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Praise for Brooke Lea Foster’s On Gin Lane



“Set on the tony East End of Long Island where the beautiful people play, On Gin Lane encapsulates the very best of historical fiction, delving into timeless questions about the traditional expectations of women versus the challenges and rewards of pursuing a creative career. An exciting, fast-paced, enchanting read.”

—Fiona Davis, New York Times bestselling author of The Magnolia Palace

“What a lovely summer novel! […] The exquisite care given to vintage detail in this novel was utterly captivating—I felt like I was eating tomato sandwiches, bumping into romantic rivals at the Maidstone Club, and dancing in the street in my espadrilles.”

—Elin Hilderbrand, #1 New York Times bestselling author of The Hotel Nantucket

“Brooke Lea Foster brilliantly captures a bygone era in this sparkling tale of self-discovery that has it all: mystery, romance, and life-changing friendship. On Gin Lane is the perfect summer escape.”

—Jamie Brenner, bestselling author of Blush

“On Gin Lane begins as a languid, sensual glimpse into the lives of women in the late 1950s until a shocking event—and the ensuing investigation—ratchets up the tension. The book is at once a page-turner that kept me reading into the night, and a reminder of the importance of carving out a place for ourselves, whether it is by creating art or finding where we belong.”

—Janet Skeslien Charles, New York Times bestselling author of The Paris Library

“If you’re looking to dive into historical fiction this summer, look no further than Brooke Lea Foster’s On Gin Lane.”

—Town & Country

“On Gin Lane first seduces with everything readers want in a sun-drenched tale: glamorous and colorful characters, evocative settings, and enough secrets to topple a town. But as our heroine battles a suspicious fire, fiancé, and social circle, author Foster slyly starts adding all the heady thrills of a modern-day Rebecca to the intoxicating mix. An un-put-downable, irresistible summer read.”

—Natalie Jenner, author of the international bestseller The Jane Austen Society and Bloomsbury Girls

“In this atmospheric new novel, Brooke Lea Foster explores the glittering and bohemian world of the Hamptons in the 1950s—and the dark underbelly that her protagonist never could have imagined. A page-turning mix of historical fiction and coming-of-age, readers will devour On Gin Lane, and its lessons of self-discovery and following one’s heart will remain long after the final page. An utterly enchanting tale.”

—Kristy Woodson Harvey, New York Times bestselling author of Under the Southern Sky

“The glitzy late ’50s Hamptons sparkles like a coupe of champagne in this tantalizing novel from the talented Brooke Lea Foster…. A delightfully complex tale of deceit, social maneuvering, and self-determination that will have you cheering for the gutsy main character as she fights for the right to control her own fate.”

—Kristin Harmel, New York Times bestselling author of The Forest of Vanishing Stars

“Brooke Lea Foster pivots from Martha’s Vineyard to the Hamptons for another perceptive beach drama. On Gin Lane expertly builds out the various characters, revealing the ugly truths hidden by their wealth and social status. This story of a young woman’s self-discovery captivates.”

—Publishers Weekly

“An engaging story that pairs a strong, female protagonist’s self-discovery with vivid descriptions of both setting and characters throughout.”

—Booklist

“Prepare to pack your beach bag this summer with the ultimate historical summer read from Brooke Lea Foster.”

—Women.com

“On Gin Lane takes readers to a beautiful location. We can smell the ocean, we are poolside for Bellinis and luncheons, and on the courts for daily tennis matches. But behind the aesthetically pleasing atmosphere, there are cracks and lies in the façade. […] What other lies, misleading untruths, and fraud are behind all the glamour? It’s a perfect summer read for the pool or beach.”

—Chick Lit Central






Praise for Brooke Lea Foster’s Summer Darlings



“I was immediately seduced by Summer Darlings. Foster cleverly conceals her characters’ deceits and betrayal beneath a stunning, sun-spangled surface, and Martha’s Vineyard is portrayed with glamorous period detail. This is one terrific summer read.”

—Elin Hilderbrand, #1 New York Times bestselling author of The Hotel Nantucket

“A perfect summer book, packed with posh people, glamour, mystery, and one clever, brave, young nanny. This book just might be the most fun you’ll have all summer.”

—Nancy Thayer, New York Times bestselling author of Surfside Sisters

“Engrossing… Foster’s musings on money and class, along with her believable depictions of over-the-top behavior, elevate this tale above typical summer fare.”

—Publishers Weekly

“Innocent intrigue segues into a love triangle—and goes out with a blackmail-backstabbing bang.”

—People

“Beautifully written and richly detailed—it pulled me in from the very first page. Heddy is an unforgettable heroine, and I’ll be recommending this book to everyone I know.”

—Sarah Pekkanen, #1 New York Times bestselling author of You Are Not Alone

“Foster has written a coming-of-age story that exposes the sparkling glamour and dark underbelly of the haves and have-nots in the 1960s. Summer Darlings is utterly atmospheric and compelling.”

—Julia Kelly, author of The Last Garden in England and The Light Over London

“I was swept away by Summer Darlings and its fiercely unforgettable heroine, Heddy Winsome. This perfect summer read blends it all: intrigue, romance, a gilded atmosphere, and gorgeous writing.”

—Entertainment Weekly

“A fresh new voice in historical fiction! Filled with 1960s nostalgia and a host of deftly drawn characters, this is a novel that gives us an intimate look at the world of privilege, proving once again that money does not buy happiness.”

—Renée Rosen, bestselling author of Park Avenue Summer

“The enchanting beaches, dazzling parties, and elusive social circles of Brooke Lea Foster’s 1962 Martha’s Vineyard carry secrets and twists that keep us breathless. A delicious read filled with an acute sense of place and unexpected discoveries about class, status, and ambition.”

—Marjan Kamali, bestselling author of The Stationery Shop

“Summer Darlings has all the ingredients of a delightfully fizzy beach cocktail: A spunky, working-class Wellesley student determined to make her mark, the deceptively ‘perfect’ wealthy couple that employs her, two alluring suitors, and a bombshell movie star with a heart of gold. If you like your summer escapism with a nostalgic splash of Mad Men–era glamour, you’ll love this surprisingly twisty debut.”

—Karen Dukess, author of The Last Book Party

“A delicious romp through mid-century Martha’s Vineyard replete with movie stars, sun-drenched beaches, and fancy outings to the club. Summer Darlings is about the human desire to strive toward something more, and the strength a woman will find within herself when she listens to her inner voice.”

—Susie Orman Schnall, author of We Came Here to Shine and The Subway Girls

“The romantic entanglements and the scandalous exploits of the rich and entitled makes this suitable for a quick beach read.”

