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Chapter One


          

        

      

    

    
      From the forty-third floor of the Upper West Side high-rise apartment building, Janine Grimson Potter had a perfect view of Central Park. It was May 15th, and the glorious trees beyond had flourished with green foliage that beamed upward toward the eggshell-blue sky. That high up, the beeping chaos of traffic and the cries of angry New Yorkers didn’t reach the ears. One was allowed to view the city as a miniature plaything, not a haven of millions of voices, opinions, backstories, and wild history. As Janine had spent her entire upbringing as one of the poorest New Yorkers, a Brooklynite, in fact, she felt her stance on the forty-third floor as though she’d ascended to heaven itself. 

      Her entire life had changed — approximately twenty-four years before. And she’d never looked back. 

      “Wow. That breeze is beautiful.” Maxine Aubert stepped into the library and flashed a smile toward Janine. “You picked a perfect day for an engagement party.” 

      Janine’s heart fluttered as Maxine joined her at the window, which she’d cracked to allow the slightest breeze in. Janine held Maxine’s eyes for a moment as Maxine squeezed her upper arm. 

      “You look like you’re freaking out a little bit,” Maxine finally said with a laugh. 

      Janine swept a dark lock of hair around her ear. “You know how it goes with these New York socialites. Trying to impress them has been my life mission for the past twenty years. But they always know that I’m not one of them.”

      “Well, mon cherie, neither am I,” Maxine said. She dropped her head back so that her auburn hair flowed beautifully down her back. Her neck was reminiscent of a swan’s. “But that’s our great con, isn’t it? We grew up in Brooklyn with nothing, and now, we’ve overtaken the kingdom.”

      “Just imagine if we told them the kinds of food we always ate as kids,” Janine said. “Ramen noodles were a delicacy, along with the occasional KD entrée.”

      “I know. Imagine if they knew you hadn’t tasted the likes of a soufflé until the age of twenty-five!” 

      Maggie Potter, Janine’s eldest daughter, had recently gotten engaged to Rex Vanderson, a prestigious businessman, certainly a man from the upper echelon of Manhattan society. This sort of union required a high-caliber engagement party, and Janine had set to work on it immediately after news of their engagement had reached her ears. “Nothing but the best for my Maggie,” had been her constant refrain as she had arranged everything. 

      Maggie’s engagement party was set to begin at six thirty with a cocktail hour, followed by dinner, at one of the most prestigious and beautiful locations in Manhattan— the NoMad Hotel Rooftop. Now, it was just past five in the afternoon, and it seemed everything for the party had somehow fallen into place. This left Janine time to dress, have her makeup and hair done, and get over to the party. 

      Since Janine and Maxine had run around Brooklyn together in the ’80s and ’90s, there was very little that they didn’t already know about each other. Now, as the light tipped toward sunset and expectation for the night ahead brewed in Janine’s belly, they stripped down to their underwear and helped one another don their evening gowns. Janine’s was dark blue, cut low over her breasts, and it hugged her hips beautifully. 

      “I’m glad I went on that low-carb diet when I did,” she stated as she tilted herself sideways in the mirror. “I don’t have your French genes, and I could tell that designer wasn’t so sure about me when we first met.”

      Maxine buttoned the last of Janine’s dress at the nape of her neck and made a funny sound in her throat. “You always look as sleek as any Parisian woman. The last time we were in Paris, I told you I heard many women whisper about your fashion sense. They were terribly envious.”

      Janine eyed her reflection in the floor-to-ceiling antique mirror, gifted to her for her thirty-fifth birthday by her husband, Jack. Behind her, Maxine upheld her high cheek-boned, French-woman looks, despite having moved to Brooklyn at the age of ten. Back when they’d been adolescents, prior to Janine meeting the ultra-rich Jack Potter, they hadn’t needed anything or anybody. 

      “Why don’t we open that champagne while we get ready?” Maxine suggested as she stepped toward her own dress, which hung in Janine’s closet. 

