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SAVANNAH GREY LAID in bed with a handsome man's arm draped around her waist. She couldn't help but smile as she thought back to the night before. The night when she felt a passion, she could no longer ignore. At forty years old, she felt as though her life had quickly passed her by, but all that changed when she met a man who made her feel alive. 

As she lay in his arms, she couldn't help but remember back to when it all began. Back when her life had been crumbling apart, and she was trying to put it back together again. As his arms tightened around her, she leaned her against his and took a deep breath. 

Finally, she emerged from the bed and walked into the bathroom. She stared at her reflection in the mirror with her messy long brown hair and green eyes staring back at her. A new woman was standing in front of her, and it was a woman she no longer recognized but one that she would come to embrace. 

She put his shirt on then she walked back and sat down next to the bed. After watching him sleep for the next twenty minutes, he awoke and beckoned her back to bed. They kissed passionately as he removed his shirt from her and laid in each other's arms. 

As they lay there, her mind drifted back to when her life had changed forever. It was just two months ago when her husband of thirteen years announced that he wanted a divorce. He had fallen in love with her best friend Bridget and admitted they had been having an affair for months. He planned to marry as soon as the divorce was finalized. 

She had stood motionless in the middle of his office. Not moving, not speaking just looking into his dark gray eyes. How could I have not seen the signs? The late nights at the office. The long lingering glances between him and Bridget. Savannah felt like a fool. A fool who would be the target of gossip and whispers. 

Before he had left, Gary laid down the ground rules for their divorce. He intended to keep the house despite the fact that it was the home where they were raising two children. The position he had given her at his publishing company would be no more. He had fired her right on the spot. She wondered how the man she had once loved could turn so cruel. 

Gary said he would want very little to do with his children. He wanted to focus solely on Bridget and the new life they would build together. Savannah was devastated, and though her heart was slowly breaking, she knew she had to be strong. 

Her life was crumbling around her, but still, she had to move on. She had to be strong for her children who were too young to know what was going on. It was later that day that she numbly walked into her home and began packing. It was hard to explain to her children. 

"Daddy and I have decided to spend some time apart," she told them. 

"Why do we have to move?" her son Billy asked. 

"Because Daddy feels that maybe it's best if just the three of us moved someplace else for a while," she told them as she choked back tears. 

Her daughter Cassie looked at her tearfully. She was thirteen and Billy was eight. At thirteen Cassie knew what spending time apart meant. When Billy had left the room, Cassie approached her mother. 

"You and Daddy are getting a divorce, aren't you?" she asked. 

Savannah turned and placed her hands gently on Cassie's shoulders. "Yes, we are," she said. 

"It's Bridget isn't it," said Cassie as she started to get angry. "I hate her mother! I really hate her," she said choking back tears. 

"I know," said Savannah as she cradled her daughter in her arms. "But we will get through this," she told her daughter. 

When she had finished comforting her daughter, she walked into her room and leaned against the door. Sinking to her knees, she began to cry. The life she had worked so hard to build was falling apart. Now she was left with having to find a new place for them to live and a new job. How could she do both? 

During the next few days, Savannah worked hard at landing interviews. In the city, it was hard to land a job especially with so much competition from those much younger than her. With no other option, she decided that it would be best to move her children to a small town. Perhaps it would be easier to rebuild her life. But deep down she knew that it would take many years for her heart to heal. She knew it wouldn't be easy to just start again, but she was determined to make it. 

After much research, Savannah discovered the small town of Whispering Willows. It was a unique name that seemed to call out to her. Though she had very little money saved, Savannah knew it would be enough to find them a place to stay. They packed up their belongings and headed to the small town which seemed very quaint. However, the prices of the houses were out of her price range. With no other option, she was directed to the local housing authority who found her an apartment in what many referred to as the projects. It was a term that made Savannah shudder. She had heard so many horror stories about people living in the projects. Drug dealers, rapists, gang members and other trouble makers. She found herself wondering what awaited her family. 

When they arrived, however, Savannah found it to be a normal apartment complex. There were no gang members hanging on the street corners. No drug dealers dealing in the dark corners. There was nothing but silence. 

As she pulled the U-Haul into the parking lot, she could feel herself being watched. Behind the curtains, people watched as she began to unload the truck. No one offered to help or even said one hello expect one man who was walking towards the mailbox. He introduced himself as Simon and offered to help her and the children work to unload the truck until finally what little they had was placed inside the tiny apartment. 

She thanked the handsome stranger who welcomed her to the neighborhood then walked back to his apartment. 

It was a new beginning for her, but for her children, it was a change they weren't ready for. Billy retreated to his new room and barely spoke, and Cassie just merely sat listening to her iPod day in and day out. Savannah felt more alone than ever, and there was nowhere to turn. 

After a week of living in an apartment with two heartbroken children, she emerged one day to find a few women gathered at the mailbox. One of the women introduced herself as Laverne. Laverne was an African-American manicurist with dreams of owning her own shop instead of working for little to no pay at a small salon. 

Then there was Janie, a red-haired beauty with two unruly sons who often left her clinging to her sanity. The last woman to approach was a much older woman named Lita, whose boyfriend belonged to a biker gang. Lita strutted towards them wearing a leather jacket, and with a cigarette hanging from her mouth, she continued to talk about the wild party she and her boyfriend had gone to the night before. Both were pretty hungover but determined to keep on partying. 