—Booklist

“This luminous novel feels like the summer you first fell in love. This unputdownable novel sparkles with wit and insight, captures the Vineyard’s beauty, and, most of all, reveals Heddy with truth and tenderness.”

—Luanne Rice, New York Times bestselling author of Last Day

“A taut portrait of money and social status, and of a young woman navigating her place in the world. Foster offers a glittering glimpse into the private lives of New England’s elite families, while exposing the dark underbelly of privilege. I couldn’t stop turning the pages until I had reached the breathless, satisfying conclusion.”

—Meredith Jaeger, author of Boardwalk Summer and The Dressmaker’s Dowry

“A solid beach read.”

—Library Journal
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To John, my best friend






“Think about me every now and then, old friend.”

—John Lennon’s last words to Paul McCartney, just before Lennon’s death.








Chapter One

June 1977

Thea set the vegetable platter she’d prepared on the covered picnic table, the din of cocktail party conversation humming around her. Her friend Midge had just arrived, forty-five-minutes late and without an apology. Thea pretended not to notice. Instead, she asked her: “Midge, do you ever feel like your life is a watercolor painting blurring at the edges?”

It was mid-June in East Hampton, and Thea and her husband, Felix, had a lucky break in the weather for her thirtieth birthday party. All the guests mingled on the brick patio of their pretty yellow Victorian with its wide-open views of shimmering Gardiners Bay, dusk settling in. It was just after seven o’clock. A “Happy Birthday” banner hung over the back door.

“Midge?”

Her friend had spun around to greet someone else while holding a tray of appetizers she’d brought. Thea pretended to be interested in the two women’s conversation about a rude housekeeper. It was probably better that Midge hadn’t heard Thea. She and Midge didn’t talk about the “malcontents,” as Thea had come to think of the thoughts that sometimes popped into her head lately; theirs was a friendship based on a shared love of racquetball, their kids, and the soaps. And how could Thea say something negative when all these nice people had come to celebrate her? She needed to smile. Even if she was having one of those moments when she felt like she was playing a part in someone else’s movie rather than the lead in her own.

Midge finished her conversation and turned to Thea.

“You told me deviled eggs were your favorite, but I sprinkled them with cumin rather than paprika,” Midge said, handing off the platter. She had straight auburn hair and freckled skin and was always dressed in some variation of a frilly top, big necklace, and Bermuda shorts, a cute look, thanks to her elfin nose and round pixie face. “Your mother used to make them for you, right?”

Had Thea talked to Midge about her mother? Perhaps one night after a few drinks.

“Yes, she did. Thank you!” Thea, standing there in her denim bell-bottoms and floral blouse, tucked her long, wavy blond hair behind her ear and reached for one of the eggs. The taste of the cumin transported Thea to an image of the Beatles emerging out of an Indian ashram back in 1968. Thea had so badly wanted to travel back then. She’d spent one year at junior college upstate, but she’d never gone anywhere other than New York.

“Oh, Midge. You’re such a good friend.” Thea smiled, hugging Midge just as someone turned up the record player: “Hooked on a Feeling” by B. J. Thomas. She and Midge had gone to high school together but hadn’t become friends until they were both chasing after their toddlers at the playground in Sag Harbor.

Midge’s husband, the financier George Bells, hadn’t been spending weekends at the beach as much lately, and when Thea asked her about it last week, Midge had snapped at her. Thea didn’t dare ask her where George was tonight. Midge nodded at the spread of food Thea had put out. “You should experiment with new recipes like I do. Obviously, these dishes look wonderful, but during the week…”

“I should,” Thea said. Midge was always lecturing her to try new things, like the pu pu platter at the new Chinese place in Southampton. But they both knew that she wouldn’t. Thea loved the long-held traditions of summer. Like everyone else who called these shores home, she held on fiercely to memories of July corn slathered in butter, lobster bakes in August, walks down the tidy streets of charming old towns, and annual events like July Fourth parades. Everyone here, except maybe Midge, wanted every single summer to feel as special (and as similar) as the last one. These would be a glowy three months filled with crisp white wine at sunset, sandy sandwiches, oceanfront barbecues, and juicy berries picked ripe from the vine. The promise of an East Hampton summer was why Thea endured the icy winds of January, the muddy tracks of April.

Thea’s husband, Felix, walked over to them. He was already tanned, thanks to his love of gardening, even though there had been only a handful of warm days in May. Felix had the tortoiseshell glasses and austere confidence of an intellectual, but a down-to-earth nature that made everyone want to befriend him. Thea thought he was the perfect mix of hard and soft: he had inherited the expansive mind of his artist mother, and the hearty masculinity of his Norwegian immigrant father. Leaning down, he popped a kiss on Thea’s smooth cheek. “Can you believe she’s thirty?”

“And I’ve got the puckering thighs to prove it,” Thea laughed, self-conscious that she’d put on a few pounds recently. She’d started jogging and promised herself she’d cut back on the ice cream, even if it was summer.

Felix playfully squeezed a fleshy part of her hip; he was still handsome, with that slender frame, those long, boyish eyelashes. “You look like you did when I first met you.”

Thea wasn’t sure how she felt about turning thirty. Some days she felt like her youth was slipping away from her. If her twenties had been defined by becoming a mother, what would her thirties be? She’d always wanted to go back to school and earn her degree, but it was too late for anything like that now. Imagine the embarrassment wandering around campus with kids the age of her babysitter?

“Your birthday is next,” Midge said to Felix. His milestone was at the end of the summer.

“Shall we have another party for you, honey?” Thea sipped her chardonnay, squeezing his hand. “Maybe a vacation somewhere?” Maybe that is what she had actually wanted, she thought. A hotel room and a bubble bath. A nice dinner out.

Felix scratched the part of his temple where his hair still curled even though it was cut short. “My perfect thirty would be Thea and Penny gifting me time to start that novel I have bouncing around. Thea would have a steak waiting for me and one of those ice cream cakes from Carvel, and Penny would beg to eat ice cream for dinner, and I’d say ‘Yes!’ ”

It was sweet, but they both knew what he really wanted for his birthday was a second baby.

“A weekend I can give you,” Thea laughed, popping another deviled egg, dabbing her lips with a napkin. Since she’d met Felix ten years ago, she’d supported him emotionally and financially through graduate school, then through his rise as an editor at a local publishing house. Some days he’d get home, loosen his tie, and put on a record by the Rolling Stones, while complaining that he could write a better book than some of the novelists trying to sell their work. Someday I’m going to do it, he’d say, and Thea would encourage him, while wondering if it would ever be her turn to go after something she wanted.

