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​​At first, the brush against her back seemed unintentional. When it was followed not by an ‘excuse me’ but by a second and closer pass, Libby turned. She found Gordon Edmunds staring down at her with a sleazy smirk on his face. Before she could slip past him, he moved closer, backing her against the breakroom fridge.

“You’ve worked here for a long time, Libby, and we’ve never even had dinner together. We should get to know one another better. It seems like you go out of your way to avoid me.”

“You’re my boss. You know me well enough through my work. Now if you’ll excuse me...”

“Libby, for heaven’s sake. You’re not a teenager.” He set a hand firmly on the fridge on either side of her head, blocking her way. He was tall and strong for a man in his late seventies. “I heard about your breakup. You’re a beautiful woman. You must be getting lonely by now. You know, you could go far in this company if you just loosened up a little and dropped the attitude.”

Anger heated her from the inside out as she stared at the man twenty-five years her senior. “You know this is sexual harassment.”

He chuckled. “Who are you going to report me to—the boss?”

Since he was the boss, she had little recourse there. His behavior—the flirting, suggestive comments—had often been annoying, but he’d never before been this physically aggressive.

She made the decision, knowing full well the possible consequences. Her knee met his groin with such force, it threw her off balance and she nearly slid to the floor. It was Gordon who doubled and fell into a fetal position. She hoped he hadn’t fractured a hip in the fall.

“You bitch,” he uttered through clenched teeth. “That’s assault.”

“Consider that my resignation.” 

Libby strode from the break room, down the hall to her office. Kelly, the clerk who assisted her and three other agents in the real estate company looked up, eyes wide. “Something wrong?”

Libby stopped. “Do you have an empty box I can use?”

“I think there are a few in the hall closet. Want me to get them?”

“Please.” As she walked into her office, she felt the beginnings of tears. She loved her job. She hated her boss. She’d never get a good reference. Well, maybe from Mason, the younger son and partner in the company. She’d deal with that later.

Kelly appeared with two boxes and asked, “What’s going on?”

Libby blinked back tears. “I quit.”

“You...what?”

She nodded. “Close the door.”

Kelly did as directed, then turned around. “What happened?”

“Gordon.”

“That lecherous son of a.... He tried to pull that shit with me once. I told him I’d cut off his balls and feed them to him one at a time.”

“I kneed him so hard, I think I displaced my kneecap. He may still be on the break room floor. I hope he didn’t fracture anything.”

“He’s not. I passed him in the hall. Now that you mention it, he was walking funny, and it looked as if he’d been crying.” Kelly smiled. “You actually kneed him?”

“He’s been pushing me for the past three months, ever since he found out I broke up with Jack. I’m done.” She opened her desk drawers and soon discovered she didn’t have enough personal items to fill one box.

“Are you going to talk with Mason? He’s the decent, sensible son. At least let him know, so you get your final paycheck.”

A tap came at her door, then Mason Edmunds stuck his head inside. “May I come in?”

Libby nodded.

Mason closed the door behind him. He glanced from Libby to Kelly.

“She knows. I’m sorry, Mason, but I can’t take anymore.” Libby motioned to the box. “If you need to check this to see what I’m taking, go ahead.”

He shoved his hands into his pockets and shook his head. “No need. I don’t suppose there’s any way I can talk you out of this.”

“Nope. Your father is not going to change. And it doesn’t look like he has any plans to retire.”

Mason grinned. “He might be singing soprano for a while.”

“Oh, God. Did I really hurt him?”

“He’ll be fine. He’s in his office with an ice pack. That should cool him down a bit. Libby, I’m really sorry. My dad’s...well...he’s my dad. I can’t change him.” He glanced at Kelly. “What about you?”

“Oh, he hit on me. I told him I’d castrate him if he ever tried that again. Now I just smile and wave my scissors when he walks by. I think he’s afraid of me.”

“Libby, if you want to file a suit against him, I’ll...”

“I don’t. I would appreciate a letter of reference from you that I can use to find another job.”

