earlier. It got his hackles up. She had dark blue eyes
            fringed with eyelashes so long they looked like cartoons—like someone had drawn them on with a Sharpie—and full, pink lips
            that also looked kind of cartoonish in the way they formed a heart on top.
         

         
         It was good she was so snooty underneath all that beauty. That made it easier to say, “Did you not notice that the ‘Off Duty’
            part of my sign was lit up?” He pointed to the ceiling.
         

         
         “It was?” The entitlement slid off her face. It was very satisfying.

         
         “Yeah. We’re headed home, so if you’re on our way, we’ll take you.”

         
         “I’m going to the North Cove Marina.”

         
         “In Battery Park?”

         
         “Battery what?”

         
         “Park?”

         
         “Well, I’m getting on a yacht on a pier in the North Cove Marina. It’s down around the tip of Manhattan. Is that Battery Park? You should be able to take FDR Drive around, and it should take twenty minutes. Exactly twenty minutes—that’s not me rounding up or down.”
         

         
         “That might be true if FDR Drive was open.”

         
         The cascade of emotions continued: dismay, panic, and, he was pretty sure, outright fear.

         
         That did something to him. Whatever this lady’s deal was, she apparently really needed to get to Battery Park.
         

         
         “FDR Drive is closed?” she whispered.

         
         “Yep. For resurfacing. Between here and the Manhattan Bridge.” When she didn’t say anything, he added, “So you’ll have to
            go straight across, which, this time of day, will probably take you at least forty minutes.”
         

         
         She looked at her watch. It was big and chunky and seemed out of place with the fancy, poufy dress she was wearing. She blew
            out a staccato little breath, like she was steeling herself for something, and turned to him. “I so appreciate you stopping
            for me. I will pay you any amount of money you name if you will get me to the North Cove Marina by seven o’clock.”
         

         
         He barked a laugh. Any amount of money he could name? Maybe four hundred bucks so he could take Gabby to the doctor to talk
            about her period? Or, no, maybe whatever amount it would take to hire a shrink for him so he could talk about Gabby’s period?
         

         
         Or maybe just thirty-five bucks for a case of Moretti.

         
         “Of course we’ll take you,” Gabby said from the back seat.

         
         The woman turned to the serious man, who was still frozen half in, half out of the car. “Really, Mr. Benz, there’s no need
            for either of you to come. I’m getting on the boat by myself anyway.”
         

         
         Mr. Benz looked like he was going to object, but the woman lifted her chin a good two inches, turned to Leo, and said, “It will just be me, thank you.” Then she turned back to her companions and said it again, more emphatically. “Just me.” 

         
         That last “just me” sounded like an order, but it also sounded like maybe this woman wasn’t in the habit of issuing orders.

         
         “You can sort out the car service and send someone to pick me up,” she added in a mollifying tone.

         
         The man’s nostrils flared, but he backed away from the car. “I must insist on collecting your name and contact information,”
            he said to Leo.
         

         
         “Hang on, now.” Leo wasn’t really sure what was happening. He had not agreed to take this woman to Battery Park. If he did
            that, it was going to be three hours before they got home. They had maxi pads to buy and pasta to eat. And the mutt was going
            to need to pee—Leo had only been going to pick up Gabby and Max from the play, dip down for a quick architecture tour/sibling
            bonding sesh, and head back home. Dani would be home soon, and she would start worrying about the damn dog.
         

         
         Which with anyone else Leo would give a fuck about, but they needed Dani. She was the closest thing they had to family.

         
         The woman with the not-plastic face looked at him and said, “Please.” She whispered it so quietly, he was pretty sure Gabby
            couldn’t hear. Certainly her dude-posse outside the car couldn’t. And after she said it, she bowed her head and covered her
            face in her hands. Almost like she was already giving up.
         

         
         Shit.

         
         Damsels in distress. They did it to him every goddamn time.

         
         He tipped his head back and sighed.

         
         Both Gabby and Miss Cake Topper must have interpreted that sigh as the surrender it was, because they both started exclaiming, thanking him like he had just saved a kitten from drowning or some shit. They didn’t understand that this afternoon, he was the one drowning.
         