Besides another baby, of course.

The phone was ringing, and Felix excused himself to answer it, letting the screen door slam behind him. In that moment, Thea noticed a sailboat gliding into the harbor. It wasn’t uncommon for exploring sailors to push into the small, shimmering inlet of Gardiners Bay that faced Thea and Felix’s house, but few ever stopped to moor for more than a few hours for swimming. She wondered what the boat was doing in the harbor at this hour, the white sails flapping in the breeze.

It was getting late, and she needed to serve dinner. Teetering in her wedge heels, Thea went into the kitchen to get the lasagna. From upstairs, she could hear Felix in a discussion with an author. All day she’d busied herself with her to-do list for the party, trying not to think about those that wouldn’t be there to celebrate. Her mother, whose grave she’d visited yesterday. Her sister, Cara, who couldn’t afford the ticket from California. Her old summer friend, Margot, who she still missed, even after all that had transpired between them. All three had known Thea when she was nineteen or twenty; it saddened her that only her sister would know her at thirty.

Thea removed the foil off the salad, pretty rows of cucumbers and tomatoes arranged in concentric circles, and while admiring her handiwork, she smelled smoke. “No! No! No!” Thea yelled, rushing about to get a hand towel to fan the gray plumes coming from the oven. Using an oven mitt, she pulled out the lasagna, the noodles charred.

“Dammit!” she said. She opened the window higher and called through to Midge. “Can you help me a second?”

Midge’s cheeks were flushed with punch when she came inside. Quickly assessing the scene, Midge said: “No one really cares about sitting down to dinner anyway.”

Thea pressed her hand against her face, trying to pretend she didn’t have a burnt lasagna with twenty-five hungry people outside. Had her tears smudged her mascara? She probably had black circles around her eyes like the guy in The Rocky Horror Picture Show. “Midge, I told everyone there would be food.”

“It’s fine. Come outside and have fun,” Midge said, pushing open the squeaky screen door and stepping out. Dismissed. That’s how it was with Midge.

When Felix had asked her a month before what she’d wanted for her birthday, Thea had said a big party. She hadn’t had one since she was eighteen, when her mother brought her and a few friends roller skating up island, and thirty seemed like a year worth marking. But what Thea hadn’t considered was that having a party meant she would do all the work. Thea wished that Felix had reached out to Midge early on, that Midge had taken over the details. It was something Thea would have done for her friend. She would have insisted that Midge relax on the night of her birthday. She would have hosted the party at her house. Felix hadn’t done anything other than buy beer and toss it in ice in a cooler.

Thea fiddled with the pendant hanging from her neck. Should she order pizzas? She peeked outside the kitchen window to look at the patio table where the crudité platter she’d made was still half-full. There were pigs in a blanket, cheese and crackers, and shrimp cocktail. Then, of course, there was the platter of Midge’s deviled eggs. No one was really eating anyway. We still have cake, Thea thought. Her birthday party could still be lovely. She wished Felix would hang up on whoever he was talking to. For a second, she considered cutting the phone line with a pair of kitchen shears.

“Mama, I’m sleepy,” Penny suddenly said, tugging on Thea’s jeans, the smell of the charred lasagna overwhelming the kitchen. Thea had let her daughter stay up watching The Love Boat and whatever else came on in the living room, which probably wasn’t the best idea. But with Felix on the phone, she’d have to put Penny to bed herself. Cake would have to wait.

As she tucked Penny in, Thea heard the sound of laughter outside. Someone else’s good time. Penny announced she needed to go potty. She begged Thea to sing her a song. Then she wanted Thea to rub her forehead. It was so hard for Thea to say no, so she sat there feeling a bit like a prisoner. She didn’t want to make her daughter cry. Not tonight.

Downstairs, after Penny had finally settled, Thea tossed the lasagna in the trash, then carried the chocolate cake she’d baked herself outside. The frosting was beginning to melt.

The partygoers clapped as she set it down. Midge was right: no one seemed to care about dinner. A light on the horizon caught her eye. It was the sailboat, lazily rocking from side to side in the calm harbor. A single glow from the cabin, another from the back deck. Who would park overnight in someone’s private inlet?

Thea began to slice the cake, serving each wedge on a paper plate with confetti printed on it. She cut herself the last piece, joining a group of friends at the picnic table. She was thirty now, a grown-up. So why was she so upset that no one thought to sing?






Chapter Two

“You’re as pretty as a parakeet.” Thea kissed the top of her daughter’s smooth hair after braiding it. The six-year-old was a dead ringer for her father, the dimple in her left cheek deep and rounded like Felix’s. When they first met, Thea loved to make her husband smile, just so she could insert the tip of her finger into his dimple. She loved that dimple on her little girl now, even if sometimes she wished that Penny had a little more of Thea in her. When perfect strangers told Thea that her daughter looked like her, she saw nothing but Felix’s charisma, his curious eyes, his desire to take things apart and put them back together.

What Thea and her little girl shared was the ability to focus and observe in quiet: The two of them could hunt minnows for hours. They kept logs of the phases of the moon and lay in the grass searching for four-leaf clovers. They pet their rescue dog Bee’s belly, or “Old Girl,” as they called her now, and laughed when she shook her leg. Sometimes Thea set up a still life scene—a vase with flowers, a book, a clock—and they’d draw it. Other times they caught fireflies and tried to draw those as they flickered. It was like magic when they spent days like this, and it was so different from the ones where Penny threw a tantrum and Thea grew so overwhelmed with her daughter that she’d pretend to use the bathroom and cry into a musty bath towel while ignoring her daughter’s shrieks outside the door.

“Can you put carrots, crackers, and pepperoni in my lunch?” Penny said, trying to hold a bundle of dolls without dropping them while brushing her teeth. Her daughter was also a bit of a list maker. Perhaps that was something else she got from Thea. A desire to feel like you were getting things done. Felix sometimes looked at Penny’s morning list—the items led with: make bed, eat breakfast, feed Bee—and her husband would wink at Penny. “This is why women should rule the world,” he’d tell her.

Thea had to stop herself from saying aloud the malcontent that popped into her head. Stop patronizing our daughter like you actually believe she might be president someday. No matter what Gloria Steinem says or does, women are still at home. Doing everything but what they really want.

Today was Penny’s first day of summer camp. And as Thea flipped the French toast on the griddle, she looked out over the calm blue inlet. There was the same sailboat, gently bobbing in the harbor, the gleam of its shiny steel captain’s wheel catching the sun. Not only was the boat built of polished teak wood with crisp white cushions positioned in a right-angled U at the back, it had a cabin below with a mysterious name painted on the shiny wooden back: Dalliance, New York, New York. She half expected a leggy Italian model to emerge from it.

