Rich love knows nought of ‘thine that is not mine;’
Both have the strength and both the length thereof,
Both of us, of the love which makes us one.
― Christina Rossetti
Bev emptied her champagne glass and looked up to see Nick staring at her, his green eyes
sparkling in the candlelight, and his mouth turned up in a wry twist.
“What?”
He lifted the bottle of Dom from its sterling bucket at their tableside and refilled her
glass. She watched the pale liquid bubble up the crystal. That would be her third glass.
With Carina nursing, she rarely drank at all, so she was really feeling the two glasses
she’d already had.
For his part, Nick had had one glass with her and then returned to his habitual scotch,
leaving the rest of the Dom for her.
It was like he was trying to get her drunk. And doing a damn fine job of it.
She smirked back at him. “As of tonight, we’ve been married six years, Don Pagano. You
swept me off to the Waldorf Astoria for the whole weekend. You don’t have to get me
drunk on champagne to have your way with me. You can have me any way you’d like.”
With that same look in his eyes and on his face, he shook his head. “Oh, I will. I will
have you several ways I like. Right now, I like to see you relaxed and happy.” He reached
across their secluded little table and lifted her hand. “My sun hasn’t been so bright lately,
bella.”

Bev tried to draw her hand back, but he held on, his thumb moving over her wedding and
engagement rings. “Don’t pull away, Beverly. If I can do something to make you feel
sunny again, only say the word.”
He was right, of course. She’d been feeling strange for months now. Just tired all the
time, and spacey. And guilty. She felt like she was failing at absolutely everything in her
life—raising their daughters, running their house, running the bookshop, all of it. She had
a fantastic life, literally something out of her fantasies, and she couldn’t seem to keep it
together.
And she didn’t love Carina as much as she loved Elisa and Lia.
That was the worst of it. That guilt was swamping her. When Elisa had first been handed
to her after her birth, Bev had actually felt her heart swell. Lia, too. Even though she’d
gotten pregnant with Lia mere weeks after Elisa’s birth, and she’d been worried about
taking care of two infants at once, all her fears had evaporated when Lia had wrapped her
perfect little hand around Bev’s finger.
It had been hard, so hard, to have them so close together. Her ‘Catholic twins.’ And they
fought all the time and had from the moment Lia had been old enough to fight. But Bev
had found joy and energy in her daughters nonetheless.
She hadn’t had that same instant connection with Carina. The nurse had handed her third
baby girl to her, and Bev had just felt tired. She’d been tired ever since. Tired and guilty.
It wasn’t that she was another girl. Sure, Bev had been a little disappointed after the
sonogram showed that they weren’t having a son, but the disappointment had been mild,
and she’d shaken it off after a few days. Then she’d gone back to her usual happy
pregnant state. Everything had been normal. Carina, unlike Lia, had been planned. And
Bev adored being a mother.
She loved Carina, she did. She was sure she did. She was devoted to being every bit the
mother that all her daughters needed. But her littlest girl was hard. Angry all the time.
She ate and ate, more than Bev could give her, and Bev was sure that Carina would be
happier if she could be fed with only breast milk. Every time Carina got formula, Bev
knew she had failed her.
It was more than that, too. Carina hated to be still. Even in sleep, she wanted to be
moving, and she complained boisterously whenever she stopped. Not quite five months
old, she was already trying to crawl. She demanded nearly constant attention, and Bev
caught herself feeling resentful. Of her infant daughter.
And Elisa and Lia were handfuls of their own sorts. Elisa was empathetic about the whole
world, and often racked by anxiety over things she couldn’t possibly control and
shouldn’t even know about. Lia was pure diva.

