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  CHAPTER ONE:


  BLAST FROM THE PAST


  The firm’s secretary, Pamela Powell, doesn’t knock to seek permission to enter, but merely to announce her presence. It’s one of many things that annoys me about her, some others being her liberal use of Charlie body spray, her constant gum-smacking, and her insistence on calling me “the new girl” when discussing me with clients.


  “Come in,” I say, but the door’s already swung open. Pamela totters across the room. Her heavily powdered cheeks are flushed.


  In her sixties, Pamela has worked here since Mel Greene and Philippa Olliartee founded the firm in 1981, back when it was the only all-woman law office in Western Canada. Pamela still dresses like Dolly Parton in 9 to 5, her wardrobe comprised of tight satiny shirts, pencil skirts that necessitate Geisha-sized steps, and—despite her bunions—towering heels. She now pats her bleached bouffant and pushes her Tootsie glasses up her nose. “You’ve got a new client,” she says, as though she can’t quite believe it’s possible and has teetered in here to share the good news. She purses her frosted lips. “A man,” she adds, with a leer.


  I nod. Having only moved back to the island two months ago, I don’t have a ton of business yet. But it hasn’t been that slow. What response does Pamela want? “Okay,” I say. “Can you send him in, please?”


  “Will do,” she says. “But can I just keep him out there for a couple more minutes? Pretty please?”


  Seeing my confused expression, she bats her spidery eyelashes and smiles. Behind glass, the clumps of mascara are magnified into tarantula legs. Either she’s winking, or there’s a clump in her eye. “My oh my! Just wait till you see him,” she says.
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  Another knock. Another come in. Whoever it is—the client who’s got Pamela all aflutter—actually waits until I’ve invited him to enter before stepping, slowly, into my office.


  He pauses. I catch my breath.


  Holy crap. No wonder Pamela looked feverish. After all these years he’s still godlike. In fact, he looks even better than I remember.


  “Toby?”


  “Josh?” I stand.


  He steps forward and shakes my hand, his tanned face cracking into that familiar smile: perfect teeth and clear aqua eyes beneath golden brows. His hand feels warm and huge. He’s bigger than I recall, but then, he would be, given that he’s now a grown man instead of a boy. Well over six feet tall, dressed in faded jeans, a cream cotton sweater, and flip-flops. Even his toes are tanned.


  He returns my once-over and laughs. “You’re still little,” he says.


  I sit down, feeling shaky and a bit silly. Yes, I’m still little—five foot one, and ninety-three pounds, not much bigger than I was that summer. That summer. I recall my first sight of him, on a big yellow bus en route to summer camp, and the first time we spoke, in the woods, the day I got lost.


  There I was, a scrawny fourteen-year-old in a pink hoodie, clutching a compass like it was a lucky charm, feeling sick with worry. Everywhere I looked there were trees. And ferns. And moss. There was no sign of a trail. Where the hell was I?


  I spun around, the compass’s needle wiggling like the chin of a Bollywood dancer, jauntily, this way and that way. It meant nothing to me. I shook the thing. Which way was I meant to go?


  Instead of paying attention during orienteering class, I’d been lost in a fantasy about me and Josh, the most beautiful boy at camp, the most unobtainable. Now look where my daydreaming had got me: lost in the woods with the shadows lengthening, the greens turning grey, the temperature dropping. Soon, my face would grace a million milk cartons and MISSING posters. I’d be the cautionary tale told to generations of campers to come: she should have listened.


  Branches swayed. Grasses rustled. Even ordinary sounds seemed ominous. Vancouver Island has bears—and cougars—just waiting for dark. The cougars rarely attacked adults but stalked smaller prey. My size. Something crackled. What was that? The swish of swaying bushes set me spinning. I could feel my heart crackling in my chest like pop rocks.


  I froze, too scared to cry out or to run. Whatever it was, it was big and getting closer.


  A flash of yellow, a glimmer of red. And there he was: Josh Barton—even more beautiful up close, like Adonis in my Grade Eight textbook. He barely seemed real, like there ought to be golden rays shining out of his curly blond head.


