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Chapter 1/ LATE SPRING  
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The words played repeatedly in her head like a slowed-down 45 rpm record. Cymbals and gongs rang out in her ears. Cars swished by in a swirl of headlights, their horns like discordant trombones in a marching band of harbingers of ill will. The rain chilled her to the bone.  

Leaning against one of the porch columns to steady herself, she dug around in her shoulder bag for her keys. She let herself into the dark vestibule and pressed the button marked “NO”. In the living room, she threw herself on the sofa and buried her head under an oversized toss cushion. The harsh ringing of the telephone demanded her attention. She reached across to the opposite side of the lamp table to pick up the receiver. 

“Hi, Mom.” the voice on the other end said. 

“Toby, what’s wrong, hon?” 

“Nothing’s wrong, Mom. I’ve got something to tell you: There’s somebody here.” 

“Who, honey?” 

“It’s Laurie, Mom. She’s here with her son.” 

“Laurie?” 

“She’s got a little eight month old son, Zenon. She’s divorced now.” 

“Is she moving here?”  

“She’s just visiting...Actually, she just showed up at the door. I called you before, but you were out.” 

“I had an appointment. Do you think she’ll speak to me?” 

“I’ll see. Just a sec – okay?” 

She could hear him in the background, engaged in a heated discussion.

“Laurie, I’ve got Mom on the phone. She really wants to talk to you.” 

“Tell her to keep the fuck away from me.” 

“Come on. She’s our mother.” 

“She’s no fucking mother to me.” 

“Laurie, you’re being really immature. You’re holding grudges from way back when we were little kids. That’s not fair. Mom’s a really good mom. She loves all of us a lot.” 

“She might be a good mother to the lot of you, but she’s never been a good mother to me. She was a fucking drunk and whore.” 

“Mom always did the best she could for all of us. Why don’t you just give her a chance? It’s not easy being a mom on your own.” this was Keir’s voice. 

“I can see she’s got all of you brainwashed.” 

“You’re so pigheaded. You didn’t even want to meet our elder sister, Marin.” 

“Miss Fucking Goody Two Shoes, the Fucking Golden Child. No thanks.” 

“Laurie, you have to grow up some time and there’s no time like the present.” this was Lisa, Keir’s fiancée, “She’s your mother and she loves you very much. You can’t hold on to this ‘poor me’ attitude forever. Frankly, it’s wearing thin. Now that you’re a mother yourself, you’ll soon realize how difficult it is to raise children.” 

“Who the fuck do you think you are to judge me, bitch? Who the fuck do all of you think you are? I can see it was a huge mistake to visit my so-called family, to show my son. From now on, you’re all fucking dead to me.” 

“Who cares?” Toby snickered, “Who needs you, anyway?” 

“I’m very disappointed in you, Laurie.” this was Josh. “I believed becoming a mother yourself would make you more compassionate, but you’re as hardened and cold as ever. Maybe it’s for the best if you stay away. You’ll find out soon enough what the real world is all about.” 

“Yeah. You’ll come crawling back to us.” Toby said. 

“Don’t hold your fucking breath. Fuck you! Fuck you all!” 

“Laurie!” Josh called out with authority. “Sit down!” 

There was desperate cry of a baby and the slamming of a door. 

“Laurie!” 

“Let her go, Dad. She’s a head case.” Keir said. 

“Yeah, she’s possessed! She needs an exorcist!” Toby said. 

“Mom.” Keir picked up the phone. “I’m really sorry about that. Laurie’s gone off the deep end. I’ll call you back soon. Okay?” 

“Sure, hon. Love you bunches.” 

“Love you, Mom.” 

The words were still echoing in her head: 

“I’m so sorry to inform you, Brett...So sorry...I’m so sorry to inform you...”


*   *   *
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Following a mild winter, spring was still struggling to put down roots in early June. Dottie sank her hands deep into the pockets of her long plum cardigan and continued her walk along The Green. When had it all begun to fall apart? When had she lost her footing and fallen into that chasm? She had not seen it coming. Five years of marriage...Five years of memories...all swept away, discarded...Yes, it had ended amicably, people reminded her, not the way other marriages had dissolved, embroiled in custody battles, infidelity, acrimony...It had all been most civilized. They were simply incompatible. There were no children, no financial battles. Despite a lack of prenuptial agreement, (for which, she had been admonished dozens of times by her parents) J.T. had made no financial demands. It had ended as though it had never happened. They had hugged and wept for the very last time. He had loaded his belongings into his friend’s pickup truck and driven away to Nova Scotia for a fresh start. Well-meaning mutual acquaintances kept her informed about his activities, emphasizing his lack of romantic partners, just as they most likely informed him of her similar predicament. 