She’d considered rowing out to the boat, telling the mysterious sailor that this wasn’t Three Mile Harbor where yachts moored off the marina. This was a residential inlet, across from the privately owned Gardiners Island and inland from the choppy mouth of the Atlantic Ocean. With the exception of one other house on the crescent of land that curved moonlike around to their small, grassy backyard, the harbor was quiet and still and their own.

“It’s always sunny on the hill,” the realtor had playfully sung out to her and Felix when they stood in this spot in the kitchen seven years before, asking particulars about the appliances, opening and closing kitchen cabinets, inquiring about the age of the windows. Felix was beginning his job as an editor at a small publishing house in Sag Harbor. Thea’s stomach rounded to a ball that winter, their hopes pinned only on their future together. Even after purchasing the house, they still sang the silly song sometimes. The tune—and the house—had become a symbol of all that was right about them.

Thea wondered how her modest yellow Victorian looked from the bow of the sailboat. Even if it was much smaller than the grand old-money estates near the ocean, she and Felix counted their house the loveliest. It had a small private dock where Felix kept two canoes, as well as a floating wooden platform for swimming. Penny had only recently made it to the dock on her own while swimming the doggie paddle, and Thea had sat on the platform cheering when a funny thought crossed her mind. She wanted to be little again, all those unlived years ahead of her daughter, all those dreams with plenty of time to chase.

Yesterday afternoon, when her sister Cara called to wish her a happy birthday, Thea had pulled the telephone into the blackness of the coat closet so the only thing she could hear was Cara’s voice coming through the line. It was how she preferred to talk to her, like they were still little girls in their old bedroom, lying on their backs and whispering in the dark. “Everyone is telling me how great your thirties are,” Thea said, trying to sound chipper, despite the fact that the shearling of her winter coat kept itching at her nose. “Even the dentist said that women don’t get wrinkles until forty, and he stares at people’s faces all day long.”

“Well, I expect to work long into my fifties, even if that means I have to play a grandmother,” Cara laughed. She was waitressing in Los Angeles and reading for bit parts in movies. Her most famous role was a mother giving a child a bath in a Mr. Bubble advertisement. “You know who is thirty and looks amazing? Farrah Fawcett.”

“Wow. She’s thirty?” Thea ran her hand down her thigh in the dark, imagining for a moment her legs were as fabulous. “I mean, thirty is good, right? No, it will be great. I definitely feel better than I did at twenty.”

“At twenty, that summer with Margot… you were a mess, and I was a ten-year-old following you around. Don’t you remember?”

“Was I? Were you? But I didn’t have mortgage payments to manage or a child to raise.” I didn’t have memories of practicing an alibi while drifting on a boat in the dark.

“But you love your house and you love Penny. Why don’t you come visit me? A little sunshine, palm trees.”

“You think Los Angeles fixes everything.” There was a hint of sarcasm in her tone. And still, Thea did imagine folding her clothes into neat stacks into Felix’s blue leather suitcase, buying a new bikini, and wearing it on a beach in Malibu.

Her sister snorted. “California does fix everything.”

They’d hung up, and even as her birthday came and went, one thought stayed with her: oh, how she wished she was twenty again. She’d been thinking of her younger self in the oddest moments, like when she tucked her daughter into bed last night and was overcome with the memory of when her mother did the same to her, even if the image of her mother’s face sometimes felt out of focus. She missed her mother, an ache that formed just before she and Felix had met, but which persisted to this day. To be motherless was to be unmoored, like that sailboat drifting in the harbor.



Thea returned to her house on the hill after taking Penny to camp. Penny, who was excited to make macaroni necklaces with a camp counselor, even if it meant she’d be separated from her mom all day. For the moment, Thea ignored the breakfast dishes and left the laundry to pile up. Because she’d decided, without mentioning anything to Felix or Midge or anyone else, that the first thing she planned to accomplish in her thirtieth year was to get a job. It wasn’t about the money; they lived fine on his salary. In fact, she hadn’t worked since she had Penny. She’d focused on getting Felix settled into his career and on raising their little girl: nursing and bottle-feeding and trying to get her to nap, and, in later years, teaching her how to read or bake chocolate chip cookies, taking her to the playground or leading her Daisy troop in a community service project.

Yesterday, though, the morning after her birthday party, she’d woken with a deep sadness pulling up from her solar plexus. With Penny in front of the TV and Felix reading outside, she had dialed her sister, but Cara hadn’t picked up. After trudging down into the basement and tossing a load of clothes into the washer, she’d collapsed into the laundry pile on the cool concrete floors, the stale clothes smelling sour, and wondered: Is this all there is? Because what was she in this life other than the mortar that kept the house glued together?

Thea wondered if she just got out of the house more, if her days weren’t built only around making lunches or tending the vegetable garden, beating the summer crowds at Bohack’s market or building the menu for a Friday night barbecue, she’d feel less restless.

After fixing herself a piece of toast with the radio tuned to the news, she climbed the stairs to a desk positioned under the slanted ceilings of the third-floor bedroom where Felix often took calls with authors. She’d started coming up here lately, appreciating how blank the room was, how there was never anything that needed to be tidied. She thumbed through the Classified ads. Cabana boy at the Maidstone. Fryer at John’s Drive-In.

Through the small square window above the wobbly wooden desk, her eyes were once again distracted by the sailboat. Looking for a flicker of movement in her sightline, a hint that someone was inside. But since the cabin light on the night of her party, there was no change in the height of the American flag flapping off the back, no towel drying on the rails.

Thea returned to the Classifieds.

Person of Interest needs someone local to assist in high-profile operations; creative thinkers encouraged.

Could she be counted as a creative or a thinker? She was mostly a woman who kept cantaloupe cut in Tupperware in the refrigerator, who kept clothes folded neatly in her daughter’s drawers, who went to the library every Monday to return and check out books. Waitress at a clam bar. Lifeguard at Gin Beach. She crossed both out with a Flair pen.

“What’s wrong with you?” Felix had asked her this morning after she huffed that he hadn’t cleared his dish from the breakfast table.

“Nothing, I’m fine,” she said, forcing a smile as he’d kissed her neck softly, a tenderness she couldn’t resent him for. How could she tell him she still thought of the baby that had been forming inside her only months before? How she wondered whether the child’s face had hints of Penny’s button nose, the reddish-brown hair of her mother. She didn’t want another baby, she wanted that baby, and once she’d lost it, it was hard to imagine trying to create another one in its place. It was like trying to pretend your aunt was actually your mother, using a warm body to fill the emptiness of the one that left you behind.