  I stood, open-mouthed, as he pushed his way free of the brush. That laugh as he gazed down on me, one golden eyebrow lifting in pleased surprise. “Hey, Toby? What are you doing out here?”


  Oh my God. He knew my name. My throat was so dry it was hard to talk, my cheeks baboon-butt red, my knees shaking. “We’re um meant to be orienteering and I uh got lost.” I held up my compass as proof. But of what? My stupidity?


  Luckily, he laughed again. “You look so shocked,” he said. “Don’t worry. Our group’s orienteering too, and I think I know where I’m going. We’re close to camp, you know.”


  Looking into his eyes I felt weak with relief and embarrassment. A minute ago I was lost. Dead meat. And now the cutest boy in camp was here, talking to me—a total no one. “That’s great,” I said, wishing I didn’t sound so lame. If only I were cool and witty, the kind of girl who always knew what to say. Pretty. Sexy. Blonde. His type of girl. Not scrawny and flat-chested. Not Asian. I attempted a smile. “I guess this is my lucky day,” I said. “After all.”


  He smiled back. “And mine.” He stepped closer and brushed a twig from my hair, his hand falling against my cheek. I froze and our eyes locked. His Adam’s apple bobbed. “Toby?”


  “Yeah?”


  “Do you want to, like, go out somewhere?”


  Given that we were at camp and had no places to go, this made no sense. But I knew what he meant. He cupped my chin and pulled me closer. I held my breath. Was this really happening? Could this golden boy actually like me?


  Our eyes closed and our lips touched. All the chatter in my head switched off, replaced by a clear single note. Like a bell. My first kiss.


  So that’s how they were meant to feel.


  “Toby?”


  I blink. For one bizarre moment I confuse the past with the present and think I just kissed him—right here and now—in my closet-sized office. Immediately, I flush. I bet I look as feverish as Pamela had. I lean back and take a deep breath, reach for my pen. It feels cool and solid. I click it. What’s the matter with me? Instead of paying attention, I’ve been daydreaming about that stupid camp. Has he been talking to me?


  However long I was spaced out, Josh doesn’t seem to have noticed. He’s got that same pleasant smile on his face, like this is a perfectly normal encounter. “So you’re a lawyer now,” he says. “I didn’t realize it was you. A friend recommended the firm, and Mel Greene recommended you.”


  I nod. “I just moved back, from Toronto,” I say. Because of my mom, who has—had—cancer, except I don’t tell him this. I grip the pen. I can’t seem to remember my normal, professional script, the way I put new clients at ease. It’s just too strange to see Josh Barton sitting in my office, after what? More than nineteen years. “And you?” I manage.


  “I was living in L.A.,” he says. “But I missed the island. I moved back to Victoria last year, after I sold my company. Me and Tonya.”


  My stomach drops. Tonya? No, it can’t be the same Tonya. But from the way he said her name, I know it is. I look at my fingers, bare of rings, and feel a wave of heat, followed by a chill. My hand feels sweaty around my pen.


  Josh runs a hand through his blond curls. “Remember Tonya?”


  I find myself nodding. How could I not remember Tonya?


  He must know I hate her, must recall what she did to me. Except he doesn’t seem to. His voice is unchanged, his expression still pleasant.


  “We ended up getting married,” he says. “A year and a half ago. In L.A.” He goes on to tell me how they met again in a Hollywood club where she was working as a hostess while waiting for her dancing/acting career to take off. Meanwhile he was building up his own IT firm, which he recently sold. I can barely listen.


  Josh Barton married Tonya Cabrilatto, a girl whose vicious bullying left me—and no doubt countless others—scarred. And he married her! What does that say about the guy? I could never in a million years have predicted this.


  He clasps his hands, his voice lower now, signaling difficult emotions. We’re getting to the reason why he’s here. He bites the inside of his cheek. I need to start paying attention.


  He leans forward and fixes me with that blue-laser gaze, the one that makes me melt, just like it did way back when. He swallows hard, his gaze so sorrowful I have to stop myself from reaching out to him. But can I really feel sorry for him? What kind of guy marries a bully like Tonya? It’s taken me years to get over that last night at camp. I’ve been claustrophobic ever since. I’ve had counseling, for crap sakes!


