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			This book deals with emotionally difficult topics, including child neglect, verbal and physical abuse, a car accident, suicidal thoughts, miscarriage, loss of a loved one, anxiety, and potentially unhealthy relationships with food. Any readers who believe that such content may upset them or trigger traumatic memories are encouraged to consider their emotional ­well-­being when deciding whether to continue reading this book.
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			Winter

		

	
		
			One

			In between muttering curses at the funeral home’s abysmal Wi-­Fi, I consider if hiding in a supply closet to work during my brother’s wake makes me a terrible sister.

			“Well, you didn’t want a funeral anyway, did you?” I whisper to the shelves of cleaning products, as if Josh is a ghost, invisibly sitting next to the bottles of ­lemon-­scented floor polish. “You wanted us to rent a booze cruise and smash piñatas with your face on them.”

			My brother couldn’t stand somberness. He was the funny one. A natural comedian who could take the darkest moment and make a joke that would have you laughing while the world around you was a shit show.

			Like right now. If only he was here.

			But if Josh was here, then there’d be no need for an ­over-­the-­top mourning ritual he never asked for.

			If there is an afterlife where he’s floating around, Josh is dying all over again, but this time from laughter, watching me sit on a ­half-­empty box of toilet paper rolls as I try to put out a digital fire at work, all while wearing itchy tights I scratched so hard that I tore a hole in the left ass cheek.

			“You’re welcome,” I say to my laptop as my updated report finally sends, not sure if I’m talking to my boss on the other side of the country or to the specter of my brother. Probably both.

			And just when I’m sure I’ve gotten away with my sneaky errand and can rejoin the crowd of mourners filling the building, the closet door opens.

			I squeak in surprise at the sudden intrusion and lean back, which is a mistake because that puts my butt on the empty half of the box. The cardboard lid collapses inward, taking me with it. I fold at the waist, laptop smashing against my chest, ­pantyhose-­covered legs shooting straight up in the air.

			This day got worse. I didn’t think that was possible.

			“Shit. Maddie.” A deep voice says my name with too much familiarity. “Are you okay?”

			No. No, I am not okay.

			There is an endless list of reasons why I am the furthest possible thing from okay.

			Top of the list: my brother, the person I ­love—­loved—­most in the world, is gone only three months before his thirtieth birthday.

			But the reason I’m not okay in this particular moment is because the person asking after my ­well-­being is the man who did an impressively thorough job of breaking my heart.

			Dominic Perry.

			Josh’s best friend, and someone I was hoping to avoid for the rest of my life.

			But that’s hard to do when the man steps in close, reaching out his hands to help me unwedge myself from my bath tissue prison.

			And of course, he looks like a heartthrob in shining armor as he comes to my aid. Dom has been devastatingly handsome ever since his face caught up with the long slope of his nose. Chiseled jaw, warm brown eyes that trick naive nerdy girls into trusting him, and black hair that swoops in an infuriatingly perfect wave over his pale forehead and around ears that stick out just far enough to be charming.

			Today, he’s dressed in a black suit that hugs his body.

			Shouldn’t funeral suits be ­ill-­fitting? My theory is grief is supposed to make your clothes sag and bunch in all the wrong places. That’s the excuse I’m using for the blockish, weirdly clinging dress I found in the back of my closet.

			“I’m lovely. Seriously. Living the dream down here.” I attempt to lift myself with the sheer strength of my embarrassment.

			Doesn’t work. All I manage to do is flip my hair into my face, reminding me that I spent all morning heating and spraying it to get my brown strands to curl half as well as Dom’s do naturally. But I could comb super glue into the ­shoulder-­length mass and still end the day with only a ­half-­hearted wave left.

			“Here.” Strong hands grasp my elbows and pull me to stand with ease.

			When I have my feet under me, I shove my hair out of my eyes and shuffle to the side, away from his broad chest and the scent of some mystery cologne that has me thinking of frosty ­cedar-­filled forests where men in flannel go to chop wood just for the hell of it.

			I could sell tickets to a place like that. Retire at the ripe age of ­twenty-­six.

			Breathing through my mouth, I search for the black heels I kicked off the moment I was alone, because they pinch my toes the way grief shoes should.

			“What are you doing in here?” Dom asks, his voice a raspy rumble that gives me chills.

			“Plotting world domination, obviously. Josh was supposed to handle the foreign policy, but now he’s left me with double the workload. Rude of him. I plan on filing a complaint.”

			Did I mention inappropriately timed humor runs in the family?

			Arguably, hiding myself in a closet is in everyone’s best interest. These strangers want to watch me cry prettily. (But is that even physically possible? Who can have saltwater leaking out of their eyes and not look like a flushed, snotty mess?) No one came to this depression parade to hear my morbid sarcasm about my dead brother.

			This whole funeral was my mother’s requirement. Cecilia San­derson needed the pomp and circumstance of tradition to mourn the son she never spent much time loving while he was alive. Some of the throng outside this closet are Josh’s friends, but most people are here because of her and the articles she’s been writing and posts she’s been curating about her son’s inspiring ­yearlong battle against cancer. His death tripled her followers.

			Somehow, I’ve ended up alone in a closet with the only person I want to avoid more than my ­selfie-­obsessed mother.

			“Noted,” Dom says, taking my ridiculous statement in stride. He looms over me. “I was looking ­for—­”

			“For some toilet paper?” I cut him off. “You found the right place. Don’t be ashamed. I hear grief often causes diarrhea. I’ll let everyone know you’re indisposed.” Taunting him is the best way to distract myself from how my body reacts to his proximity. Going hot, then cold, then tingly and tight.

			Like getting a disease. Dom is infectious.

			He’s also immune to me and my verbal barbs.

			“Thanks for that,” he deadpans, then his voice softens. “How are you doing?” Dom crosses his arms as he stares down at me. I can see his chin tilt and feel the weight of his eyes on my face. There’s an air of demand in his posture, as if he expects me to answer with a thorough outline of my emotional state.

			Dominic Perry is used to taking control of a situation.

			This ­room—­which was too tiny before he shoved his way ­in—­now feels like his more than mine. The space is claustrophobic enough for my fingers to stretch for my inhaler. I shimmy around him, needing out. Needing to breathe air that’s not infused with his essence.

			“Spectacular. Like I’m the only survivor at the end of a slasher movie.” In an effort to ignore the overpowering man, I check my laptop, making sure nothing got damaged on my short trip into the toilet paper box. Everything seems in working order. I close the computer, slip it into the padded pocket of my bag, and sling the strap over my shoulder as I reach the door.