All three of her daughters were beautiful, funny, amazing gifts. Three perfect pieces of
her love for Nick and his for her. Everything she’d ever wanted in her life, she had.
But Bev just couldn’t keep up. They had hired a nanny, Brenda, to care for the girls while
Bev managed the bookshop. Then, while she was pregnant with Carina, she’d made
Katrynn full manager of the shop. And still she couldn’t keep up.
She could stay home full-time, if she wanted. All she’d need to do would be to hire a
couple more part-time salesclerks, maybe an assistant manager to help Katrynn with the
admin stuff—and she could certainly afford to do so. But she kept Brenda on, and she
went into the shop, whether she was needed there or not. To escape her children.
The guilt was swallowing her whole.
She’d done some research online, and she thought maybe it was postpartum depression.
That had been a relief, actually—the thought that maybe it wasn’t a lack of love but
something misfiring in her head that was making her feel like she did.
But she hadn’t said anything to Nick—or anyone else. She couldn’t, not ever. How could
she tell a man like Nick Pagano that she thought she needed help because she often
wanted to run away from their children? Because she couldn’t love them the way they
deserved?
She couldn’t. So she’d ride this out, keep up appearances, give the girls everything she
had, hide when she had to do that, and try not to drown before she felt better.
But right now—right now, sitting in this elegant restaurant, at the end of their romantic
anniversary dinner, Nick holding her hand, loving her as he always had—right now, she
could say something. She felt it. She could tell him, and he would understand. He would
help her. She knew it. He was asking her to tell him. He could see that there was
something wrong, and he was asking her to let him help her.
She couldn’t. There was not strength in her to say out loud, to really put into words, that
she was failing her children—and Nick. She wasn’t that drunk.
She wondered, though—if he’d said the words he always said when he was done beating
about the bush, if he’d said, ‘Tell me,’ in that brook-no-refusal tone of his, maybe she
would have told him. But he didn’t say those two words. It seemed like maybe there was
a part of him that understood enough about what she was feeling to know that he didn’t
want her to say it out loud, either.
So Bev kept it to herself. It would pass, and she would wait it out and be happy again.
Love all of her daughters completely and without reservation, the way they deserved. The
way she wanted to love them.

She smiled and squeezed his hand. “I’m just tired. But this weekend is a fabulous
surprise. When we go back home, I’ll be well rested—and, I hope, well fucked.”
His eyebrows went up at first, but then they dropped, and his eyes narrowed. She knew
that look—he was trying to read behind her words. She picked up her glass and drained
it.
“Maybe you should get the check.”
He stared a moment longer. Then, with an agreeable tip of his head, he raised his hand
and made a subtle beckoning wave toward their server. As the young man approached,
Nick pulled out his phone, pushed on the screen, and put it to his ear.
“We’re ready to go.”
Bev watched as he listened to the driver—not Sam, his driver and bodyguard, but
someone from one of the New York families.
Bev had been married long enough to a mafia don to understand a lot of what happened
around her. Sam had not joined them on their trip; Nick had given him the weekend off
and had called in a favor from an ‘associate’ in New York. She knew what ‘associate’
meant in her husband’s world.
At any rate, an Italian in a well-tailored black suit had been waiting for them at the
airport, and they’d been riding around in the back seat of a big black Mercedes. Another
man had been waiting at the hotel, to keep watch there.
“No. No, we won’t wait. Check in in the morning.” Scowling, Nick ended the call and
put his phone away. When he returned his attention to Bev, he was smiling. “We’re going
to take a cab back to the hotel.”
“A cab? Like a regular cab? Really?”
The server had brought the check. With a gesture, Nick kept him there and laid out
several hundred-dollar bills on the leather folder. “We’ll go out through the kitchen. Take
us.”
Among the many things she’d learned since she’d become Nick’s wife, and especially
since Uncle Ben had died and she’d become Donna Pagano, was that her husband was
fully aware of how much she was aware of. But the artifice was important to him. He
never, not ever, talked about his business. She was observant and not stupid, so she had
noticed things. But he needed the pretense that his work and his family were completely
separate from each other, and that his wife and children were entirely innocent of who he
was when he was away from them.