  I force my attention back to the present, unwilling to revisit that awful night. Out in the lobby, Pamela Powell is on the phone, laughing about something. There’s a dentist’s office next door and, listening closely, I can hear the whine of the drill. My shoebox office feels stuffy. Josh tugs at the neck of his sweater, like he’s hot, or just uncomfortable. “Toby?” he asks. “I made a big mistake, marrying Tonya. Can you help me?”


  CHAPTER TWO:


  MISGIVINGS


  Beneath her denim bucket hat, Quinn looks incredulous. “Let me get this straight,” she says. “Josh Barton has hired you to be his divorce lawyer?”


  I nod. Since Josh stepped into my office two days ago, I’ve been dying to tell Quinn. With no clients this afternoon, I left the office at 5:00 p.m., sharp. We’re now sitting side-by-side on a log on Willows Beach, eating an early dinner of fish and chips wrapped in newspaper. While the ink is undoubtedly bad for us, I’m glad the takeaway shop hasn’t changed to wax paper yet. The greasy newspaper reminds me of my childhood. Quinn’s mom often fed us fish and chips when she had to work late.


  A headline on my chip-wrapper catches my eye: Mannequin Stolen from Langford Sex Shop. Some grad prank. In Victoria, this counts as front-page news. I consider pointing it out to Quinn but don’t. Having never lived elsewhere, she might take it the wrong way and think I’m mocking our hometown as dull. She’d be right too, although I guess that’s part of its charm.


  Quinn reaches for a napkin. “Josh Barton. She shakes her head. “So who’d he marry?”


  I take a deep breath. “You won’t believe it.”


  My best friend frowns. “So it’s someone we know?” She selects another French fry. From the thoughtful way she’s chewing, I know she’s casting various girls we know as possible Mrs. Bartons.


  I peer out toward Mount Baker, its snow-tipped peak barely visible. If I didn’t know it was there, I might not see it. It’s late August and the days are already getting shorter. A cool breeze is blowing in off the water. I inhale the scents of seaweed and salt along with the greasy smell of our dinner. Normally, I’d make Quinn guess, but pregnancy has left her short-tempered—not surprising, given that her belly’s the size of Gibraltar. And there’s no way she’d guess this one, anyway. “He married Tonya Cabrillato,” I say. Just saying her name leaves a foul taste in my mouth.


  Quinn spins so fast her long blonde hair goes flying. “What? That bitch? From Camp Wikwakee?” Her mouth hangs open.


  I nod, gratified. At least Quinn understands why I hate Tonya.


  “Wow.” Quinn chews on her knuckle, trying to take this in. “Unreal.” She squints at me. “How long have they been married? Do they have kids? Have you met Tonya yet?”


  Back when I first met Quinn, in kindergarten, she used to bombard the other kids with questions during Show and Tell. She hasn’t changed. “No, eighteen months, and no,” I say. “She’s hired Marilee Rothwell, aka the Rottweiler, at Sutridge, Rothwell, and Beaufort.”


  Quinn shifts her position on the log. “I can’t believe he married her! So what’s Josh like?” she asks. “Did he look the same?”


  I fill her in on Josh’s appearance, doing my best to downplay how amazing he looks. Quinn can obviously read between the lines because she leans back and laughs. “I don’t believe it! You’re still into him!” She peels some batter off a chunk of cod and eats it.


  “I am not!” I say, doing my best to cover the truth. “Do you really think I could be into someone capable of marrying Tonya?” I grab another fry only to change my mind. I was full ages ago.


  Quinn tilts her chin, considering. “Well, maybe she’s changed. You haven’t met her in what, almost twenty years?”


  Seeing my face she shrugs. “It’s possible,” she says. “People can change.”


  Can they? I curl my lip even higher. “Oh come on,” I say. “We’re talking about Tonya here. You don’t really believe that!”


  Instead of answering, Quinn pushes herself off the log. She clutches her belly. “I need to walk,” she says. “My butt’s killing me.”


  I scrunch the remains of our dinner into a ball of newspaper and lob it into the closest trash can. That done, we head for the hard-packed sand near the water’s edge. Out past Cattle Point I can see a few sailboats heading toward Oak Bay Marina.