			All the while, Dom turns with me, tracking my every movement.

			“I know it’s been a while, but I’m here for you.” His voice rasps over my nerves, leaving me raw and my fingers cold as they grasp the doorknob. “You can talk to me.”

			Been a while.

			That’s one way to refer to the night we spent together, and the day after where ­he . . . 

			Don’t think about that.

			I might finally start crying if I do. And if any tears come out of my eyes today, they better be for Josh and not some asshole who regretted me.

			“That’s so sweet of you, but I’m good.” I shove out of the suffocating closet. “Got a few other ­one-­night stands I like to call for deep, emotional conversations. You’re low on the list.”

			Leaving him, I stalk down the hallway, toward the sounds of a gathering I do not want to join. But uncomfortable chatter with strangers is better than spending another minute in an enclosed space with bad memories personified.

			If anyone at my day job heard the way I just spoke to Dom, they’d think I got bit by a bitchy zombie. But I don’t care. No way in hell or any other dimension will I ever be vulnerable for that man again.

			Younger Maddie had a different mindset.

			There was a time I would’ve done anything to claim the smallest sliver of Dominic Perry’s attention. He was the star of all my teenage fantasies. The guy I imagined would someday see me as more than his best friend’s kid sister.

			When I was nineteen, my dream came true.

			But it quickly turned into a nightmare that sent me packing, escaping to the other side of the country just so I never had to see his handsome, heartbreaking face again.

			Avoiding the thick crowd of unfamiliar attendees, I slow at a table covered in framed photos of my brother. There’s so many. A few are of him and me. But a lot are of Josh with friends. Josh in beautiful locations. Josh on adventures. Josh traveling. Always smiling.

			Always leaving.

			The table is like a ­fun-­house mirror of all the times he went so far and I didn’t see him for so long.

			I left, too. The absences weren’t all his fault.

			Now I’ll never see him again.

			“Maddie.”

			Dom followed me, and I hate how good my name sounds in his rumbling voice.

			“Dominic.” I pitch my voice low, mocking his deep delivery. There’s no need to turn and face him when he casts a heavy gloom around me like I’ve stepped into the shadow of a mountain. “I told you, I’m peachy. Go pretend to care about someone else.”

			“I’m the executor of Josh’s will.”

			The words take a moment to register. Mainly because I don’t know what an executor is.

			“What?” Unable to fight the urge, I glare up at the unfortunately tall bane of my existence.

			“He named me executor,” Dom repeats, and I still don’t know what that means, which infuriates me. “There are items he wanted given to family”—­he waves at me like maybe I forgot Josh was my ­blood—­“and close friends. Since we’re all here, I reserved a small room for everyone to meet. I’ll distribute everything.”

			“Wait,” I snap. “Wait wait wait.” My hands wave in the air as I try to shut him up before he says more things that piss me off. “That’s supposed to be, like, a lawyer’s job.”

			Dom watches me, expression revealing nothing. “Executors don’t have to be lawyers. You can assign anyone.”

			From his tone, I get a ­silent—­judgmental—­question. You don’t have all your affairs perfectly in order for the day that you die, Maddie?

			No, I don’t. Because I’m a normal fucking ­twenty-­six-­year-­old.

			“And Josh ­chose . . . you.”

			My brother chose Dominic Perry, Mr. Responsible Asshole, for this special postdeath job over me.

			His sister.

			Are you kidding me, Josh?

			We weren’t some estranged siblings that barely knew each other. We were close. We talked on the phone every week, even if he was on the opposite side of the world from me. We had enough inside jokes to fill a ­small-­town public library.

			When Josh told me about his diagnosis, he cried, and I cried, and we hugged and lied to each other that he would kick cancer’s ass.

			But when he needed a fancy official executor, Josh chose Dom.

			I glare at the cluster of Joshes framed on the table, imagining my brother laughing at my frustration.

			“I have something for you. From him.” Dom steps back as he says the words, knowing the siren song he’s singing to me.

			Something from Josh. Even if my brother left it in the care of the man I hate most in the world, I must have the mystery item. I’m tempted to snarl Give it! and make grabby hands, but I have some sense of pride.

			Just a little bit.

			“Fine,” I snap. “I’ll come to your special executor room.”

			The man nods and leads the way. At least this gets me far from the crush of strangers again.

			Although, if I’m going to a room with family, that must ­mean—­

			“Madeline!” My mother’s voice sounds the moment I step through the doorway. “Oh, Madeline. There you are.” She strolls up to me, looking ­red-­carpet ready in her ­all-­black suit and heels. In an effortless move, she scoops me up into a hug. Almost as if she’s been doing it my whole life.

			She hasn’t. I can count the times Cecilia Sanderson hugged me on my fingers and still have a few left over.

			“Mom.” After an awkward pat on her back, I let my arms drop.

			She sets me down and smooths her hands over my hair. “Here, we need to remember moments like this.”

			Before I realize what she’s doing, Mom has her phone up, my head clutched against her breast, and the camera clicking. There’s no time to say this is a day I hope I forget through an overindulgence in gin tonight.

			Mom releases me so suddenly that I stumble back a step. Not that she notices, too focused on her screen, working on some social post or another about the grieving mother and the surviving daughter she loves oh so much.

			A firm press on my lower back steadies me. Glancing to the side, I realize Dom has braced me, but before I can hiss at him, he steps away and strides past without a word.

			“Black is not your color,” Cecilia murmurs, distracting me.

			Would you believe that’s only mildly hurtful compared to other comments she’s doled out over the course of my life?

			“Thanks, Mom. Appreciate the feedback.” I could put in the effort to say, Hey, Mom, maybe don’t insult your daughter when she’s only wearing black to mourn her dead brother.

			But then I would get an eye roll followed by the claim that I’m being dramatic, which would then lead to a useless ­back-­and-­forth that would change nothing about the way she talks to me. If Josh dying wasn’t enough to have Cecilia reevaluating how she treats her remaining kid, what hope do I have?

			Another woman strolls up to us, sipping from a martini glass. I welcome her appearance only because I now know there is a bar somewhere.

			“Hi, Aunt Florence,” I greet her. She’s not actually my aunt. Florence is Cecilia’s mother, my grandmother, and the woman who technically raised me, though there wasn’t a lot of ­child-­rearing going on at the time. Mainly, she made rules, and if she caught Josh or me not following them, we got locked out of the house until we shouted enough apologies through the window to earn reentry.

