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            Prologue
~London~

         
         “It’s about fucking time,” my brother, Kyle, snarls from his seat next to me. He’s twitchy and mean, both indicative of the
            drugs coursing through his veins. Although he always had a mean streak. The drugs just make it worse.
         

         
         “Your sister has been in the hospital and your parents’ property had to go through probate,” Finn Cavanaugh, my parents’ attorney,
            replies from across the desk. He’s a tall man, broad-shouldered in his fancy suit, and his dark hair is short, styled impeccably
            around his masculine face.
         

         
         He’s much younger than I expected.

         
         “Like I give a shit,” Kyle replies, and sends me a sneer. “You’re just being a fucking baby.”

         
         “Or, you know, I jumped out of a second-story window while my parents burned to death and broke my leg in four places.” I
            shrug and then shake my head and dig my fingertips into my forehead, praying for the incessant pounding there to ease. “I
            lost everything.”
         

         
         “Drama queen.” Kyle rolls his eyes and rubs his dirty fingers over his mouth.

         
         “I can’t work,” I remind him.

         
         “You’re rich.”

         
         Same argument, different venue. “I can’t dance with this leg, which means I can’t work.”
         

         
         “Poor baby,” he says, and then lets out a manic laugh. “Who cares? You’re getting too fucking old for Broadway anyway. They
            were about to can your ass. I hope you saved some of that money they’ve been paying you.”
         

         
         More bullets to my ego, my heart. My head. Because he’s not exactly wrong. Thirty-two is old for show business.

         
         But damn it, I love it. And I wanted to leave under my own terms. Not because my parents were killed and I was hurt in the
            process.
         

         
         “Let’s get to this, shall we?” Finn asks, and slides a bottle of water my way.

         
         “Yeah, let’s do it. How much do I get?” Kyle asks, and waits, his eyes pinned on Finn. His foot is bouncing, making that thump thump thump noise with each motion, and I want to beat him over the head with my crutch.
         

         
         “I can read this in its entirety, or—”

         
         “Just get to the fucking chase. What do I get?”

         
         Finn sighs and glances to me, shuts the folder in front of him, and folds his hands on his desk.

         
         “Kyle, your parents set up a trust for you. You will receive fifteen hundred dollars per month to cover your rent and utilities,
            with the stipulation that you enter drug rehabilitation and finish the program. After one year of sobriety, and with regular
            clean blood tests, the trust will award you a lump sum of fifty thousand dollars each year until your death.”
         

         
         “What?”

         
         I glance at Kyle and see that his face has gone bright red with fury.

         
         “If you refuse treatment, you forfeit any and all inheritance.”

         
         Kyle’s mouth bobs open and closed for several seconds, and then he turns to me, royally pissed off.

         
         “Did you do this?”

         
         “Like I had any idea what Mom and Dad put in their will.” I roll my eyes and grip my hands in fists in my lap while Kyle stands
            and begins pacing the room. “You may want to call security.”
         

         
         Finn nods and presses a button while he continues to watch Kyle. He looks calm, but his jaw twitches, and I can see that he’s
            angry at Kyle’s behavior as well.
         

         
         “What does she get?” Kyle demands, pointing at my head.

         
         “Everything else,” Finn replies simply. “Your father’s partnership in his firm will be sold. London inherits the properties
            and all of the other monies.”
         

         
         “Are you fucking kidding me?” Kyle roars, leaning over Finn’s desk. “She stole my money! That belongs to me! She has plenty of her own goddamn money. What am I supposed to do? I have nothing because those people wouldn’t help me, and now I’m left with nothing again?”
         

         
         “No, you can take the option of getting help,” Finn reminds him, but I just shake my head. That’s not going to happen. We’ve
            been trying to do this for years. “The rehab would be paid for, and you can stay there until you feel confident that you’re ready to rejoin society.”
         

         
         “Bullshit,” Kyle bites out, and sweeps all of Finn’s papers off of his desk in one big motion. “I should kick your motherfucking
            ass.”
         

         
         “Enough!” I yell just as three security guards come inside and take him by the arms to escort him out.

         
         “This is bullshit,” he repeats as he’s dragged down the hallway. The door closes behind them, but I can still hear him yelling.