      Tenderly, Maxine removed the champagne cork — a trick she’d taught Janine so that bubbles weren’t flung across the room. She then poured them two flutes of champagne, lifted her glass, and said, “To the mother of the bride. You’ve worked yourself to death for this party, and I know it will go off without a hitch.”

      Janine blushed as she tinged her glass against Maxine’s and sipped. “You’re too kind to me.”

      “You know that we have to be honest in all things,” Maxine told her. “I’ll be the first to tell you when your fashion steps over the line.”

      “And you absolutely must tell me if I ever dress too young for my age,” Janine said, her eyes widening. “That’s my biggest fear. That I spot something Maggie or Alyssa are wearing and decide it will look good on me, too. I am not twenty anymore.”

      “And thank goodness for that,” Maxine quipped. “I know we say it over and over again, but all the anxiety of our twenties? I wouldn’t go back to that time for any amount of money.”

      The doorbell rang. Janine’s housekeeper, who had busied herself preparing the apartment for the night’s after-party, hustled for the door, then arrived at Janine’s room to announce that the makeup and hair people were headed up. For the previous five years, Janine had used Chelsea and Connie, a twin-sister duo, for her hair and makeup. When they arrived, they greeted Maxine and Janine like old friends. 

      “This isn’t just another Manhattan function,” Connie said as she began to prepare Janine’s curls so that they flourished beautifully down her shoulders. “This is your daughter’s engagement party! You must be terribly excited.”

      “And terrified,” Janine added. “You wouldn’t believe the things these women will pick apart at parties like this. If you bring out the appetizers at inappropriate times, they’ll chalk up the whole evening as a disaster.”

      Chelsea laughed uproariously. “Connie, I don’t think we could ever hack this life.”

      “We never thought we’d be here, either,” Maxine affirmed as Chelsea tied her hair into an intricate updo. “Just two Brooklyn girls with nothing to do but make trouble.”

      “That’s right. I always forget. You girls are one of us,” Connie said. Her tone remained slightly doubtful, as though she couldn’t fully imagine the steps to take between her own life and the one Janine now enjoyed. 

      “You should have seen her when she met Jack,” Maxine offered brightly, as she extended out her left hand and twirled her wrist so that her rings flashed in the soft light. “What was it you said, Janine? You said you’d met a man who’d changed everything.”

      “To be honest, I don’t think he knew quite how poor I was,” Janine said as a blush crept across her cheeks. “I was nineteen, waitressing, of course, and I just happened to stumble across a secondhand Chanel dress at a flea market that I wore for our first date.”

      “He didn’t care what you wore,” Maxine said with a funny arch of her eyebrow. “He just wanted to take it off you.”

      “Maxine!” 

      Connie and Chelsea erupted with laughter as Janine again eyed herself in the mirror. The conversation continued as Maxine explained her current dating life. 

      “I was married to a wealthy man myself,” she said. “He died a few years ago and left me everything.”

      “Wow,” Connie marveled. “You must miss him, though.”

      “She’s definitely taught me a lot about the current dating scene in Manhattan,” Janine replied. “I just love your stories, Max. You should tell the one about the baseball player.”

      “Oh, that darling twenty-five-year-old hunk of a man,” Maxine chirped. “He never had a chance with me, but he sent me box tickets to his little games. With these men, I always play up the French thing. I even lather on the accent a bit more, you know, since I moved here when I was ten, and it really isn’t so noticeable.”

      “It’s just slightly there. Like a hint of the music of the French language,” Chelsea affirmed.

      “But these men. They must fall head over heels!” Connie cried. 

      Maxine chuckled. “I have to admit that I’m having a terrific time. Even at forty-three years old.”

      “And you’re not slowing down yet,” Janine said. 