She missed the umbrella of her illusions that had sheltered her from the real world as a child. She and Peggy had laughed, played, made crafts and frightened themselves on carnival rides. Now, it was just the four of them left at the mansion: Her, Peggy, Warren and the newly-widowed Maxine, barely keeping the place together, constantly having to hire workers to remedy one old house problem or another, and getting swindled in the process because of the family name. Peggy and Maxine paid a low rent for a suite each and pitched in with the cooking and laundry, while a cleaning service came in once a week. Her father had been forced to dismiss the entire staff. No one on the outside had an inkling about the financial woes visited upon them following Tony’s death. He had managed to funnel the majority of the family fortune into Sydney’s annuity and yet another surprise annuity: Jack’s. His colleagues had been able to arrange provisions for Jack according to his wishes without disclosing his whereabouts to anyone. Tony had planned every minutiae with meticulous care and selected the most trustworthy colleagues to execute his grand plan. He had even made provisions for her. 

No one had grieved Mildred’s death six months following Tony’s. And no one had missed her parents after their permanent move to Victoria, B.C. She had not remained in contact with them, or granted them a passing thought. She felt a sense of calm, at last. She was leading an ordinary life – once, the most unattainable treasure.   
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Chapter 2/ FORGOTTEN SUMMERS 
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No more running. No more lies. He was free at last. Free to breathe. Free to be Jack Chandler. If only he could remember whoever Jack Chandler was. He climbed the steep stairs to the dimly lit third floor of the aging, hastily gentrified brick tenement. He opened the door bearing the sign: Dr. Abraham Bloomberg, Psychologist. The stern woman with bifocals and a severe bun at the reception desk acknowledged him with a nod. Behind her, the office door opened and a white-haired man smiled.  

“Ah, Jack, come right in.”  

He closed the door behind them after Jack settled in the black leather chair and glanced around the office at the colorful abstract art on the walls. 

“How have things been since our last meeting?” he sat behind his desk facing Jack. 

“About the same. Doctor, I was wondering if we should try hypnosis again.” 

“Considering the traumatic experience you had when we tried it before, I’m hesitant to try it again, Jack. First, you relived being in the fire at your club. Then, you remembered that woman insulting your manhood...What was her name again? Laura?” 

“Linda. She’s the one who was murdered and I believed for the longest time that I had killed her.” 

“It was established that she was murdered by her associate; isn’t that right?” 

“Yes.” 

“You no longer feel responsible for her predicament, I hope.” 

“No, I don’t.” 

“Good.” 

“I still wish I could remember. The only knowledge I have of my life back home is what my friends Aydin and Kent have told me. I still can’t remember anything on my own.” 

“You can’t rush these things, Jack. We’ve still got a long road ahead of us.” 

“But am I making any progress at all, Doctor? Or is this all in vain? Do you think I waited too long to seek help?” 

“It’s never too late, Jack. And, yes, you have made progress. You’ve remembered the night of the fire. You’ve remembered Linda. You’re piecing some facts together.” 

“I only seem to be remembering the negative things. I want to remember my happy memories. I want to remember my loved ones.” 

“Have you had any new flashbacks about Sydney?” 

“That image of her keeps playing over and over in my head...The one where we’re dancing to “I Didn’t Know What Time It Was”...I keep seeing her face everywhere.” 

“Why have you made no attempt to contact her? I understand your hesitation when you were under the mistaken assumption that you were wanted by the police...Also when you were told by the Stephen fellow that you and he were lovers...And when you discovered Sydney had married your cousin...But, now, things are different. Your cousin has passed away. You’re no longer down and out. You’re financially secure.” 

“I don’t want her to see me like this. I want her to remember me as the man I used to be...The man she loved. She’s obviously moved on. She fell in love with my cousin and she was no doubt devastated by his loss. It’s too late for the two of us.” 