         
         Finn and I sit in silence for a long moment. I wish my leg wasn’t broken because I’d love to stand and walk to the windows
            that look out over Manhattan. Mostly, I’d like to turn away from Finn so he can’t see the absolute anguish on my face.
         

         
         I’m an actress. A Tony Award–winning one, at that, but I just can’t hide my feelings today.

         
         “I’m sorry,” I say at last, and clear my throat. “As you can see, my brother isn’t well.”

         
         Finn doesn’t say anything, he just reaches for his phone and calls his assistant. “Please bring in some hot tea.”

         
         He hangs up and watches me in silence until the tea arrives. He pours us each a cup and passes one to me, along with sweetener
            and milk, and when we both have our tea the way we like it, he says, “Do I have to worry about him coming after you to hurt
            you?”
         

         
         I glance up in surprise. “He doesn’t know where I live.”

         
         He pins me with those chocolate-brown eyes. “Do you honestly believe that?”

         
         I take a sip of my Earl Grey and then sigh. “No. I’m sure he could find me. My building is secure. I’m not worried about him.”

         
         “I can file a restraining order.”

         
         I laugh. “For what? A piece of paper isn’t going to stop him if he gets it in his head to find and hurt me.” I shake my head
            and take another sip of tea. “No, I’ve dealt with him and his issues most of my life. He’ll disappear for a while now, do
            God knows what, until he runs out of money again and calls me.”
         

         
         “Do you give him money?”

         
         “Not anymore.” I squirm in my seat and then set my tea aside. “Thanks for the tea, but I’m okay. We can finish this.”

         
         Finn opens the folders and passes me forms to sign, explaining how the properties will be transferred to my name.

         
         “You’re a very wealthy woman, London.”

         
         “I was wealthy before this,” I reply, hearing the hollowness in my voice. “I didn’t need my parents to die in order to have
            money.”
         

         
         “Of course not,” he says, shaking his head. “I meant no disrespect.”

         
         My leg is beginning to ache again. I’ve only been taking the bare minimum of the pain meds, unwilling to be in a constant
            hazy coma. But damn, it hurts today.
         

         
         “If we’re finished, I’ll go.”

         
         “Can I give you a ride home?” he asks, standing with me. I reach for my crutches and get myself situated.

         
         “I have a car and driver.”

         
         He nods and shoves his hands in his pockets. “Can I take you to dinner?”

         
         I glance up in surprise. Finn’s a sexy man, and under normal circumstances, I’d do more than let him buy me dinner.

         
         But these aren’t normal circumstances.

         
         “Seriously?” I tip my head to the side and scowl at him, no longer surprised, and fully irritated. “You’re asking me out just
            after you’ve read my parents’ will?”
         

         
         He rubs his fingers over his mouth and then shakes his head, as if he’s at a loss for words, and escorts me out to the elevator.
            “Just call if you have any questions or need anything at all.”
         

         
         “I have one question. Now that I own all of the properties, can I live in them?”

         
         “Of course.”

         
         I step into the elevator, turn to face him, and offer him a small smile. “Thanks.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter One
~London~

         
         Three months a year. That’s how much time I spent here on Martha’s Vineyard off the coast of Massachusetts each summer of
            my entire life. The rest of the year we lived in Connecticut, so my brother and I could go to school and do what families
            do.
         

         
         But every summer, from the day after school let out until the day before we went back, my family lived here, on the beach
            in the West Chop area of the island. Our house is massive, and worth several million dollars, but as a child, I didn’t know
            that. I just knew that it was a magical place of sunshine and water, of summertime friends that came back every year. Of daydreams
            and happiness.
         

         
         It was more home to me than our “full-time” house then, and it still is.

         
         So when Finn told me two months ago that I had inherited all of my parents’ properties, and that I could live in them or do
            what I wished with them, I knew that I’d come here for the summer.
         

         
         Home.

         
         I’m walking on the beach, without a cane now, thank you very much, enjoying the breeze from the ocean. I have over a hundred
            feet of private beach, but I can hear kids playing off in the distance, and sailboats are gently meandering by with bright
            sails and happy people.
         

         
         At least, they’re happy in my head.