“You’ve got it. I’ll also pay you out for the rest of the month, including any commissions on properties you’ve shown and that are in closing for this month. And I’ll give you a three-month severance.” He held up a hand. “Not a payoff. You’ve earned it.”

“Thank you, Mason.”

“I’ll go and write up that letter of reference right now and get a check for you.”

Libby sighed. “He’s a decent guy. Hard to believe he’s Gordon’s son.”

“Where will you go?”

Libby taped the box closed. Then she drew in a breath and let it out slowly. “I have no idea. Right now I’m going home, after a stop at my bank, have a glass of wine and a good cry. Then I’ll get online and start looking. I’ll need to update my resume. Now that I think about it, I may be crazy. Who’s going to hire me at my age?” At fifty-three, Libby was in that swampland of almost senior status and women of a certain age who were not taken seriously.

“If you need any personal references, count me in. I’m really going to miss you here. There are only three females in this office. I can hardly count on Vanessa because she has her head up Gordon’s backside. It’s mainly you and me.”

Libby pulled her friend into a hug. “I’ll miss you, too. Hey, if I land a great job, I’ll let you know and maybe get you onboard.”

“You’d better.”

A tap, and the door opened again. Mason crossed the small office holding out an envelope and a check. “Again, I am so sorry about this. I tried to talk to dad, but he’s busy throwing up right now. I’d say I’ll talk to my brother about this, but...  Well, it’s like father, like son there. I swear if I didn’t look like both of them, I’d think I was adopted.”

“Have you ever considered opening your own business?” Libby asked. “You’re smart and a decent person.”

“I’ve discussed that with my wife. It’s a competitive market right now, and we have three kids. Not the best time to make a risky move. I keep hoping my brother will get tired of this place and move on to something else. Then dad might retire. I hope this letter and check are both satisfactory.”

Libby glanced at the check and gasped. “Oh, Mason... This is at least a six-month severance.”

“I anticipate two properties you’ve shown to sell this week, so I estimated a commission on those. I’ll see those sales through myself. You deserve that and much more. You’re going to be missed here.”

Ever the gentleman, he offered his hand in place of a hug. “I wish you the best, Libby. If there’s anything I can do for you, don’t hesitate to call.”

She shook his hand. “Thank you, Mason. I’d hug you, but...”

He grinned and held up both hands. “Let’s not go there. Do you need help with your things?”

She shook her head. “Just one box.”

“I’ll walk Libby to her car,” Kelly said, picking up the box.

Libby said, “Mason, I don’t want to create a scene with the other agents, and a few are out of the office. Would you let them know I resigned? No need to go into the dirty details.”

“Sure thing. Take care.”

In the parking lot, Libby opened her car door, and Kelly slid the box onto the back seat.

“I hate to see you leave, but I’m glad you stood up for yourself,” Kelly said, pulling her into a hug.

“I’ll miss you, but I promise to keep in touch. Maybe we can do dinner one night.”

“Absolutely.”

Libby backed from the designated parking space bearing the sign that read: Reserved for Elizabeth Baxter, Senior Agent. She’d been so proud to earn her private space and then to have the sign added to identify her as a senior agent with Edmunds Realty. She’d just turned fifty-two and assumed she would one day in the distant future retire from Edmunds with a healthy enough pension to enjoy the last years of her life.

Tears stung her eyes. She was officially starting over. She gripped the steering wheel so hard, her fingers hurt. “Oh my God, what have I done?”

A horn blared behind her. Libby gave an apologetic wave and made the left turn toward home. She wasn’t inside ten minutes when her neighbor and best friend knocked and called out, “Libby? Are you okay?”

“In the kitchen.”

Caitlyn stopped in the doorway. “You’re crying. What happened?”

“I quit my job. I probably could have handled it better, but I just had enough of Groping Gordon.”

“He hit on you again?”

“This time, he trapped me in the break room. Let’s be clear, he’s an old man. I could have taken him down easily. I applied a knee to the groin, and he dropped to the floor.”