  Despite being eight months pregnant, Quinn walks faster than me. Her legs are about twice as long as mine, and still slim in her jean shorts. I’m practically running to keep up. Quinn glances my way. “So will you take him on?” she asks.


  I know she’s talking about Josh. “Sure, why not?” I stop walking and bend to retrieve a piece of beach glass, then hold it to the light. Blue green, the same color as Josh’s eyes. I stick it in my pocket.


  Quinn stops to wait for me. She crosses her arms and frowns. “Because he’s a jerk,” she says. “Remember him and Tonya? Why would you want to deal with anyone from that stupid camp ever again? I’m just glad I haven’t run into them!”


  I shrug. That’s not surprising, really. While Victoria seems tiny, after Toronto, it’s hardly a village. Plus Quinn spends most of her time up at the university or on a boat, observing killer whales.


  She’s still glaring.


  “Josh was fourteen!” I say, leaping to his defense. “We were just kids!”


  “Right.” This one word conveys her disapproval. “I just . . .” She hesitates. “After everything that happened at that shitty camp, wouldn’t it be better to just . . .” She shrugs. “Stay away from those creeps.”


  “Josh wasn’t a creep,” I say, and Quinn rolls her eyes.


  “Whatever,” she says.


  “You’re the one who said Tonya might have changed,” I point out. “So you’re willing to believe she’s evolved but Josh’s still a jerk?”


  She gives me a tight-lipped smile. “No. You’re right. They’re probably both still jerks.”


  For some minutes we walk in silence. While I don’t want to think about camp, it’s hard not to. Seeing Josh has stirred everything up. And then there’s the shock of learning who he married. Is Quinn right? Should I refuse to represent Josh? But that seems crazy given how quiet it’s been at work. I’m in no position to turn clients away.


  Although I’m gazing out to sea, I’m not seeing it. Instead, I’m seeing my teenaged self, sitting curled up in the dark, hugging my knees, terrified. The memory makes me shiver.


  “Toby?” My best friend jabs me in the ribs. “You’re not listening!”


  I nod a little too vigorously. “Um, yes I am!” I say.


  Quinn looks suspicious. She shades her eyes against the sun. “So you won’t get, like, emotionally involved with this guy?”


  I stop walking. “What?” I ask. “Of course not! I haven’t even seen him in over nineteen years! And I’m his lawyer! I can’t believe you’d even think that! He’s a client!”


  “Okay.” She holds up both palms. “Sorry.” But she doesn’t look sorry.


  Further up the beach some kids are playing Frisbee. We watch as the wind catches the disc only to drop it in the ocean. The kid who threw it is forced to wade out and get it. He emerges, legs red from the cold, and flicks a jellyfish at one of his playmates.


  When we hit the rocks, we turn back. Instead of walking on the beach we head up to the sidewalk. For some minutes we walk in silence. Then Quinn asks whether Josh and Tonya’s divorce is amicable.


  While I shouldn’t divulge details, it’s tempting. Sometimes, I discuss my wilder clients with Quinn, without mentioning names, of course. When I lived in Toronto, it wasn’t an issue. But in this case, she knows both parties. I hesitate.


  She turns to look at me and laughs. “I guess that’s a no.”


  The esplanade is lined with parked cars. Some people are sitting in their cars, and others are lying on their hoods or seated in lawn chairs on the sidewalk. Music is playing. I catch a whiff of grease from the Willows Kiosk, and the smell of fresh-cut grass. I don’t want to talk about Josh and Tonya anymore. “Do you want an ice cream?” I ask Quinn.


  “Sure,” she says. “But how bad is it?” When I don’t answer, she looks smug. “Oh come on, Toby. I can practically read your mind. One look at your face and I know Josh and Tonya will set the bar for messy divorces to a new high. What’s the deal?” We join the lineup outside the kiosk, behind two small kids clutching handfuls of change.


  I grit my teeth. I know Quinn. She is not going to drop this.


  “Allegations of adultery, mental cruelty, and deceit,” I say. Plus, from what I gleaned about Josh’s tech company, a shitload of money. But I don’t mention that.


