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            1
Piper

         
         Piper Reynard pulled into the parking lot of the Phoenix Recovery Center and parked in her reserved spot. When she’d been
            forced to leave San Diego ten months ago, she wasn’t sure where to go, only that she wanted to be as far away from the West
            Coast as possible. It had to be somewhere near the water, though, so that she could still sail on the weekends. And it needed
            to be a place where she could start over without standing out. After extensive research, she’d settled on Westport, Connecticut,
            a jewel of a town on the coast of Long Island Sound. The former home of Paul Newman and other celebrities, it had a sophisticated
            vibe and was just over an hour away from New York City by train. But best of all, it was the kind of place that attracted
            people from all over, rather than the kind of small town where everyone’s family had lived for generations, making them nosy
            about newcomers. She’d found the perfect house—a sprawling white clapboard on the water—and joined a yacht club, where she
            kept the sailboat she’d bought as soon as she came east.
         

         
         The one problem she had to overcome was how to reinvent herself. She couldn’t continue with her counseling practice, as her license was in her real name, so the next best thing was a business in a similar field. She’d been incredibly lucky to find an existing one for sale and bought the Phoenix Recovery Center a few weeks after moving to Westport. All she’d had to do was have a lawyer set up an LLC for her under the name Harmony Healing Arts. It had already been a thriving business, offering meditation retreats, mindfulness, recovery programs, and nutrition and yoga classes. 

         
         She grabbed her briefcase from the passenger’s seat, slid out of her Alfa Romeo Spider, and walked toward the entrance of
            the building, feeling a sense of pride as she looked up at the sleek, two-story building of glass and cedar. She unlocked
            the front door and went directly to her office. It was still early, six thirty a.m., but Piper liked to be there well before
            the center opened at eight. It gave her time to get centered before she thrust herself into her busy day. She took a quick
            look at her calendar to check the time of her appointment with Leo Drakos. He’d called her out of the blue last week and asked
            to discuss a client he was defending in a murder case. He spoke to her about Fred Grainger, who had been in one of the center’s
            support groups for the last four months and was about to go to trial for the murder of his actress girlfriend. She’d googled
            Drakos and seen he was a well-known defense lawyer, prominent or perhaps even famous in his field. Based on her knowledge
            of Fred, she didn’t think he was guilty, and she was glad Drakos had taken his case.
         

         
         She opened her laptop to check the social media accounts for Phoenix. Instagram first. Another three hundred followers. Excellent.
            It must have been the podcast episode she’d uploaded yesterday on filling your well before trying to fill someone else’s.
            Twitter next. Thirty-five retweets of her blog post on selfishness being the new selflessness. And on Facebook, the center
            had hit ten thousand likes. A very good morning indeed.
         

         
         She dimmed her office lights and pressed Play on her iPad. As the soothing sounds of Debussy filled the room, she closed her
            eyes and leaned back in the chair. Maybe things were really going to be different here. They had to be. She couldn’t keep
            starting over and finding new places to hide.
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Joanna

         
         Leo’s finally coming out of his depression. After three long months of his barely communicating with me, lost inside his head,
            he suddenly seemed to perk up. He was starting on a new murder case next week, and I could see that having it to immerse himself
            in was a good thing, but I knew from experience that it would also be exhausting. I convinced him that a few days away at
            the house in Maine before the trial started would be a nice break for all of us. The bracing sea air and magnificent views
            were always restorative, so I’d already called ahead to Lloyd, the caretaker, to ready the house for us.
         

         
         As soon as we drove up and opened the front door, fresh flowers greeted us on the entry table, and the rooms seemed to welcome
            us back. Stelli ran through the house ahead of us like a tornado, and when I heard a whoop of delight, I knew he’d found the
            surprise I’d arranged to have waiting in his bedroom. A minute later, he came barreling down the stairs holding two remote-control
            bumper cars and ran to his sister, Evie.
         

         
         “Look what was in my room! Come on, let’s go play.”

         
         Evie, a grown-up eight to his six, gave him a measured look, then spoke. “Let me put my things away first.”

         
         She was such a sweet child that she didn’t ask if there was anything waiting in her room, which of course there was. I’d ordered
            her a pink wireless karaoke microphone and asked Lloyd to place it on her bed.
         

         
         As Leo unloaded the car, I went through the house, turning lights on, unpacking our bags, and getting us settled in. Opening the door to the deck, I took a deep breath of Maine air. It was a perfect spring day, 62 degrees, according to the thermometer on the outside wall, but the sun made it feel warmer. The sea was calm and the sky a brilliant, cloudless blue. I sat in one of the white lounge chairs and breathed in the salt air, closing my eyes as the warmth of the sun spread across my body. 

         
         “Are you asleep?”

         
         Leo’s voice startled me from a light slumber, and I sat up, turning to look at him standing at the open sliding glass door.
            “No, just resting,” I said. “Where are the children?”
         

         
         “In their rooms, playing.”

         
         “Why don’t you sit down and join me?”

         
         He shook his head, his expression serious. “No. I think I’ll go inside and rest for a bit.”