         
         Walking in the sand isn’t as easy as I would like. My leg aches like a toothache, but it’s healing. Slower than I’d like,
            but it’s getting there.
         

         
         The sand is warm beneath my bare feet, and I have to hold my dark hair off of my face as I stop and look out at the choppy
            water.
         

         
         “Because I just have to be meeeee . . .”

         
         I glance over my shoulder at the sound of the small voice and smile. A little girl with a riot of dark curls is dancing down
            the beach, making grand gestures with her arms and singing loudly. Ironically, she’s singing the song from the musical that
            I starred in for over a year on Broadway.
         

         
         She stops when she sees me and glances around like she’s not quite sure how she got here.

         
         “You have a pretty voice,” I say kindly.

         
         “Thanks,” she says, and shrugs one shoulder. She’s tall, but I don’t know kids well enough to know if she’s tall for her age.
            Her eyes are sky blue, standing out against her olive skin and dark hair. “It’s my favorite musical.”
         

         
         I nod, smiling. “Mine too.”

         
         “Is that your house?” she asks, pointing behind me.

         
         “It is,” I confirm. “Where do you live?”

         
         “Over there,” she says with a sigh, pointing to the house next to mine. “But ours doesn’t have a pool or a playhouse like
            yours.”
         

         
         I tilt my head to the side, watching her. “You must have had a look around, since I don’t think you can see all of that from
            your house.”
         

         
         She shrugs one shoulder again. “Yeah. I guess.”

         
         “Gabby!” A man comes running down the beach, a scowl on his face. “You know this isn’t our beach. You can’t just run off like
            that.”
         

         
         Gabby rolls her eyes and then turns back to him, and as he gets closer, I immediately recognize him.

         
         Finn Cavanaugh.

         
         “I’m right here,” she says.

         
         “Hey,” he says to me, and offers me a small smile. “Sorry if she was bothering you.”

         
         Gabby rolls her eyes again, and I can’t help but laugh a little. “She’s not bothering me at all. We were talking about musicals.”

         
         His lips twitch, and I’m reminded just how handsome Finn is. Scratch that. Not handsome.

         
         Fucking hot.

         
         Just my luck, he’s my neighbor.

         
         Which I knew, I just forgot.

         
         “How are you feeling?” he asks as Gabby twirls in a circle and dances away to sing and dance some more.

         
         “Better,” I reply. “Not fantastic, but I’m finally rid of the crutches and cane, so I’ll take it.”

         
         “You look good,” he says, and then clears his throat. “Any issues?”

         
         Oh, you know, my parents are dead and have left me with a mess to clean up all by myself, my leg is killing me, and I’m pretty
               sure I lost my career, but nothing major.

         
         “No, I’m good.”

         
         He watches me for a moment and then nods. His hands are in his pockets the same way they were in his office two months ago,
            but this time he’s not wearing a suit. No, he’s in a red T-shirt and black cargo shorts with no shoes.
         

         
         I had no idea the casual look could be sexier than the suit, but here we are.

         
         “Your daughter is beautiful.”

         
         He grins and glances at Gabby, then turns back to me. “She’s my niece. She’s staying with me for about a month.”

         
         “Oh, that’s nice.”

         
         He frowns and looks down, and I feel like I’ve said the wrong thing, but the moment passes and he calls over to Gabby, “It’s
            about time for your horse-riding lesson, Gabs. We should go.”
         

         
         “Fine,” she replies with a heavy sigh, and takes off running toward his house.

         
         “She doesn’t like horses?” I ask.

         
         “She does, she’s just been difficult lately, so very little makes her particularly happy. It’s a long story.”

         
         “Well, I don’t want to keep you.” I step back and offer him a smile. “Oh, before you go, it finally clicks as to why you represented
            my parents. You’re the neighbor.”
         

         
         “I’ve spent the past five summers here,” he confirms. “I liked your parents very much. Your dad asked me to update his will
            about two years ago.”
         

         
         I nod. “Makes sense. Have a good day.”

         
         “You too, London.”

         
         And with that, he turns and jogs down the beach back to his own house, which is only about a hundred yards from mine. His
            shoulders are ridiculously broad, especially from behind.
         

         
         And speaking of behinds, his ass is something to write home about.

         
         Or something to grip on to while he fucks a girl silly.