Outside in the harbor, a head popped out of the boat, a small-framed figure wearing a navy baseball cap. It was a woman with a delicate shape, a red tank top tucked into dungarees. The stranger pulled on a thick rope attached to the mooring, and for a moment Thea smiled to herself: the stranger was finally leaving.

Thea went back to the Classified ad about a local in “high-profile operations.” It had piqued her interest. There wasn’t a phone number, only a P.O. Box. Opening the drawer, she pulled out a note card and wrote: Dear Sir, I’ve lived in East Hampton since I was born. I know most local businesses and I can draw, if that’s helpful. Thank you. She sealed the envelope, addressed it, and would post it on her way to pick up Penny. Thea had vowed to start drawing more often this summer. She’d even picked up a fresh set of shading pencils and a sketchbook with firm pages. But every time she sat down to draw, she heard a critical voice say: What is the point? She’d spent years attempting elaborate scenes of the sea, painting watercolors of beach roses growing along the dunes, but she’d never felt confident enough to sell them at the annual summer art fair. Instead, a few summers back, she’d gathered the abandoned pile of old paintings in the garage and driven them to the town dump.

A noise rattled a floorboard downstairs.

Thea rested her pen on the paper. Listening with the intensity of her dog, Bee, who also lifted her head, Thea heard another creak. Then a faucet turned on, the echo of the pipe traveling up to the third floor where she sat. Was the sound coming from the kitchen or a bathroom? She couldn’t tell. Bee—who had the ears of a Beagle, the tail of a German Shepherd—flew down the steps, ready to greet any intruder with welcoming licks.

“Hello?” Thea rose cautiously from her wooden swivel chair and leaned over the third-floor landing, her eyes looking for answers in the beige carpeted hallway. Felix was at the office. Perhaps their handyman was finally stopping by to fix that leaky basement pipe.

Her movement down the honey-colored wood stairs was slow and deliberate, her ears waiting for another sound, a voice. She wasn’t scared, not really, not in this resort town where nothing ever happened. Yet she was certain that someone who hadn’t knocked or announced themselves was in her house.

As she rounded the bend of the second-floor hallway, Thea reached for the first thing she could find: a toilet plunger they kept in the hall bath.

“Hello?” she called again.

A woman cleared her throat downstairs in the kitchen. Most definitely a woman.

Thea raised the plunger over her shoulder like a baseball bat, ready to swing, as she came down the last few steps. Perhaps it was the woman on the boat. Had she opened the drawer to fetch a butcher knife? What if the woman was poised to rob her? What if Thea wasn’t at the four p.m. pickup for Penny, and her daughter began to cry, fear in her round eyes, because her mother never returned?

“Thea,” someone whispered from the next room. “I don’t want to frighten you.”

“Who’s there?” She raised the plunger higher, her pearl necklace stuck to her glistening neck.

“It’s me.” The woman’s voice was quiet.

Thea rounded the green living room couches, passing through the formal dining room, ready to whack whoever was there.

When she stepped into her sunny kitchen, Thea dropped the plunger, the rubber bouncing off the wood floors in the silence. The thorny parts of her past barreled right into the present, slamming into the center of her chest like she’d stepped in front of a car.

A waif of a woman sat at Thea’s table, a half-empty glass of water on the placemat in front of her. Thea placed a hand against the doorjamb to steady herself, the heavy feeling lingering in her chest. The air felt too warm suddenly, stifling even with the windows open.

It had been ten years since she’d seen her. And now Margot Lazure was here. In person. Sitting in her kitchen as though a day hadn’t passed between them, sipping a glass of water that she’d helped herself to.

Thea remained completely still. “What are you doing here?”

Margot’s long blond hair had been cut into a choppy bob, the blunt cut creating an uneven line under her Yankees baseball hat. It was severe compared to the long, flowing skirts and handmade sack dresses she once wore, the multiple strands of simple beaded necklaces that had hung from her neck. They’d been replaced with faded Lee jeans, a red-striped tank cut low into her modest cleavage.

Her friend opened her pert little mouth and said, “I’m—,” before pressing her lips back together. While Thea couldn’t be sure what Margot was about to say, it had looked like the beginning of “I’m sorry.” Which would be more than appropriate.

The tiny muscles in Thea’s right eyelid began to twitch, and she rubbed at them as though she might rub the discomfort away. Her brain wasn’t working right, and she struggled with what to say. “I thought you’d call me on my birthday, not just show up here like this,” Thea said.

Margot’s face brightened. “That’s right. Happy birthday. Thirty!”

Bee wagged her tail at the stranger, and Margot pet her fluffy ears. Was it possible for a dog to remember someone it hadn’t sniffed or seen for ten years?

“Well, are you going to explain yourself?” Thea didn’t care that she sounded short. “Why are you sitting in my kitchen right now?”

Margot cleared her throat. “I just, well, I needed to see you, and I wasn’t sure you’d let me in.” She swallowed once more.

Thea had written her off when she didn’t return her letters several years ago, and even if she daydreamed about a reunion, she’d long ago given up the fantasy of one. They’d separated because they’d needed to leave behind the memory of that awful summer night; because staying close friends meant having to relive the very thing they were trying to forget.

A dull ache escalated from the front of Thea’s head—what the psychologist who she’d met with once had deemed her “worry spots.” Her senses were overloaded with the reality of Margot’s arrival. That it was just the two of them, the clock sliding to ten in the morning.

“I had a really fun party for my birthday, but Cara couldn’t make it.” Thea needed to say something, the silence pressing in on them. “What did you do for your thirtieth?”

“Monte Carlo.” Margot shrugged. “But I’m sure your party was much better.”

“Doubtful.” Thea stopped herself from rolling her eyes.

Just below her shoulder, Margot had an ugly bruise the size of a plum, deep purple with blue streaks. She licked her lips once, pressing them inward, noting Thea’s eyes on her skin, placing a hand protectively on the part of her arm that was hurt. But if she’d really wanted to hide it, Thea thought, she would have worn a long-sleeve shirt.

Thea looked out at the technicolor sky, wishing she could swoop away like the chickadees outside her window. Margot was in some kind of trouble, it wasn’t hard to see, and it had left Thea with a wormy feeling in her stomach. “I don’t understand you or this or anything right now. I can’t figure out why you’re here.”

Margot took off her baseball cap, tucked her hair behind her ears, each lobe studded with a diamond. “I’m sorry. I’m being rude. First, tell me how you’ve been? You and Felix?”