         
         I tried not to show my exasperation. “Leo. The sun and sea air will do you some good. Come sit.”

         
         He sighed reluctantly. This is how he’d been the last few months—keeping to himself, sleeping most of the time, or staring
            off into space. Finally, he stepped onto the deck and took the lounge chair next to mine, but he looked straight ahead at
            the water, not saying a word. I put my hand on his arm.
         

         
         “Leo, let’s try to make this trip a good one for Stelli and Evie. They love it here. It would be good to make some happy memories
            for them.”
         

         
         He continued to stare at the water. “I’ll try, Joanna. I know I’ve not been the easiest person to be around these last months.”
            He turned to look at me and attempted a weak smile. “You’ve been wonderful, you really have, and I’m grateful. I don’t know
            what I would have done without you.”
         

         
         Even though we’d been together for many years, it was still a thrill to hear those words, to know he appreciated me. There was no one I cared about more than him and the children, and I was relieved to see that he was starting to come back to me. 

         
         “I will always be here for you, Leo. No matter what,” I said.

         
         Tears filled his eyes, and he blinked, then turned to hide them from me. Seeing him like this made me hope he was emotionally
            prepared for this case, which would be another high-profile one. I’d been telling him it might be good for him to get counseling,
            but he wasn’t interested, even when I reminded him how much it had helped me. My therapist, Celeste, advised me not to push
            him, so I’d backed off. But after something he’d said in passing, a possible solution occurred to me. I just had to figure
            out a way to frame it so that it sounded like a good idea to him, too.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            3
Piper

         
         After teaching her nine o’clock yoga class, Piper went back to her office to work on her new blog post. The alarm on her phone
            sounded, reminding her of her next appointment, and she barely had time to throw a shirt over her sports bra and yoga pants
            before there was a tap on her office door.
         

         
         “Hello, come in,” she said, rising from her chair.

         
         As Leo Drakos walked in, she was immediately struck by his dark good looks and brooding eyes, and when he put his hand out
            to shake hers, she took in his well-groomed nails and firm grip. Then her eyes traveled to his perfectly tailored gray suit
            and starched white shirt, silver cuff links, and paisley Zegna necktie—the same brand Matthew had always worn. In the pictures
            she’d seen of Leo Drakos online, she had thought he was nice-looking enough, but his charisma came across in person in a whole
            different way.
         

         
         “Thank you for making time for me so quickly, Ms. Reynard.” His voice was deep and pleasant, and she felt herself not wanting
            to let go of his hand.
         

         
         “Of course. I’m glad to help in any way I can. But please, call me Piper. Won’t you have a seat?” She indicated a deep-cushioned
            armchair, and Leo waited for Piper to sit before settling himself into it.
         

         
         “As I told you on the phone, my client, Fred Grainger, has authorized me to speak with you about the time he’s spent here,
            in addition to his work in AA.”
         

         
         Piper nodded. “Yes, when he told me, I had him sign a release.”

         
         “He worked through some addiction issues here with you, is that right?”

         
         “Yes,” she said. “He was very committed to the process. Worked very hard.”

         
         “Was he receiving any counseling here in addition to the recovery work?”

         
         Piper shook her head. “We don’t offer one-on-one therapy sessions here, but work on a group approach.” She could have filled
            him in more but didn’t want to sound like too much of an expert. Her new identity here in Westport didn’t include a master’s
            in clinical psychology from Pepperdine and her work at a private practice in San Diego.
         

         
         “He’s been coming here for six months, right?”

         
         “Regularly—twice a week, in addition to his AA meetings. I have the records here.” She indicated the file folder in her lap.
            “He needed a place that was safe, where people listened without judgment or condemnation.” She paused and smiled at Leo. “You
            know, it’s what everyone needs, really—a place where they can spill their insides and let it all out. It’s like a cleansing
            of the soul. All of us have wounds we bury deep inside, and they affect us without our even realizing it.”
         

         
         He stared at her for a moment. “Do you . . .” He put a hand up and shook his head. “Back to Fred. Did he do well here?”

         
         She sat up straighter, giving him a professional nod. “Fred made great progress and stayed clean and sober. I believe he truly
            wants to turn his life around.”
         

         
         “I agree,” Leo said with a nod. “We’re going to need character witnesses. Would you be willing to testify?”

         
         Piper shifted in her chair, thinking of all the possible ramifications of taking the stand in a high-profile murder case. “Well . . . it might be better if some of my staff did, specifically Morgan Timmons. He worked more closely with Fred. I oversaw his progress, but Morgan had more direct interaction.” 

         
         “Okay, then. Could I speak with Mr. Timmons today?”

         
         “Of course. He’ll be in this afternoon. I’ll have him call you as soon as he gets here. In the meantime, if you’d like, I
            can take you on a tour of the facility so you can see what services Fred participated in.” She stood, annoyed with herself
            for her gym clothes and messy ponytail. If she’d known how attractive Leo Drakos was, she’d have taken more care with her
            appearance today.
         