      “I’ll drag you out on the town with me one of these days,” Maxine warned. “Now that Maggie’s engaged, and Alyssa’s been out of the house for a few years, it’s time to inject some life into your Manhattan nights.”

      “Jack and I are so settled, and you know I like that about my life,” Janine said, as her heart swelled slightly. “He’s been so busy with work for the past year or so, but he promised he would calm down soon so that we can travel more and spend more time together.”

      “It’s the secret to a happy marriage,” Chelsea affirmed. “My husband and I make sure we have a date night once a week. Sometimes I get so excited about it, especially if I haven’t seen him for a while. I’ll dress up, do my hair, that sort of thing.”

      “It’s so important,” Janine agreed. “It’s not that I don’t respect Jack’s career. I do. He’s killed himself for it. But we fell in love for a reason. And I want to remind him that we have a beautiful future ahead of ourselves — into our forties and our fifties and our sixties.”

      “That’s beautiful,” Connie and Chelsea said in unison. 

      When Janine and Maxine finished their looks for the night, they sipped a final glass of champagne and bid goodbye to Connie and Chelsea, who they called “masters.” 

      “Thank you for helping us middle-aged women look a little less ragged.” Janine chuckled. 

      “As if you need any real help with that,” Chelsea said. 

      When the girls had gone, Janine and Maxine stepped into the kitchen to check on the staff. They had just begun to arrive to prepare for the after-party drinks and cuisine. Janine ironed out the details while Maxine checked her phone. Then Janine texted her daughters and her husband to make sure everyone was headed to the NoMad Hotel rooftop. 

      
        
          
            
              
        MAGGIE: Already here, Mom! Alyssa just got here, too. 

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        JACK: On my way. 

      

      

      

      

      

      Janine sent heart emojis to all three of her favorite people, her dear family, and then turned her eyes toward Maxine. Throughout their incredibly long friendship, Maxine had never once spoken about having children herself. But each time Janine acknowledged the enormous mountain of love she had for her daughters, she wondered if Maxine stirred in any amount of jealousy. 

      “What do you think, Max? You ready?” 

      Maxine’s eyes sparkled. “As ready as I’ll ever be to face those monster socialites.”

      “Just remember that being in their midst means we won,” Janine said with a slight smile.

      “If we could only turn back the clock and watch the event from that point of view,” Maxine said. “We would have gawked at the cost of all this. No, we would have thought ourselves to be insane.”

      “Ridiculous, isn’t it?” Janine said as she swept her hair behind her shoulders.

      Maxine reached out to grip Janine’s shoulder. Her lips curved into an O. “Wow. Janine, you look absolutely breathtaking. I just want you to know that.”

      Janine’s grin was enormous, the kind she tried to avoid these days so as not to wrinkle up her face. “So do you, Max. So do you.”

      “Why do we even care about compliments from men?” Maxine asked as they clacked in their heels toward the closet to gather their coats. “All we should appreciate are kind words from women. It’s not as though any man I flirt with tonight will notice the fine detail of my eyeliner or the beautiful intricacies of your curls.”

      “You’re exactly right,” Janine said as she brought her coat over her shoulders. “Jack will probably say something like, ‘Nice dress, babe,’ then carry on whatever conversation he’s in.”

      Maxine’s laugh was uproarious. “Men. Who needs them?”

      “We really should have just married one another when we had the chance,” Janine jested. “How happy we would be!”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      Janine’s driver stopped the car at the corner of Broadway and idled as several taxis whizzed around them, their drivers honking their horns. Janine and Maxine gathered their purses and eyed the various partygoers as they scuttled from their taxis and headed toward the hotel's entrance. There was Marcia Collingsworth, who’d married a rich newspaperman only a few years prior to his death, and had spent the majority of the next decade sleeping with as many of his rich friends as she could; then, there were several of Jack’s business associates and dear childhood friends, all of whom had more money than God. 

      “Oh, good. There’s Alyssa,” Janine said as her driver opened the door and helped her out onto the curb. 