“You don’t know that. It’s been over seven years since you saw her last. Do you still love her?” 

“I’ll always love Sydney.” 

“Then, tell her.” 

“I can’t...I want to get better, so I can be deserving of her.” 

“Then, we have our work cut out for us. How do you feel about the fact that Sydney married your cousin? Do you feel resentful? Betrayed perhaps?” 

“No. I’m glad that he was there for her. I’m grateful to him. He’s the reason I’m financially stable now. I wish he were still alive, so Sydney could be happy.” 

“Do you feel undeserving of the money he bequeathed to you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Your cousin apparently cared about you very much. It was his wish that you receive his generous gift.” 

“He should have lived. He should have had a lifetime with Sydney.” 

“Jack, you’re an extraordinary man. But, my friend, the fact is, your cousin is dead. He wanted you to have this endowment. You need to accept this without guilt. As for Sydney, she has a right to know you’re all right and you have some memory of her. I understand you’re afraid of being hurt, but...” 

“I’m not ready yet. I can’t reach out to her like this.” 

“All right. We can revisit this later...Now, I would like to talk more about the relationships you’ve had since your tragic circumstances. First, there was Cicely, the nurse. Tell me more about her.” 

“She was a wonderful girl. I was very happy with her. I really believed we could have had a future. But, as you know, it came to an end when the police showed up at the cabin where she and Ribby were hiding me from Dr. Mazot and my stepmother. I thought the police were after me because I had killed Linda, so I took off.” 

“Then, you spent some time living on Skid Row...until Stephen found you and convinced you the two of you had been lovers. What was that period like?” 

“I was very grateful to Stephen. He rescued me and gave me shelter. He found a job for me.” 

“How did it feel to be intimate with him? Did you feel any physical attraction?” 

“I didn’t, but it didn’t matter. He was good to me. I owed him. I was committed to him.” 

“Then, the relationship came to an end.” 

“Stephen started staying out at nights; then he was staying away for days at a time. We stopped communicating.” 

“And, that is when your friends informed you about Stephen’s deception. How did that make you feel?” 

“I was shocked...confused...” 

“Were you angry?” 

“Hurt, but not angry. I could understand how emotions can get in the way. I’m sure it must’ve been eating away at him all that time. And, later, when my cousin Tony died and his lawyer was trying to contact me at Stephen’s place, thinking we were still a couple, Stephen did the ethical thing and gave him Kent and Aydin’s number because they were the only ones who knew where I was. He could’ve just said he didn’t know my whereabouts, but he did the right thing. I have no ill will toward Stephen. I hope he’s resting in peace.” 

“Were you upset when he died?” 

“Of course. He was an unwitting victim of this horrific Aids epidemic. He had everything to live for and he was robbed of it.”  

“After your relationship with Stephen ended, you spent a few years in Idaho and almost got married.” 

“I thought I could just fly under the radar and live a quiet, unassuming life there, but it didn’t work out that way.” 

“What was your relationship like with the young lady you almost married?” 

“It was nice at first. Ellie worked at the local diner. She was a cute, bubbly girl. I went to the diner for my dinner after a long day of working on the farm. She always saved me some apple pie. I really liked her. We dated for a while. I got her pregnant, so I stepped up and asked her to marry me.” 

“What went wrong?” 

“When Stephen was diagnosed with Aids, Kent phoned me and told me I needed to get tested. Ellie needed to get tested, too.” 

“Both of your results came back negative.” 

“Yes. But the damage was done. Ellie was fuming, and so were all the other people in the community. They wanted me gone. Some of them tried to run me over with their tractors. Some threatened me with rifles. I had to leave. Ellie had a secret abortion somewhere in another state, so no one would find out she had been carrying a monster’s baby.” 

“Small communities are notoriously racist and homophobic, unfortunately. The idyllic life we seek comes with a high price.” 

“I came back to New York because, with the money Tony left me, I can afford to live here now. This is the only place where I have friends. The voice and piano lessons I provide for kids in the Bronx give me so much fulfillment.” 

“If it weren’t for Sydney, would you still be trying so hard to remember your past?” 

“Probably not. But because of the feelings I experience when I think about her, I desperately want to unlock the memories of her and our relationship.” 

“Do you feel stuck? Do you feel you can’t move on and form a new relationship because of this, as well as because of the negative experiences with Stephen and Ellie?” 