         
         He glanced at his watch. “I’m pressed for time. I’ll take a rain check.”

         
         Though unsettled by how disappointed she was to see him leave, she nodded. “I understand, I’ll walk you out.”

         
         When they reached the door, he stopped and handed her a business card. “If you think of anything else that would help, you
            have both my cell and office number here. And again, thanks for passing it along to Mr. Timmons.”
         

         
         After Piper returned to her office, she leaned back in her chair and took several deep breaths. She was sorry that she couldn’t
            testify—it would certainly have given her an excuse to get to know him better. She was a little surprised by how strongly
            attracted to him she was, but she couldn’t deny it felt good. There was something strong and powerful about the way he carried
            himself and how he spoke. She’d read that he could mesmerize a jury, and she could see why. She pictured him now, as he’d
            sat across from her, handsome and debonair. Piper had taken in everything about him—especially the gold ring on his left hand.
            That was the one detail that troubled her.
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Joanna

         
         Sometimes life has a way of taking care of things for you. It was serendipitous that Leo’s case had led him to the Phoenix
            Recovery Center right here in Westport. With this trial imminent, Leo needed to be able to focus and not dwell on things he
            couldn’t change. He’d always been the one to light up a room, his infectious laugh and passionate way of speaking drawing
            everyone in, but the spark in his eyes had dulled, and he barely looked at any of us when he got home at the end of the day.
            Even Stelli’s antics failed to perk him up lately.
         

         
         Keeping one eye on the kids, who were bouncing on their trampoline, I checked the time on my phone. Almost six. Leo would
            be home from the office any minute now.
         

         
         “Time to get off. Daddy will be home soon.”

         
         Stelli kept jumping, ignoring me, but Evie scooted off and came toward me.

         
         “Can we have ice cream for dessert tonight?” she asked.

         
         I smiled at her. “Sure.”

         
         Stelli yelled and continued bouncing. “Can I do one more flip? Please.”

         
         I pushed away my frustration at Stelli’s pushing the boundaries, reminding myself that boys needed to work off their energy.
            “Okay, one more. Should we rate you?”
         

         
         He bounced up and down, his face scrunched up in concentration. He bounced higher, put his hands up in the air, and executed a perfect somersault. When he landed, I applauded, and Evie joined in. 

         
         “Fantastic! An eleven,” I pronounced.

         
         He jumped off and ran to me. “It only goes up to ten, silly.”

         
         “Well, it was so super-duper that a ten wasn’t enough.”

         
         I let them watch a show while I finished making dinner. There was a roast in the oven, and I opened the door to check it.
            Leo was a meat-and-potatoes man, and though I’d tried to get him to eat a little more adventurously, in the end it was easier
            to cater to his tastes.
         

         
         I’d just uncorked a bottle of Stags’ Leap cabernet when I heard the door chime.

         
         “Daddy’s home!” Stelli jumped up from the sofa and went to greet him. I always loved to see their special bond. No one could
            make Stelli’s face light up the way his father could. Of course, lately, it’d been a little more difficult, but I knew Leo
            was doing his best.
         

         
         “Hi, buddy,” he said to Stelli before looking to me and Evie. “Good evening, ladies,” he called, sounding a little like his
            old self. Evie ran up and hugged him. I was encouraged by the enthusiasm in his voice, but when he smiled at me, it didn’t
            quite reach his eyes. “Smells good in here.”
         

         
         I poured a glass of wine and handed it to him. “Your favorite.”

         
         “Thanks.” He took a sip. “Ah, nice.”

         
         I put out a small platter of olives and cheese. “To tide you over until dinner.” I knew he would have skipped lunch—he always
            did when he was close to the start of a trial—but I also knew that he needed time to unwind when he got home. The kids went
            back to their show, and Leo took a long swallow.
         

         
         I decided to plunge in. “I noticed that there’s a meditation workshop at that recovery center this Saturday. Maybe it would help with the Grainger case if you spent a little time there to better understand what they do and how it helped him.” 

         
         He looked at me, his brow wrinkling. “What do you mean?”

         
         “It’s nothing weird. Just a day to try to focus on what’s good in your life. You know, taking a look at the positive.”

         
         He took another long swallow of wine and set the glass down. “You know I don’t go in for that kind of New Age thing. And weren’t
            we planning to take the kids to the beach?”
         

         
         I shrugged. It was more important to me that he get better, and I could handle them on my own. “It’s only one day. I’ll take
            them to the beach, and we can all go back on Sunday.”
         

         
         “I don’t know. Sounds like a waste of time. I already spoke with Fred’s counselor and got everything I needed from him. No
            need for me to waste more time going back there.”
         

         
         “Maybe it would be a waste. But maybe not. The website says their techniques can help you to clear your mind and improve your
            focus and concentration. You’ve got a big case coming up. Every little thing helps.”
         

         
         He was quiet, seeming to consider this. “You really think this kind of stuff works?”

         
         “I think it can work. I know you’ve been feeling better, but can you honestly say you’re at a hundred percent? The worst that
            can happen is you waste your day, but it could be the thing that gets you all the way over the hump.”
         