      “Wow. That dress she has on!” Maxine said approvingly, just as Alyssa whipped around, allowing her lavender gown to sweep in a beautiful parabola just above her ankles. 

      Alyssa was twenty-two years old and, just a week before, had walked across the stage as a Yale graduate. She was a beautiful creature, nearly a twin to Maggie, with dark tresses that curled beautifully down her back and a perfect figure. Maxine often reminded Janine that her daughters were the spitting image of their mother, which was definitely true, even as it grew more and more difficult for Janine to remember herself like that. 

      “Mom!” Alyssa cried. She rushed toward her, bringing along a wave of perfume, then dotted a kiss on her mother’s cheek. “You look absolutely stunning. As do you, Maxine.”

      “There she is. The Yale graduate.” Maxine beamed. In Janine’s eyes, Maxine had been a kind of stand-in aunt for the girls over the years. She had even gone so far as to take Alyssa out for her twenty-first birthday the previous year when Janine had been sick with the flu. “I’m terribly sorry I missed the ceremony.”

      “Oh, it was as boring as ever,” Alyssa said as she whipped a hand back and forth. “Just a bunch of caps, gowns, and bad speeches.”

      “Your mom and I never graduated from college, so these achievements are impressive, kiddo,” Maxine said as she gave Janine a side-eyed glance. 

      Maxine had frequently told Janine over the years to remind her daughters just how far she’d come — that her background hadn’t supplied her every opportunity in the world. Maggie and Alyssa were set for life, as though they’d been born Manhattan royalty. 

      “I know that,” Alyssa said softly. “I count my blessings every day for my education.”

      “Let’s get inside, shall we?” Janine said as she squeezed her best friend’s hand in thanks. “After all this planning, I think it’s finally time to enjoy ourselves.” 

      They entered the swanky hotel, were greeted with importance, and ushered upstairs. Once on the rooftop, Janine feasted her eyes on the beautiful view before her—the perfect décor of the long tables, the large floor candles, and fairy lights that hung everywhere—giving the room a certain ambiance. The gorgeous Manhattan guests were dressed to the nines, and they all stood around with cocktails in their hands, eating small snacks and speaking to one another earnestly as though they cared what the other said. Everything seemed picture-perfect, cut straight out of a magazine, and Janine knew, someday soon, this very view of her party would stretch across the pages of many magazines. When the Potters threw parties in Manhattan, the world knew about them. 

      This was all thanks to her immaculate party-planning capabilities. She was quite proud, to say the least. 

      “Darling!” One of her friends, Gwyneth, stepped out from another conversation. She was a petite little thing, and her designer-made dress hung from her like strange curtains. She stepped toward Janine with big doe eyes and a fake smile as she cried, “This is really just so splendid, isn’t it? Oh, Maxine, you’ll have to help me. What is it the French would call something like this? Encroyable?” 

      Maxine seemed on the verge of rolling her eyes yet stopped herself at the last moment. “Perhaps we’d say ‘relou.’”

      “Relou…” Gwyneth formed the word across her tongue and furrowed her brow. “It really is such a beautiful language, isn’t it?” 

      Janine made a mental note to ask Maxine what that actually meant in French as Gwyneth began to pepper her with information regarding her own daughter and her recent graduation from Princeton. In the meantime, Alyssa stepped away to find the bride, who it seemed, was located toward the far end of the rooftop, with Rex’s arm flung around her lower back. Maggie seemed to be in the middle of telling an elaborate story; Janine could just sense it, the way her eldest daughter’s eyes sparkled.

      “I hope you don’t mind, Gwyneth, but I must go say hello to the bride-to-be,” Janine finally said as she gripped Gwyneth’s hands and tilted herself toward Maggie and Alyssa. “I hope we’ll have more time to speak later?”