         
         I clear my throat and shake my head as I walk back toward my house. I must be feeling better if I’m undressing the sexy neighbor
            with my eyes. I’m not irritated with him anymore for asking me out on that day at his office. That doesn’t mean that it wasn’t
            inappropriate. Because it was.
         

         
         But on a scale of one to house fires on the life-altering scale, that would be a negative fourteen.

         
         I walk up the sandy path to the house, brush my feet clean, and walk inside through the screened sun porch to the kitchen.
            I brewed some iced tea this morning, so I pour myself a glass, add some lemon, and carry it with me to the library, where
            I’ve been working all morning on sorting books.
         

         
         Mom loved to read. She has to have more than a thousand books in here, everything from outdated encyclopedias to paperback
            romance novels. Thrillers, true crime, interior design, and biographies are in there too.
         

         
         And pretty much everything else.

         
         I remember when we’d come here in the summer, I’d be playing at the beach or in the pool with friends, and Mom would be on
            the sun porch with a book and a glass of tea, absorbed in another world, but ready for us in case we needed anything.
         

         
         I sit at her desk and take a sip of my tea before carefully placing it on a coaster and reaching for another stack of books.

         
         Some of them are signed by the authors, so it’s not just a matter of donating the ones that I won’t read or don’t need. I
            have to look at every single one of them, check for a signature, notes or thoughts that Mom might have written in them, pressed
            flowers, you name it.
         

         
         It’s become a long process.

         
         I have two boxes nearby. One for donations and one for trash. I mean, who needs an encyclopedia from 1987? Not me. That’s
            what Google is for. And there are plenty of books that are empty and would be welcome at a library or the Goodwill.
         

         
         Just as I toss a paperback into a box, my phone pings with a text.

         
         What are you doing? It’s from Sasha, a former colleague and my best friend. She’s in New York, working on a new play that debuts in six weeks,
            but she texts or calls every single day, checking in on me.
         

         
         
            Sorting books in the library. What are you doing?

         

         I set the phone aside, take a sip of my tea, and glance out the window as a huge sailboat with a bright-blue sail soars past.

         
         
            Having lunch before I head back to rehearsal. Are you ready to sort through your parents’ things? They haven’t been gone long.

         

         I smile at her concern. She’s always been a mother hen.

         
         
            I can’t just sit in this big house and do nothing. I might as well get something accomplished. It’s just the library.

         

         Not their bedroom, or the kitchen, where Mom’s special dishes are. Those two rooms will have to wait for quite some time.

         
         
            Don’t overdo it. When is your next PT?

         

         Now I feel like Gabby when I roll my eyes and reply.

         
         
            Tomorrow. Go to rehearsal and stop harassing me.

         

         I grin and rub my thigh where it’s started to ache again. I’ll take more Advil when I go downstairs.

         
         
            Fine. You’re so difficult. Call you later!

         

         I shove my phone in my pocket, and now that I’ve gone through that stack of books, I decide to go downstairs rather than reach
            for more. They’re heavy, and I’m tired. One thing I’ve learned during this whole damn mess is to listen to my body and not
            push it too hard. If I’m tired, I need to nap. If I hurt, I need to take something. Being miserable isn’t worth being stubborn.
         

         
         I hobble slowly down the stairs to the kitchen and take two Advil, and then wander to my favorite napping spot on the porch.
            I’ll let the ocean breeze lull me to sleep.
         

         
          

         I don’t know what the fuck I’m doing.

         
         I’m standing in my driveway, the hood of my car open, and I’m staring at it as if it just magically holds all of the answers.

         
         So far, all I see is a bunch of stuff that I know absolutely nothing about.

         
         All I do know for sure is, the damn car won’t start.

         
         “Don’t do this to me today,” I plead with the three-year-old BMW. “I have to go to PT today, and I’m already running late.
            Please start.”
         

         
         With that, I march around to the driver’s side, prop my ass on the seat, and push the start button.

         
         Nothing.

         
         “What the hell?”

         
         I get out and face the open engine again, frowning as if it’s scorned me on purpose.

         
         “Okay, maybe Siri knows.” I pull the app up on my phone and speak into it. “Siri, my BMW won’t start. Can you diagnose the
            problem?”
         