Tonight, she understood that there was some kind of problem, but nothing significant
enough to warrant more than a simple change of their plans. Bev understood this to be
Nick finding something not exactly to his liking and taking a precaution. She knew better
than to ask. He wouldn’t tell her, and he would be irritated that she’d asked a question
she’d known he wouldn’t answer. So she followed his lead.
Angie and Betty had both schooled her well in the role of a wife in this world.
Their server didn’t even blink at Nick’s order. He nodded, and Nick stood and came
around to pull Bev’s chair out for her. Rising to her feet, she felt the full impact of all that
champagne, and she took a wobbly sidestep in her ridiculously high ankle-strap pumps,
and then she giggled. “Oops.”
With a smile, Nick took her hand and put his other hand on the small of her back to
steady her. The server led them through the romantically dim restaurant and into the
bright kitchen. When he opened the back door, a blast of cold, New York November air
took Bev’s breath away.
“My coat!” Among the many gifts that this gift getaway had included were the sky-high
pumps, to go with the curve-hugging, décolletage-revealing, ruched black silk dress she
had on, and an absolutely spectacular, dark-red velvet coat. It was checked inside.
Nick looked back through the kitchen and then turned to her. “Leave it.” He shed his suit
coat and put it over her shoulders.
“I love that coat!” Champagne had made her whiny. But she loved that coat!
Bev had never been skinny. In fact, as a child, and for the first years of her adulthood,
she’d been fat. But then she’d found yoga, and, since, until quite recently, she’d been
strong and firm and curvy. She had loved her body then, and so had Nick.
During all three pregnancies, she’d gained a lot of weight. With Elisa and Lia, nursing—
though not easy with them, either—had helped her lose it quickly. With Carina, the
pounds had been stubborn. Add in her generally low state of mind and already more to do
than she could manage, and she had lapsed in her fitness regimen as well. She was flabby
and soft. This body, she didn’t love.
Just another in her long list of failures.
But Nick still loved her body and still wanted her—wanted to touch her, to hold her, to be
inside her, all of it. He still bought her beautiful clothes and knew her size without
asking, even though it was two whole sizes bigger than when they’d met. She’d never
heard a single word or seen even a glance to suggest that he didn’t find her as beautiful as
he always had.

She treasured each and every gift that made her feel beautiful even when she thought
herself a lump. She didn’t want to lose her new coat.
Nick gave her a patient little smirk and cupped her cheek in his hand. “I’ll have them
send it to the hotel, bella. You’ll still have it. But come, we’ll hail a cab and go back to
the hotel before you fall off your shoes.”
“I love my shoes, too.” Black patent Louboutins. Peep-toe, hidden platform, five-inch
heels. Her husband had the most impeccable taste. Or, at least, the women who did his
bidding did.
She lifted a foot to admire its shoe. When she started to tip over, Nick caught her with a
laugh.
“I’m glad. You look fucking fantastic.”
“I love you,” she sighed, resting her head on his chest.
“Ti amo, bella. Sei il sole della mia vita.”
Those were her favorite words ever in the whole world. He’d been saying them to her, in
that beautiful language, in his sexy, deep voice, as long as he’d loved her. She sighed
again.
“Come, Beverly. Let’s get back to the hotel.”
He nodded to the server and then took Bev to the street, keeping her tucked close,
checking their surroundings as they walked. It was a Saturday night in New York City, so
she had no idea how he thought he was just going to put up his hand and magically get
a…oh.
A Yellow cab pulled to the curb the second Nick raised his hand.
“Is there some kind of homing device in your head?” she asked as he helped her into the
back seat. “So even the cabbies in a town we don’t live in know you’re too important to
make wait?”
“The Waldorf,” he said to the driver. “No rush. Show us Manhattan. And keep your eyes
on the road.”
The cabbie grinned into the rearview mirror. “Yes, sir.”
“On the road,” Nick repeated, adding a particular edge to his tone, and the cabbie looked
forward.

When he turned back to her, Bev lifted an eyebrow at him. She tried to, anyway. Her face
felt tingly, and she wasn’t sure it was doing what she wanted it to do. “No rush? Don’t
you want to get laid?”
“I absolutely do. But I want to burn some of that champagne off you first.”
“I thought you wanted to get me drunk.”
“I wanted you relaxed. I don’t want you unconscious.”
Bev pointed at her chest. “Very relaxed. Not unconscious.”
“Good.” Nick sat back in the seat and put his arm around her. “Come here.” He pulled
gently until she had settled herself at his side, with her back against his chest and his arm
hooked over her shoulder.
She felt him kiss her head, and she closed her eyes and let the last of her worries drift off
on a sigh.
Nick had told the cab driver to show them Manhattan, and he took it to heart, driving
them along Central Park on the Upper East Side, then to the river and down to the
Village. It wasn’t their first time in New York, but Bev never tired of it.
Even with the dense traffic of Manhattan on a Saturday night, she thought the city
beautiful. All the lights, the people dressed for a night out, the smells and sounds and
sights of a city teeming with all kinds of life. Resting on her husband, her soulmate, with
his arms around her and his head tipped to hers, she looked out the cab windows and truly
did relax—not the bubble-headed indolence of a champagne drunk, but a peaceful ease.
She tucked her nose under the lapel of his jacket, which she still wore, and breathed in his
scent. He was right behind her, she could smell his skin if she wanted, but there was
something especially sensual, even cozy, about smelling him in his clothes. She breathed
in again and exhaled on a hum.
“There it is,” Nick murmured in her ear. “Now you’re relaxed.” His fingers traced over
the bare skin of her chest, along the edge of her dress, from her collarbone down to the
swell of her breast. It had been a few hours since she’d expressed, but she had another
hour, maybe two, before she would be uncomfortable. She never made as much milk
when she was away from her baby as she did when she could hear her cry. Even then,
with Carina, she couldn’t make enough.
She shook that thought away before it could make a rough spot on her peaceful mood.
Nick had her pendant in his fingers—the gold and diamond sun, the first gift he’d ever
given her, the first time he’d told her that she was his sun.
But he’d said that she was dim these days, and he was right.