         
         He nodded. “I guess it can’t hurt.”

         
         I was relieved that he was finally going to take a step toward health. Little did I know that it would be his first step out
            of my life and right into hers.
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Piper

         
         Piper was surprised and pleased to see Leo’s name on the roster for the meditation workshop—she hadn’t pegged him as someone
            who’d take the time for such things. She allowed herself a moment to wonder if he’d signed up because he felt the same attraction
            to her as she did to him, but then dismissed the thought. He’d been nothing but professional when he’d come to the center.
            Regardless, though she hadn’t even been planning to attend the workshop, she quickly cleared her schedule.
         

         
         She made sure to dress more attractively this time, in navy knit pants that showed off her trim figure and a champagne-colored
            silk shirt revealing just the right amount of cleavage. She spritzed on some Wild Bluebell perfume and checked her makeup
            before leaving her office and heading to Studio One, where the workshop was being held.
         

         
         She entered the studio to find fifteen chairs set up in a semi-circle, but no Leo, and she felt a pinch of disappointment. She hoped he hadn’t decided to skip it. Taking one of the empty chairs, she put a program down on the seat next to her, saving it in the hopes he would show up. She sat and took in the room, which she had redecorated with a mural of clouds on the ceilings and soothing sky-blue walls. The next few minutes crawled by as her eyes darted to the door every time it opened and a few more attendees straggled in. And then, finally, he entered, casually dressed in khakis and a white button-down shirt. He was even more attractive than she remembered. 

         
         She smiled at him and motioned for him to sit next to her, and he returned her smile and strode over, settling into the chair.
            For a moment his leg brushed hers, and she felt the heat of desire go through her, but she reluctantly turned her attention
            to the facilitator when he began to speak.
         

         
         “Welcome, everyone. I’m Zodiac, your guide for today.” He put his hands together in a prayerful pose.

         
         Leo looked at Piper, cocking a sardonic eyebrow. She shot him a look that said Behave.
         

         
         As Zodiac explained a breathing technique, then prompted everyone to close their eyes and clear their minds, all Piper could
            think about was the man sitting next to her and how much she wanted to spend more time with him.
         

         
         “Okay, everyone,” Zodiac said. “Mindfulness is more than just a—”

         
         The ringing of a cell phone interrupted him, and he scanned the attendees to see who the culprit was.

         
         Leo made a face, pulled the phone from his pocket, and silenced it. “Sorry.”

         
         Zodiac nodded and cleared his throat. “As I said before . . . silence or, better yet, turn off your cell phones. They are
            a major obstacle to living in the now.” He stood and walked over to a woman across from Piper.
         

         
         “You are not your thoughts,” he yelled. The woman jumped.

         
         “Yes, that’s startling. But true. Your essence has nothing to do with what you’re thinking.” He tapped a finger to his temple.
            “Clear away the clutter. One way to do that is meditation. We’ll focus on the basics of that soon. But for now . . . sit and
            be in this moment. Look around you. How does it feel to just be?”
         

         
         Leo shifted in his seat, and Piper, feeling his restlessness, had to resist looking at him. She did her best to concentrate on Zodiac and force her thoughts away from Leo. 

         
         An hour later, as they filed out of the studio for a ten-minute break, she turned to him. “So, what do you think?” she asked.

         
         As they moved to a corner of the hallway, he gave her a measured look. “No offense, but it sounds like a bunch of mumbo jumbo
            to me.”
         

         
         She put a hand on his arm. “It’s hard for everyone at first. It takes practice. But meditation can be very soothing.”

         
         He held up a finger and pulled his phone from his pocket. “Do I get points for putting it on vibrate?” he joked before answering.
            Piper walked away to say hello to a few of the other attendees and give Leo some privacy. By the time the break was almost
            over, he was still on his phone.
         

         
         He looked up as the sound of wind chimes came through the speakers on the wall, and ended the call. Piper walked back to him.

         
         “Sorry. Work,” he said sheepishly.

         
         “No worries. The next session is only thirty minutes,” Piper told him. “You game?”

         
         “Why not?” He was quiet as they followed the group back into the studio. Piper found she couldn’t concentrate on the mantras
            the group was repeating, and the half hour passed slowly again. When the session was over, Leo rose from his chair.
         

         
         “Sorry, Piper. All this is doing is making me think of everything I need to get done.”

         
         She bit her lip. “You’re leaving?”

         
         “Yeah. I’m sorry, this just isn’t for me.”

         
         “I understand. Would you like to join me for some lunch here before you go? After all, you’ve already paid for it.”

         
         He tilted his head. “Tell you what, tofu and green drinks are not really my thing. Why don’t you let me buy you lunch at the Spotted Horse? You do eat regular food, right?” 

         
         She laughed. “That I do. I’d love to. Let me just tell Zodiac that I’m leaving.”

         
         He raised his eyebrows. “That’s a made-up name, right?”

         
         She shrugged. “Probably. Good one for a meditation instructor, don’t you think? Meet you in the parking lot.”