			“Madeline. How is Seattle?” Florence narrows her eyes, studying my face. “I know it’s rainy, but do you ever go out in the sun? You’ll never find a man with you looking so washed out.”

			Shot number two for the day. Three if we count Dom finding me floundering in a box of paper products.

			“You know, I think we do get some sun. I’ll have to look into that. Wouldn’t want people thinking I’m the corpse.” No point in arguing that they’re both as pale as me and that we have the kind of skin that burns rather than ­tans—­when I go outside, I wear hats and a thick coat of sunscreen.

			She grimaces at my comparison.

			Luckily, when I glance past my two blood relatives, I discover a collection of welcome faces. I dodge around my mother, straight into the embrace of the woman I wish had given birth to me.

			“Maddie! Oh, Maddie. I’m sorry.” Emilia Perry, Dom’s mom, pulls me in for a tight hug. This embrace has every bit of generous caring that my mother’s lacked. “I can’t ­even . . . I don’t know what to say.” She holds me close, her arms strong, body soft, ­ink-­colored hair smelling of vanilla.

			“That’s okay.” I’m not normally a hugger, but I hold Emilia close, feeling a pressure behind my eyes, but no corresponding wetness.

			What’s wrong with me? Why haven’t I cried?

			It’s been a week since the doctors pronounced Josh as dead, but I haven’t shed a tear.

			Maybe I’m as cold as my mother and grandmother. I always thought I was different from them. That I broke away from their mold.

			But maybe I’ve been fooling myself.

			“Oh goodness. Look at me.” Emilia releases her hold and tugs a tissue from her pocket to dab her cheeks. “Mr. Perry wanted to be here, but he was called in for an emergency surgery. He sends his love.”

			Nathanial Perry works as a neurologist at the local hospital, while Emilia is the outreach director for a ­green-­energy nonprofit. Or at least, that’s what they used to do. It’s been a while since we talked.

			“Anything you need,” she continues. “Just say the word. Josh was family. You’re family.”

			Am I?

			An ache in my chest has me rubbing my sternum.

			“Thank you,” I murmur.

			“You’re like family,” a cheerful voice clarifies, and I glance over to meet a set of playful brown eyes in a face that looks similar ­to—­but not exactly the same ­as—­the man I hate. “Keep in mind that we’re not actually related. ­So . . . ­like . . . dating wouldn’t be weird. You know?” The guy gives me a wide, devastating grin.

			Adam Perry. Standing next to his equally handsome twin brother, Carter. Dom’s younger ­siblings—­who I remember last as two scrawny ­thirteen-­year-­olds—­tower over me and their mother, both looking like they belong on an Olympic swim team next to the likes of Michael Phelps.

			“Last time I saw you, you couldn’t drive,” I remind him.

			“Yeah, but I’m all grown-­up now. I can take you anywhere you wanna go.” He waggles his eyebrows, and Carter snorts.

			“Are you hitting on me at my brother’s funeral?”

			Adam’s flirty smirk falls away. “Oh shit. Sorry. That was insensitive.”

			“No. It’s okay.” I reach out and pat his chest. The guy put on a lot of muscle in the last seven years. “You were doing great. Keep going.”

			His face lights up like the time I gave him all the Kit Kats from my Halloween candy haul. “Really? Okay. You remember that purple bikini you ­wore—­”

			“No.” The word, spoken in a deep, unrelenting voice, cuts off Adam’s flattery.

			I almost forgot Dom was in the room. ­Okay . . . that’s a lie. But when he wasn’t talking, I found it easier to pretend.

			Adam pouts, staring over my shoulder. “What? I was going to compliment Maddie.”

			“Not like that,” Dom growls from behind me, and I suppress a shudder, hating that every cell in my being wants to turn and examine the expression on his face.

			I keep my attention on Adam.

			“I want to hear the compliment,” I say. Would be nice to get a confidence boost after the mom and grandma treatment.

			Adam’s smile returns, pairing with a ­too-­innocent expression. “Thank you, Maddie. I was very respectfully going to say that the purple bikini”—­he pauses, waiting for his older brother to cut him off again. Dom stays silent, so Adam continues, speaking ­fast—­“had your tits looking fantastic and played a starring role in my teenage spank bank.”

			“Adam!” Mrs. Perry gasps while Carter coughs into his fist and Dom lets out a snarl, his body coming into view on my left side as he charges for his brother.

			But I make it there first.

			I fling my arms around Adam’s neck, and the big man lifts me up in a crushing embrace.

			“Thank you,” I mutter into his neck. “I needed that.”

			“Anytime.” He lowers his voice to match mine. “If you need to relax, come find me. I got some pot I can share. ­High-­quality stuff. Only the best for Maddie Sanderson.”

			When he sets me on the ground, I find myself doing something I did not expect to do today.

			I laugh.

			The idea that Dom has tried his hardest to exert control over his wayward ­brothers—­a task he’s had since he was ­nine—­but one still managed to sneak weed into a funeral brings me an immense amount of joy.

			“You really know how to woo a lady.” I chuckle. “Thanks for the generous offer.”

			Dom scowls between the two of us, unaware of what, exactly, his little brother just whispered in my ear.

			Well, isn’t he lucky to have a living brother to be pissed at. The thought reminds me of my own anger, my loss, and the reason I let Dom drag me to this room.

			“You said something about executing,” I prompt him, trying not to let my fury at his role show in my voice.

			Dom lingers a moment more before striding over to a table and picking up an accordion folder. He undoes the tie, keeping the flap closed as he speaks to the small gathering. “Josh’s will stated there are letters in here for everyone in this room.”

			A letter. My palms sweat and my heart races and I envision my brother’s specter again, ready to chat with me postmortem. That’s all I want. More time with him.

			Dom pulls out envelopes one by one, reading out the names. “Cecilia Sanderson. Florence Sanderson. ­Mom—­looks like this is for you and Dad. Carter. Adam.”

			Me me me. Say my name. Give me the letter!

			“Rosaline.”

			I flinch and jerk my chin to the side in time to see the woman step forward and accept her piece of my brother. With her bronze curls pinned in a high bun away from her cheeks, I have a clear view of the tears cascading from her ­thick-­lashed eyes. Well, there’s someone who cries pretty. Rosaline even makes grief look beautiful.

			I didn’t realize she was in the room, but I should’ve known.

			Of course Dom’s wife would be here.

			Dominic and Rosaline Perry. The ­picture-­perfect couple, and Josh’s two best friends.

			Another time, I would fall into a painful spiral of comparing myself to the gorgeous woman Dom chose over me. But today I have something more important to focus on.