  We are near the front of the line, the kids in front of us exchanging their coins for a paper tray heaped with fries. We wait as they pump a crime scene of ketchup onto the pile. “One chocolate twist and one vanilla,” I tell the large, bearded guy in the window when it’s our turn. We get the same thing every time.


  I’ve been handed my cone and am turning to go when I spy a stack of today’s newspapers sitting on the shelf, next to boxes of candies. I freeze. Above the fold lies a photo of a woman with long, bleached blonde hair. Tonya.


  For a moment I think I’m imagining it, that it’s someone who just looks like her—perhaps some minor celebrity. Someone pouty, blonde, and big-breasted. I pick some coins out of my purse and slide them toward the bearded guy, who’s already helping the next person. “I’ll take a Times Colonist, too,” I say, and grab the top paper off the stack. He grunts. I tuck the newspaper under my arm.


  Quinn has found a bench. I join her. My ice cream has already started to melt. I slap the paper onto the bench between us and take a seat.


  Quinn’s eyebrows ricochet. “Is that—?” She bends forward to read it. She removes her bucket hat and lays a hand on her belly. “Oh my God,” she says. “It is her.”


  Although the paper is facing the wrong way I can still read the big black headline: Aspiring Actress Goes Missing.


  CHAPTER THREE:


  FIFTY, FIFTY


  Given Tonya’s disappearance, I thought Josh would cancel his appointment today. Instead, he called to ask if we could make it earlier, which is why I’m in Starbucks at 8:15 a.m. on a gloomy Thursday, seated in a low armchair near the window. Rain is streaking the glass. On the sidewalk, people are walking fast beneath their umbrellas.


  Maybe on account of this appointment, I dressed more carefully than usual this morning in fitted black pants, black high-heeled boots, and a blue, sleeveless mock turtleneck. Unfortunately I left my jacket in the car. While my top is cute, I’m freezing.


  The woman at the next table looks up, her enraptured expression alerting me to Josh’s approach. Sure enough, when I turn, he’s striding my way. I withdraw my notebook and pen from my bag and lay them neatly on the table.


  “Hey Toby!” He pecks me on the cheek. “No, don’t get up! Am I late?” He checks his expensive diving watch.


  “No, I was early,” I say, surprised to see him looking so upbeat. Given that newspaper report I expected him to be anxious. It claimed the police feared foul play, which made me anxious, and I hate Tonya. And yet Josh looks as relaxed as he did in my office three days back, like he just stepped out of a yachting magazine.


  “I’ll just grab a coffee,” he says. “D’you want anything else?”


  I say no, then watch him as he waits in line. He’s in jeans again today, paired with a white t-shirt and a blue blazer, everything casual but expensive-looking.


  He sets his black coffee onto our table and smiles down at me. “You look cold,” he says.


  Given that every bit of my exposed skin is covered in goose bumps there’s no point denying it. “Yeah, a little,” I say, and wrap my hands around my coffee cup.


  “Here, take my jacket.”


  I start to protest but he drapes it over me. Still warm from his body, the blazer is enormous. I slip it on, my hands so far up inside the sleeves that holding a pen is impossible. “Let me roll those for you,” says Josh and, before I know it, I’m holding out my arms like a toddler. “Perfect,” he says, when the sleeves are rolled. He leans back and grins down at me.


  So much for looking mature and professional. “Thanks,” I say, fully aware that his jacket emphasizes my waif-like frame—he’s six-two and I can still shop in the kids’ department. Not that I’m eager to take it off—it smells too good, a male citrusy scent.


  Josh takes a seat across from me. “Thanks for meeting me early,” he says. “I’m still on the board of my old company and have a long videoconference later today.”


  I nod but feel confused. I figured he wanted to see me as soon as possible because of Tonya’s disappearance. Instead, he’s behaving like nothing’s happened. “I read the news,” I say. “About Tonya going missing.”


  Josh leans back, his face suddenly cautious. He scratches his chin. “You can’t believe everything you read in the papers.”


  I wait. Is he saying that Tonya’s not missing? But the story quoted the police, who asked the public for assistance in tracing her movements on Monday night. “Do you know where she is?” I ask.