“I don’t want to be with anyone anymore.” 

“What if you get your memory back and due to unforeseen circumstances, you can’t rekindle what you had with Sydney?” 

“If that’s the case, I’ll have to accept it. She’s with me all the time in my heart. She’s my guiding star. I want her to be happy. I just want to know who I was, what my life was like, who my friends were. I’m hoping that, as we keep probing, there’ll be new memories unearthed.”

“Then, that’s what we’ll do, my friend.”  

*   *   *
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The taxi sped off in the direction of Lincoln Road to pick up another fare from the airport. She stood in the middle of the driveway, looking toward the main house, its blinds and curtains drawn even on this bright day. Blackened wood peeked out from behind peeling paint. Loose shutters were creaking in the wind. Dying shrubs and overgrown trees concealed the first storey from view. Once a testament to the opulence of Beavertown’s privileged class, it now stood humbled by decay. Forlorn and forgotten, the guest house had its wheelchair ramp and black shutters removed. The generously-sized mid-century windows had been replaced with smaller, airtight ones. By the front door, she noticed the modest patch of marguerites, matching the one by the front steps of the main house. She smiled. It was Maxine’s signature. She found the key Dottie had placed under the concrete planter of dead geraniums and unlocked the door. She was greeted by the lemony scent of cleaning supplies. Another gesture of kindness from Maxine. She smiled and deposited her lone suitcase and her shoulder bag on the white terrazzo floor. In the living room, she was surprised to find her own furniture, out of storage and freshened up, each piece arranged the way she and Tony had placed it. As she opened the casement windows, she spied two women on the sidewalk pausing to catch a glimpse of her. 

“Somebody’s livin’ there again, Helen. Look. The windows are open.” 

“That’s just Maxine. She’s been goin’ in there and cleanin’ lately.” 

“There’s somebody at the window. She don’t look like Maxine to me.”  

“Doggone it. I think you’re right, Hilda. It’s that Stanley girl. She must be back. She sure had bad luck with all her husbands, didn’t she?” 

“What could she be doin’ back here, I wonder.” 

“Lookin’ for a new husband!” Helen snickered. 

“I wonder who she’s gonna marry this time.” Hilda joined her laughter.

She moved away from the window, stifling her own laughter. She could still hear them. 

“I’m keepin’ a close eye on her to see who she picks next. No wonder we can’t get any men. She’s hoarding them all.” 

“Can’t wait to tell Bea.” 

She carried her luggage to the bedroom. Everything was the way she and Tony had it before his death and her eviction. She had not expected this considerate gesture. Tears filled her eyes. Dottie and the girls had gone to great lengths to make her feel welcome. She would have to wait until tomorrow to give them their presents and spend uninterrupted time with them. Everyone was at work now. By the time they returned, she would be gone. She would leave a note for them in the mailbox before she left. She opened the bedroom windows and unpacked slowly, savoring each moment of being home again. Birds were singing outside and the scent of lilacs from the neighbor’s bush filled the room. She wondered if the phone was activated yet. She had made the arrangements from Toronto and had been informed it would be ready by eleven a.m. the latest. Eli and Daniel had made her promise to call when she arrived safe and sound.  

“Hi, Eli. It’s me.” she said when he answered.

“Hey, pretty lady. We miss you already. Daniel’s going to pick up the kitchen extension, so we can both talk to you.” 

“That would be great.” 

“Hi, Sydney.” 

“Hi, Daniel.” 

“How does it feel to be in Beavertown after five years?”

“I thought it was going to be much harder, but Dottie had a beautiful surprise waiting for me here at the guest house. All the things Tony and I bought together are here, just as we left them. It feels like time stood still.” 

“That’s terrific. I’m not surprised. Dottie adores you.” Eli said, “Are you going to see Brett later today?” 

“I thought I’d surprise her at the club tonight.” 

“That’s a great idea. She’ll be so excited to see you. She really needs your support now with her daughter going missing. I’m glad you decided to be with her at this time.” 

“I couldn’t possibly stay away, Eli.” 

“You haven’t seen her in five years.” Daniel said, “Are you nervous?” 

“A bit.” 

“But you’ve overcome the guilt you had about feeling you had somehow stolen him from her and caused his death.” 

