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Chapter One

	The Geometry of a Good Marriage

	Nadia

	The thing about Celeste Marchetti was that she looked at me like she knew exactly who I was—which was the moment I understood that she did.

	
	It was not a glance. It wasn't the involuntary flicker of a woman who has been caught near the edges of something she shouldn't be near. It was a look of recognition—measured, sorrowful, and complete—and it lasted perhaps three seconds before she turned away toward the bar. Three seconds. The length of a breath held too long. The length of something being decided.

	I stood in the middle of the Harrington Foundation Gala with a champagne flute in my hand and my husband's palm at the small of my back and I understood, with the cold and total clarity of someone receiving a diagnosis they had suspected for years, that the woman in the midnight-blue gown across the room was not a stranger to my marriage.

	Around us: six hundred people in evening dress. The Art Institute's Chagall mosaics glowing in the east corridor. The soft orchestration of wealth performing itself—waitstaff threading through like fish in a current, the particular laugh of men who have never had to worry about money, the smell of good perfume over the smell of old stone. I had been to a hundred events like this one. I knew how to move through them. I had, in fact, organized seventeen of them in the early years of our marriage, before Daniel's firm became the kind of firm that was invited to sponsor rather than just attend.

	I was wearing a dress I'd bought three months ago on a Tuesday afternoon when I had two hours between client calls. Midnight green, silk, cut low in the back. I had bought it because it was beautiful and because I had stopped, somewhere in the past few years, buying beautiful things for myself without first running them through a quiet internal calculation: Is this appropriate? Does this require a specific occasion? Will Daniel like it? I'd bought the dress to short-circuit that calculation. I'd been moderately successful. I'd worn it twice.

	Daniel had said, when I came out of the bedroom: “You look stunning.” He meant it. He said it the way he says things he means—without looking up from his phone until he did, and then with his full attention, and with the particular expression he has worn since the year we met when he finds me genuinely beautiful. I had catalogued that expression over eleven years. I trusted it. I still do, even now—which is perhaps the most disorienting part of everything that followed.

	We had arrived at the gala at eight, ten minutes later than intended, which meant Daniel spent the first forty minutes working the room with the focused efficiency of a man who is good at this and knows it. His firm had designed the new pavilion addition being unveiled at the spring gala; tonight was partly professional theater and Daniel Voss performs professional theater the way he performs everything else—easily, thoroughly, like a man for whom ease is not an act but a genuine condition of being. I had followed the arc of his attention around the room and spoken to the people I knew and smiled at the people I didn't and held my champagne with the practiced lightness of a woman who has been doing this for eleven years.

	I was talking to Priya Mehta, who chairs the foundation's literacy initiative and is the most interesting person at any event I've ever attended her at, when I felt my attention pull. Not dramatically. Not like a cold hand on the arm. More like the particular sensation of a room shifting when someone opens a door—a change in temperature so slight you couldn't name it, only feel it.

	I looked.

	The woman in the midnight-blue gown was standing near the east entrance with a glass of red wine, half-turned away from the room, looking at one of the Chagall pieces with an attention that might have been genuine or might have been the strategic deployment of solitude as an aesthetic. She was dark-haired, fine-featured, in her mid-thirties. Her dress was simple and expensive in the way of someone who understood the difference between decoration and elegance. She was alone but not uncomfortably so. She wore her solitude the way certain women wear black—as a deliberate choice, not a circumstance.

	I had seen her before. Briefly, at a firm event two years ago. She had been introduced to me as a gallery curator who was collaborating with Daniel's firm on an installation project. We had spoken for perhaps four minutes. I remembered thinking she was striking. I remembered thinking nothing else.

	Celeste Marchetti. The name had not crossed my mind in two years.

	I don't know what made me look at her long enough to be looked at. Some instinct. Some itch at the base of the skull that belongs to a frequency only women share. Whatever it was, I looked—and she felt it, and she turned, and our eyes met across the room.

	Three seconds.

	And in those three seconds she gave me everything I needed to know and everything I was not yet ready to have.

	It wasn't guilt in her eyes. Guilt is what you see in someone who doesn't want to be caught. What was in Celeste Marchetti's eyes was something far worse: a grave and weary recognition, as if she had long known this moment was coming, had perhaps dreaded it, and had arrived at a kind of exhausted acceptance. She looked at me the way you look at someone you know to be in pain that they don't yet fully understand. She looked at me the way you look at the before.

	Then she turned away. Smooth, unhurried. Back to the Chagall.

	Priya was still talking. I heard her voice without hearing her words. I made the appropriate sounds. I held my champagne. I did not look at Daniel, who was across the room with his hand on the shoulder of Harrington Foundation's board chairman, laughing at something, easy and present and entirely himself.

	I looked down at my left hand.

	The ring. White gold, set with a single round diamond, accompanied by a wedding band with small channel-set stones. I had chosen it myself—we had chosen it together, on a cold January afternoon eleven years ago in a jeweler on Michigan Avenue, and Daniel had said, “Whichever one you want,” and I had said, “This one,” and he had kissed my temple and we had both known it was exactly right.

	I turned it once. Twice. Against my skin it felt like it always felt: familiar, warm, mine.

	I looked back up. Celeste Marchetti had not looked at me again. She was speaking now to a man I didn't recognize, tilting her head at something he said, composed and unreachable as a painting.

	Daniel arrived at my side with fresh champagne and the easy warmth of a man who has had a good evening so far. His hand found the small of my back again—that familiar anchor, that proprietary tenderness.

	“Having a good time?” he said.

	“Yes,” I said.

	He smiled at me. Fully, warmly, without a single tremor of self-consciousness. Whatever had registered in my body in the past three minutes had not registered in his.

	Or it had, and he was very, very good.

	I had spent eleven years trusting the first interpretation. I stood there in the middle of the Harrington Foundation Gala and felt the second interpretation arrive and settle itself into the seat that the first one had been occupying all this time, and I understood that this was the kind of thing that, once you let it sit down, does not get back up.

	The lights shifted for the pavilion presentation. The room turned its attention toward the podium. Daniel's hand tightened briefly at my back—pride, or anticipation, or possibly neither—and I let myself be steered gently forward with the crowd.

	I did not look for Celeste Marchetti again.

	I didn't need to.

	✦

	We left the gala at eleven. In the car, Daniel spoke about the pavilion reception, about the foundation chairman's comments, about a potential commission that had come up in conversation with a trustee. He was animated the way he gets when things have gone well professionally—lit up in a specific, boyish way that I have always loved, because it is the only version of Daniel that has no performance in it.

	I listened. I asked the right questions. I watched the city scroll past the window, the lake black and enormous beyond the shore drive.

	When we got home I washed my face and brushed my teeth and got into bed and lay in the dark while Daniel finished a call in the other room. The
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