			My letter.

			Give me my letter.

			“There’s only one more,” Dom murmurs, and I can’t help an evil smirk.

			Mr. Responsible Asshole got to execute the will but didn’t warrant a bonus note.

			Who does Josh love the most now, huh? I bite my lip to stifle the taunt, wanting to keep from revealing the bitchy zombie in my soul to the Perry family members I like.

			Dom pulls out the thickest so far, one of those ­legal-­sized envelopes that need an extra metal clasp to keep the flap shut.

			“Hand it over.” I reach for the parcel, rabid for whatever bit of Josh is contained within.

			“It’s not yours.” Dom stares at the final parcel, his thick brows scrunching.

			“What?” My ­single-­word question spears through the room, sharp and cold as an icicle flung like a dagger. Everyone pauses in the act of tearing open their envelopes.

			I couldn’t have heard him right.

			No. No no no.

			Josh loved playing games, but never cruel ones. My brother wouldn’t leave last words for everyone but me.

			Dom’s eyes meet mine, his gone wide with a surprise he rarely allows on his stoic face.

			What could have rattled Mr. Responsible Asshole?

			“It’s ours,” he says.

			Dom turns the envelope to show the devastatingly familiar penmanship. Josh wrote those letters with his own hand. He might as well have been writing a horror novel once I comprehend what the thick Sharpie scrawl says.

			Maddie & Dom

		

	
		
			Two

			He turned me into a combo deal? What am I, a side of French fries to Dominic’s burger?

			I stalk across the room, eyes adhered to the two names, side by side, that have never and will never belong together.

			Maddie & Dom

			Me and Mr. Responsible Asshole.

			My mother and grandmother got separate messages. The twins got their own envelopes. Even Dom’s wife warranted her own individual letter. And sure, I know Josh was friends with Rosaline, too, but come on.

			They’re the married couple.

			I’m his goddamn sister.

			My fingers brush the stiff envelope as I go to snatch the offending missive. But I miss.

			I miss because Dom holds it out of my reach. Easy for him to do when he has a good foot on me.

			“If you ever want to use your testicles for anything other than reminiscing about the good old days when they weren’t smashed by my fist, you will give me my envelope.” I hiss the threat, and despite the indignity, I jump and make a futile grab, missing once again by a large margin. My ­toe-­pinching grief heels don’t help.

			“It’s mine, too.” Dom keeps it high above my head. “I want to know what he wrote before you run off with it.”

			“I wasn’t going to run off with it.”

			I was totally going to run off with it.

			“Liar,” he mutters, but lowers his arm.

			“Takes one to know one,” I return, that bitchy zombie virus pumping strong through my veins. I snatch the letter from his hands but stay put. Mainly because something in Dom’s intense stare conveys he’ll grab me if I try to escape.

			“This is a joke!” My grandmother’s shout distracts me, and I glance over to find her face flushed, drink forgotten on a side table. “One of Josh’s strange jokes I don’t get.” Florence has a single folded piece of paper in her hand. She flips it back and forth, as if searching for something. “All it says is”—­she holds it up, her mouth twisted in a haughty ­grimace—­“Thanks for the years of therapy.”

			Oh my god. For a brief, shining moment of awe, I find a way to love my brother more than ever before. Of course Josh Sanderson would have the ghostly nerve to hold a grudge into the grave.

			“I never paid for therapy,” she huffs, oblivious. “What I did pay for is clothes, and food, and housing for that arrogant boy. He had money from all those pictures. Where is the check? Where is the money I’m owed?” She glares at Dom, as if he’s guarding the treasure chest of Josh’s wealth.

			What you’re owed is exactly what he gave you, I want to shout in her face. But years of living in the cold shadow of Florence’s disdain trained me to keep my opinions to myself.

			“He had medical bills,” Rosaline snaps, never cowed by my judgmental grandmother. “Did you only come here for a payout? If so, you can leave.” Dom’s wife points to the door while her other hand presses her unopened letter against her chest, acknowledging the precious nature of the correspondence.

			Florence sputters, and if I weren’t such a petty person, I’d applaud Rosaline.

			But I refuse to clap, holding a grudge almost as well as my brother. Whether or not she meant to screw me out of my teenage dream, Rosaline will always be the girl that Dom chose over me. And even if I only hate him ­now—­no longer pining for a taken ­man—­I can’t seem to move on from my resentment toward her.

			It’s not that I hate Rosaline, exactly.

			What I hate is who I am, and always was, around her. All through my younger years, I watched as Rosaline formed a tight friendship with Josh and ­Dom—­before romance with the latter was even a consideration. And with the talented, charming girl as a constant presence in our lives, my ­mother—­when she was ­around—­often compared the two of us. Rosaline became a form of measurement that Cecilia used to emphasize the many ways I was lacking. Wasn’t long before I internalized her comments and became an even worse version of myself. A greedy, jealous gremlin of a person who could never hope to measure up to Rosaline’s beauty and poise and ability to flip off my grandmother. When I’m next to her, I might as well be two inches tall and built of childish insecurities.

			So I avoid her, too.

			“I ­never—­” Florence starts.

			“Maybe,” Mrs. Perry speaks over my grandmother, using a more diplomatic tone than her daughter-­in-­law, “we should all take our notes from Josh and open them in our own time. And ­then—­after this sad day reserved for ­grieving—­you can ask Dom clarifying questions about Josh’s will.” Her voice hardens on that final sentence as she stares at my grandmother, then flicks her eyes to my mother.

			The warning clear.

			You two might not care for and defend your children, but Mrs. Perry sure as hell will.

			My mom gives a short nod and tucks her letter into a designer purse, probably concerned the contents are as dismissive as Aunt Florence’s. I watch as she pulls on her ­grieving-­mother ­expression—­a small, trembling smile meant to convey strength through ­devastation—­the moment before she strolls out the door into the throngs of her adoring followers. Florence scoops up her martini glass and struts after her, making no effort to clear the scowl from her face.

			Good riddance.

			“Do you want to wait?” Dom’s deep voice recaptures my attention and takes another shivering trip over my nerve endings. I clench my jaw as I force away the reaction.

			“I can’t.”

			Josh is in this envelope.

			Besides, waiting means putting up with more Dom.

			“How about we give you two the room?” Emilia comes to the rescue again, spreading her arms wide almost like a hug, and uses the gesture to guide the twins and Rosaline toward the door. Everyone goes willingly, and even though I don’t want to, I watch Rosaline leave.