“That’s thanks to five years of therapy with you, Daniel.” 

“You worked hard during those five years. Give yourself some credit, too, Sydney. You’re a strong lady.”  

“Thank you.” 

“Enjoy your reunion with her.” Eli said, “Keep in touch and take good care of yourself.” 

“You, too, Eli. You two take care of each other.” 

“Love you, pretty lady.” 

“Love you, too.” 

“We’re both here for you any time you want to talk.” 

“Thank you, Daniel.” 

She smiled. Eli was in good hands. His accompanying her on her first therapy appointment had led to his fortuitous meeting with his future life partner. She had worried about him moving out of his apartment, however, much to her delight, those fears had been unfounded. Daniel had chosen to move in with Eli and bring only a few treasures of his own. His son and daughter had been bequeathed the majority of all he had collected throughout his life. He had given her two ceramic doves, which she displayed in the small china cabinet in her apartment. It was inspiring to witness a retired editor and a semi-retired psychologist discover love after numerous failed relationships in their younger years. 

She undressed, scattering her dress and underwear on the bedroom floor. Maxine had even provided clean towels, shampoo and soap for her in the sparkling clean bathroom. The hot shower was invigorating. She would see Brett at last and they would return to those innocent days before heartaches had visited both of them.

*   *   *
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The club was not as she remembered it. The elegant Art Deco lounge had morphed into a casual, lacklustre modern nightclub. Gone were Johnny O. and Gene And The Matchmakers, replaced by a young, husky D.J. in a booth. A nondescript pop song from the seventies was blaring. Patrons in casual attire were milling around on the dance floor. She recognized no one. Noticing her standing, a young woman with flawless ebony skin in a waitress’ uniform approached her with a smile. 

“Is there anything I can get you, Ma’am?”  

“Yes. I was wondering if Brett Morrow still works here.” 

“Yes, she does.” 

“Oh, good.” she sighed in relief, “What about Charles Seabrook?” 

“He’s still here, too. Have you been away from the area for a while?” 

She nodded. 

“Would you like me to tell Brett you’re looking for her, Ms...?” 

“No, no. Is she working the early set tonight?” 

“Yes. She should be up shortly. Why don’t you take a seat? Would you like a drink?” 

“Yes. A martini, please.” 

“Coming right up.” 

Two older waiters intercepted the young woman on her way back and whispered in her ear, glancing in Sydney’s direction. She returned promptly with her drink. 

“Here you are, Ms. Goldstein. My name is Cleo, and if there’s anything else you’d like, I would be pleased to serve you.” 

“Thank you, Cleo.” she smiled.  

The music stopped. Richard emerged jubilantly from the back room, appearing aged and hungover. 

“Ladies and Gentlemen, Greene’s Lounge presents our own Captain and Tennille: Brett Morrow and Charles Seabrook.” 

Sydney’s heart skipped a beat. She took a large swig of her martini. Chuck took his seat at the piano as a thinner, paler Brett stood beside him. Her wartime-inspired faille dress with a white grid against a black background had cut-away shoulders, a white collar and a silk red rose on her lapel. The snug-fitting bodice emphasized her waiflike figure and flared into a cocktail length circle skirt. Her first number was “Memory” from “Cats”. 

Sydney felt a light tap on her shoulder and glanced up in surprise. It was Leonard Greene. 

“Hello, Sydney. It’s lovely to see you.” he shook her hand, “After this set, why don’t you go down to the dressing room to see Brett?” 

“Thank you, Leonard.” 

“Good to see you.” 

“You, too. Please give my best to Greeney.”

“Will do. Take care.” he patted her on the shoulder, “The drinks are on the house.” 

During Brett’s final selection, “MacArthur Park”, her eyes met Sydney’s. As Brett took her final bow and disappeared behind the curtain, Sydney rose and took the familiar route to the dressing room. Her hands trembling, she knocked softly. Brett opened the door and pulled her into an embrace, shutting the door behind them. 

“Brett, I’m so sorry.” she buried her face in Brett’s fragrant warmth. 

“I’m sorry, too, sweetheart.” Brett was planting kisses on top of her head. 

“Please forgive me, Brett.” 

“There’s nothing to forgive, my Sydney.” Brett held her face in her hands, deftly wiping her tears with her fingertips. 