A pang of heartache flashed through Thea, that gnawing sensation she used to get whenever she felt Margot wasn’t being entirely truthful. “Fine, great. We have a daughter.”

A knowingness crossed Margot’s blue eyes. It was where her and Margot’s looks differed: while they both had light hair and fair skin, Thea’s eyes were hazel, her skin freckled, while Margot was alabaster, like one of those porcelain dolls her mother used to collect.

“Penny,” Margot said.

“Yes.”

Thea’s fingers curled over the backrest of the kitchen chair. She wondered how long Margot had been in the house then, since she’d always been very comfortable moving through other people’s houses, handling other people’s things. Did she know Penny’s name because she’d already climbed the stairs to Penny’s room and seen her name on her glittery jewelry box? It was within reason that she’d padded down the hall and stood in front of Margot and Felix’s modest bed, that she climbed the stairs on tiptoe to the third floor, watching as Thea penned an answer to the Classified ad.

Thea ran her hands down the seams of her denim cutoff shorts while trying to decide what she should do or say next. The coffeepot was still on, and it would seem less awkward if she could take a drink as they talked, the movement a distraction from the intense volley of emotions ping-ponging around her.

“Would you like a cup of coffee?” Thea nodded at the Black & Decker. How many cups of coffee had she had with other women in this kitchen since the last time she saw Margot? At least a hundred, she surmised, and she counted few of them as close as she’d once counted Margot. Her mind flashed back to them driving Margot’s Mercedes to Montauk, the radio blasting and the windows down. How they’d pricked their fingertips with a discarded fishhook they’d found on the beach by the lighthouse, pressing the pads of their fingers together and promising to remain best friends. “Let’s agree to always be there for each other, no matter what,” Thea had said, and Margot had smiled and repeated: “No matter what.”

Thea brought Margot the coffee, a pitcher of cream, and her treasured crystal bowl, a wedding gift from her old boss at the record store, the shop where Margot and Thea once worked. “I’m not sure how you take it,” she said, realizing that she didn’t really know anything about her anymore.

Margot stirred in a sugar cube. “It’s nice being together again, isn’t it?”

The way she said it irked Thea. It was so Margot to act as though nothing had ever happened and that Thea should forgive her long absence in an instant. She wouldn’t.

“Stop avoiding the question, Margot.”

Margot gulped the coffee in a way that belied her years of finishing school, like she was completely unaware of the strange reality of the situation. “Can I just hand you a big crystal ball, so you can watch my life as a movie? With a disco music soundtrack.”

“I don’t care for disco,” Thea said, folding her arms across her chest.

The charm in Margot’s face vanished into the steam over her coffee. “Okay, fine. Have it your way and we’ll stay angry. I’m here because of my husband. Willy.”

After that summer when Margot disappeared from her life and East Hampton in general, Thea had heard things about her comings and goings in the gossip columns. She certainly read the snippets published around the time she’d married William Crane, a restauranteur in Manhattan who the FBI had once investigated for having ties to the mob. Thea also knew that Margot’s mother had gotten her daughter a job in the Fashions & Styles section at the New York Herald newspaper, only to be embarrassed when Margot stopped showing up for work. Thea had seethed with jealousy from afar at how easily Margot had thrown it away. Thea had even seen a photograph of her in Vogue. She was in the background of a party in Cannes, wearing a sunhat, a long floral sundress, and aviator sunglasses, the photo capturing her wide smile with her perfect row of teeth. She’d flitted through a carefree, glamorous life in New York, while Thea had settled into the shadows of a quiet town and spent mornings with other housewives, drinking Earl Grey.

Still, no one knew the kinds of things that Thea knew about Margot, the lies that Thea had caught her in.

“What about Willy?” Thea turned on the radio, needing a break in the quiet.

Margot folded her hands on the table. “Well, Willy is in deep. I need your help, but…”

“But you feel bad asking for it considering you haven’t tried to contact me in all these years.” Thea plated a few shortbread cookies, walking the biscuits over to the table. “Well, I agree. It’s pretty lousy showing up like this.”

Margot stared into her coffee. “You were my best friend, Thea. Do you know that I drove out here once? I parked in front of your house, watching you cradle Penny in your arms on the porch. But I couldn’t get out of the car. Why would I mess all this up for you? Remember what my mother used to say about me?”

If there was fire, Margot would find it. Of course Thea remembered. But she never saw her as calamitous as that. Other than that one fateful night, she’d had nothing but fun with Margot, and she imagined Margot approaching her porch steps years ago. How much she could have benefited from the reemergence of an old friend during those lonesome early days of motherhood when her only company was Joni Mitchell’s album Blue.

Oh, I wish I had a river…

“You left, Margot. You left me alone after everything that happened.”

They sat in the quiet drone of the radio. Thea rose to wash the breakfast dishes, keeping the water on a weak flow so she could hear Margot’s eventual response.

“I treated you badly. You’re right. But you’re not innocent. You share the same story.”

Thea switched off the water, turning and resting her back against the sink, wiping her hands dry on a clean white dishcloth. The back of her throat began to burn. “I thought none of it ever happened,” Thea said, watching Margot as she sat up straighter against the rough cane of the chair. “Isn’t that what your mother told us?” Margot held her gaze. “Sometimes it feels like that summer didn’t happen at all.”

The song on the radio ended, and an announcer’s voice roared on. Thea moved to turn the volume down but caught Margot’s name in the headline. The tin speaker crackled. “Dubbed the ‘Ink Heiress’ due to her mother’s storied career, Mrs. Lazure vanished from her Manhattan apartment just as authorities went to question her about her husband’s mysterious disappearance. While the millionaire socialite isn’t considered dangerous, she is wanted by police for questioning. Please contact authorities if you see her at Studio 54.”

The announcer broke into laughter.

Thea locked her gaze on her friend, just as Margot’s deep-blue irises narrowed and darkened. If Thea stretched out her arm, she could lift the earpiece of the wall phone. She could call the police in seconds.

Margot pulled a small, shiny locket from her pocket, dangling it from the delicate chain, the familiar hummingbird silhouette engraved in black on the face. Margot’s family heirloom. The identical one she’d once given to Thea as a gift.

A part of Thea wanted to reach out and take it, hold it in her hands and clasp it to her heart. Was the picture of the two of them still inside? The photo had been no bigger than a thumbprint: two girls basking in the orangey glow of sunset, posing in a lifeguard chair with sweaters over their sundresses since there had been a chill in the air.

Margot unclasped the necklace and put it around her neck. “Do you still have yours?”

It was terrible to think of what Thea had done with it, that it was gone. “It’s upstairs,” she lied.

Margot nodded. “Please, Thea. I wouldn’t come to you if there was anyone else.”