			Her shoulders bow with obvious grief, but that isn’t the odd part. What I find strange is how she doesn’t say a single word of comfort to Dom before she goes. Not even a glance over her shoulder.

			Are the two of them fighting?

			I shake my head and snort in ­self-­disgust. Back in my hometown for a week and I’m already falling into my old habits. Namely, creepily observing Dom and Rosaline’s relationship.

			The two of them started dating in high school, and because of the massive crush I had on my brother’s best friend, I became ­self-­destructively fascinated with the girl who had Dom’s heart. As if knowing every nuance of their relationship would somehow make him want me.

			I thought I got over the habit when I left for college, but here I am, yet again trying to work out the meaning behind their interactions.

			Stop it, you weirdo. There are more important things.

			Like the letter in my hands.

			“Do you want to ­read—­”

			“Yes,” I cut Dom off. “I will read my letter.” And do my best to pretend Josh left these words for me, and only me.

			With twitchy fingers, I carefully tear along the edge of the seal, finding comfort in the pressure needed to break through the sturdier paper of this legal envelope. The thing is hardy, equipped to hold a large letter. Maybe more.

			More of Josh.

			I see a slip of white and tug that out first, finding a handwritten note from my brother on a nice piece of parchment with a tiny compass emblem at the top. Josh would go fancy for his last words. He was always the type to buy a beautiful journal and use it, while I would purchase one, carefully arrange it on my shelf, and wait for the day when I had something special to write down in the pages. Something worthy of the exterior.

			Those days never seemed to come.

			Josh knew how to take advantage of beautiful things while he had the time.

			“What does it say?” Dom asks, the tension in his voice shoving me out of my memory of my brother where, for a brief breath, my mind was relaxed enough to forget he’s gone.

			But now the fact blares like oncoming headlights in a ­pitch-­black night, blinding me and setting off a pounding headache.

			Gritting my teeth, I breathe through my nose until my aggravation dims to a manageable level.

			“Dear Maddie,” I read, “my beloved sister, and Mr. Responsible ­Asshole—­”

			“That’s not what it says.” The man leans closer, over my shoulder as if he’s going to bypass me entirely.

			“I’m the one reading.” I turn away from him, pressing the letter against my chest and glaring into a set of brown eyes that are too soft for the hard man behind them.

			“If you don’t read it right, I’m gonna take it from you.”

			And because he can follow through on that threat, I stop editing the letter and decide to read it as my brother wrote it.

			“Fine.” I clear my throat and begin again.

			Dear Maddie, my beloved sister, and Dom, my best friend,

			I’m not ready to say goodbye.

			My voice catches, grief a tripping hazard for my words. But I swallow and carry on.

			I think that if I had died fifty years from now, I still would have felt like there were adventures left for me in the world. But time is running out. I’m writing to you from a bed I can’t leave anymore. Still, the urge stays with me. To get up and go and see more. To see everything.

			Once again, I pause and breathe and try not to drown in hatred at the unfairness of the world. That a man like my brother, who wanted to live so badly, didn’t get even half the life that most do. I continue.

			I’m not ready to say goodbye, but I know I have to. I have to say it to the world, and I have to say it to you two. But I don’t have to say it yet.

			My eyes snap up to the door, as if Josh will step through and smile and tell me he’s not gone. Not yet. We don’t have to say goodbye today.

			The door stays closed.

			“Maddie . . .” Dom moves closer, his broad body looming over mine, and I don’t know if he’s about to snatch the letter from me, annoyed that I’m reading too slow.

			Panicked at the thought, I press on.

			This isn’t a goodbye letter. There’s one in here. Sorry, there has to be. But it’s not this one. This is the starting point. I want you two to do something for me, and luckily, since I’m dead, you can’t argue.

			I glare at the paper while feeling a tingle of warmth at Josh’s familiar morbid humor.

			I didn’t see everything I wanted to, so you two will have to take some adventures for me. But don’t worry, I’ll come with you. In fact, I insist on accompanying you. If you would be so kind, Magpie.

			The nickname threatens to break me, but I keep going.

			Pack up my ashes and spread a handful in the states I’ve listed at the end of this letter. The ones I never visited. Take me to the places I missed. There is an envelope for each one. Dom, make sure Maddie gets where she needs to go. Some of the places are more exerting than walking to the closest coffee shop. I made good money off my pictures, and I willed most of it to you both. It’s yours to use how you want, but I hope you spend some to travel where I never did. Have fun for me. Please do this. It’s the ­last . . . 

			I stumble over that word, the shock of it a punch straight to the heart.

			It’s the last thing I’m asking of you. Also, very important: wait until you get to the destinations to open the envelopes.

			Love, Josh

			PS: I think this quality time together will be good for you both. Don’t hate me.

			Beneath his signature is the list he promised. With growing dread, I count.

			One . . . ­two . . . ­three . . . ­four . . . ­five . . . ­six . . . ­seven . . . eight.

			Eight.

			My brother wants his ashes spread in eight different states.

			He wants me to spread his ashes in eight different states with Dominic Perry.

			“He—­” Dom starts, but I don’t stay to hear him finish.

			I sprint out the door.

			“Maddie!” His bellow follows me as I weave through strangers dressed in black, my eyes desperately seeking an exit. I need out. I need air.

			I need my brother.

			I hate my brother.

			The words of his letter cycle through my mind as I desperately search for another meaning. How could this be his final ask? Didn’t he realize losing him would be hard enough? Now he’s demanding I spend however long touring the country with the man I most want to avoid?

			And Josh doesn’t even have the decency to be here to argue with!

			The large envelope crinkles in my grasping fingers as I shoulder my way into the bright midday sun, the mild winter weather refusing to match the dark clouds in my mind and soul.

			Even free of the stifling building, I have the urge to keep moving. To escape until I’m far enough to pretend those words I read were fiction. My laptop bag slaps the back of my legs as I stumble through a jog in my heels.

			The funeral home’s door bursts open behind me.

			“Maddie! Don’t run away from me!”

			But that’s what I’ve been doing since I was nineteen years old, and I see no reason to stop now. My eyes catch on an open gate and my feet propel me forward faster despite the pain in my toes.

			Go go go, my brain shouts. Go as far as you can and never look back!

			“Don’t follow me!” If only Dom would leave me alone, then maybe I could forget all this heartache.

			“Don’t make me chase you through a graveyard.” The command of his voice and the pound of his footsteps urge me faster.

			“I could never make you do anything!”

			I sprint away from Dom, dodging between stone slabs with the names of people who might exist in the same realm that my brother does. They’ve all left behind people like me. Did any of them set impossible tasks for their loved ones?