Apparently, she wasn’t going to get to keep her little peace. The champagne was wearing
off already—or maybe it was the drink that was making it so hard to keep the maudlin
thoughts at bay.
She turned and saw his profile, illuminated by the bright lights of the city. He was so
handsome. Heart-achingly so. Always gorgeous, he was improving with age. “Do I still
make you happy?”
Behind her, Nick stiffened. Then he shifted them both so that they were face to face. “Of
course you do. The best day of my life was the day we’re celebrating tonight.”
“Not the girls’ births?”
“No. Those are great days—tied for second best. But our daughters will grow up and live
lives of their own. You are my life, Beverly. Senza di te la vita non ha più senso.”
Nick often whispered love words in Italian, and over the years they had become familiar
to her. But these, she didn’t know. “What does that mean?”
He cocked his head. “You never ask what I mean when I speak in Italian.”
“I know. I always just like the way the words sound, like sex and love, and I just trust that
that’s what they mean.”
“But you don’t trust the words I just said?”
“I do. I just…need to know tonight.”
He smoothed his palm over her cheek and cradled her head. “I said that my life has no
meaning without you.”
“That’s not true. You have a huge life that’s separate from me. Separate from us.” She
shook her head and tried to pull away, but Nick held her in place.
“Maybe so. But you are why anything in my life makes sense. You are why I have the
things I love, the life I want. Before I loved you, I didn’t understand how little anything I
did mattered. So much of me was missing before you came and found it. We are one,
bella, and without you, I’d be empty. That’s what the words I said really mean.”
“Jesus,” Bev gasped. Even now, after years together, he could take her breath away.
He bent his head and touched his forehead to hers. “So yes, you make me happy. Every
day. How can you not know that? And I would do anything to make you happy. You
know that, too, I hope. But it seems lately like you’re not.”

Another opportunity to ask for help. But she couldn’t. Not after what he’d just said. “I am
happy. Our life is exactly the life I want. I love you so much, and I feel your love every
day. We have amazing children. I think I’m just tired. I’ll feel better when Carina starts
sleeping through the night.”
When he lifted his head and his eyes searched hers, she smiled and smoothed her fingers
over his cheek—he’d grown a bit of stubble for this weekend, the way she liked him best.
“What you said—it’s true for me, too. How could I not be happy when I have a love like
ours?”
Honestly—how could she not? What was wrong with her?
But she was happy. She was—there was not one thing in her life that she would change.
Except herself. If only she could be a better mother, a better wife, a better…just better.
What Nick and their daughters deserved.
“I would do anything, bella,” he said again, his voice low.
“I know. You don’t need to do anything but love me.” She lifted his hand and kissed it.
Then, needing to take the focus away from the thing that scared her so much and find a
way back to the peace she’d felt a few minutes before, she turned his hand over and
kissed his palm, then opened her mouth and drew her tongue across, along his finger,
until she could suck the tip into her mouth. At his grunt, she smiled. “And fuck me.”
With a gentle kind of roughness that she knew well, he scooped her legs into his arm and
pulled until she was nearly reclined on the cab seat. Then he loomed over her. “I won’t
fuck you in a cab, but I will get you off. Hard. I will make you come until you’re
shaking.”
He dropped his head and claimed her mouth, shoving his tongue deep. At the same time,
his hand went up her dress and pulled her underwear aside.
His fingers traced through her folds, and Bev whimpered at his touch. She let her leg
relax, opening herself to him, not caring what the driver might see. She slid her hands up
Nick’s arms and over his shoulders, clutching handfuls of his shirt, and let him do what
he wanted.
With that surrender, she lost the thread of her doubts and fears and fell into the moment.
There was nothing but them—no failures, no worries, no cab, no driver. Just Bev and
Nick. When everything fell away, they two were left. He was right. As long as what they
had together was strong, everything else would make sense. Their love, their unity, held
all the meaning that mattered.
And she had never doubted his love for her, or hers for his. Lately she had doubted her
worthiness of his love, but never the love. Every day, he showed her.