Caitlyn laughed. “You go, girl. It’s about time. You remember that principal I had a couple of years ago? He made moves on three of the female teachers, including me. We got his ass fired. I’m proud of you.”

“Gordon’s never been that directly aggressive with me. He’s getting bolder as he gets older. I talked with Mason. He knows his father’s a problem. I’m not the only woman he’s harassed. At least Mason’s brother keeps his indiscretions outside the office. Mason gave me a huge check as severance and a promise of good references.”

“He paid you off?”

“He says not. Look, if I’d normally resigned, I wouldn’t have gotten a severance package, and he was not obligated to give me one now. It’s a lot of money, but I think I’ve more than earned it. And I’ll still have health insurance for up to a year. I could have filed charges, but it would have been a he said/she said situation.”

She tried to breathe. It was a struggle. “Oh, no. What have I done?”

“Come here and sit. You’re hyperventilating.” Caitlyn opened the cupboard and removed a small a paper lunch bag. “Breath into this for a minute.”

Once her breathing was normal again, Libby said, “What the hell am I going to do? Who’s going to hire me at my age? I’m in that gap between employable and retirement age.”

“You are nowhere near retirement age. And you have a wealth of experience. Mason will do right by you. He seems like a decent man. I met him here at that party you hosted for the company two years ago. You know—the one where Gordon tried to talk me into a bathroom quickie.”

Libby laughed. “Oh, I remember. I thought Curtis was going to toss him out a window. You’re lucky to have married a good man. Do you think there are still any good men out there our age?”

Caitlyn lifted a brow. “Are you looking? Curtis has friends. And there’s a great-looking guy at school who divorced a year ago.”

“No, I don’t want a blind date or a set-up. I’m just in panic mode.”

“You know a man is good for things other than security.” Caitlyn grinned. “Seriously, Lib, try to see this as an opportunity to build the life you want now. You were with Jack for what—almost two years? There’s a reason you didn’t rush that relationship. Are you okay financially?”

“I’m fine. This house is paid for. As for Jack, I found out he cheated the last time I went to visit my mom. The severance package, well, the check Mason gave me included anticipated commissions on two big sales, so I’ll be okay for a while. If I’m careful, I could take a year off.”

“Then do that. Take some time to find yourself, decide what you really want out of life.”

She gave Caitlyn a sideways glance. “I think I need a drink.”

“I’ll get it.” Caitlyn opened the fridge. “Red or white?”

“White please.”

Caitlyn removed two wineglasses from a cupboard and half-filled both, setting one in front of Libby. Then she lifted hers. “Here’s to new beginnings.”

Libby was slow to lift her glass, but Caitlyn clinked the two together. “This could be a great adventure.”

“So could skydiving, but I have no plans to jump out of a plane any time soon.” She took a long swallow of wine and choked. “I could return the check, tell Mason I acted in haste. Maybe get Gordon to promise to leave the women alone if I don’t file a suit. That could work.”

“Really?”

“Probably not. I hated leaving Kelly there, but she said she already threatened to castrate Gordon, and he hasn’t bothered her since. I don’t want to have to make threats to dirty old men just so I can do my job. I want to be appreciated and respected for my abilities to do my job.”

“There are probably other realty companies that would welcome you,” Caitlyn said.

“Edmunds has been the only game in town for years. I’d have to drive into the city an hour each way in rush hour traffic. That’s one of the things I loved about working here.”

Mt. Tremont was neither a mount nor much of a town, but was more of a suburb to Pittsburgh. It consisted of three neighborhoods that fanned out around a two-block business district.

“So, what else can you do?”

The question hung in the air between them. Libby had worked in real estate since graduating with a bachelor’s degree thirty years earlier. Her education was no doubt outdated now. She’d taken a few classes here or there at the community college in gardening, photography, and cooking. Nothing that would set her on a new career path. “Nothing sustainable.”

“Oh, honey. You’ll figure it out. Hey, this might be a good time to take that vacation you’ve put off. Go somewhere and breathe, relax. I wish I could take off and go with you, but I can’t get a sub in for a week or longer.”