			The breath in my lungs burns, struggling to leave and struggling to return. The wheezing turns ­high-­pitched, a siren of warning that I’ve pushed myself too far and am about to face the consequences. I stumble to a stop next to a particularly large headstone and brace my hands on my knees as the air labors from my throat.

			I shouldn’t have run.

			I hate when Dom is right.

			“Maddie?” The man looms over me once again. He’s good at that. Looming. Hopefully his massive form and judgmental eyes aren’t the last things I see before I pass out. “Damn it. Where is your inhaler?”

			I pat my bag, attempting to find the little container of medication. A strong hand brushes mine aside and sneaks into the side pocket, as if he knows exactly where I keep the device. Dom tugs it out, checks the mouthpiece for obstructions, then presses the inhaler into my palm.

			While my mind goes into desperate survival mode at the loss of oxygen, I shake the device, then try to remember to time my inhale with the puff of my medicine, so the drugs make their way into my lungs. Best practice involves using a ­spacer—­a ­tube-­like ­attachment—­with the inhaler, but the thing is so bulky that I never bother to carry it with me. Not when I usually go months without a flare-­up. Sounding like an inner tube with a leak, I squeak through a few more breaths, roughly guessing when another minute has passed, then spray a second round that’ll hopefully make it the rest of the way into my lungs to calm the damn things down and open passageways that don’t want to comply.

			When I was a kid, my asthma attacks would pop up all the time. I think the only reason Florence took me to get my prescriptions filled was so she’d stop getting calls from the school nurse that I was on my way to the hospital.

			As I’ve grown, things have gotten better, and I’ll go long stretches without an incident.

			But the combination of grief, anger, and running was too much for my sensitive airways to handle.

			As the minutes tick past slowly, breathing becomes less of a strain. At some point, I realize I’m sitting on a bench, and I wonder if I made this move or if the man standing in front of me, blocking out the sun with his broad shoulders, guided me here.

			That would be a very Dom thing to do.

			“Did you”—­I wince and wheeze, working around the tightness in my ­throat—­“call an ambulance?”

			“No.” He kneels in front of me, staring into my face. “I’ve seen enough of your attacks to know when to drive you to the hospital.”

			“When I turn blue,” I offer. That was the joke Josh would say.

			When you look like a smurf, we know things are bad.

			Dom’s lips tighten, and I remind myself to keep my eyes far away from his mouth.

			“Do you want to go to the hospital?” he asks.

			I shake my head.

			No. Hell no.

			Last time I was in the hospital I was holding Josh’s hand, his skin cold and chapped as his body tried to conserve energy to survive.

			Dom nods, but he stays crouched on his haunches in front of me.

			I scowl. “Stop staring at me. I’ll be fine in a minute.” Probably. At least I can talk now, with only a few gasps at the end of each sentence.

			Dom’s eyes narrow, but he straightens and paces away from me. My brief hope that he’s on his way out, leaving me alone to my misery, evaporates when I watch him bend over to pick up something in the grass.

			The envelope.

			In my frantic attempts to breathe, I must have dropped it. He spreads the opening, then tips it over. A cascade of smaller envelopes slides into his large palm. Dom shuffles through them, and my fingers curl against my stiff skirt, wanting to snatch them away.

			“Eight,” he says.

			“One for each state.” Just like Josh said in his letter.

			That damn letter.

			Dom slips them back into the large envelope, then turns to face me.

			“How are you doing?”

			The second time he’s asked that today. At least now it’s to do with my physical ­well-­being. “I can breathe. So, better than a few minutes ago.” I’m still lightheaded, and every part of me inside and out feels raw.

			But I’m alive, so there’s that.

			“Look,” he says, “I know you don’t want to do ­this—­”

			“You’re right. I don’t.”

			“This was Josh’s last wish.”

			If I had the strength to get up and shove him, I would. “You don’t need to tell me that. And I don’t need you to make an argument on his behalf. I loved him more than you ever could have. Of course I’m gonna do this bullshit task. He’s gone. It’s all I have of him, isn’t it?”

			The berating costs me, and after a string of coughs, I take another puff of my inhaler.

			Dom strides up to me, his stare holding mine, emotions flickering to life in his eyes, then disappearing faster than I can interpret them even if I wanted to try.

			“We’re doing this?” he asks once my breathing evens out again.

			“Yes.” I grind my teeth before forcing out, “We’re doing this.”

			Dom passes me the envelope, and I hug the piece of my brother to my chest because it’s the only comfort I can accept. As he retracts his hand, I spy a flash on his wrist.

			A watch. Josh’s watch.

			Did my brother will him that, too? Or was it a gift before the end?

			During the final few days in the hospital, my brother had people with him almost every moment. For months I’d tried to visit so it was just him and me, but there came a time when I had to share my brother, most often with his two best friends.

			Does Rosaline have another important piece of Josh, too?

			Maybe if I hadn’t spent so much effort trying to ignore her and Dom, I would know.

			Dom’s eyes raise to the sky, squinting at the sun as if he just realized it was daytime.

			“Alright. We need to make a plan.”

			Planning with Dom. Traveling with Dom. Saying goodbye to my brother over, and over, and over, all in front of this man who showed me early on in life he’s perfectly fine emotionally devastating me.

			Once again, I reach for my inhaler.

		

	
		
			Three

			The funeral home had no problem incinerating my brother’s body, but they drew the line at dividing his remains into eight equal parts.

			Apparently, that’s not part of their “Your Dearly Beloved Is Dead” package.

			Which leaves me with this little scoop meant for flour, this glass container meant for leftovers, and this scale meant for arrogant chefs to measure out their ingredients to a decimal of an ounce, sorting all that’s left of Josh into even sections like some corpse drug dealer in the kitchen of Dom’s childhood home.

			My next shovel is slightly more aggressive.

			“Careful,” a deep voice murmurs.

			My body locks up, every joint frozen with offense.

			“This is not the time to micromanage me.” I glare across the kitchen table into a set of unyielding brown eyes.

			After our graveyard spat, I can’t even manage sarcasm. There’s too much fury coursing through me.

			Eight states with Dominic Perry at my side.

			Damn you, Josh Sanderson. Why must you torture me even from the afterlife?

			Dom drops his gaze to the container he’s carefully applying a lid to before writing a state name across the red top. We bought the ­high-­quality Rubbermaid on our way here. Only the best reusable storage containers for my brother.