      By the time she freed herself from Gwyneth, a few more lurkers had latched onto her. After several minutes more, Janine was able to kick off her Manhattan guests, and she pressed herself through the crowd to find her darling daughter. Maggie’s eyes widened when she spotted her mother. She rushed toward her, wrapping herself in a hug with Janine, knowing full well that wasn’t the kind of thing you did at functions like this.

      “Mom.” Maggie pulled away and said under her breath, “This party is spectacular. You really outdid yourself this time. Thank you so much.”

      Janine blushed only slightly. “Darling, my eldest only gets married once.”

      Maggie laughed as she flipped her hair in that very same way she always had as a little girl. “Let’s hope so, at least, huh?” 

      “Come now. I’ve never met a happier couple than you and Rex,” Janine said. 

      Maggie’s eyes traced over Janine’s shoulder. She paused for a moment and swirled her drink. “Maxine didn’t bring a date? I told her she could.”

      “She said she couldn’t find anyone,” Janine replied. “But you know Maxine. She’s always fine to be by herself. She always has been. I have to say, she’s a whole lot stronger than me.”

      At that moment, Maggie yanked her head around, and her jaw dropped as a large bouquet of red roses burst into her arms. “Daddy!” she cried as Jack Potter himself, a man who always liked to make an entrance, wrapped her in a hug. 

      The girls had always loved their father, no matter how many business trips he took, no matter how much it seemed that his career took first place over his family. Janine was grateful that the great Jack Potter managed to juggle everything at once. 

      When their hug broke, Jack turned and looked at Janine eagerly. “How about this, Janny?” This was a silly nickname he’d tried to make work for years. “Rooftop of NoMad? You really went above and beyond. This is fantastic!”

      “Is that a silly dad pun?” Maggie cried.

      “You bet it is,” Jack said as he waggled his eyebrows. “Just because my little girls are both grown up doesn’t mean I’ll ever stop being a dad.”

      Jack stepped away to speak to a colleague of his, which left Maggie and Janine. Maggie was just the slightest bit taller than her mother, especially in the heels she now wore, which they had purchased together on a mother-daughter trip to London the previous month. 

      “Rex looks freaked out, doesn’t he?” Maggie whispered. 

      Janine eyed her fiancé, who looked dashing in his Italian-cut suit. He spoke with his hands as though everything filled him with passion. 

      “He’s over-compensating,” Maggie explained. “He hates to have all the attention on him.”

      “I understand,” Janine offered. “When your father and I had our engagement party, I was pregnant, and the conversation wasn’t so bright and optimistic. Plus, you know— I was this girl from the other side of the tracks.”

      Maggie shook her head. “I really can’t imagine that. Grandma and Grandpa must have lost their minds.”

      “Oh, they did,” Janine said, speaking of Jack’s parents. “When we told them I was pregnant at nineteen, I think their first mutterings were… well, what should we do with this woman who’s trapped our son?” 

      Maggie’s lips formed a round O. 

      “Of course, I told them point-blank that just throwing me to the side wasn’t an option since your dad and I were madly in love. And we were going to make it work with or without their approval.”

      “And make it work, you did,” Maggie said, beaming. 

      “You and Alyssa and this entire party are proof of that,” Janine returned as she spread her hand out toward the beautiful guests of their perfectly plotted night, the wine and cocktail drinkers, the fine suits and flawlessly manicured eyebrows and new blond highlights, just in time for summer. 
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        * * *

      

      At eight, everyone gathered around the tables. While Maggie and Rex sat at the head of the table, Janine and Jack sat on either side of the couple, with Janine and Alyssa to the left and right of Janine and Jack. With these great loves by her side along with a hefty dose of champagne, Janine felt all light-headed and free, as though she could have lifted off the balcony and into the clouds above. 

      Jack lifted his eyebrows toward her mischievously. “I guess it’s time?” 

      Janine nodded. “You’ve waited for it all night.”