In a way, she envied Lita for being so free. How exciting it must be to jump on the back of a motorcycle and go wherever the wind takes you. As Lita leaned against the building shielding her eyes from the sun, Janie walked over to Savannah. 

"So where are you from and what the hell are you doing in this godforsaken place?" she asked. 

Savannah cleared her throat and brushed her hair behind her ears. "I'm from Chicago, and I am going through a divorce, so here I am," she said trying to keep a strong front.

"Well you came to the right place," said Laverne. "We were all broken women, but we have gotten stronger," she said patting Savannah gently on the shoulder. 

"We all have stories," said Janie who revealed that she was a single mother who left her abusive ex to start over. 

Lita she learned had once been married to a raging alcoholic whom she left for her boyfriend, Chase. As Savannah listened to the stories, she began to feel better about herself. For once she didn't feel so alone. Though she started feeling better about moving there, the women quickly reminded her that behind each door there was a story. There were husbands cheating on their wives, and wives cheating on their husbands. There were those who came stumbling home at midnight after a night out at the bar. There were those harboring secrets that no one knew. The women were glad to point out the sordid details of who lived where. 

Savannah was walking away from the mailboxes when she spotted the same handsome man from the other day in the distance. When he saw the women, he stepped back into the shadows from where he had come. 

"Who is that," she whispered to Janie. 

"Oh, that's Simon," Janie whispered back. "He lives in the apartment at the end of the block," she said flipping through her mail. 

"Why is he hiding?" Savannah whispered. 

"Simon's a nice guy, he’s just really private. His wife and kid died two years ago in an accident ... and since then he just keeps to himself," said Janie. 

At that moment Savannah felt a great deal of sadness for Simon. How tragic it must have been for him to lose the two people who mattered most to him. After bidding Janie farewell, she headed towards her apartment just as a young girl emerged from the apartment next door. The girl looked to be at least nineteen and was dressed in gothic attire. 

"Hello," the girl said cheerfully. "My name is Eliza." 

Savannah reached over and extended her hand. "It's nice to meet you," she said taking the young girls outstretched hand. 

"I noticed that you moved in a few days ago and figured I would say hello," said Eliza. 

"Yes, I did," said Savannah. She and Eliza agreed to sit down and have a cup of coffee the next day. 

Eliza seemed enthused about having a new neighbor and someone to confide in. The more Savannah got to know her the more she realized just how lonely Eliza was. Her only best friend, Aly, had run off and got married leaving her behind. Eliza spoke very little about her family. Her mother had fled an abusive marriage and buried herself in work. Her younger sister, Kat, was sixteen and already wild. Kat was hard to tame she said. However, she and Kat remained close, and sometimes Kat would come over to stay for a few days. Eliza didn't have much luck with relationships. The last guy she dated was only interested in sex and once she gave him what he wanted he left. 

"I'm swearing off men until I meet Mr. Right," she said. 

Savannah smiled and envied her outlook on life. Eliza had many goals and ambitions. She didn't want to just get married and have children. Eliza wanted to see the world and experience all that it had to offer. 

Those were things that Savannah had long since forgotten. She had quickly married Gary after learning that she was pregnant with Cassie. From there, her life became all about being a wife and mother. When she fought Gary about getting a job he immediately hired her at his company. She never had the chance to experience the world because Gary was always too busy with work. Looking back, she realized just how much she had lost. 

A week later Savannah found a job working as a waitress at a local diner. It wasn't the most ideal job, but it was one she desperately needed. It was close to summer vacation, and she urged her children to go out and see the town. After putting up a fight, they finally agreed. Though Billy quickly made friends with a few boys from the complex, Cassie had a harder time fitting in. The other kids were small town kids who seemed to hang out in groups. Seeing her daughter moping around brought tears to her eyes. She wanted so badly to mend her heart, but nothing seemed to work. 

Finally, a trip to the local swimming hole changed it all. It was there that Cassie met Jackson, a fifteen-year-old boy who immediately took notice of the dark-haired beauty. Much like her mother, Cassie had long dark hair and matching green eyes. She was the spitting image of her mother when she was that age. With her children finally adjusting to their new life, Savannah was able to focus on her own. 

Working late one night, Simon walked in. He had on a white t-shirt with a pair of khaki pants. For a few moments, he took her breath away. His jet-black hair was dangling a bit in his face, and his piercing blue eyes stared up at her as she ogled him from across the counter. 

He didn't speak much at first until she began a conversation with him about the weather. At first, she felt ridiculous just talking about the weather, but she was willing to do anything to get to know him better. 

"We need to have coffee sometime," she called after him as he left. 

He turned and gave her a smile. "I would like that," he said. 

***
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WHEN SHE HAD TOLD THE girls what had transpired between the two of them, Janie immediately suggested a hook-up. 

"You two totally need to hook-up with each other ... even if it's for one night," she said. 

Savannah blushed at the thought, even though she was extremely attracted to him. Laverne and Lita were in total agreement with Janie. 

"You need to go over there tonight and see him," said Janie. 

"We'll even help you pick out what to wear," said Lita. 

Together all three women helped Savannah root through her closet but found nothing appealing. "Do you not own anything sexy at all?" asked Janie. 

Savannah stared down at the pile of clothes on her floor. It was obvious that her wardrobe was seriously lacking some flair. 

"I haven't been with anyone since Gary," she said looking down sadly. The three women stopped and stared at her. 

"You have got to be kidding me!" said Lita. Not one of them could believe that Gary had been the only one. Each one of them was more experienced in the art of sex. They knew what men liked and what they didn't like. 
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