If she could keep her mind on that, then she would find her way back to the rest of her
life.
A rush of peace and certainty came over her with such force that she gasped and surged
up against Nick’s body. Feeling her response, he groaned and pushed his fingers into her,
and she cried out.
“Ah, Beverly,” he breathed against her lips, “Sei tutto per me.”
She knew that one. It meant she was everything to him. “And you to me. Make me come,
Nick.”
In the back of a Yellow Cab, with the bright lights of New York City strobing over their
bodies, Nick gave her what she needed.
~oOo~
By the time Nick had the driver end their roundabout tour of Manhattan and get them to
the hotel, he’d made Bev come twice. She felt sated and nearly sober.
And her panties were in her little clutch purse.
Nick was panting and wild-eyed. His shirt was rumpled, his tie loose and askew—and his
cock strained noticeably against the confines of his suit pants. As the cab pulled up at the
Waldorf and the doorman opened the back door, Bev shrugged out of his jacket and
handed it to him.
He took it with a wry lift of his eyebrow and worked his way into it. “Thank you, bella.”
“Wouldn’t want you to make a scene in the lobby.” As a punctuation of her statement,
she reached out and took hold of his cock, squeezing firmly over the rich, soft wool of his
pants. In full view of the doorman, who waited discreetly, pretending not to look.
Nick groaned and moved her hand. “I’m at my wits’ end here. You behave, or I will fuck
you in this cab after all. Right here in front of the hotel.”
She didn’t believe him, so she gave her sauciest dare of a grin. He laughed and paid the
driver. Then he got out of the cab and turned back and held his hand out for her. Taking
care that her dress didn’t hike up, she slid across the seat and let him help her out. When
she was on her feet again, he rested his hand at the small of her back and ushered her
through the door that the doorman had trotted up to hold for them.
There was something about that gesture, which he’d made hundreds, maybe thousands, of
times in their years together—reaching to help her out of a car, or through a door, or up a

staircase, or just into a room, and then resting his hand at the small of her back when he
had her at his side again—that was so entirely Nick it made her heart ache with love.
Every single time, even after all this time. It was protective and possessive, chivalrous
and considerate. It was loving. Loyal. All the things Nick was to her, in that simple set of
movements. She felt perfectly loved each and every time.
And on this night, their anniversary, feeling a bubbly, post-orgasmic bliss, walking
through the lobby of the Waldorf Astoria, in beautiful clothes, on the arm of her beautiful
man—who happened to be wearing the flush of arousal and hiding a tent inside his suit
coat because he was so hot for her—she could hardly remember why on earth she’d been
anything but perfectly happy in their perfect love and perfect life.
She could imagine nothing that would make this night better.
And then, as they reached the elevators, a piano began to play somewhere in the lobby—
maybe at the bar—and Bev recognized the first notes of “That’s How Strong My Love
Is.” Nick didn’t dance, but at their wedding reception, he’d held his hand out to her in
that way of his and led her to the dance floor, and they’d swayed together, alone, under a
spotlight, to that song. Since that night, to Bev, it had been their song.
Before he could call the elevator, she grabbed his arm and stepped around to face him.
“Dance with me.”
He frowned a little. “What?”
“Listen.”
He did.
“This is our song.”
“We have a song?” he asked—but she knew by the way he smiled that he recognized its
significance, too. The only song they’d ever danced together to.
“Dance with me.” She stepped close—so close she could feel that he was still hard—and
hooked her arms over his shoulders.
He took hold of her hips. “Beverly. We’re standing in front of the elevators.”
“Alone. Dance with me.” Without waiting for his agreement, Bev began to move to the
music, swaying her hips, pressing against him, the hard need of him, until his fingers dug
in and his eyes went dark and hot.
And then he was moving, too, taking over, pushing his body against hers, sliding his
hands up her back until they had tangled in her hair.