      “You’re right. I have to steal the spotlight from my daughter somehow.” He winked toward Maggie playfully as he rose and then clanked his fork against the side of his glass. 

      Slowly, the members of the party halted their conversations and turned their attention toward him. Jack held the floor, just as he always did when he wanted to. It was part of the reason Janine had fallen in love with him. She’d never met anyone like him. 

      “Good evening, everyone,” Jack said brightly. “I’d like to welcome you to the engagement party for my eldest daughter, Magdalene Potter, better known as Maggie, one of the first great loves of my life. Horrifically for my heart, Rex has decided to steal her away from me. If you’re a father of a daughter, you know how difficult this is. But you also know that when you raise a girl like Maggie, she will dive headfirst into life in a way that makes you proud. When she told me about Rex, I could hear it in her voice. She had this expectation for their future together. At the time, Rex probably thought they were just going to keep it casual. Come on, Rex. I know what men are like. And heck, my wife, Janine, knows all about that, too.”

      Janine chuckled, remembering how swiftly their lives had tied into one another — assuredly too quickly for Jack, who had been around twenty-two at the time and therefore had only just begun his wild party days. 

      “That said, just as I don’t regret a single day of married life, I know neither of you will, either,” Jack continued. He then lifted his glass of wine still higher and called out, “To Maggie and Rex. May you have a charmed marriage, and may your love last forever.”

      Across the party, everyone lifted their glasses so that they shimmered in the last light of the evening. They cheered and then sipped, which resulted in several of them beginning to turn back to their personal conversations prior to the arrival of the food. 

      But Janine didn’t want to give all the speech-giving over to her husband. In her mind and probably in the mind of Maggie, she’d been there for much, much more throughout her life. She couldn’t let Jack take all the credit. She just couldn’t.

      Slowly, she stood and began to tip her fork against her glass. Jack gave her a bug-eyed look, indicating that this was a misstep. Several partygoers flashed their eyes toward her. Their gazes were filled with curiosity and maybe the slightest amount of annoyance. Suddenly, Janine was reminded of her previous self — the poor girl from Brooklyn who didn’t deserve a spot at the table and had married into wealth. She again turned her eyes toward Jack, who grunted, “I think we need to get on with dinner, Janny.”

      Janine fell back on her chair and sipped still more of her wine. He was probably right. He normally was. 

      Throughout dinner, Janine popped in and out of the conversations around her. If asked later, she wouldn’t have been able to say what they’d discussed, as her mind was several hundred miles away. Especially as Maggie’s wedding grew closer, and with Alyssa’s graduation from Yale, Janine had begun to compare her relationship to her own mother and how desperately wrong everything had gone. 

      She had grown up with absolutely nothing. And when Janine had been eighteen years old and ready to head off to college, (not that there had been money around for that), Nancy, her mother, had just taken off. She was gone as fast as lightning without paying rent or leaving Janine a few pennies to rub together. She’d left her completely debilitated and forced to build her life from scratch.

      Goodness, how Janine wished her mother could see her just then: celebrating her daughter’s wedding at one of the ritziest hotels in all of Manhattan, with her two daughters and her handsome husband at her side. 

      Nancy, I won. Do you hear me? And you can’t hurt me anymore, she thought.
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      The after-party at the high-rise apartment building began around eleven thirty at night. Janine felt a tiny bit bleary from wine, and she dropped into her bedroom for a moment to grip the sink of her bathroom and talk some sense into her reflection. “Just a few more hours, Janine. It’s one of the best parties of your hosting career. All of Manhattan’s elites look at you like you own this city.” 

      Before she left her bedroom, she touched up her makeup and then gazed at her bed longingly. Often, Jack slept separate from her, in another bedroom, as he liked to stay up much later than she did, tending to various clients and watching sporting events. Even still, she thought she might ask him to collapse beside her that night, as she wanted him close after all the chaos of the day. Plus, he looked so deliciously handsome. She had to pinch herself sometimes to remind herself that he was still all hers after all this time.