  Josh shakes his head. For an instant, his eyes flash with frustration, quickly hidden. He rips open a pack of sugar and stirs some into his coffee. “I have no clue. The cops questioned me yesterday. But I don’t think there’s any real reason to worry.”


  “So why are the police worried?”


  Josh sighs. “She was seen down at the Oak Bay Marina late Monday night. Some passerby thought she might have been drunk.” He goes to take a sip of coffee, then reconsiders. “That’s where I keep my boat, the Great Escape.”


  I nod. All of this was in the Times Colonist article.


  “She didn’t show up for an audition the next morning. And someone found her dog wandering around at the marina.”


  “Her dog?” I ask, aghast. Would Tonya really abandon her dog? But this is Tonya we’re talking about. To her, a dog is probably just a fashion accessory, something to update with the seasons.


  Josh shrugs. “I guess one of her friends freaked out, said it was out of character.”


  “But it’s not?”


  Josh studies his hands. I note he’s not wearing a wedding band. “She’s an actress,” he says, and I can hear the bitterness in his voice. “Who even knows her real character?”


  I bite my lip. How could Josh not have known Tonya’s true nature? Yes, I haven’t seen her in years, but someone’s basic character doesn’t change. I recall the hateful rumors she spread about me, the way she’d watched to see my reaction, turned on by my shock and humiliation. She took pleasure in hurting people. It brought light to her eyes. That need to cause pain can’t have changed.


  I study Josh, now staring out the window. “So where’d you think she went?” I ask.


  He sighs. “She’s probably just off partying. She’s always complaining how boring the island is. She wants to move back to L.A. More nightlife and her career.” This last word is accompanied by a gesture of ironic quotation marks.


  I make a note. “Did she party a lot?” It’d be good for his case if we could prove she had problems with substance abuse.


  Josh shrugs. “Yeah, a fair bit. I didn’t notice it so much in L.A., ‘cause that’s what everyone does, but here . . .” He toys with his coffee cup. “Well, I’m usually up by 5:00 a.m. running fishing tours.” He gives me a sad smile. “Tonya hated going out on the water.”


  My latte has long since gone cold but I sip it anyway. “So no chance of reconciliation?” I’ve had plenty of clients claim to detest each other only to ditch their divorce proceedings and reconcile, or even remarry after the split was finalized.


  Josh shakes his head. “It’s gone way beyond that. We want totally different lives.” He frowns. “What do they call it? Irreconcilable differences?”


  “How about her allegations of . . .” I pretend to check my notes. “Mmm, mental cruelty and adultery?”


  “Total crap,” says Josh. His cheeks have reddened, which makes the color of his eyes even more striking.


  “So she’s lying?”


  “Yes.” He’s not looking at me.


  Something about his posture feels off, but I decide not to push it. We can come back to this point later, after I’ve had time to think about it. Or am I being too suspicious? “How about her?” I ask. “Has she done anything that could influence the settlement in your favor?”


  Josh rubs his eyes. “I don’t know,” he says. “We’ve barely talked since moving back here. I moved out, oh, four, five months ago. And even before that she was out all the time . . .”


  “With other men?” Is that where she’s gone now? Off with some lover?


  He shrugs. “Possibly. I mean, I saw guys dropping her off but she said they were gay.” He smiles ironically. “Come to think of it she has a lot of good-looking gay friends.”


  “Do you recall any names?”


  “She talked a lot about a French hairdresser named Florian Moreau,” says Josh. “But he’s gone back to Paris. I remember him because when he left, he sold Tonya his dog. It’s one of those big puffy standard poodles. A purebred.”


  I nod. Poor thing, abandoned by two owners. Where is it now? But I’m getting distracted.


  I ask him to spell Moreau, but suspect Tonya was telling the truth. A pedigree standard poodle sounds like the type of dog a gay French hairdresser would choose. Stereotype much? says a small voice in my head. I, of all people, should know better.


  I recross my legs. “Okay. Who initiated the divorce?”


  “I did.”


  “Why?”