         
         Piper stopped by her office for her purse and to freshen up, and when she exited the building, he was waiting for her by his
            Mercedes. When she approached, he walked to the passenger’s side and opened the door for her. She slid into the supple leather
            seat and felt butterflies taking flight in her stomach again. She hadn’t been this attracted to someone since Matthew. Her
            eyes were drawn to his hands on the steering wheel, his long and elegant fingers, and she found herself imagining what they
            would feel like on her body. Stop it, she scolded herself.
         

         
         They sat at an outside table, under the orange awnings. Piper looked at the menu, but her stomach was in such a flutter she
            wasn’t sure she could eat anything. “I think I’ll just have one of the small plates,” she said.
         

         
         “Really? I’m starving. All that meditating made me work up an appetite.” They both laughed.

         
         “I’m sorry you didn’t like the class,” she said after they’d ordered. “Have you ever done meditation on your own?”

         
         “No. I have to say I don’t see the point of it.”

         
         She nodded. “I think many people feel that way until they try it. I’m sorry this wasn’t a good experience for you today. What
            were you hoping for?”
         

         
         He looked away for a moment and then turned his eyes back to her. “I guess I was hoping for some relief.” He paused. “I’ve gone through a rough patch the last few months. But I’m feeling hopeful again.” 

         
         “I’m glad. Fred is lucky to have you as his attorney.”

         
         “I’m going to do everything in my power to live up to his faith in me.”

         
         She wanted to offer him a word of encouragement but didn’t want to seem condescending. Instead, she said, “I’m a great listener.
            If you ever need someone to talk to, I’m just a phone call away.”
         

         
         Leo smiled at her. “Thank you.”

         
         The waiter brought their lunches, the roasted eggplant for Piper and a Reuben for Leo.

         
         “I feel bad that you wasted your money on the workshop lunch. You must let me pay for this to make up for it,” Piper said.

         
         “Absolutely not,” Leo said. “I invited you.”
         

         
         Piper took a taste of eggplant and watched Leo take a big bite of his sandwich. “How is it?”

         
         He nodded his head. “Delicious.”

         
         She leaned back in her chair. “I know you practice law, and you don’t like meditation,” she said, “but what are some things
            you do like? What’s your favorite book?”
         

         
         “That’s easy. The Count of Monte Cristo. Yours?”
         

         
         “The Alchemist,” she said without hesitation. “Your favorite song?”
         

         
         “Hmm, that’s a little tougher. Let’s see. Hard to pick one, but if I have to, I guess it would be ‘Black’ by Pearl Jam.”

         
         “Oh, that’s a great one. Mine would be ‘Moon River,’” Piper said. He looked a little taken aback, and she laughed. “What can
            I say? I was born in the wrong decade.”
         

         
         “A classic,” Leo said. “Movie?”

         
         “I’m a big fan of old movies. I’ve probably seen every black-and-white film there is, and love them all, but if I had to pick a favorite, it’d be Brief Encounter.”
         

         
         Leo frowned. “I don’t think I’ve ever seen that.”

         
         “It’s about two married strangers who meet in a train station and fall in love. Very passionate and very sad. And the music!
            I still get goose bumps every time I hear Rachmaninoff’s Piano Concerto Number Two.”
         

         
         He was staring at her with those dark eyes, and she shifted in her chair. “You?”

         
         “Me?” he said.

         
         “Your movie.”

         
         “The Godfather, without question.”
         

         
         They sat that way, chatting, for over an hour, long after they’d finished eating, and she’d perked up even further when Leo
            mentioned that he’d become involved with the Save the Sound Foundation in Westport. The organization was now lobbying for
            a bill that would prevent people from using pesticides on their lawns if they lived within a thousand feet of any waterway.
         

         
         “It’s infuriating when I’m walking in the beach neighborhoods and I see those little yellow signs on lawns. Don’t they realize
            that poison runs right into the water? The same water my children swim in.” He shook his head.
         

         
         “I completely agree. Pesticides are one of the reasons I buy only organic produce. And I never use that poison on my lawn,
            especially since I’m near the water.”
         

         
         “A local business owner and a waterfront property holder? We could use another voice like yours at our meetings.”
         

         
         “When’s the next one?”

         
         “It’s in two weeks. Thursday at seven at the Town Hall.”

         
         She smiled at him. “I’ll be there.” She was thrilled to have another excuse to see him, not that these meetings did any good. It was usually just a bunch of bureaucratic blowhards who loved the sound of their own voices. But she would put up with that if it was a chance to spend more time with Leo. The more she learned about him, the more she saw that he was definitely her type. And she intended to make sure she was his. 
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Joanna

         
         The kids and I had been at Compo Beach since midmorning. Though it was still a week before Memorial Day, the sun was shining
            brightly, and we had camped out near the water’s edge so I could keep a close eye on the children as they played in the water.
            Even though there were barely any waves in the Sound, they were drifting on their boogie boards back and forth in the shallows,
            laughing and splashing each other.
         