      Her husband…Her Jack. 

      When Janine stepped back out of the room, the party was in full swing. She had hired a DJ — a sophisticated one that played a mixture of appropriate music, not some college-aged rapper who manned the DJ table and pumped his head in time as he adjusted the songs. A few people had gathered in the center of the room to dance with their drinks in hand. Near the kitchen, Maggie and Alyssa stood together, both holding glasses of wine. They spoke conspiratorially and then burst into giggles. Janine had long since understood that there was a great deal about her girls’ relationship that she would never be allowed to know. Such was the way of sisters.

      Of course, she knew she had that sort of thing with Maxine. Even though they weren’t blood, they were sisters, through and through.

      Speaking of, Maxine began to approach her. She slid her arm through hers and muttered, “Care to dance, honey-bunny?” 

      Janine laughed. “I’m so exhausted that I might topple over.”

      “Well, you don’t look it,” Maxine said as she slowly eased a curl around Janine’s ear. 

      “Did you spot any eligible bachelors tonight?” Janine asked as she scanned the crowd. 

      “Unfortunately, no,” Maxine returned. “Although I didn’t expect much of anyone. Nobody’s single these days. It’s dreadful.”

      “Guess you’ll just have to split up someone’s marriage!” Janine said playfully.

      “You’re evil, Janine Potter. Absolutely evil.”

      In time, Janine and Maxine lost one another again to the ever-changing seas of the strange social circle. Janine found herself nodding along in conversation with one of Maggie’s college friend’s mothers, then turning around to speak with the older Italian woman Maggie had stayed with when she’d studied abroad in Milan. The woman’s accent was so thick that Janine struggled to make out a single word. Instead, her smile widened, which only seemed to make the woman talk more. 

      At one point, she found herself again with Marcia, who leaned toward Janine, her breath laced with fiery alcohol, and whispered, “You know, I haven’t told anyone.”

      “Told anyone what?” Janine asked, looking at her with curiosity. 

      “You know.” Marcia waggled her eyebrows. “All that work you got done.” She lifted her eyes toward Janine’s eyebrows and then scanned down her face toward her breasts.

      Janine laughed aloud. “What are you talking about? I haven’t gotten anything done.”

      Marcia’s lips parted. Not for the first time, Janine realized just how pudgy those lips were — as though she’d had multiple bad injections. This was so common, wasn’t it? That people wanted to see themselves in everyone else, even if it wasn’t true?

      “You’re kidding me. Are you telling me you just have fabulous genes?” Marcia demanded. 

      “I’m afraid she is.” Maxine appeared beside her again, a fresh cocktail in hand. She beamed down at Marcia as though Janine was her prize pig at the fair. “And what’s more, Janine held down her own business until about a year ago, when she took a leave of absence. She’s a force of nature.”

      Janine’s cheeks reddened. She slightly hated it when people brought up her naturopathic medicine practice, as it just reminded her that she missed it dearly. Sometimes, she struggled to remember just why she’d stepped away from it. She remembered snippets of conversations with Jack, during which he said it would have been “nice” if she’d had more time to plan some of his work functions. Had that been part of the reason? Or had she just felt stretched too thin as a Manhattan “socialite” as well as a “professional woman”? She did remember, now that she thought back, some of the snippy remarks from some of the other socialites, including Marcia, who’d said, “I can’t believe your husband lets you work,” as though Janine had had to clear that with him. 

      “Oh yes. That doctor thing you did,” Marcia offered snidely. 

      “Doctor thing? She saved my life. Numerous times,” Maxine interjected as she lifted that ever French nose of hers. “She’s a saint and does amazing work, in fact. The medical world is so different without her.”

      Marcia seemed at a loss for words, perhaps mostly because she was drunk. She staggered back, then gripped the elbow of another woman, and cried out, “My darling, where on earth did you get that bracelet?”
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