         
         “I’m sorry, I don’t understand.”

         
         I roll my eyes and try again.

         
         “Why won’t my BMW start?”

         
         She thinks for a second. “I can’t find that answer.”

         
         I groan and then try again.

         
         “Siri, please give me possible reasons for why my BMW engine won’t start.”

         
         “You should seek a professional.”

         
         I close my eyes and take a deep breath. “Yeah, no shit. Why are you always such a bitch to me, Siri?”

         
         I hear movement behind me and startle when I see Finn standing there, his hands on his lean hips and a smirk on that sexy
            face of his.
         

         
         “How long have you been there?”

         
         “Long enough to hear you have an argument with Siri.”

         
         “I thought this was a smart phone.” I wag it in the air. “If that’s the case, wouldn’t she know what’s going on?”
         

         
         “In theory. Maybe someday they’ll be that smart.”

         
         I sigh and turn back to the car. “I guess I’ll call AAA.”

         
         “Well, hold on. What’s wrong?”

         
         “It won’t start. It doesn’t even make a noise. Just . . . nothing.”
         

         
         He steps up beside me and glances inside. Suddenly he reaches in and wiggles something around.

         
         “Try it again.”

         
         “Seriously, I can call someone.”

         
         “London.” He looks down at me with hot brown eyes now and leans both hands on the car, as if he’s keeping himself from touching
            me.
         

         
         Which is completely all in my head and wishful thinking because he’s a stranger and I’ve been without sex for way too long.

         
         “Yeah?”

         
         “Try it again.”

         
         “Okay, I’ll humor you, but I really think it’s something far more serious than that.” I prop my ass on the seat again and
            push the button, and just like that, the car comes to life. “What did you do?”
         

         
         “The cable to the battery was loose, which is odd, but not impossible, I guess. It should be fine now.”

         
         “Thanks.” I check the time and swear under my breath. “I’m late, and they won’t see me now. I’ll have to reschedule my appointment.”

         
         “So you’re free for a while?” he asks, and I look up to find him smiling at me.

         
         “Depends.”

         
         “Well, how about if I take you to lunch?”

         
         “If you’re going to feed me, yes, I’m free.” I smile and then blink, remembering that he showed up out of nowhere. “Wait.
            Why did you come over here?”
         

         
         “I was walking out to my own car and heard you talking to Siri,” he says with a shrug. “I wasn’t trying to be nosy, but I
            figured you could use a hand.”
         

         
         “Thanks.”

         
         He nods. “So, lunch?”

         
         “Where’s Gabby?”

         
         “I have to pick her up from piano lessons. She’ll join us, if that doesn’t bother you.”

         
         “That doesn’t bother me.”

         
         “Great.” He waits for me to follow him over to his car, opens the door for me, and pulls out of his driveway.

         
         “So, Gabby had horseback-riding lessons yesterday, and piano lessons today?”

         
         “Yes,” he says with a nod. “I have her in several activities. I want her to meet other kids and have fun.”

         
         “I don’t mean to pry, but is she okay?”

         
         He sighs and signals to make a turn. “I’m not sure what’s up with her. She’s been really challenging for her dad, so I offered
            to bring her here for a few weeks to give him a break. I was hoping it would help her attitude, but so far it hasn’t.”
         

         
         “Where’s her mom?”

         
         “She passed away about five years ago,” he replies. “Her mom was my younger sister. Carter, Gabby’s dad, is still a good friend,
            and a partner at the firm, and he was about at his wit’s end with her.”
         

         
         “Maybe she’s just going through a rough patch.”

         
         He nods and swings into a driveway where Gabby is waiting on the porch of a house with a grandmotherly woman waiting with
            her. She waves at Finn as Gabby runs down to the car.
         

         
         “She’s in my seat,” she grumbles as she climbs into the backseat.

         
         “London is my guest and you’ll be polite, young lady,” Finn says, staring her down in the rearview mirror. “Apologize for
            being rude.”
         

         
         “Sorry,” she says, and looks out her window as Finn pulls out of the driveway. He takes us to a restaurant by the water that
            is known for its fish and chips.
         

         
         “I love this place,” I say when he finds a space to park. “I’ve come here since I was a kid.”