  The café is crowded, other patrons eyeing our near-empty coffee cups and trying to gauge when our seats will be free. Josh is staring out the window, frowning. “I don’t want to keep living like this,” he says. “We can’t agree on anything. Where to live, what stuff to buy, when to have kids. I’d like a family but she’s still obsessed with being an actress.”


  “To work out a settlement I need to understand your finances,” I say. “In terms of total assets, what kind of sums are we talking about?”


  Josh’s mouth tightens. “About twenty-four, twenty-five million.”


  Dollars? I try to not to show my surprise. I figured he was rich, but not that rich. “Did either of you bring money into the marriage?”


  “Yeah,” he says. “When we got married I was worth maybe six mil.”


  “And Tonya?”


  He shakes his head.


  “Typically, the assets accrued during your marriage would be split equally,” I say, doing the math in my head. Tonya’s looking at around nine million dollars, plus possible alimony, for eighteen months of marriage. “I guess there wasn’t a prenuptial agreement?” I say hopefully.


  Josh gives a wry laugh.


  I’m describing the information I’ll need—a list of his assets, any insight into Tonya’s accusations of adultery and mental cruelty, any behavior of hers that might point to deception—when he lays a hand on my arm. At his touch, I freeze. He looks into my eyes and I sit, mesmerized. I swallow hard. Josh and I stare at each other.


  Starbucks, its chit-chatting patrons, and the rainy street outside all fade away. I’m taken back nineteen years, to a boy and a girl in the woods. I feel lost, scared and hopeful. I’m so tempted to tilt forward and kiss him.


  “Give her what she wants,” says Josh. The spell breaks. I’m back in Starbucks. The windows are fogged up. For a moment, I’ve no clue what he’s talking about.


  “W—what do you mean?” I stammer. An instrumental version of Nirvana’s “About a Girl” is playing on the sound system. I wonder what Kurt Cobain would make of his songs turned to Muzak.


  Josh shakes his head. His eyes look cold and determined. “Tonya,” he says. “We’ll split things fifty-fifty and I’ll pay maintenance. Whatever.”


  “Are you sure?” I say. “I mean you were only married for eighteen months. If her accusations are unwarranted you might be able to get a better deal . . .”


  He cuts me off. “It doesn’t matter,” he says. There are faint lines around his eyes, which, if anything, make him even more attractive. He places his hand on mine. “I just want this over with, Toby.”


  With his hand on mine, it’s hard to think. I ought to pull my hand away, pull myself together. Instead, for way too long, I just sit there, enjoying the buzz his touch gives me. When he squeezes my hand, I take a deep breath. “Josh, I can file your divorce application,” I say. “But obviously, the papers can’t be served until we find Tonya.”


  Josh’s nostrils flare. He withdraws his hand and makes a fist. Abandoned on the table between us, my hand looks tiny and pale. “Don’t worry. She’ll show up,” says Josh.


  I want to believe him.


  CHAPTER FOUR:


  BFF


  I’m standing in the checkout line at Safeway when some women behind me start to bitch about how long it’s taking. I turn to look at them and do a double take. No way. It can’t be. And yet it is—the taller of the pair is Chantelle Orker, who was Tonya’s BFF at camp, a girl not quite as nasty as Tonya, but not for want of trying. I blink, trying to take this in. Another familiar face from that awful camp. Why are they all popping up now, like poisonous toadstools, when I haven’t seen them in going on two decades? Yet isn’t it always that way, like the second you notice some excruciating new trend—like mullet dresses—you’re bound to see them everywhere?


  I spin around, hoping to God she hasn’t seen me.


  “Like, could this line be any slower?” moans Chantelle.


  Her shrill voice takes me back to the age of fourteen, my short, scrawny frame clad in an oversized sweatshirt and a saggy-bummed tankini, which, according to the label, was made to fit ten-year-olds. I was standing on a rock overlooking Lake Philobee—otherwise known as Full-of-Pee—shivering.


  “I’m not jumping into that!” I said. “Look at the water! It’s mustard-colored!”


  “That’s the result of tannin. It’s totally natural!” said our group’s counsellor, Thelma, as though this were reason to celebrate.


  “So’s dysentery,” I said, but Thelma ignored me. Beside me, Quinn shifted from foot to foot in an effort to keep warm. While this passed for summer in Western Canada, in most of the world we’d have been wearing jackets instead of swimsuits.