			Dom, who has shucked off the jacket of his funeral suit and rolled up the sleeves on his dress shirt, is currently handling the part of Josh that’s going to Kansas.

			Kansas. What the hell are we going to do in Kansas?

			I guess we’ll find out when we get to the cryptic coordinates on the envelope. It’s not enough for us to just step over the state line and toss my brother into the wind. He left specific instructions.

			This is so Josh: making a game out of his final wishes. And if it were any other situation, and my partner any other person, I would be intrigued by the process of following clues and discovering the answers to his puzzles. Josh used to create scavenger hunts for me on random holidays. Valentine’s ­Day . . . St. Patrick’s ­Day . . . National Hot Dog ­Day . . . 

			“To get you out of the house,” he said. Admittedly, I was a homebody growing up, always worried too much pollen would set off an asthma attack. Instead of taking the risk, I would retreat to my bedroom, where Florence could easily forget I existed. There I’d curl up in my window seat with a book, reading about someone else’s adventures. Josh wanted me to have a few of my own, even if it only meant I ended up at the local Wawa where he’d be waiting with a bag of ­sour-­cream-­and-­onion chips and a Dr Pepper.

			I can imagine my brother sketching this all out, seeing it as another series of quests for his introverted sister.

			Did Josh not trust me to go on my own? Did he think I needed Dom spurring me on to finish this final task?

			I’m not that ­travel-­averse. Josh took me on a few trips over the years. And I have a list of places I’d like to visit. Someday. In the future, when the timing makes sense.

			I have the luxury of time, unlike my brother. Guilt rubs against my skin like sandpaper on a sunburn.

			Josh already visited a lot of the huge tourist states like New York and California and Louisiana. But he focused most of his traveling internationally, which is why there is still a collection of states he never touched. There are a few interesting ones on the list, but others I’m not looking forward to.

			Oh, wait. That’s right. I’m not looking forward to any of them.

			Because at every single destination, I’ll have Mr. Responsible Asshole by my side.

			“Maddie—­”

			“Why do you need to say my name?” I cut Dom off. “I’m the only person in this room. Who else would you be talking to? Just say what you want to say.” I’m being petty and argumentative, I know. But his face brings it out of me.

			After achieving the spectacular feat of making this day even worse, Dom informed me that Josh’s ashes were at his parents’ house. Apparently, my brother arranged to have himself shipped to the Perry family rather than my mother.

			Good choice.

			Cecilia probably would have made Josh into diamonds or something weird she could wear in photos.

			Dom said my mother never asked for them, so he didn’t feel the need to give Josh to her.

			Plus, the will specified I was to spread the remains.

			Me . . . and Dom.

			Hell, I hate even thinking about us together, much less physically sitting in the same space as him.

			But we need to converse to figure out next steps.

			Travel plans. Traveling together.

			I want this over with. I was ready to fly back to Seattle and say goodbye to the East Coast and my past forever. Too many people on this side of the country have left me. Now I’m the one determined to do the leaving.

			But turns out I’m not done here yet, so instead of hiding in my hotel room with a bottle of gin until my flight tomorrow, I let Dom talk me into coming here, our old neighborhood, where his mom and my grandmother still have houses. We’re at the former because I would forever like to avoid the latter.

			This kitchen holds mostly good memories. Gorging on Mrs. Perry’s pancakes every Sunday morning. Putting together LEGO sets with the twins on rainy days. Josh making us grilled cheese sandwiches as an ­after-­school snack while Dom helped me with my homework on the days when Aunt Florence kicked us out of the house.

			I shove that last recollection away. Sure, Dom was nice to me at one point in my life, back when treating me like a kid was fine.

			But I grew up, and I guess that confused his cold robot brain.

			His jaw tenses, then relaxes. “Fine. I think we should start with Delaware.”

			“Delaware? That’s one of the states? But it’s ­like . . . next door.” We lived in Pennsylvania our whole childhood. How did Josh never pop over to Delaware? I’ve even made it down there.

			Dom sets one of the envelopes between us.

			Delaware

			38°42′55.868″ N

			75°4′54.433″ W

			My brother’s handwriting is clear. He wants a piece of himself dropped off in the First State.

			“This is Rehoboth.” Dom taps the longitude and latitude. “On the beach.”

			“Isn’t looking up the coordinates cheating?”

			He narrows his eyes. “How else are we supposed to find our way there?”

			“Use a compass and a map?” I shrug, my eyes on the scale as I measure out another 13.25 ounces of ashes. Josh, previously an ­average-­sized guy, now only weighs six pounds, ten ounces. Divided eight ways, that gives us roughly 13.25.

			There’s nothing in his letter that stipulates his ashes be spread evenly in each state, but if this is the last task I’m going to complete for my brother, I’m not going to ­half-­ass it.

			“We’d be roaming around Alaska for the rest of our lives that way.” Dom holds up another envelope.

			Alaska

			62°44′9.406″ N

			151°16′42.517″ W

			The creamy parchment has an extra note the others don’t.

			Save me for last.

			“But if you want to use a compass,” Dom keeps speaking, “spend weeks wandering around a state with ­me—­”

			“Google works.” I cut him off and pass over the seventh section of Josh. “Rehoboth is only a couple of hours from here.” A glance toward the window shows the warm glow of early afternoon. We still have daylight, and I never made it to the funeral bar, which means I’m completely sober. “I agree. Let’s do it first. Let’s do it now.”

			His hand pauses in the middle of writing, leaving the lid reading North ­Dak-­.

			“You want to go now.” Dom does this infuriating thing where he says something that should be a question, but his tone makes the phrase sound like a statement. Like a demand. Like he came up with the idea first.

			Or like what you just said was so ridiculous he needs to repeat it back for you so you can hear the nonsense of your own words.

			I don’t know which this is. It’s been almost a decade since I spent every moment mooning over the subtle fluctuations of Dom’s voice, picking out the thoughts hiding behind his stern gaze.

			Now I don’t bother trying.

			“Yes,” I deadpan. “I want to go now.” The sooner we get to those coordinates, the sooner I hear from my brother again. I agreed to play Josh’s game, but my fingers twitch knowing that his ­voice—­even if it’s just in ­writing—­is inches from me in the collection of envelopes.

			And this way I only have to see Dom seven more times.

			Less if we can lump a few states together, which I plan to.

			The man watches me, and I try not to fidget under his silent scrutiny. And when I do fidget, I blame my scratchy tights and not the fact that my body always seems to want to lean toward and away from him at the same time.