         
         “Perfect,” he says with a smile, and we all climb out of the car and get settled at a table inside. Once we’ve ordered our
            lunch and have our drinks, I take a sip of lemonade and turn to Gabby.
         

         
         “So, what musicals are your favorite, Gabby?”

         
         “A Summer’s Evening is my favorite,” she says, not looking me in the eyes.
         

         
         “Really? That’s the musical that I acted in for a few years.”

         
         She nods. “Yeah, I know. My dad took me a couple of times.”

         
         She shrugs a shoulder, like it’s no big deal. Which is fine with me.

         
         “Uncle Finn has me in those stupid piano lessons, but I’d rather learn how to sing better.”

         
         I glance up at Finn. “Well, I can give you voice lessons.”

         
         Her eyes fly up to mine, holding a little bit of hope now. “You could?”

         
         “Sure.” I shrug, as if it’s no big deal, mimicking her movement from a few seconds ago, and wink at Finn. “I mean, I’ve taken
            voice and dance since I was a little girl. I could totally help you.”
         

         
         She clears her throat and then nods. “Yeah, that could be cool.”

         
         “Okay, well, when it works with your schedule, we’ll do that.”

         
         Our food is delivered, and I dig in, suddenly realizing that I’m starving. The meal is full of fat and oil. Tons of carbs.
            And I don’t even care.
         

         
         When my basket is empty, I sit back and pat my food belly. “Good lord, that was good. What did you think, Gabby?”

         
         “Pretty good,” she admits, and gives Finn the side-eye, not wanting to show too much enthusiasm.

         
         “Thanks for inviting me along. What do you guys have planned for the rest of the day?”

         
         “Gabby has her first karate lesson,” Finn says, and my head spins. Good God, she goes nonstop, and it’s her summer vacation.

         
         “You’re a busy girl.”

         
         “Tell me about it,” she says, rolling her eyes again. “I thought we would come here to relax, I mean, school’s out and all,
            but Uncle Finn has me doing everything.”
         

         
         “I don’t want you to be bored,” he says, and nudges her with his elbow, but she scoots away from him. She doesn’t see the
            look of hurt in his eyes, and I feel badly for him.
         

         
         “There are a ton of fun things to do here,” I reply. “Have you thought of sailing lessons?”

         
         “I don’t like the water,” she says, shaking her head.

         
         “Okay. Well, I think karate sounds fun.”

         
         She just shrugs again and looks out the window, ignoring us both now.

         
         “What about you?” Finn asks me. “What do you have planned?”

         
         “Well, thanks to my car, I missed my PT appointment, so I’ll have to reschedule that. I was going to do some baking this evening.”

         
         “What are you making?” Gabby asks.

         
         “Pies. Maybe some cookies. I’ll bring you guys some. I love to bake, but I can’t eat any of it.”

         
         “None of it?” Gabby asks with wide eyes.

         
         “Nope, I have to stay in shape for my job.”

         
         I blink rapidly, realizing that I probably don’t have a job to stay in shape for, but I don’t say that. Staying in good physical condition is a habit, and even if I don’t
            get to dance onstage again, it’s a healthy habit to have.
         

         
         “I love pie,” Gabby says with a bright smile.

         
         “I thought you might.”

         
         
      
   
      
      
      
         
            Chapter Two
~London~

         
         “Hey gorgeous,” my agent, Elizabeth, says into the phone the following day as I’m on my way to PT.

         
         “Hi. Please tell me you have good news.”

         
         She sighs, and I park, shove the car out of gear, and prepare myself for the worst.

         
         “I don’t think this is what you’re going to want to hear,” she says. “Roger, the producer of A Summer’s Evening, has decided to replace you permanently.”
         

         
         My eyes close, my heartbeat speeds up, and I shake my head slowly. “Liz, I’m working my ass off to get better.”

         
         “I know that, and so does he, but, honey, you’ve been gone for almost four months. He has to replace you. You know this.”

         
         I nod, not caring in the least that she can’t see me. “Okay, so what now?”

         
         “I don’t have anything on the line for you right now, London.”

         
         “I want to work. I know that everyone thinks that I can’t come back from this, and maybe I can’t, but I’m trying.”
         