Sydney closed a hand over hers and pressed Brett’s hand to her lips. 

“My little dove.” Brett caressed her cheek,” You’ve flown back to me.” 

“Brett...” she snuggled in close to her, “And, I’m not going anywhere again.” 

“I have my Sydney back.” she molded her own body into hers. 

They held each other in silence. Upstairs, the D.J. was playing Peter Cetera’s “Hard For Me To Say I’m Sorry”.   
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Chapter 3/ WHAT I DID FOR LOVE
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“You don’t know how happy it makes me to hear you and Brett are enjoying yourselves, just like old times. Both of you have gone through so much tragedy. You need each other more than ever now.”  

“I lost so much time being away from her.” 

“You needed that time to heal and come to terms with your feelings of guilt. Both of you had time to reflect and now you can renew your friendship.” 

“Thank you for your patience with me during our therapy sessions, Daniel.” 

“Don’t mention it. And you know, I’m always here any time you need to talk. We’re like family now.” 

“Yes. You two are my family.” 

“Be happy. No one deserves it more than you.” 

“I appreciate that, Daniel. You and Eli, be happy, too.” 

“Love you.” 

“Love you guys.” 

“Are you seeing Brett tonight?” 

“We’re going to have a barbeque and watch the Canada Day fireworks from her porch. Chuck is going to be celebrating with us. Then, I’m going to be staying over.” 

“Enjoy yourself. I’m fixing Eli a special dinner tonight. After that, we’ll be staying in. You know what hermits we both are.” 

“The most lovable hermits in the world. Give my love to my honorary brother.” 

“He told me to give you his love, too, in case he didn’t get back by the time I called you.” 

“I hope getting his cousin Esther settled in her seniors’ apartment went well. I’m so glad Eli has you in his life.” 

“Thank you. Take care of yourself, pretty lady.” 

“You, too, Daniel.” 

So much healing had taken place, so many questions answered, so many fears and doubts put to rest during their time apart. Now she could face Brett. She could remember her therapy sessions with Daniel in such precise detail, it was like turning on a tape recorder to revisit them in order to give herself permission to be happy again. 

*   *   *
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“Tell me about Brett.” 

“Brett...She’s an incredible person...One in a million...There’s no one like her.” 

“You care very deeply about her, don’t you?” 

“I’d give up my life for her.” 

“And, you feel guilty for falling in love with Tony, her long-time love interest.” 

“I was selfish and needy. I clung on to Tony like a life preserver.” 

“You were in pain.” 

“That doesn’t make it all right.” 

“Had the two of them not already ended their relationship as a result of Lea’s pregnancy?” 

“Yes, but, deep down, I’m sure they still had feelings for each other.” 

“If Brett had told you she still loved him and wanted you to break things off with him, would you have done so?” 

“In a heartbeat. But she would never do something like that.” 

“From what you’ve told me earlier, it appears she practically handed him to you on a silver platter. She gave you her blessing.” 

“That’s the kind of person Brett is. Self-sacrificing.” 

“I’m sure Tony had a say in it. No one forced his hand. After all, he made the first move, did he not?” 

“He was feeling lonely and vulnerable, as well.” 

“You were there for each other. You made each other happy.” 

“If I had released him, he would’ve been back together with Brett as before. She was the love of his life. Not me. They had an open relationship for many years, but always found their way back to one another. I was never meant to be anything more than just another fling for him.” 

“Obviously, he didn’t see it that way. He thought you were special. And, Brett wanted him to be with you. Sydney, you need to accept that. You are not to blame for anything. I don’t know how I can get you to see that. You can’t carry the weight of other people’s pain on your shoulders.” 

*   *   * 
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“Tell me more about your relationship with Tony. How did it evolve? Had you been experiencing feelings for him for some time, but denied them because of your loyalty to Brett?” 

“I wasn’t aware of any feelings...I thought of him as a friend. I had known him for years as Brett’s love interest. Romantic feelings had never entered my mind.” 

“What changed?” 

“When Brett told him to dance with me at Dottie’s graduation, I realized my attraction, being so close to him for the first time, but I blocked it out. Then, everything changed the day Brett sent him looking for me at The Admiral.” 

“We’re going to revisit the earlier part of that day when you’re ready. For now, let’s focus on the subject at hand. How did things change that night?” 
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