He was hard, and he was panting again, and his eyes could have burned her with their
heat. Then he bent his head and took her mouth, and what their bodies did after that was
more sex than dance.
Far away, the song ended and another began, one similar but with no significance
between them. It hardly mattered. Kissing her fiercely, with his tongue and lips and teeth,
Nick walked her backward until she hit the wall. She sensed him fumbling to call the
elevator—and an immediate chime announced that one had been waiting.
Not even the elevators made Nick Pagano wait.
Without taking his mouth or his hands from her, he moved her into the elevator, pushed
the button for their floor and shoved her against the back wall.
For her part, Bev went willingly where he took her, tangling her fingers into the short
curls of his salt-and-pepper hair and kissing him back with all the animal ferocity he gave
her. Then the doors closed, and the car began to move.
Nick broke away and stared down at her, looking wild and dangerous, and she knew what
he wanted.
She smiled and picked up his hand, the one that had been inside her not long ago. She
sucked a finger into her mouth, taking it all the way in. Nick groaned and jerked his hand
from her grip. Then he flipped her around and shoved her into the wall again, this time
face-first.
He took hold of the hem of her dress and yanked it up. Bev heard his zipper, and then he
nudged her legs apart, and almost as quickly as she felt him there, ready, she cried out as
he was fully sheathed inside her.
He didn’t hesitate, and he didn’t ask. He didn’t need to—she’d given him permission
already, and she’d meant to. Maybe the champagne still had a hold on her, but she felt
heady and excited, by his obviously strained need, by the magic of the night, by the illicit
thrill of fucking like this, in the elevator of this famously elegant hotel.
“Fuck,” Nick groaned at her ear as he slammed the palm of his hand on the wall near her
head. “I’m not gonna last long.”
That excited her almost more than anything, having her supremely controlled husband on
the crumbling edge. Bev felt drunk again from that alone—that power, which she hadn’t
felt in a long time. They had sex as often as they could, but with three children, the oldest
not quite five, the opportunities were not nearly as often as they’d like and never like this.
She couldn’t remember the last time that either of them had been wild like this.

“Don’t hold back. Fuck me hard.” She thrust her hips backward, deepening her bend,
making herself more accessible to him and freeing her body to move with his.
He groaned again as she flexed on him, and then he let loose of his control and slammed
into her. He grunted with every impact of their bodies, and she answered him each time
with a cry. She hadn’t thought she’d come again, but her body had other ideas and was
climbing fast, keeping pace with him.
Behind them, the elevator door opened. They’d either reached their floor, or someone
else had stopped the car at a lower floor. Either way, it didn’t matter. When Bev made to
look, Nick grabbed her hair and yanked her back, slamming her to his chest.
“No. Stay with me,” he panted in her ear. Then his hand went under her dress. The touch
of his fingers on her clit, pinching and plucking, was her undoing yet again, and she cried
out, her arms flailing, seeking something she could grab hold of and finding only air.
He pushed her back to the wall and grabbed her hips again, then went wild behind her
until he yelled, “Bella!” and his body became taut and still, buried deep inside her.
After a moment, he dropped forward, resting against her back. He kissed her neck. “Sei il
grande amore della mia vita, bella. Ti voglio sempre avere al mio fianco. Con te voglio
invecchiare. Do you want me to say what those words mean?”
Feeling happy—more than that, feeling content—Bev sighed and reached a hand back to
caress his stubbled cheek. “No. I know that they mean that you love me.”
“Si, bella. Ti amo. Sempre e per sempre.”
Forever and ever.
“Ti amo. You make me happy,” she whispered back. And she meant it.
Nick stood straight and helped her settle her dress again, then closed his pants. He took
her hand, and they turned around. The door was closed again. He pushed the button for
their floor, and the doors opened immediately.
The car had arrived at their floor and had not been called away. When they had been too
preoccupied to leave it, it had simply closed its doors and waited.
They had fucked in the elevator in perfect privacy.
Nick Pagano always got what he wanted.
Bev laughed, and Nick joined her. Then, with his hand at the small of her back, he led her
out of the elevator and down the hall to their room.

This weekend was what Bev needed to remember what a miracle her life was. No, not to
remember it. She never forgot. But she had lost the way to feel it, and now she had the
way again. Because she was not alone.
She had the love of a man who would do anything for her, who wanted nothing so much
as her happiness, and who always got what he wanted.
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