  “Last one in is a rotten egg!” trilled Thelma. I shook my head in disgust. This might work on toddlers, but did she really expect it to motivate five teenaged girls?


  Yet strangely, it did. Chantelle Orker went first, which wasn’t surprising. She’d do anything to show off to Tonya and was constantly trying to prove how tough she was.


  “Who-hoo!” she yelled, when she popped up, spluttering. “That was awesome!”


  Liar liar panties on fire.


  Louise Dobson went next, although it was more a forlorn shuffle-off-the-plank than a jump. What a sorry-assed suck-up! If Thelma told her to drink from Lake Full-of-Pee she’d claim it tasted like apple juice.


  “I’m going,” said Quinn, and jumped. The traitor!


  That left me and Tonya on the rock. Tonya gave me a sneering once-over. “Nice swimsuit,” she hissed. “I had the same one when I was six. But I think you forgot your water-wings.”


  I pretended to sniff. “I think you forgot your deodorant.”


  Her icy eyes narrowed. Faced with Tonya’s dead-eyed sneer, being in that piss-yellow lake didn’t seem so bad. The rock felt too small. Maybe she had the same thought because she ripped off her fleece top.


  My stomach fell.


  She was wearing a bikini in a hideous but effective shade of neon green, her breasts like dayglow melons. There was no way I could disrobe with those twin orbs glowing beside me. The contrast between them and my teensy nubs would be too stark, my humiliation too apparent. If she was the Rockies, I was Manitoba. Eyes fixed on the murky depths of Lake Philobee, I stood frozen.


  “Come on! The boys are watching!” squealed Chantelle.


  I followed her gaze. She was right. Just when it couldn’t get worse. All the boys were watching us: obese Danny G and the jocks, Brock and Brent, tall skinny Luke, and smart serious Sam. And the Barton brothers, Josh and Mike, both too handsome to be real. My eyes snagged on Josh: red shorts and no shirt, a body straight off a sporting trophy. Thelma, meanwhile, was already swimming back to shore, freestyle.


  Moving so fast I didn’t see it coming, Tonya pulled down my swim bottoms and jumped, leaving me on full display. Skinny, bone white, nearly hairless.


  Shock and humiliation took my breath away. I couldn’t move, couldn’t think. I couldn’t save myself, as frozen as an ice sculpture.


  The sound of laughter snapped me out of my trance. “I told you she’s eight years old!” cried Tonya. Another shriek of mean laughter. “Helloooo, puberty?”


  I collapsed into the lake.


  “Clean up in aisle three,” says a loud metallic voice. “We need a cleanup in aisle three, please.”


  Without thinking, I glance down, relieved to see fitted black pants and a crisp cotton shirt instead of slack spandex. I exhale. Why, after all those years, can that memory still make my cheeks burn? It shouldn’t matter. And compared to what Tonya did later, that morning in the lake was nothing. And yet . . . I feel nauseous just thinking about it.


  Glancing back, I see Chantelle watching me through narrowed eyes. Oh no. She’s recognized me. “Huh. I don’t believe it!” Beneath bleached floppy bangs, she makes a sour face. “Toby Parsons?”


  I swallow hard. Parsons is my dad’s surname. I had it legally changed to my mom’s maiden name when I turned nineteen. Since he left us, I didn’t want to be saddled with his name. “It’s Toby Wong now,” I say. “But yes, it’s me.” I fight the urge to drop my shopping basket and run. “How’s it going, Chantelle?”


  She looks me up and down. “You look the same.”


  I know this isn’t a compliment but pretend to smile. “Thanks.” Nobody could say the same for her. Back at camp, she was tall but thin, with straggly brown hair and bad highlights. She’s now five-ten and solid, with thick, muscly limbs and no waist, like a former weight-lifter gone to seed, her hair flat in front and shaved in back. Her neck has gotten thick. Unchanged are her calculating blue eyes and square chin, plus her horsy teeth, now framed by too bright lipstick. She’s also the same odd orangey color I remember so well— both she and Tonya were addicted to fake tanner.
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