         
         “Can we go to Joey’s and get burgers and more fries?” Stelli asked. We’d feasted on the famous French fries and hot dogs at
            the restaurant next to the pavilion a few hours ago, but they were getting hungry again as three o’clock approached.
         

         
         “Maybe just some fries. We don’t want to spoil your dinner,” I told him, then held out my hand. “Come on, Evie, we’re going
            to get a snack.”
         

         
         I gave Stelli a quarter for the gumball machine and he stood, transfixed as always, as a brightly colored orb journeyed down
            the spiraled tunnels and landed in his hand.
         

         
         I turned to Evie. “Do you want one, too, sweetie?”

         
         She shook her head. “No, they’re gross. They’ve been sitting in that thing for who knows how long. Probably since last summer.”

         
         I laughed. “I certainly hope not.”

         
         We got fries for Stelli and an ice-cream cone for Evie, and then found an open picnic table under the pavilion. I shooed a seagull away as we sat. The kids dug in, and I tried hard not to snatch a fry from Stelli’s basket. No matter what I did, I couldn’t seem to get rid of the extra twenty pounds that had been plaguing me for as long as I could remember. 

         
         Evie pointed. “Look, there’s Daddy!”

         
         “Where?”

         
         “Right there!” She stood and ran to him. His face broke into a smile when he saw her. Holding hands, they walked over to us.

         
         “What are you doing here? I thought the retreat didn’t end until early evening.” I was happy to have him here, but I had been
            hoping the workshop would have been useful to him.
         

         
         He took a seat across from me at the picnic table and shook his head. “If I had to endure another minute of that baloney,
            I would have gone crazy. I appreciate the thought, but that scene is definitely not my cup of tea.”
         

         
         But the funny thing was, he looked happier. Maybe he hadn’t realized that it had been a little helpful. I tried to press him
            gently. “You were there half the day; did you get anything from it?”
         

         
         “I had a nice chat with Piper, the owner, who, unlike Zodiac, the leader—how’s that for a crazy name?—seems pretty grounded.
            One thing that did resonate was a quote from Rilke that she wrote down for me,” he said, pulling a card from his pocket. “‘Live
            the question now. Perhaps you will then gradually, without noticing it, live along some distant day into the answer.’”
         

         
         I stared at him. I almost said, And by then you’ll have forgotten the question, but I could tell he was serious. Maybe you had to have heard it in some kind of context. And if inspirational quotes gave
            him a foothold on the ladder to health, I sure wasn’t going to question them. “That’s great,” I said, giving him a big smile.
            “I’m glad you got something good out of it. So, are you hungry?”
         

         
         He shook his head. “No. I grabbed lunch after I skipped out.” He turned to the children. “Are you little stinkers having fun?”
         

         
         “Yes!” they answered in unison.

         
         “Are you going to swim with us, Daddy?” Stelli asked.

         
         “You bet, buddy. I’ll go change now.”

         
         The kids finished their snacks and we went back to the beach, where Leo and Stelli splashed around while Evie and I stayed
            in our beach chairs with our books.
         

         
         It was good to see Leo laughing and actually enjoying himself. After a while, he swam back to shore and motioned to Evie.
            “Your brother wants you to go in the water.”
         

         
         Evie looked at her father over her book. “Okay.”

         
         “Thank you, Evie. You do such a good job of looking after your little brother,” I told her.

         
         Leo ran a hand through his wet hair as he picked up a towel. Beads of water glistened on his toned body, and I had the urge
            to reach out and touch him. I knew he wasn’t ready for intimacy, though—I’m familiar enough with depression to know it kills
            sexual appetite along with everything else. I did feel some hope today—his cheery mood was a small glimmer of light breaking
            through the clouds.
         

         
         He took the beach chair next to mine, and I handed him a Coke from the cooler. He grabbed the can and took a long swallow.
            “Thanks, Jo.” Looking straight ahead and keeping an eye on the children, he continued. “I’m going to have to go into the office
            tomorrow. I hate to work on a Sunday, but you know there’s never enough time to prepare for a trial, and—”
         

         
         “You don’t have to apologize. I’ve got everything covered. The kids and I will be fine.”

         
         “Are you sure?”

         
         “Of course. How are you feeling about the case at this point?”

         
         He sighed. “Well, the deposition from the psychologist at the Phoenix Recovery Center will help to show Fred’s commitment to sobriety. I’m rallying the troops tomorrow to give out marching orders. There’s just so much still to do.” 

         
         “You always get it done.”

         
         He nodded. “I suppose so.” He leaned farther forward in the beach chair, his elbows resting on his knees and his hands clasped
            together. Without looking at me, he said, “I’m thinking maybe we should cancel the Memorial Day party.”
         

         
         “What? No, you can’t,” I objected. It was a tradition he’d started years ago, before we’d even met. The party would be a time
            for him to reconnect with friends and colleagues. Calling it off felt like a step backward in his recovery.
         

         
         “I’m not in much of a festive mood, and I’ve got so much on my plate with this case.”

