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On that bright May morning, with the lilacs budding and the kids off to school, Tom Markham approached his wife with the best of intentions. She was in the kitchen, cleaning up after breakfast. Barefooted, with her dark hair in a ponytail that bounced as she moved, she might have been their fifteen-year-old daughter, except for the bathrobe she wore. No matter that the robe was pure silk and had cost a fortune, their daughter wouldn’t be caught dead in anything but fleece. Silk robes were Mom-wear, she insisted—and Tom agreed. He thought the way the silk draped Sarah’s breasts was sexy as hell. He wasn’t ready to see his daughters in anything of the kind.

He had given Sarah this robe three birthdays ago. It was one of the few gifts he had given her that she actually used.

He was thinking about that, barely on the kitchen threshold, when he realized she had the telephone propped between shoulder and ear. What with that and the water running into the sink, she hadn’t heard him approach.

“Eighteen years,” she was saying into the phone. “Amazing, isn’t it?”

Tom stayed perfectly still. She was referring to their anniversary, coming at the end of the month, but if she meant that she was surprised they had lasted, he didn’t agree. He wasn’t surprised at all. They had a good life—good house, good neighbors, good kids. And they got along with each other, which was more than he could say for some of the couples they knew, certainly more than he could say for some of the clients he served.

“I have no idea,” she said and turned off the water. “But he’ll ask. He always asks.” Lifting a cloth, she wiped the frying pan.

That was the point where he should have gone forward. Properly suited and tied, he was ready for work. His briefcase was there on the floor, waiting to be picked up on his way out the door. He was a lawyer whose specialty was estate planning, and he had a big-time client due in at nine.

But he didn’t advance. All he did was prop a hand up on the doorjamb.

Oblivious to his presence, with her back to him still, she opened the cabinet, put away the pan, and returned to the sink. “I know, Mom,” she said in a lower voice now, “and I am grateful. You’re right. He’s given me beautiful jewelry.” The water went on, then off again sharply in the next breath. “I don’t wear it because it isn’t me.” She paused. “Yes, I know, I asked for diamond earrings, but I wanted ones to wear every day, not big things that are only for dress.” Another pause. “Yes, they were very expensive, but expensive doesn’t make them right.
OEBPS/nav.xhtml




Contents





		Title Page



		Copyright Notice



		Begin Reading





















Guide





		Cover













OEBPS/images/9781250084347.jpg
NEW YORK TIMES BESTSELLING AUTHOR OF
SWEET SALT AIR

BARBARA

St Ratly






OEBPS/images/title.jpg
WHAT SHE
REALLY WANTS

BARBARA DELINSKY





OEBPS/images/NewsletterSignup.jpg
Sign Up