         
         But, resigned, he pulled out his phone so he could text Dani before they set off—and also to figure out where they could stop
            to let Max out to pee after they dropped their posh passenger at her yacht since it was going to take them approximately a
            hundred years to get home.
         

         
         “You’ve saved me. Thank you.” She spoke loudly enough that she drew the attention of the man she’d called Mr. Benz. He had
            moved away from the back door of the cab, but now he stuck his head fully in the open window on the front passenger side.
            He looked at the woman for a long moment and transferred his gaze to Leo.
         

         
         “I think it important that you know the identity of your passenger, sir.”

         
         Yeah, he wanted to say. That would be good. Because I’m guessing Miss Cake Topper isn’t actually her name. The woman started speaking rapidly to Mr. Benz in German, but he ignored her, raising his voice so Leo could hear him over
            the woman’s protests—you didn’t need to speak German to know she was annoyed. “You are transporting Her Royal Highness Marie
            Joséphine Annagret Elena, Princess of Eldovia.”
         

         
         There was a squeal from the back seat.

         
         “And in case it matters,” Mr. Benz went on, “I shall inform you that Eldovia has always embraced absolute primogeniture.”

         
         “Absolute what?” Gabby asked.

         
         “It means the firstborn inherits the throne, regardless of gender. No tinkering with succession laws necessary in our country.” He sniffed and performed the slightest of shudders. “Her Royal Highness has been heir to the throne from the moment
            she was born. Which means, my good sir, that you are transporting the future Queen of Eldovia.”
         

         
         Gabby started shrieking.

         
         For his part, Leo rested his head—it was suddenly too heavy to hold up—on the steering wheel and groaned.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two

         
         She had almost made it!

         
         If Marie were a different sort of person, she would have cursed here. Goddammit, she’d almost made it!
         

         
         She wasn’t naïve enough to think she could pass as a normal person. Not with Torkel and Mr. Benz hovering over her like a
            pair of helicopter parents at kindergarten drop-off. But she had hoped her rescuer would classify her as merely a run-of-the-mill
            rich person.
         

         
         But, really, what did it matter? This man was going to drive her to the boat, and she would never see him again. She had nothing
            to be ashamed of. She had just given a speech at the United Nations, for heaven’s sake! And done a rather fine job of it,
            too.
         

         
         So she straightened her spine and lifted her chin. “It is vitally important that I reach the North Cove Marina by seven o’clock.”

         
         “So you can go to a party on a boat,” the taxi driver said flatly. He was not impressed.

         
         She could try to explain that it wasn’t merely a party, but actually, if things went well, a stealth trade meeting. But, again, what was the point? Mr. Benz’s wildly unnecessary little speech had probably already cemented this man’s opinion of her. So she merely said, “That is correct.” 

         
         He didn’t bother hiding his disdain as he reached across her and handed Mr. Benz a business card through the open window,
            and as they pulled away from the curb, his lip physically curled upward.
         

         
         His other passenger didn’t seem to share his disregard, though. “Are you really a princess?” she exclaimed.

         
         Marie turned to look at the girl though the open window in the clear plexiglass partition that separated the front seat from
            the back. “I am.”
         

         
         “Eeee! That is so amazing!” The girl threw up her hands. She must be the driver’s daughter. They had the same thick, dark hair, though hers was in
            a ponytail and her dad’s was a shaggy mass of waves. Matching light-brown eyes were topped with heavy, unkempt brows. Thick,
            pillowy lips that would make the girl a knockout when she got older made her dad . . . a knockout currently. His were surrounded
            by a beard that was a little too long to be called stubble, but only just. She found this tendency of some American men to
            hover perpetually in limbo between clean-shaven and bearded rather vexing.
         

         
         “What was the name of the country again?” the girl asked.

         
         “Eldovia.”

         
         “I’ve never heard of it.”

         
         “Lots of people haven’t. It’s a small nation located between Switzerland and Austria.”

         
         “Near Italy, or up closer to Germany?” the man asked.