         
         “But everyone loves the party,” I said gently. “And besides, you’ll enjoy it once it’s here. You shouldn’t make a rash decision
            that you’ll regret later.”
         

         
         He was quiet. After a moment he sat back, and when he looked at me, I saw resignation in his eyes. “Maybe you’re right. But
            you’ve got a lot on your plate. Especially since Rebecca’s not here.” The children’s nanny had left to care for her father in Michigan after he had
            had a fall and wouldn’t be returning for another couple of weeks.
         

         
         “Don’t worry. I’ve got this,” I assured him. He smiled and nodded.

         
         I knew he would be glad once the day came. He’d be surrounded by people who cared about him—clients, colleagues, and friends, all of whom looked forward to it and most of whom had already RSVP’d. I’d given the caterer the final count this morning. It was the same menu every year—barbecued beef and all the fixings. And yesterday I’d placed an order with the florist for the table centerpieces. This year, they would be red dahlias, white lilies, and blue irises in round white vases. There were still a few tasks left to do—I still needed to get in touch with the face painter and magician the kids and their friends had loved last year—but I knew I’d be able to pull it all off. 

         
         I looked over at Leo, who had a faint smile on his face as he watched Evie and Stelli splashing around. We were going to come
            out of this on the other side. I just knew it.
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Piper

         
         Piper lay in bed, eyes open, wide awake. She turned to look at the clock on the bedside table—two a.m. This had been happening
            to her every night recently—actually, ever since she’d met Leo.
         

         
         Moving to Westport had been the right decision. At first, she’d been skittish, looking over her shoulder, afraid she’d be
            found. But after a few months, she’d fallen into a comfortable routine of working at Phoenix all day, then coming home to
            a quiet house to cook, read, and center herself until the next day. She had promised herself that she would take a year to
            be alone; that, no matter what, no matter how perfect a man seemed, this time she’d resist.
         

         
         As soon as she’d met Leo, she’d known it was a promise she wouldn’t keep. But the thought of getting involved with a new man
            brought up memories of the last one, and thinking of Matthew brought back her nightmares. Dark dreams in which Matthew’s ex-wife
            chased her, yelling Murderer, murderer!

         
         Throwing back the covers, Piper rose from the bed. There was no way she could go back to sleep now. She made herself some
            chamomile tea and grabbed her laptop from the counter, though she knew that screen time in the middle of the night was bad
            for her circadian rhythms. Sinking into the plush sofa cushions, she opened the computer and waited, fingers poised on the
            keys, for inspiration to strike. She needed to channel her energy into something positive, like a new blog post. Maybe she’d
            write about starting over.
         

         
         She’d tried to do just that when she left California after all that blame and finger-pointing. Her mental images of that time still ate at her insides, and she felt a flash of anger burn through her as she looked at the diamond-and-sapphire ring on her right ring finger and remembered how Ava, Matthew’s first wife, had actually accused her of stealing it. But Matthew had given her his mother’s ring when he proposed, with the understanding that it would one day go to his daughter, Mia, on her own wedding day. But of course, that wasn’t going to happen now. 

         
         She shook her head as if to sweep the memories away. She didn’t want to let Ava steal one more minute of her peace. Suddenly,
            she had a different idea for the blog post and found her fingers flying across the keyboard.
         

         
         
            
               How to Deal with the Haters

               You know who they are—those people who seem intent on nothing but stealing the happiness from others. They’re the ones who
                  see a negative motive in everything you do. Those folks who blame you for everything from the weather to the sinking of the
                  Titanic. They’re haters. They have nothing good to say to you or about you. These are toxic people who need to be cut from your life
                  without a backward glance. Maybe it’s your mother or your father. A sister or a brother. It doesn’t matter. If they’re not
                  having a positive influence on your life, they don’t belong in it. Find a new sister, a new brother. Blood is not destiny.
                  True connection arises out of mutual respect and benefit. Take a good look around you, identify them, and eliminate these
                  blood-sucking parasites now. Before they ruin your life.
               

               
            

         
         She stopped, her breath coming in short gasps. She couldn’t post this. The center’s blog—really, its whole image—was all about positivity. But it had made her feel better to put the words on the page. She highlighted the whole paragraph and hit Delete. Thinking of her audience, she began a new post. 

         
         
            
               Moving On After Loss

               Life isn’t fair—how many times have you said that to yourself and to others? That simple statement, though true, doesn’t begin
                  to plumb the depths of sadness and despair you often experience when something truly terrible happens. After a tragedy, the
                  days are dark, filled with whys and what-ifs: What if you hadn’t argued? What if you had pulled up to that intersection five
                  minutes earlier? Why do you feel so guilty? Why my husband? Why now?
               

               
               There are the days when you feel fragile, as if you were made of glass and could shatter at any moment. And finally, when
                  you think you will never smile with pure happiness again, acceptance comes. You will recognize its arrival by the awakening
                  of emotions that you’ve held at bay for so long. Suddenly, you will find yourself hoping to meet someone with whom to share
                  the rest of your life. And if you’re lucky enough to find that person, I say to you, pursue it with all your might. Don’t
                  be afraid. Don’t let obstacles deter you. If it’s worth having, it’s worth fighting for. Life is short. Don’t let the past
                  keep you from reaching out to grab the future. Believe that it is possible to love with your whole heart again, and to be
                  loved in return. No matter the cost. Peace and Blessings.
               