Libby downed the rest of her wine. “You know what? I think you’re onto something there. I need to stop and breathe. I don’t need to wallow in self-pity and stupidity.”

“You are far from stupid. But you’re right about the rest. Read a book on reinvention and get some ideas. I have a few I can lend you.”

“You’ve been reading about reinvention?”

“You think I want to teach second graders until I’m seventy?” Caitlyn downed her wine and set the glass in the sink. “I have to get dinner started. Come and join us around six?”

“I don’t think I’ll be very good company.”

“I’m not inviting you for the company. You still have to eat. Come on. We don’t have to tell Curtis what’s happened if you don’t want to.”

“It’s okay if he knows. Yes, I’ll come for dinner. What can I bring?”

“Yourself. See you at six.” Caitlyn let herself out.

Libby washed the two wineglasses and set them in the dish drainer to dry. She opened the box she’d carried in from the car, removed the few items she’d had on her desk, then carried the empty box to the recycling can in the garage.

She picked up her cell phone to make the call she didn’t want to make. The phone rang three times, then her mother answered.

“Hi, Mom. How are you?”

“Elizabeth? What time is it?”

“A little past four.”

“What’s wrong? Aren’t you at work?”

“Um...about that. I...uh...decided it was time for a change. So I resigned.”

Her mother would not understand her reasons and would try to brush off Gordon Edmunds’ behavior as him just being a man. And probably tell her to take his advances as a compliment.

“You quit your job? After all the years you worked there? Are you having one of those mid-life crisis things?”

“No, Mom. I was thinking I might come down and visit you for a week in Clearwater.”

“That would be wonderful. I’d love to see you. But don’t you have to find another job?”

“I’ll be fine. I got a good severance deal. I want to take some time to think about my future.”

“Oh, for heaven’s sake. That’s something you do when you’re twenty-two, not when you’re fifty-two. But, you know, real estate is big business here in Florida. Why, I bet someone in our community has a son or brother in the business who can help you.”

Or a daughter or sister? Libby wanted to say.

“I’m not moving to Florida, Mom. Just coming for a visit. I’ll let you know my details. Do you have any plans coming up?”

“Shelley and I have no immediate plans. The usual—shuffleboard, pinochle, and our monthly trip to the casino. You’re welcome to come any time. Actually, we have something special to tell you. But I don’t want to do that over the phone.”

Something special involving Shelley, her mother’s new—friend? “Special? About what?”

“Nothing to worry about. It’s good news. Let me know as soon as you have your plans set.”

“Thanks, Mom. I’ll call you in a few days.”

A not so small voice inside was screaming to Libby, “Don’t do it.” Her mother was eighty and not getting any younger. Her brother, his third wife, and two step-kids lived on the West Coast and visited once a year to take the kids to Orlando. Usually in March or April. This was the perfect time for her to visit, have some quality beach time, take that deep breath Cait suggested. It would only be for a week or so.

Before heading across the street for dinner, Libby grabbed a pair of scissors and went to the back yard to cut a bouquet from her wildflower garden. It was early in the season, but she managed to put together a colorful bouquet and wrapped them with ribbon.

She was greeted at the door by Curtis. He nodded at the bouquet. “For me? Thank you.”

“Of course they’re for you, handsome.”

“In that case, come in. I’ll get you a drink. Cait’s in the kitchen.”

She followed Curtis to the kitchen, grinning when he said, “Hey, Libby brought me flowers. Now don’t get jealous.”

“Jealous? Me? Libby, you want to borrow a husband for a week?”

Curtis put the flowers in a tall glass and added water. He turned and opened his arms. “Now’s your chance, Lib.”

“You’re too eager. It smells great in here.”

“Pasta bolognese and garlic bread. No carb counting for the next two hours,” Caitlyn said.

Curtis handed her a glass of wine. “Cait tells me you have news.”

Libby glanced from Curtis to Caitlyn.