         
         She was impressed. Most Americans thought of Europe as one indistinguishable mass. They knew the UK and perhaps the boot of Italy, but that was usually as far as their geographical knowledge went. 

         
         “Germany—we’re north of Liechtenstein.”

         
         “Eldovia.” He snorted. “It sounds like one of those fake Hallmark Channel countries.”

         
         “Leo!” the girl protested. “That was so rude!”
         

         
         Marie smiled. She was pretty sure that was exactly what most people thought, but she’d never met someone who actually said it to her face.
         

         
         Also: Leo. The girl had called the man by his first name. Was this perhaps not a father-daughter relationship? She glanced at the man’s—Leo’s—hands on the steering wheel. No ring.
         

         
         Not that that mattered in any way.

         
         “It’s a real country,” she assured them. “It has a long, rich history. But it is absurdly picturesque. The Alps will do that.”
         

         
         “And it has a princess!” came the voice from the back seat.

         
         “And a king, too,” Marie said, enjoying the girl’s unbridled enthusiasm. That wasn’t an emotion she had a lot of experience
            with, at least not lately, and it seemed . . . like fun. She twisted in her seat again so she could see the girl.
         

         
         “Is he an evil king who tries to thwart your happiness at every turn?”

         
         Marie startled herself by laughing. She wasn’t normally easy with laughter. She also wasn’t sure how to answer the question.
            Her father was thwarting her happiness, but he wasn’t doing it on purpose. And he wasn’t evil.
         

         
         “Or! Is he a kindly king?”

         
         “I think he’s a sad king.” It was out before Marie could think better of it, but it was true.

         
         The girl scrunched up her face as if sad was not an entry in her mental reference book under Kings, types of.
         

         
         “Why is he sad?”

         
         “Because my mother died.” And with her, any opportunities for unbridled enthusiasm.

         
         Normally, Marie would never speak like this. But these people seemed safe. They were so far from her life at home, both geographically
            and in every other way, that she felt like she could tell them the truth.
         

         
         “Oh! I’m sorry.” The girl opened her mouth like she was going to say more, but closed it.

         
         The man was looking in the rearview mirror. He’d been doing that a lot, and Marie was fairly certain, given the length and
            frequency of those looks, that it wasn’t traffic he was examining. “Why don’t you introduce yourself, kiddo?”
         

         
         “Right!” The girl arranged her face into a parody of seriousness and said, “I am Gabriella Ricci, and I am pleased to make
            your acquaintance, Your Majesty.” Then she placed her hands on the sides of her skirt, moved the fabric out, and dipped her
            head. She was trying to curtsy while buckled into the back of a cab.
         

         
         Marie bit back a laugh. “You don’t have to bow or curtsy, you know. Or call me anything like that.”

         
         “Because I’m not your subject?” The unchecked delight from the back seat was back.
         

         
         So was the disdain from the front: the man—Leo—snorted again. Marie refrained from saying that technically, it was her father
            who had subjects.
         

         
         “Stop being rude, Leo!” Gabriella rolled her eyes at Marie like they were sharing a secret. “This is my brother, Leonardo Ricci.” She sniffed—she could give Mr. Benz a run for his money on that front. “Leo’s not very . . . refined.” 

         
         Brother.

         
         Well.

         
         That was interesting.

         
         Someone laid on a horn, and it jolted her back to reality. Reality where it was not interesting that Leonardo Ricci was Gabriella Ricci’s brother and not her father. Because it was neither here nor there.
         

         
         Reality where—she glanced at her watch, the very symbol of her mission this evening—she had exactly thirty-four minutes to
            make it to the boat before Lucrecia, a kind of neo-Euro Lady Gatsby ruling over her boatful of beautiful but empty revelers,
            lifted a champagne flute and trilled bon voyage!
         

         
         Goodness, she was anxious. No, scared. Full-on scared. Her pulse started hammering in her neck so hard it made her throat ache.
         

         
         Part of her wanted to miss the boat. To have tried her hardest but failed.

         
         But then she conjured her father’s face at the cabinet table—his scowl.