Thea stopped thinking about picking up the phone. She folded her trembling fingers behind her back. “What did you do that authorities are looking for you?”

“It’s not what it seems.” Margot shifted in her seat. “Let me stay in your barn. Just for a night or two. Please, Thea. I’m afraid someone is going to find me in the darkness.”

Thea kicked at one of the square table legs, and Margot looked away, like she couldn’t take the sight of Thea’s frustration. She needed Margot to leave. It was that simple. Felix wouldn’t want the law to follow them home. Thea turned her coffee cup in circles on the table and a memory wrestled its way into her thoughts. She and Margot working at the record shop one afternoon when they were twenty, Margot urging her to say hello to Felix. Would she have met Felix at all without Margot nearly pushing her headfirst into the path of her future husband? Margot had done things for her. Big things.

“You’re so crummy, Margot, you know that? Showing up here like this. You know I’m not going to turn you away.”

Margot was a hugger. She might have hugged the grocery store clerk if she was so inclined, so Thea took a step back from her to avoid the embrace. It was one thing to help Margot, quite another to get all syrupy and pledge allegiance to their friendship once more.

“We’re like sisters, you and me.” Margot dropped her arms to her sides. “You could have shown up at any point, and I would do the same for you.”

Thea liked to think that was true, even if she’d never show up unannounced on anyone’s doorstep.

“One night,” she said. “But keep yourself invisible.”

“You know how good I am at blending in.” Margot brightened, and her sarcasm amused both of them. “But I agree. Felix can’t know I’m here.”

That thought wasn’t nearly as amusing, and Thea didn’t know yet how she’d keep her hidden away; the gossip in the town came in every morning with the tide. Plus, Thea wasn’t sure she could keep a secret from her husband. Although she’d kept things from him before, hadn’t she?






Chapter Three

That night, just before bed, Thea stepped inside the lemon-themed nursery to return a few baby books Penny had taken off the shelf. I love this house, Thea thought, with its sagging wooden floors, polished mahogany stair banister, and crisp, white-painted ceiling moldings adorned with rosettes. When it came to decorating, Thea didn’t follow the latest trends—she despised most of the bright orange bathrooms and geometric patterns in magazines. Instead, Thea preferred to fill her home with secondhand furniture she picked up at East Hampton estate sales, solid traditional-style dressers, desks, or sideboards that she’d sand and paint (or stain) the surfaces of. Just like her turn-of-the-century house, those pieces had a story, and that had always been a comfort to her, knowing that the past could remain with you, if you wanted it to.

The nursery, which Penny had outgrown and moved down the hall from, had always been Thea’s favorite bedroom in the Victorian, even if it was the smallest and set aside for a baby that still wasn’t here. The room got sun all day long, and it had pretty views of the sea and the yard. She had mostly avoided this room lately, keeping the door closed as she moved through the house vacuuming and dusting, chasing Penny into the bath and then into bed. She hated seeing the empty crib inside.

Her husband, with dark features like his mother, a man whose tortoise-rimmed glasses were often buried in a novel, was already in bed when Thea lay down beside him on top of the freshly ironed sheets. He immediately placed his bookmark into the pages while slipping his other hand under the silky polyester of her peach nightgown. Not now, she thought, her mind elsewhere. Nagging at her, of course, was the reality that an hour earlier Thea had dropped a stack of sheets, two pillows, and a blanket on the old couch in the barn so that Margot could row onto shore when darkness fell. There were a million reasons why Thea didn’t want Felix to slip off her nightgown in that moment, and still, as his kisses traveled up her neck, she thought of one reason why she should. Felix couldn’t think anything was amiss. She raised herself up to switch off her bedside lamp, even though Felix preferred to make love in the light, and arched her body up to him, doing all the things that drove him bananas, just so they could get to the end. When he was satisfied, Felix switched on the light and put a Beach Boys record on low; they often fell asleep listening to music.

He lay on his side, resting a rosy cheek against his palm and glowing at her. “You know Pet Sounds is better than Revolver. Admit it, once and for all.” How many years could this debate carry on? She yawned.

“Brian Wilson was a genius, yes. But overall best album? Revolver. There’s ‘Eleanor Rigby’ and ‘Good Day Sunshine.’ ”

“That song is the fluff.” He smiled at her. They listened for a moment more, then he said, “I noticed the pink plastic shell in the medicine cabinet. Are you back on the pill?”

The downturn of her eyes to the chenille bedspread, her fingertips finding the raised pattern, revealed the truth. She’d been caught, but doing what? Trying to keep her body from entering into a certain kind of hell ever again.

“I know this hasn’t been easy,” he said, reaching his calloused fingers for her hand. “But I want to be a young father, Thea. You always said you wanted to be a young mother.”

Thea sat up, feeling around for her nightgown and pulling it back over her head. “It took us so long to get pregnant the second time.” She worked to sound calm and adjusted her chest into the ruched bosom of her nightdress. “The doctor thought we could test you. Your mother thought it would help too.” She loved his mother, an artist active in the Nuyorican movement in New York City, who had decamped to Miami only recently.

“Even the doctor said it’s unlikely my fault. We have to be patient and keep trying the basal thermometer.” He snuggled up to her upright position. “Besides, going on the pill pretty much negates this entire conversation.”

It was inconsiderate not to have told him she was back on the pill; she’d just seen them in the medicine cabinet and was so tired of trying, the waiting every month to see if her period arrived. It took two years last time. “Isn’t this my decision anyway? Whether I want my body to be taken over by aliens again?”

He laughed. “Last I checked, Penny is rather humanlike.” With a sleepiness in his boyish brown eyes, he waited for Thea to lay back down and tenderly brushed a piece of hair off her slender neck, where two moles aligned like stars—her and her daughter, she liked to say. “Have you changed your mind?”

Thea stared at the ceiling. “Of course not,” she lied, afraid to tell him that sometimes she felt certain, other times not so much. “I want another baby as much as you do.”

They had been on a winter walk at the Montauk Lighthouse earlier that year when she’d told Felix she was pregnant, Penny climbing on the rocks ahead of them, the Block Island Sound pooling around the cliffs and rocky shoreline. He couldn’t stop smiling that day, the woolen strap of his hat blowing with the icy wind into the black stubble of his chin. He’d intertwined his warm hand in her cold one, pulling her next to him on a boulder and kissing her like they were newlyweds, sweet and tender and uncertain and certain all at once.