“I figured it’s your story to tell,” Caitlyn said.

Libby nodded. “I quit my job today.”

Curtis leaned back against the sink. “Wow. What brought that on?”

“I finally had enough of Groping Gordon.”

“Did that old lech put moves on you? I can go down there and teach him a lesson,” Curtis said. “You should have let me throw him out the upstairs window when I had a chance.”

“I probably should have. Yes, he put a move on me, and I applied my knee to his groin. He’s probably still sitting with an ice pack and singing the high notes.”

Curtis laughed. “Good for you. So, what’s next?”

She took a sip of wine. “I don’t know. I’m going to Florida to visit my mom sometime in the next few weeks.”

Caitlyn whipped her head around. “You’re what? That wasn’t what I meant about taking some time to breathe. Your mom...”

Libby held up a hand. “I know. But I haven’t visited since last year. She’s not getting younger. And there’s the beach. My mom worries about skin cancer, so I’ll have beach time for myself. Two birds with one stone. And I’ll find out who Shelley is.”

“I didn’t think you were all the crazy about Shelley showing up,” Caitlyn said.

“She popped up out of nowhere. Mom likes her, and at least she’s not living alone. I don’t understand the relationship, and I’m afraid to ask. I need to check this out.”

“I hear the real estate market is hot in Florida,” Curtis said.

“Everything’s hot in Florida,” Caitlyn replied, then stared at Libby. “You’re not thinking of moving there, are you?”

“No, not at all. I like my house. I like having my best friend across the street. I’m not going anywhere. Just taking a little trip south. You know, Gordon Edmunds may have done me a favor.”

Curtis gritted his teeth. “I’d still like to punch him for you.”

“Thanks, Curtis. Who said chivalry is dead?” Libby said.

“One of you want to set out the salad from the fridge? This is almost ready,” Caitlyn said.

“Got it.” Libby opened the refrigerator and removed the large salad bowl, carrying it into the dining room.

“I’ll refill the wineglasses,” Curtis said.

Libby glanced at her two friends and felt her eyes begin to tear. She lifted her glass. “Here’s to good friends and new beginnings.”

“Here, here,” Curtis said, clinking his glass to hers and then to his wife’s glass.

After dinner, Curtis collected their plates. “You ladies sit and relax. I’ve got the cleanup.”

“I swear if you weren’t married, I’d marry you myself,” Libby said.

“Hey, you had your shot earlier. Do either of you want coffee?” he asked.

“No, thank you. I’ll have enough trouble sleeping tonight,” Libby said. “I really should be going. It’s getting late. I’m sure you both have work tomorrow.”

“Let me get you a few of the reinvention books to browse,” Caitlyn said.

She followed Caitlyn into the den where her friend pulled a half dozen books from a shelf. Then she sorted and stacked three. “These would be a good start. Don’t write reinvention off as nonsense. A lot of women reinvent themselves at our age and older. Some out of necessity, and some because they just want to make changes to their lives.”

“I’ll look at them, mostly because I have to do something. Thanks, Cait, for everything.”

“I’m here if you need me. You know that.” Caitlyn walked with her to the door. “In some ways, I envy you.”

Libby glanced toward the kitchen where Curtis sang as he worked. “And in some ways, I envy you. I’ll talk to you tomorrow.”

“Goodnight.”

A full moon brightened the sky. Libby stopped at the bottom of her front porch steps and looked up, drawing in a deep breath. Stars glimmered beyond the moonlight. She hefted the books in her arm. “Reinvention. Hmph.”
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Libby wasn’t sure what to do with herself when she was wide awake at six a.m. despite not having set an alarm. She made coffee, then showered and dressed casually in jeans and a tee-shirt. She pulled her hair back and clamped it into a tortoiseshell clip. She had stood at the window and had seen Curtis leave for work, followed by Caitlyn on her way to school. She started to brew a second cup of coffee. Then she set her mug aside. What did other women do on a weekday when they didn’t have to work?

She headed into town to get breakfast at the café and read one of the books Cait gave her.