               
            

         
         That was better. Piper shut down the computer, put her hands behind her neck, and stretched. She’d post it tomorrow. All the blog posts were signed simply with “Phoenix” rather than her name. Let readers make of it what they would. 

         
         It was already four o’clock, only an hour before her alarm was set to go off. Even if she managed to fall asleep for the next
            hour, she knew she’d get up feeling worse. The meeting for Save the Sound wasn’t for two more weeks, and she hated that she
            had to wait that long to see Leo again. They’d exchanged mobile numbers, so maybe she’d send him a flirty little text in the
            meantime. She pulled her phone out and swiped to his contact. Thinking a moment, her fingers began to type: Guess what I just picked up at the bookstore. The Count of Monte Cristo. Maybe we can have a little book club meeting when
               I’m finished. xo. She hit Send and then allowed herself a moment to relive their lunch together, feeling warm inside. Suddenly, images of Matthew
            and his daughter flashed through her head again.
         

         
         “Go away!” she shouted.

         
         Matthew was gone, and nothing would bring him back. She stood up straighter and took a deep breath. It was time to put old
            ghosts to rest.
         

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            8
Joanna

         
         I had only a few hours to finalize all the details before the guests began to arrive for the party. Pouring a cup of coffee,
            I sat at the kitchen table and went over the list one more time. I decided to see if perhaps my mother would change her mind
            and come. At first, she had promised to be there, but then she’d called me two days ago to say she was under the weather.
            When I took her to the doctor yesterday, he could find nothing wrong, but she still insisted that she was too tired even to
            attempt a showing. She’d battled chronic fatigue syndrome and depression for as long as I could remember, vacillating between
            bouts of energy and months when she could barely get out of bed, so I’d learned to become self-sufficient at an early age.
            I brought her number up on my phone. It rang seven times, and, just as I was about to hang up, she answered.
         

         
         “Hello?” Her voice was thready.

         
         “Hi, Mom. Just calling to see how you’re feeling.”

         
         “A little better, hon. Just tired. Ready for the big day?”

         
         “Pretty much. Are you sure you don’t want to come for a little bit?” I asked, even though I knew crowds made her anxious and
            she’d feel out of place. She rarely ventured from her house, and I wished there were a way I could help her to expand her
            world.
         

         
         “No, I’m going to take a pass. I’ll finish the jigsaw puzzle you got me. I love this kitten one. It’s much better than the
            one you brought over last month with all those skyscrapers.”
         

         
         Why were her compliments always backhanded? I bit back the urge to snap at her; this was one of the things Celeste and I were working on in therapy. “I’m glad you like it, Mom. I’m just sorry you’re not up to coming.” 

         
         “Besides, it’s no fun going unescorted. Just another casualty of being left by your husband,” she continued, a whine in her
            voice.
         

         
         My parents had gotten divorced a lifetime ago, when I was only nineteen, but my mother still played the martyr all these years
            later.
         

         
         I suppressed a sigh and forced a cheerful note into my voice. “Okay, then. Get some rest. Feel better.” I hung up.

         
         The kids were bursting with excitement, counting down the hours until the fun began. Practically every area of the backyard
            had been designated for one kind of game or another. There was a face-painting station, a bouncy house, a row of carnival
            games with stuffed animal prizes, and a snack bar for the kids with all sorts of delicious treats, my favorite being the caramel
            apples. There was even a photo booth. When they got tired of all of that, the saltwater pool had been filled with floats of
            all shapes and sizes, and we’d hired two lifeguards to be on duty for the party. Many of the adults would enjoy one of the
            two hot tubs and the frozen drink bars set up next to them, with bartenders at the ready. Aside from the standard Memorial
            Day fare of hot dogs and hamburgers, the spread would include pit beef barbecue, corn on the cob, coleslaw, potato salad,
            baked beans, and watermelon. No one would leave hungry.
         

         
         I poured myself another cup of coffee and started to review the list one last time, then realized that Stelli and Evie already
            had their bathing suits on.
         

         
         “Guys, get over here—let’s get some sunscreen on you before we forget.”

         
         Evie came right away, but Stelli ran in the other direction. I sighed. I didn’t have time for this today, but I knew that Stelli wouldn’t respond to my being cross, so I got Evie covered in lotion, then called to her in a stage whisper. “I wonder where Stelli has gone. Did he disappear? I can’t see him.” 

         
         Evie giggled and pointed to where Stelli was partially visible behind a chair.

         
         “I think he must be using his powers of invisibility, Evie. I need to find him and put this magic lotion on him before he
            disappears forever.”
         

         
         “If you don’t do it soon, we’ll never see him again,” Evie said, playing along.

         
         “That would be so sad. Then I couldn’t see him to give him the special Spider-Man comic book I just
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