         
         “I want you to take the time you need to heal, London. You’re respected in this community. And if you can’t come back as a
            dancer, there will still be a place for you here.”
         

         
         I swallow hard, longing to believe her. “Okay.”

         
         “Just keep me posted on your progress,” she says. We end the call, and I walk into therapy, already feeling both defeated
            and determined at the same time. Halfway into our session, I blow out a frustrated breath.
         

         
         “You’re doing great,” my physical therapist, Joe, says as he stretches my leg out behind me.

         
         “Don’t blow smoke up my ass,” I reply. “I’m not doing great. It fucking hurts, and my range of motion is for shit. I should
            be doing better than this, Joe.”
         

         
         “Whoa,” he says, and guides my leg down, then turns me to face him. “Talk to me.”

         
         “I missed my appointment the other day,” I say, as if he should already know all of this. “Which means that I fell back again.
            And it’s been hurting like a mother lately.”
         

         
         “The rain will do it,” he replies reasonably. It started raining yesterday afternoon and hasn’t let up since. “Are you taking
            your pain meds?”
         

         
         “Advil,” I reply with a shrug. “I have an addict brother, and the narcotics make me spacey. I don’t like it.”

         
         “Okay,” he says with a nod. “I get it. Have you been using your cane?”

         
         I look down without answering him and he shakes his head.

         
         “London, I need you to use the cane, especially on stairs and on the beach.”

         
         “I hate it,” I mutter, and then rub my hands over my face in irritation. “I hate all of this. I’m sorry that I’m being a bitch
            this morning, it just all sucks. And I feel like I’m not making any gains at all.”
         

         
         “You are, I can see them. But you’re holding a lot in, and I can see that too. You’re angry.”

         
         “I can’t see the progress.” I stare up at him. “And why shouldn’t I be angry? I was officially fired today. What if this is
            as good as it gets, Joe?”
         

         
         “Well, first of all, it’s not. You’re still going to improve, you just have to give yourself time. You need to work on healing
            yourself. Your whole self, London, not just the leg. And second of all, there will be other jobs.”
         

         
         I shake my head. “I don’t expect you to understand, but every single day that I’m away from New York, the more my career slips
            out of my fingers. Do you think they’ll wait? Because they won’t. Of course they feel badly that this happened, but there
            are a hundred girls behind me who would do more than any of us are comfortable with to get a role. Younger, with more energy,
            and without an injured leg.”
         

         
         “We’re going to get you through this,” he promises.

         
         “I should feel better than I do,” I insist.

         
         “Your body is different from anyone else’s, London. You have a dancer’s body, which means that your muscles have been used
            to being stretched, moved, and exercised every single day for most of your life. For the past four months, you haven’t been
            able to do that, so they’ve tightened more than an average person’s would. You’re not just starting from square one, you’re
            even farther behind than that.”
         

         
         “Yay me,” I reply, but look him square in the face. “I want to get through this, better than before, and work again.”

         
         “Good girl. Now, enough slacking. Let’s get this done.”

         
         For the next thirty minutes, he puts me through the paces. Exercises with weights, without weights, more stretching. Finally,
            he has me lie on a table so he can massage the abused muscles.
         

         
         Believe it or not, that’s the part that hurts the most.

         
         I want to cry when he finally lets me get up to leave. I’m sick of hurting.

         
         “You did great today,” he says, and laughs when I flip him the bird. “You did. I wouldn’t just say that. I’ll see you in two
            days.”
         

         
         I smile and limp out to my car, then just sit in the driver’s seat, feeling the steady thump in my leg and listening to the
            sound of the rain on the roof.
         

         
         I hope it doesn’t turn into a raging storm. I hate those. They terrify me.

         
         I shake my head, start the car, and head toward home. With the weather as bad as it is, traffic isn’t too bad. I wouldn’t
            have gone out if I didn’t have to either.
         

         
         The drive home is roughly ten minutes. I pull into the garage and walk inside, not at all excited about walking up the stairs,
            but I have to.
         

         
         I still have work to do.

         
         I finished the library this morning and decided that I’d take a stab at Dad’s office today. I cave and use my cane to help
            me get up the stairs. It’s a slow, painful process, but once I’m in the office, I forget about the pain and just look around
            the room.
         