Of course Felix had handled everything perfectly after the miscarriage started. Thea had found a light brown smidge in her underwear, and the nurse reassured them: It’s probably nothing. But then the bleeding started in earnest. After the doctor had given her a pill to help with the discomfort and she had finally lifted herself out of bed to walk Penny to the bus stop, Felix had sat with her and handed her tissues and made her cups of tea with those little honey sticks she adored. He had reassured her that she had done nothing to cause this misfortune, bought her clean underwear after the bleeding ruined many others, washed sheets, and ran her baths, and still—still!—she couldn’t stop the frustration she felt with him. These days, while remaining patient on the outside, she could tell that he was beginning to tire of her never-ending emotions about the miscarriage, the fact that she wasn’t moving on.

“I’ll stop taking the pill. I’m sorry. I’m just so afraid that if I get pregnant, I might lose that one, too.” There, she thought, I’ve said it. She bit into the fleshy insides of her cheeks, girding for his response.

“Well, we can wait longer for you to be ready. But the doctor did say your body is ready, and I promise it won’t happen like last time.” Felix kissed her shoulder, turning his head toward her until she returned his gaze. “Don’t be scared, Thea. You and me, everything always works out for us. It’s the golden rule.” She kissed him back on the lips because she knew he’d always believed this to be true, that she and him shared some kind of cosmic destiny, even as guilt niggled at her for a lifetime of dishonesty—for the fact that, even now, she was hiding Margot in the barn. After switching off the light once more, she waited for his breath to grow quiet. He deserved to be happy, and he was right: it was time. She’d stop taking the pill, for their marriage’s sake, and just knowing that on impulse she’d made the decision, rather than avoided it, made her feel better.

Closing her eyes at the album’s end, Thea tuned into the sounds of night, remembering then about Margot in the barn. She listened for sirens or the putter of a motor pulling into their driveway, evidence that someone was coming for her. But Thea heard only crickets trilling, the rhythmic lapping of water against the pebbly shoreline, and later, the quiet glide of water over oars as Margot rowed to shore. They agreed she’d drag the dinghy up into the sand. She’d hide it behind a large boulder Thea knew couldn’t be seen from their windows. She’d enter the barn in silence. And then she’d wait.



Thea woke earlier than normal, rising and immediately peeking out the paned window, relieved that she couldn’t see Margot’s boat from there. In the kitchen, she found Felix and Penny huddled over the movie listings in the newspaper, making plans to go to the Bridgehampton drive-in that night. Star Wars was playing, and both of them wanted to see it. Shouldn’t Penny be scared of that awful Darth Vader she kept seeing in television commercials? Lately, though, her lanky, big-hearted six-year-old was showing signs of change, her outsized opinions and moody personality coming into focus, and it occurred to Thea then that she had only a handful of years left before the child grew into a know-it-all twelve-year-old, then an insecure teenager who said awful things to her mother. Mothers liked to think their child would never get there, but from what Thea had seen, they all did. She cringed thinking about the time that she had told her own mother, who wouldn’t budge on her curfew, that none of the other mothers in the neighborhood even liked her. Rather than reprimand Thea, her mother had actually looked pained: Is that true? she’d asked with a tremble in her voice, and worst of all, Thea had screamed back at her: YES!

“Will you come with us, Mommy?” Penny said, sucking on a mouthful of Trix as Thea bent over to kiss her daughter on her milk-stained cheek.

Thea placed a quick kiss on her husband’s lips, then twisted her daughter’s hair into loops. Nothing felt certain today now that Margot was here. All night Thea had tossed and turned, waiting for a uniformed officer to bang on her door and demand that she hand Margot over, and the anxiety had awakened her: She’d let Margot stay without knowing what she had done wrong. “Okay, fine, we can go to the movies. But only if you let me do your hair like that Princess Leia I saw on the commercial.”

“Yes, yes!” Penny jumped up and clasped her hands around her mother’s neck, swinging like a monkey, pulling every muscle in Thea’s lower back. Thea lowered Penny to the kitchen table while Felix announced he was leaving and pretended to fight Thea with an invisible sword.

“Watch the light saber.” He smiled, whispering into her ear: “I love you. Remember I’m in the city tomorrow until Friday”

The city. She had forgotten. By the time he returned home, Margot would be gone. Guilt washed over her. “Yes, right. I love you too.”

After dropping Penny off at camp and stopping by the post office to pop her response to the Classified ad in the mail, Thea rushed home. She’d chosen to wear her red peasant dress with a gingham belt to prove to herself (and maybe even to Margot) that she hadn’t fallen so far out of fashion as a mother. She’d applied mascara and a generous stroke of blush.

Thea slid open the large, heavy barn doors, finding nothing but a stack of neatly folded blankets on a green velour couch with frayed cushions that she had saved from a falling-down mansion in Southampton. Outside, from the lawn, Thea couldn’t tell if Margot was back on her boat, because she couldn’t see the dinghy. It left her with a pathetic feeling, the way she’d felt as a child when she was the only girl in the class not to get invited to a sleepover. The way she had felt, years ago, when Margot had left without saying goodbye. Thea wanted to talk to Margot—really talk to her—and she wanted a chance to tell her something about their friendship that she’d wished she had much earlier. That Margot had been her best friend. That she’d been the closest friend Thea had ever had.

Thea went inside, glancing at her reflection in the round mirror over the dining room credenza. Her blond wavy hair was clipped to one side, her wide-set amber eyes set into her ruddy Irish complexion, her skin perpetually dry and freckled from the sun. Most days she didn’t recognize the person staring back at her: tired eyes, pale lips. Sometimes she pretended to be Felix rushing out the front door to work, donning a shoulder bag and gliding past the mirror like she was on her way somewhere important, when she was only headed to the grocer. Today, though, there was a lightness in her expression that hadn’t been there the day before, a hope in her gaze. It was silly to fight against what was inevitable; she would have a second baby, whether it was now or two years from now, and maybe Felix was right: carrying a second child would change everything for the better. She would finally be able to move on from this strange purgatory. She was tired of the judgment imposed on her by other women for having one child, the invitations that sometimes passed them over for birthday parties of younger siblings.

As she prepared cucumber-and–cream cheese sandwiches on pumpernickel, Thea spotted Margot steering her boat back toward Thea’s dock with a nylon knapsack and suitcase in the bow. Watching Margot putter across the harbor, with her sleek haircut and precious Louis Vuitton suitcase, Thea remembered all of her friend’s contradictions, how she was exactly the kind of woman people loved to hate. How much fun the summer people had picking apart her seemingly glamorous life.

Margot tied up the boat, the rubber squeaking under her weight as she hoisted herself up onto the dock, and Thea called out to her through the kitchen window. “I have lunch for us.”

“Can we eat outside?” Margot said.
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