         
         The sad king.

         
         “How much longer to you think it’s going to take? Can you go any faster?”

         
          

         Who the hell was this lady?
         

         
         Well, Leo knew who she was—a literal princess.
         

         
         He extended one arm, palm up, toward the gridlock visible as far as he could see out the windshield. “Does it look like I can go any faster?”
         

         
         Jesus. Just when he’d started to think that Her Royal Highness—she was an actual fucking Her Royal Highness—with her sad father and her kindness to Gabby, had a human side, she’d reverted to form. She’d gotten all stiff and prissy
            and entitled. Or maybe she was just delusional. Maybe she thought a fairy godmother was going to appear, harness some magical
            flying horses to his cab, and off they would fly to catch the yacht.
         

         
         “It is vital that I reach that boat before it leaves.” Her tone was clipped. Prim. Dripping with privilege.

         
         He was driving a princess to a party on a yacht. That was not something he had a ton of patience for. “God forbid you should miss your night of champagne and caviar, Your
            Most Exalted Majestyness.”
         

         
         He was being mean, but he didn’t care. There were people in this world for whom twelve bucks for pasta on a Thursday night
            was a splurge. How dare she elbow her way into his cab—his off-duty cab—and start ordering him around?
         

         
         She pressed her lips together and looked out her window.

         
         Fuck. That was the problem with him—he did care about being mean. Not a lot. But enough for a splinter to work its way under his skin—his mother had raised him too
            well.
         

         
         But not enough to apologize. So he just kept driving. There was a shortcut they could take around Washington Square Park.
         

         
         “Leo! Give me your phone!”

         
         “Why?” He tried to limit screen time. Dani had told him that too much of it fried kids’ brains, and Dani knew about that stuff. Other than Minecraft, which he and Gabby played together—he couldn’t help himself; it satisfied his frustrated architectural ambitions—he gave
            her an hour a day.
         

         
         “I want to look up Eldovia.”

         
         Sighing, he tossed the phone through the partition.

         
         A few minutes later, she was reading aloud from Eldovia’s Wikipedia entry. “‘Though not diversified, Eldovia’s economy is
            robust. It is dominated by manufacturing—of luxury watches primarily, but also of power tools.’”
         

         
         He chuckled. Power tools and Rolexes? Maybe this woman’s huge watch was a homegrown specialty.

         
         “Then there’s a whole bunch of stuff about winter tourism, but it all says ‘Citation needed.’” Gabby laughed. “I could totally
            update this right now. I’d be like, ‘Source: Actual princess of country.’”
         

         
         Gabby chattered happily for a while, not noticing that the princess was growing increasingly agitated. She was trying to hide
            it—she had her right hand resting over the watch on her left arm, and she’d shift to the side and subtly peek at it from time
            to time.
         

         
         Leo should keep his mouth shut. Gabby was happy—and talking, which was a minor miracle. But eff him if he didn’t suddenly
            want this princess chick to be happy and talking, too. “You gonna do any New York Christmasy stuff while you’re here? Skating
            at Rockefeller Center?”
         

         
         She looked startled. “No. I don’t think so.”

         
         “Not a skater?”

         
         “Actually, I’m quite a good skater. I just don’t think I . . . will have time.”

         
         “Too busy yachting?” He said it teasingly this time.

         
         She smiled, but it was a pathetic one. “Something like that.”

         
         A sad princess to go with the sad king?

         
         Well. Not his problem. He turned south on Sixth Avenue, reasoning that he might be able to shave a few minutes off their trip
            if he wound his way through Greenwich Village—he knew its maze of nonstandard streets like the back of his hand. Her Most
            Royal Prissiness didn’t know what good service she was getting here.
         

         
         Soon enough, they were crossing the West Side Highway with five minutes to spare. He slowed to a halt as they reached the
            end of the road. You couldn’t drive right up to the docks from here, so she would have to walk the rest of the way.
         

         
         As Leo watched the princess heave a shaky breath before getting out—he would have thought, given how impatient she’d been,
            that she’d have leapt out of the car—he realized she was not looking forward to this party.
         