         
         Where Mom’s library was soft and feminine, with pretty upholstered chairs and dainty-looking tables, Dad’s office is the exact
            opposite. The walls are lined with gleaming honey-colored wood. There are shelves covered with heavy, leather-bound books
            and a large, wide desk that faces the water.
         

         
         I didn’t spend much time in here as a child. The only time I was called in here was if I was in trouble, not unlike being
            called to the principal’s office. This room was designed to be masculine and intimidating, like the man who lived in it, and
            the designer did a good job of it.
         

         
         I sit in his big leather chair and let it rock back and forth, running my fingers over the smooth wood of his desk. It still
            smells like him in here, like peppermint with a hint of tobacco. It brings an unexpected tear to my eye.
         

         
         I’ve never considered myself a sentimental person. I don’t hold on to much. I’m not a hoarder. So I didn’t think it would
            be so hard to go through my parents’ things and try to part with them.
         

         
         It’s kind of like losing them all over again, and I wasn’t prepared for that.

         
         Thankfully, this wasn’t Dad’s full-time office, so I don’t have to tackle too much paperwork. And what is here, I can box
            up and have sent to the house in Greenwich so I can go through all of it at one time later.
         

         
         I’ll have to have someone come help me. I won’t know what to save and what to shred.

         
         But no need to think about that right now.

         
         Going through Dad’s desk, I find photos and journals, newspaper clippings from the reviews of my work on Broadway, which surprises
            me. Check that; it shocks the fuck out of me.
         

         
         I didn’t think Dad was particularly sentimental either. Not to mention, a Broadway career was absolutely not what he had in mind for his daughter, and he made no secret of his opinion. Seeing the clippings from my shows touches me
            deeply.
         

         
         He was proud of me after all.

         
         There’s a Valentine’s Day card that Mom gave to him. It’s dated 1998, and it’s super mushy, which makes me grin.

         
         I spend two hours sifting and sorting, and am surprised to realize that not one thing ended up in the trash can. That can’t
            be right. What am I going to do with all of this?
         

         
         I shake my head and rub my leg, reminded that I worked hard today and I need to take something for it. So I reach for the
            cane and hobble down to the kitchen. I make myself a cup of coffee, reach for a cookie, and walk out to the porch. I have
            the outdoor heater on so I can still enjoy the view out here, even with the stormy weather.
         

         
         “I don’t want to!” I hear Gabby yell next door. I don’t know why she’s outside, but I remind myself that it’s none of my business
            and take a sip of my coffee.
         

         
         I can barely make out the low murmur of Finn’s voice, and then Gabby yells back at him.

         
         “I hate karate! It’s dumb! I don’t know why you’re making me do this. Why can’t I take jujitsu? It’s better than stupid karate!”

         
         I can’t make out Finn’s words, but he replies calmly, and then Gabby continues her tirade.

         
         “You’re so mean to me! I don’t know why you have to be like this. I hate you!”

         
         I cringe. Oh man, stab to the heart.

         
         “Gabby,” he says, loudly now, which surprises me. “I’m trying my best here!”

         
         There’s no more yelling, and a few minutes later I hear his car start and pull away.

         
         I can’t help but remember the brief moment of hurt that passed across Finn’s face yesterday afternoon. He loves Gabby very
            much, it’s painfully obvious. He wasn’t lying when he said he’s trying. I honestly feel badly for both of them.
         

         
         I hope Gabby comes around sooner rather than later.

         
         Suddenly my phone rings, making me forget all about Finn and Gabby.

         
         “Hi there.”

         
         “Hey stranger,” Sasha says, chewing something in my ear. “Whatcha doing?”

         
         “I’m sitting on the porch with a cup of coffee,” I reply. “Would you like me to start keeping a journal of my comings and
            goings for you?”
         

         
         “Yeah, that would be easier,” she says, not bothered by my bitchiness in the least. “Just e-mail it to me every evening.”

         
         “Smartass.” She chews something else. “What are you eating?”

         
         “Celery.” She swallows and goes quiet, I’m assuming because she’s drinking something. “Dinner of champions.”

         
         “Yes, it is. I’m eating a cookie.” I take a bite.

         
         “Bitch.
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