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​Chapter 1 

​Just Breathe 
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Christine looks out over the choppy waves breaking against the rocks. The sound of waves filled her mind as the wind whipped back her long fiery red hair. As far as she could see the ocean stretched out in front of her. A dazzling sparkle from the sun that is shining out from behind the white and fluffy clouds that hang in the clear blue sky. To her left and right an endless stretch of cliffs that fall dramatically from to the sea. Green grass and flowers grow right up to the edge. 

Grasping the railing and taking a deep inhale, Christine closes her eyes and feels the sun on her smooth white skin, warming up the few freckles that dot her face and arms. As she breathes out with the sigh of the ocean she feels the anxiety leaving her body. Her shoulders relax and the scent of flowers and fresh grass on her inhale also bring in a sense of peace. This is right, this is where she is meant to be. She feels an openness inside her as something that has been there for a long time, a deep weight, drops off and falls away as dramatically as if she had tossed it off the cliff and into the sea. She reveals in the warm glows of the sun as she feels a hand slide over hers. “Just breathe,” the voice next to her says. 
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​Chapter 2 

​A Few Months Before 
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Christine gets into her Kia Sportage, tossing aside the Starbucks cup from her previous day’s trip and tossing her overloaded bag on the passenger seat. Jumping in she puts in her key and prays that it will start at least by the second try; she doesn't have time to deal with a sick car again this morning as traffic on I5 is already likely to be backed up, and she knows 405 will be no better. Living in North Seattle and commuting to Bellevue is not ideal but it is still better than some of her friends’ commutes, especially the ones who have nothing to commute to and have had to move back to live in their parents’ basements or spare bedrooms. 

Saying a silent thanks when the car starts and backing out of her assigned spot in her apartment complex Christine sets off; pugging in her phone to the old stereo aux cord and scrolling over to her number on Taylor Swift. “All right,” she says to herself as “I stay out too late” shouts over her speakers. An oldie but goodie, especially appropriate today. 

With just enough time to hit the drive though at Starbucks for a big double frappachino she merges onto I5, glad for the breaks in movement when she has time to apply her foundation and bronzer. She has to wait for an especially big backup for her eyebrows which are of utmost importance and are the difference between looking like a hairless mole rat and a red headed goddess. Mascare, eye shadow, lipstick, and some body spray all happen between her merging onto 404 and the approach to the exit that she quickly swerves to get in the right lane for at the last moment. 

After an hour and a half she pulls into the Bellevue Public library parking lot and is greeted by the sight of a man peeing outside in the bushes. “Going to be one of those days,” she thinks to herself, as she gets out of the car and double checks that she locked it before beheading in to take her place at the reference desk of the library. 

As she enters she sees a big wave in front of the main counter. Gretta, her BFF is at her desk and she makes a motion to indicate that Prichet, their boss, is in his office and looking for a fight. Christine picks up her speed and heads to her desk, she's not really late but she doesn’t want to bring any unneeded attention to herself. 

As she sits down Christine arranges the few things on her desk, just a picture of her two cats, Fuzzball and Spittup, and looks up expectantly. The few patrons that browse the shelves seem to be self contained and the kids from high school won’t come in until the afternoon, giving her some time to herself, thank goodness. 

Logging onto her computer she opens up her e-mail and finds her most recent message, from Gretta, less than a minute ago.


Lunch today @ 12;30? 




You bet, see you at our regular spot 



Christine types out and presses send. The next few are the regular, a new staff schedule, an invite for extra training, and a reminder that she needs to renew her car insurance. Christine sighs with the monotony. There is one that looks odd and she clicks on it.

“This is an email for Christine Henderson. Important information regarding your aunt, Blithe O’Shaughnessy. Please contact us at your earliest convenience.”

The name and telephone number, along with an address in Ireland are attached. Aunt Blithe? Christine knows of no such person, but then again her mother didn't talk much about her life before she came to America from England, and her father wasn’t in the picture much at all. Both of them are gone now she has no one she knows that she could ask. Probably a scam she decides and sends the e-mail to her junk folder. 



The rest of the morning passes quickly and she helps a veteran find the site to apply for benefits and a woman tracks down the favorite author of her sister. She watches the clock and soon enough 12:30 approaches. Gretta is just grabbing her sweater and they both nonchalantly head out of the main reading area and pass though a non descript door that leads down a hallway and then a flight of stairs. Out the back door now, both of them pick up speed as they start to run. Laughing Christine hears Gretta behind her but today she is going to win, grabbing her seat at the picnic table just a fraction of a second before Gretta plops her large behind down on her side of the bench. Both of them are a bit winded but laughing. 

“Good race but tomorrow I’m going to get you” Gretta says, always a confident loser.

“We’ll see about that,” Christine says as she pulls out the tupperware containing the lunch that she hastily threw together from last night’s leftovers. Pasta salad and half a piece of toast.

“Looks inspired,” Gretta comments, bringing out her own freshly made sandwich, salad, juice, and thick brownie. Chrisitne knows that she will get a portion of each. Gretta tears her sandwich in half and hands the bigger piece to Christine without a word, who accepts it like a solemn ritual they’ve repeated too many times to count.

“You didn’t sleep again last night, huh?” Gretta asks, squinting at her. “You’ve got those tired eyes that look like they’re about to start charging rent.”

Christine groans. “I had a weird dream about being chased by a bunch of tax forms. Then I woke up to my neighbor’s Roomba smacking into the wall for twenty straight minutes like it’s got a personal grudge against drywall.”

“You need a vacation,” Gretta says simply, popping a baby carrot in her mouth. “Or a drink. Or both.”

Christine laughs softly but doesn’t answer. She just stares out at the little patch of dandelions behind the library dumpster, the sun catching in the yellow fuzz like tiny beacons. She feels, in a weird way, like they’re waving to her. Or maybe warning her.

Later that evening, curled up on the lumpy futon that tries its best to be a couch, Christine reopens the email she’d dismissed earlier. Her two cats—Fuzz Ball curled on her knees, Spittup dramatically loafed across the keyboard—both shift as she reaches for her laptop.

The email still reads:


“This is an email for Christine Henderson. Important information regarding your aunt, Blithe O’Shaughnessy. Please contact us at your earliest convenience.”



Christine stares at the name. Blithe O’Shaughnessy. It sounds like a character from a romantic novel involving forbidden love, corsets, and strong tea.
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