         
         “We’ll walk you the rest of the way.” He got out and opened the back door for Gabby. Max barked. “Not you.” But then he rethought
            that. There was a little circular park ahead of them, and the beast could pee there. “All right. Come on, everybody.”
         

         
         He leashed the dog, locked the car, prayed his illegal parking job wouldn’t earn him a ticket, and they set out, walking briskly.

         
         “I don’t have any money,” Princess Marie said, loping along beside him. “But do you have a card with your direction? I will
            ensure that you’re compensated.”
         

         
         Your direction? What century was this woman living in? “There’s no need to pay me.” Though if he got a ticket, he was totally sending it to her. So he took the card she produced from the world’s tiniest purse, a diamond-encrusted thing that dangled from a strap around her wrist. 

         
         He didn’t like the idea of her alone in New York with no money. “Do you have a credit card?”

         
         She shook her head. “I wasn’t planning . . . I just have my phone.”

         
         He heard what she wasn’t saying. She wasn’t a person who normally had to sully herself by carrying cash or credit cards.

         
         They’d reached the park. He handed Max’s leash to Gabby and pointed down the path to where a big boat was visible. “Gabby,
            make sure Max pees. I’ll be over there, and then I’ll be right back.”
         

         
         “Bye!” Gabby’s farewell was drowned out by a foghornlike noise. Despite being dragged out to Long Island on the reg by Dani,
            Leo didn’t know boats. But to him, that sounded like the kind of noise a really big boat might make before it departed.
         

         
         Marie must have thought so, too, because she squeaked in protest and started jogging.

         
         He matched his pace to hers, even as he dug in his pocket for a card. He carried cards with his cell number on them. He had
            a handful of regulars—passengers he’d hit it off with and who called him personally when they needed a ride.
         

         
         He had not hit it off with the princess, but he pushed a card into her hand anyway. “You call me if you need a ride home or if you get
            into any trouble.”
         

         
         “Thank you.” It was more breath than words—she was panting from the running.

         
         “You know which boat it is?” he asked.

         
         “It’s called Lovely Lucrecia.”
         

         
         Was he mistaken or did he detect a hint of derision in her tone? Like she knew Lucrecia and found her not very lovely?

         
         “There.” He pointed. The Lovely Lucrecia was still docked. It was glowing with lights, and laughter and conversation spilled from its deck.
         

         
         “Thank you so much,” she said again, her voice all quivery. She gave him a little wave and set off toward the boat.

         
         He was about to turn away, but he noticed the back of her dress was gaping. It looked like it was supposed to be tied up with
            a pair of pink ribbons that were hanging loose. She’d worn some kind of fur cape thing in the cab, but she was currently carrying
            that over one arm, leaving her back exposed. Almost bare.
         

         
         “Wait. Your dress.”

         
         “Oh! Oh, I forgot!” She ran back to him and turned around. “Please, can you do it up?” Her voice was even shakier than it
            had been before, and as she lifted one of the ribbons as if to hand it to him, her hands trembled.
         

         
         This was definitely not just a party. Something else was going on.

         
         “It’s like an exercise shoe,” she said. “Tighten the laces and tie a bow at the top.”

         
         She was misinterpreting his inaction as confusion. And it was, in a way, just not over the mechanics of how her dress worked.

         
         He was confused by the fact that she was apparently so afraid of whatever awaited her on that boat that she was shaking like
            an abandoned baby bird. But also by the sight of her almost naked back, covered with a fine sheen of sweat despite the cold
            evening air.
         

         
         Clearing his throat, Leo moved to tighten the ribbons. He tried not to touch her skin. His clumsy hands were too rough for her. But he couldn’t entirely avoid it. 

         
         Goose bumps rose on her back when his hand brushed her spine. Goose bumps and sweat. That was . . . something.
         

         
         He tied off the bow, hoping he’d done a decent enough job. There was probably some kind of royal knot he didn’t know about.
            “There you go.” His voice had gone low. Husky. It was those goose bumps. They were fucking with him. But those goose bumps
            only meant she was cold. His brain was moving slowly for some reason, so the realization was belated. He sincerely hoped the
            boat was heated. Who had yacht parties in the winter?
         