The line for coffee stretched nearly to the door—mostly people on their way to work. The tables were empty. Libby chose one near the front window in the corner and set her book down, then got in line.

When she reached the counter, she ordered a large latte and a pastry. She added sweetener to her coffee and sat at the table. While she chewed the pastry, she looked outside the window at the passersby. She was one of them just yesterday. She pressed her lips together with the realization she no longer had a job to go to.

As she turned back to her coffee, she became aware of someone standing close to her table.

“Libby?”

She looked up. “Jack?”

He smiled. “I thought that was you. Take a day off?”

“You might say that.”

“I’m on my way to a meeting, but I have a few minutes. Mind if I sit down?”

Before she could object, he set down his coffee cup and pulled out a chair. “So...how are you?”

“I’m great. Just great.”

After a pause, he said, “Me, too. You know that Hawaii trip you suggested? We just got back. You were right. It was fabulous. You really should go sometime.”

She gritted her teeth. She had suggested that trip for the two of them to take together.

He turned the book around and looked at the title. “Reinvention After Fifty? Seriously?”

She pulled the book back and crossed her arms over it. “I’m not sure we have anything to talk about. So...”

“So...what? We can’t be friends?”

Some switch that had been tripped in her by Gordon Edmunds once again flipped. “No, Jack. We can’t be friends. We can’t be anything. You see, I have better taste in men and better taste in friends. I prefer the kind that don’t cheat and then lie about it. I prefer the kind that don’t steal my ideas for a romantic get-away, and then go with another woman.”

The coffee shop had gone still. She glanced around to see all faces turned to their table. Jack’s face was crimson. “There’s no need to include everyone in our conversation?”

“Maybe I have a need, Jack. Have you considered that? Maybe I want everyone to know what a poor excuse for a man you are.”

He composed himself and stood. “Have a nice reinvention. Maybe the new Libby will be reasonable.” He strode out.

Heat consumed Libby’s face. She glanced around and whispered an apology to the other patrons.

A woman in the coffee line smiled and applauded, and two other women and one man followed suit. Another woman approached and offered a palm for a high-five on her way out the door. “You go, sister.”

The old Libby would have been mortified. She was surprised to find that instead, she felt vindicated and empowered. “Thank you.”

She was about to get up and leave but instead sat back, sipped her coffee, and opened the book, empowered by that high-five from her unknown ‘sister.’ She was so done with self-entitled men. She focused on the first line of the book: You have to know where you came from to know where you want to go.

“Alrighty, then. Let’s do this.”

By the time she’d finished the ‘where you came from’ assessment and two more cups of coffee, Libby vibrated. Not from anticipation, but from caffeine and anxiety. She flipped back through the book to the author’s note. Well, now it made sense. Even the author said some of the suggestions in the book were likely to make the reader uncomfortable. At first, Libby noted. “Well, she’s right about that.”

She picked up the book, carried her plate and coffee mug to the counter, and thanked the barista. The clock showed eleven a.m. She stepped outside into a cloudy sky and light mist. That answered her question of what to do next. She just made it home before the heavens opened and rain fell in sheets.

Typically, she’d be taking inquiry calls about properties right now, setting up showings. She went online to see if the two she’d last shown had sold. One had, the other was pending. Mason had done as he said. Libby missed that thrill of making the sale, closing the deal. She had no idea who she was without her work. She knew where she came from, and she knew how she got this far. But now what?

Now it was time to book a flight and visit her past up close and personal.

“Hi, Mom, it’s Libby. I just booked my flight. I’ll be there next Tuesday afternoon. Don’t worry about picking me up. I can take an Uber from the airport. Okay, so I’ll talk to you later.”

Her phone rang ten minutes later. Her mother sounded out of breath. “I’m sorry we missed your call.” She gasped in a breath. “Shelley and I were...busy. Whew, what a workout.”

Busy? Her mother? Her mind conjured an image she’d never be able to unsee. “Mom?”