			Dom doesn’t answer right away, quietly finishing the process of portioning my brother. Only when we have the Rubbermaid containers stacked in a box, the table cleared, and I’m hovering by my bag, ready to escape his presence, does he finally speak.

			“Okay. Let’s go now.” Dom grabs his keys, picks up the box with all that’s left of Josh, and heads toward the front door.

			We’re really doing this. We’re really going to play Josh’s postmortem game.

			After my mind fully grasped the wildness of the task, I half expected the responsible, no-­nonsense accountant to say there was no reason to follow it to the letter. That the outlandish request was extreme, and we could find a practical solution.

			When we were teenagers, Dom was always the reasonable voice in the face of Josh’s outrageous antics. He couldn’t always talk my brother down, but sometimes he managed it.

			Then there were the times Josh was more persuasive, and Dom ended up playing sidekick in a senseless activity he never would’ve chosen himself.

			This is one of those times.

			My brother’s death must have been the ultimate debate winner because Dom is acting like Josh’s wishes make perfect sense. Here he is, ready to drive a state over to spread only a fraction of my brother’s remains with a woman who hates him.

			Hell, maybe he hates me, too.

			Most likely I just annoy him while also making him feel guilty, which somehow hurts worse.

			Part of me is furious that Josh foisted this task on me without my say-­so. That he’s using my grief to make me go along with one of his tricks.

			But then there’s another open, bleeding wound in my heart that wants to do anything possible to connect with my brother again, even if it means playing his silly game.

			When we get to the beach, we can open the envelope. I can read another thing he wrote.

			Will the message be for me? For Dom? For both of us?

			But Dom and I aren’t an us.

			Maybe for a few ­weeks—­years ­ago—­we were.

			A silly, naive bundle of days that meant too much to me and nothing to him.

			While I’ve always hated the idea of being Dom’s dirty secret, I am glad that Josh never knew what happened between his best friend and me, and that he never had to choose sides. I’m not sure how I would have survived if Josh had picked someone else over me. Not after Dom already had.

			Which reminds ­me . . . 

			As much as the words twist in my throat on their way out, I manage to ask the question that’s been quietly nagging me since the moment Dom slipped into his car at the same time as me in the funeral parking lot. When he drove away from the wake alone.

			“Don’t you need to check in with Rosaline?” Even if the two are fighting or whatever, the guy should at least send her a text. “We’ll be getting back late. The missus might worry.”

			But if you say your wife is coming with us on this errand, I’m out, I silently vow.

			I tried to avoid them both in the weeks leading up to Josh’s death, dodging them in the hospital hallways and ducking out of my brother’s room to go work whenever one of them showed up for a visit. I thought of it as trading shifts so Josh was never alone. But really, I was being a coward, hiding from the reminders of how I wasn’t good enough.

			Josh is gone now, and his final request only demanded I spend time with Dom. I refuse to suffer through this alongside the happy couple.

			Dom pauses in the kitchen doorway, then slowly turns, and I watch his thick brows drop low, his expression confused.

			“Didn’t anyone tell you?” His tone has a touch of incredulity.

			There’s something big. Something I should know that I don’t.

			Something everyone else knows.

			I cross my arms over my chest and glare, not liking that I’m in the dark, even though I firmly put myself here by never wanting to hear anything about Dom when I talked to Josh.

			His gaze flicks down to my brother’s ashes, and I brace for what comes out of his mouth next.

			“Rosaline and I are divorced.”

		

	
		
			Four

			Two hours alone in a car was not enough time to come to terms with the fact that Dom is divorced. When he offered to carpool, I immediately shot him down because no way did I want to be in an enclosed space with the guy. But also, I needed the entire drive to work through the new information in my head like an equation.

			How is it that the perfect couple are no longer together?

			Dom and Rosaline were the model high school couple: the handsome straight A captain of the baseball team with the gorgeous debate captain and valedictorian. Homecoming King and Queen. They would have been Prom King and Queen, too, if Josh hadn’t convinced half the senior class to vote for him instead as a joke on his best friend. My brother wore the same suit as Dom and a black wig and insisted his queen waltz with him before he returned Rosaline to her ­exasperated—­yet clearly ­amused—­boyfriend. The summer Dom and Rosaline broke ­up—­the one where he kissed and touched me and I convinced my hopeful heart there was a chance with Dominic ­Perry—­was merely a blip of a mistake on their spotless record.

			Once they got back together, they got married in a beautiful ­ceremony that both their families attended. Dom got a job at an accounting firm, and Rosaline eventually enrolled in law school.

			All this info was fed to me through Josh, who relayed his friends’ lives like they were on a ­hot-­air balloon ride to perfection. No bumps or unsteady breezes. Just a constant upward trajectory.

			And now they’re divorced.

			“What the fuck?” I mutter to myself, not for the first or even the tenth time.

			I can’t make sense of it. If I want to understand what went down, I’ll have to ask Dom.

			Not going to happen.

			If Josh were here, I could have gotten the details from him.

			Or . . . maybe not.

			After pulling my car into an open spot on the street that leads to the Rehoboth boardwalk, I consider the timeline. Dom said they’re divorced. That doesn’t happen in a week. This has been in the works for a while, and there’s no way they’d be able to keep news of it from their best friend.

			Which means that Josh knew before he died and made no mention of it to me.

			Why wouldn’t he say anything? Am I truly this cut off from what’s going on with the people from my childhood?

			Isn’t this what I wanted?

			There’s a knock on my window, and I yelp in shock.

			Dom waits outside my car, standing by the door with an unreadable expression. I’m tempted to stay here and make him hover there like a creep until I get my whirling thoughts in order.

			But then he holds up an envelope.

			Delaware

			The need to know what my brother wrote overwhelms everything else.

			He’s not gone yet. There’s a piece of him in that envelope as well as the glass container I pluck from my passenger seat.

			Yes, Josh rode shotgun.

			Yes, I may have had a few ­one-­sided conversations on the way down here with my dead brother.

			I pop the door open, almost whacking Dom in the leg with it, but the asshole moves out of the way too fast.

			“Let’s go.” He walks ahead of me and I follow behind, trying not to grimace at the renewed pinching of my heels. I should’ve insisted that we swing by my hotel before heading down here so I could change, but I was too distracted by that word bouncing around in my brain.

			Divorced.

			Finally, I push it away, coming to terms with the fact that I cannot come to terms with the new info about Dom at this moment. Too much has been thrown at me today. All that I have the mental capacity for is this ­ash-­spreading ridiculousness.
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Two exes. Eight destinations,
Love travels fast ...
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