         
         Absurdly rich people, apparently.

         
         He took the fur cape from her and settled it over her shoulders. Then he patted her back—which was now covered with silky
            fur. Somehow, nonsensically, that fur didn’t seem as soft as her actual back had been.
         

         
         She didn’t move, just stood there under his hand, breathing hard.

         
         The boat made another of those jarring hornlike noises.

         
         Galvanized, she smiled at him—really smiled. And unlike when they’d been seated side by side in the car, he was looking at her straight on.
         

         
         She had dimples. Two of them.

         
         “Thank you, Mr. Leonardo Ricci. You saved the day.”

         
         Before he could think how to respond, she whirled, hitched up her skirt, and took off running.

         
         He watched her run all the way down the dock and leap onto the Lovely Lucrecia just as it started moving.
         

         
         He stood there for a while, watching the boat begin to inch out of the marina.

         
         Hell, he probably would have stayed there until it was out of sight had Gabby not appeared beside him, Max yapping excitedly
            at her feet.
         

         
         “That was wild. Also, I’m starving.”

         
         “Let’s get Ralph’s on the way home.”

         
         “Yay!” She slipped her hand into his—which was not something she did much anymore—as they walked back to the cab. Oh, his
            heart. His heart could not take any more of this little-sisters-growing-up business.
         

         
         He squeezed her hand as hard as he dared.

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Three

         
         An hour and a beer later—he had stopped for some Moretti; that was his treat—Leo was feeling a little more in control of things.
         

         
         Gabby was almost done with her pasta, Dani had demolished a big salad—they always brought their own dinners to Thursday-night
            K-drama—and Leo was eating random bits of leftovers from the fridge at his place.
         

         
         “You guys done?” Dani paused the show. “Ice cream time?”

         
         “Yes!” Gabby said. “What kind?”

         
         “I have Half Baked, Triple Caramel Crunch, and”—she made a face at Leo—“Vanilla.”

         
         Gabby and Dani shared an affection for ice cream with tons of crap in it, and they both mocked Leo for his simple tastes.

         
         “You are so boring, Leo!” Gabby said.
         

         
         “I don’t like stuff in my ice cream!” he protested. “You can’t even taste the ice cream through all the texture in yours!
            Is it ice cream or trail mix?”
         

         
         Dani served Gabby a huge bowl that was half of each of the crazy flavors and gave herself a small serving of each. Then she emptied nearly the entire pint of vanilla into Leo’s bowl and began scooping hot fudge she’d heated in the microwave onto it. 

         
         Leo used to protest the elaborate ice cream course that always followed their Thursday-night dinners—those pints of fancy
            ice cream were pricey. And when that didn’t work, he tried to bring his own grocery-store-brand vanilla, insisting that his
            taste buds didn’t know the difference. But Dani wouldn’t hear of it. She just kept serving him Häagen-Dazs Vanilla Bean topped
            with hot fudge that came from a mason jar with a cutesy, hand-lettered label on it that almost certainly came from one of
            the bullshit new shops in an area a little south of here that idiot gentrifiers persisted in calling “SoBro.”
         

         
         Eventually, Leo had stopped protesting the ice cream situation. He’d been worn down by Dani’s cheerful stubbornness, her fancy
            hot fudge, and her Korean dramas.
         

         
         “Thanks,” he said as Dani slid him his bowl. Then he said it again. He had no idea why. “Thanks.”
         

         
         Dani must have known why, though, because instead of giving him shit, which was their usual mode of expressing their friendship,
            she tilted her head, looked at Leo for long enough to make him uncomfortable, and said, “You’re welcome.”
         

         
         Leo was, officially, the super of this building, but without a doubt the real caretaker of his little family of two was Daniela
            Martinez. His second-cousin-in-law. Soon to be ex second-cousin-in-law—just as soon as she managed to finally get rid of her shitty estranged husband. About the only thing Leo’s second cousin Vince had going for him was that it was through him they’d met Dani. It had been Dani who’d pulled strings not only to get Leo and Gabby a place in the building, once it became clear that they weren’t going to be able to hang on to the family house, but to arrange the super gig to help them afford it. 