“Zumba. She lost a bet and now has to go with me to class. I hope her heart can take it. You will not take an Uber. I’ll pick you up myself. We’re only fifteen minutes from the airport, so call me as soon as you touch down. I have to run. Sauna time. See you next week, sweetie.”

Just like that, the call ended. Libby stared at her phone. “Zumba? Sauna time?” Who was this woman? And who was Shelley? Her mother had mentioned she had a friend staying with her temporarily. But that was three months ago. Why was the woman still there?

~ * ~
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“I think it’s great that your mom has a new friend for companionship,” Caitlyn said.

“They’re not a couple. At least I don’t think so. Shelley’s a woman, and I think she’s almost ten years younger,” Libby said. “Mom mentioned her but didn’t tell me a whole lot.”

“Does age even count after seventy? You said yourself your mom is happy and has companionship. Sounds like she’s taking good care of herself, too. Zumba and a sauna? I’d love to have the time to do that. You know, it’s almost as if your mom has reinvented herself already. You might learn something from this trip.”

“I don’t want to learn anything.” She folded her bathrobe and set it into the suitcase that lay open on her bed.

“You’re whining. Here, try this on.”

“My bathing suit. I bought it last year, and I’ve never worn it. It should still fit. I haven’t gained weight.”

“Try it on.”

Libby went into the bathroom and stripped, then donned the suit. She opened the door and posed. “Still fits.”

“Wow. You look great. Of course, you haven’t birthed two kids. I swear those two destroyed my body. They should be more grateful on Mother’s Day.”

Libby patted her relatively flat tummy. “I don’t know. My thighs look jiggly.”

“You’re fifty-two. Something should jiggle.”

“Okay, so the suit fits and though it sadly never saw Hawaii, it’ll make it to the beach after all.” She returned to the bathroom and removed the suit, replacing her clothes.

She tossed the bathing suit on top of the clothing in her suitcase. “I think that’s it.” She closed the luggage. “Thanks for taking time off to drive me to the airport tomorrow.”

“I needed a day off. It’s good for the kids to have a sub once in a while. Makes them appreciate me. As for you, just stay open to whatever the universe wants to teach you.”

Libby stared at her. “Is there another book coming my way now?”

“Maybe. Just be open to what might present itself to you. You’ll know what’s right when you see it.”

“Really? I have a word for that—Jack.”

“That was a mistake. You were temporarily blinded by lust. I’ll see you in the morning.”

Libby was up at her usual six a.m. She had a light breakfast, watered her plants, double-checked the window and door locks, and was outside her door as Caitlyn pulled across to her driveway.

“I see you brought something to read on the plane,” Caitlyn said.

“I really don’t see how this book is going to help. What I need is another job.”

“What you need, my dear friend, is a renewed sense of yourself and a new direction.”

Libby blinked.

Caitlyn smiled. “I read the book.”

Twenty minutes later, Cait pulled to the curb for departing passengers. “Call me later. Let me know you arrived and how it’s going.”

“I will.”

“Have fun. You remember what that is, right?”

“I’ll try.”

“All anyone can ask.” Cait hugged her and then got back into the car and pulled away.

Libby checked in for the flight and checked her bag. She had over an hour before boarding. She walked toward her gate, glancing into shops along the way. At a café, she stopped for a coffee. The young cashier smiled, then handed her the change. “I applied the senior discount. Have a good day.”

“Senior discount?”

But the girl was already tending to the next customer.

Libby crossed the concourse to the ladies’ room. She stared at herself in the mirror and nearly gasped. No wonder she’d been given the senior discount. Yes, she was over fifty, but... She stared at the tiny lines around her eyes and mouth. When had that happened?

A woman came out of a stall and stood at the next sink to wash her hands. She reapplied lipstick, then looked down at the book Libby had set down after drying the countertop. “Great book. I’ve read everything by that author. I just love reinventing myself, don’t you?”

“Me? Uh, I’m just now reading up on it.”

“You’ll love it. You can become anyone you want to be.” The woman smacked her lips together, smiled at her reflection, and left.
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