         
         He owed her so much, it made his throat hurt.

         
         “So what’s with this robot?” he asked, settling in to his role as K-drama skeptic. Their latest show was bonkers. “Is she
            actually a robot?” He was guilty of not having paid one hundred percent attention. The subtitles on this one were small, and
            his brain was tired. It kept zooming back to . . . pink ribbons.
         

         
         “Well, she’s pretending to be a robot, but there is actually a robot, too,” Gabby said.
         

         
         “Imagine the love triangles that could ensue!” Dani said.

         
         Gabby and Dani high-fived. The two of them were romantics, though Dani, whose horrific divorce-in-progress had inspired her
            to swear off love, would never admit it.
         

         
         “Leo’s going to hate that!” Gabby said gleefully.

         
         Whatever had made Leo add that weird, extra thank-you to Dani squeezed on his chest again, making it hard to take a full,
            deep breath. He lived for Thursday nights—for this. For unstructured time with his sister and their neighbor. Leo could make
            good money if he’d wanted to drive Thursday nights. And Gabby and Dani didn’t need him for their soap operas. But these nights
            had come to mean everything to him. On Thursday nights, they kicked back, joked, and ate ice cream. On Thursday nights, he
            stopped worrying—temporarily.
         

         
         He even liked the shows they watched, though he pretended not to because it amused the other two. Their current was called
            I Am Not a Robot. It was ridiculous. But he was sucked right in to the tale of the boy who was allergic to skin contact and the girl who was pretending to be a robot, or . . . something. He needed to start paying attention to this episode, or he was going to get left behind. 

         
         “Tell me again about the princess!” Dani commanded when the episode was over, and that was all it took to set Gabby off. She
            gestured wildly as she retold the tale of their afternoon adventure.
         

         
         Leo’s chest was still doing that squeezing thing. This was not how he had ever foreseen his life turning out. For so long
            after his parents died, he had been focused on what he had lost—his parents, college, his carefree youth. His existence had
            become about stanching the bleeding the accident had caused in their lives. About surviving and making sure Gabby not only
            survived, but thrived. Dani had been part of that first aid kit, initially. She still was. But now she was a true friend,
            too. A best friend, though they didn’t talk about their relationship in those terms. They didn’t talk about their relationship
            at all, which Leo frankly appreciated.
         

         
         The point was, as hard as the past two years had been, he and Gabby were lucky. They had each other. They had Dani.

         
         They had their ridiculous Korean soap operas and objectionably elaborate ice cream.

         
         He remained uncharacteristically sentimental as the evening wound down. It wasn’t until after he’d tucked Gabby in that Leo
            remembered they’d forgotten to stop for her . . . supplies.
         

         
         Dammit. Just when he was feeling like he had things moderately under control.
         

         
         “Kiddo,” he whispered. He’d been sitting on a chair next to her bed. On nights he wasn’t driving, she liked him to sit with her while she fell asleep. Though she was probably too old for that, he indulged her. She’d had nightmares after the accident, and this was such an easy thing to give her. It didn’t cost anything. And it was good for him to sit there after she fell asleep and listen to her steady, strong breathing, surrounded by her girlish clutter. It reminded
            him what was important.
         

         
         She wasn’t quite asleep yet tonight, which was the only reason he’d spoken to her.

         
         “Hmm?” She sighed. She was so sleepy.

         
         “We forgot to stop for maxi pads.” He congratulated himself on getting the words out without his voice doing something weird.

         
         “It’s okay,” she whispered. “I wadded up some Kleenexes. I’ll be okay until the morning.”

         
         Jesus Christ on a cracker. She wadded up some Kleenexes? Why hadn’t she reminded him?
         

         
         Probably because despite her casual delivery of the news, it had taken a lot for her to tell him in the first place. And then,
            with the ball in his court, he
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