
	The plane lifted off the runway at JFK at eight-fifteen in the morning, and for the first forty-five minutes, Jeff pretended to read a financial quarterly. He turned the pages at regular intervals. His eyes moved across the columns of text. He absorbed nothing.

	Diane was in the window seat. She had put on her noise-canceling headphones the moment the wheels left the ground and hadn't taken them off since. She was watching something on her phone—a series, maybe, or a video. The screen's glow turned her face blue and flickering in the darkened cabin. Occasionally she smiled. Not at him. At whatever was happening in the space behind her eyes.

	He set the quarterly in the seatback pocket and looked at the back of her head.

	They had tried the conventional route first. Six months of Thursday evenings with Dr. Lenard—a soft-spoken man who charged four hundred dollars an hour and specialized in what his website called relational realignment. Jeff had approached it the way he approached everything: methodically. He listened better. He initiated more. He paid attention to the signals she gave and tried to respond to them, and sometimes he got it right, and sometimes—often—he could feel, in the silence afterward, that he had not. That she was sitting next to him in the therapist's office, very still, in the way a person sits still when they are deciding not to say something. He never asked what the something was.

	Five hours and fifty minutes to landing.

	He had made Partner in January. Three years of missed dinners and rescheduled vacations and Diane falling asleep alone in the master bedroom while he sat in his office under fluorescent lights, reviewing term sheets at midnight. Three years of telling himself it was for them—for the house, for the life they'd built.

	What he never said—what he barely admitted to himself—was what those three years had cost her.

	Diane had worked for a small, respected curatorial practice on the Lower East Side. She had an eye for space and light that made other dealers envious. It wasn't a hobby; it was the architecture of her identity. And she had held onto it through the first twelve years of their marriage, even as Jeff's hours grew longer and the household logistics fell increasingly on her.

	Then, six months ago, they started seeing Dr. Lenard.

	The therapist had talked about removing stressors. About creating space for intimacy. About the need for one of them to bend. And Diane, desperate and exhausted and willing to try anything, had made the calculation that Jeff apparently could not: she quit the gallery.

	She told him it was fine. She told him it would give them the time they needed to reconnect. She told herself that if she cleared the decks, Jeff would finally step back from the ledge of his ambition and meet her in the middle of their life.

	He didn't.

	The partnership vote came three months into therapy. Jeff celebrated with the senior partners at a steakhouse in Midtown while Diane stayed home.

	The therapy had ended in March. Not badly—no rupture, no final session where truths were finally said. It simply concluded, the way an expensive subscription concludes when no one remembers to cancel it. Lenard called it a natural plateau. Jeff had nodded, grateful for the clinical language.

	Diane had nodded too. But something in her eyes had gone quiet and flat, the way a sea goes flat 

	Five hours and ten minutes to landing.

	He turned his head and looked at Diane again. She was still watching her screen, her face tilted toward the blue glow. She had crossed her legs. Her foot, in a low suede pump, was resting on its heel, her ankle exposed. She was wearing slim black trousers and a cream-colored cashmere sweater that she had bought the week before, without asking him about it, without mentioning the price. Small things. The kind of things a woman buys when she is no longer consulting anyone about the life she is building.

	He could not imagine the seat beside him without her.

	This was the thought. Not the house, not the equity, not the retirement accounts. The seat. The specific presence of her in the seat beside him—the way she reached across him to close the window shade, the way her shoulder brushed his arm when she shifted position, the way her shampoo smelled faintly above the recycled cabin air. Without her, the seat was just polyester and a folding tray. Without her, the flight was just transportation. Without her, the life they were flying toward was walls and a mortgage and silence in the evenings where her voice used to be.

	He could survive the financial ruin. He couldn't survive her absence. That was the arithmetic the court didn't model, the variable that didn't appear on any spreadsheet. He had built his entire identity around being her husband—not the title, not the legal status, but the act of it. The daily, invisible act of being the man who came home to her, who sat in the armchair across from her, who watched her feet on the ottoman and listened to her ask about countertops and ate the risotto she'd made and felt her hand on his shoulder as she walked past. Take that away, and what was left?

	Four hours and fifty minutes to landing.

	He closed his eyes. The fear settled into his chest like something with weight. Not a stone—a presence. The knowledge that he would do anything. Not the dramatic anything of movies—no crimes, no violence. The quiet anything of a man who understands, in the darkened cabin of a plane over the Atlantic, with his wife's elbow six inches from his own, that there is no line he will not cross, no humiliation he will not accept, no version of himself he will not become, if it means keeping this.

	He would sign anything. He would agree to anything. He would become anything.

	The thought didn't scare him. That was the worst part. It should have scared him—the realization that his love for her had no bottom, that there was no depth beyond which he would say no, this is too much, I won't do this. But it didn't scare him because it wasn't a realization. It was something he'd always known, filed away in the same drawer where he kept the other truths he couldn't afford to examine: that he was not enough for her, that he'd never been enough for her, that the gap between what she deserved and what he could provide was widening every year, and that one day—soon, maybe already—the gap would become a chasm, and she would look across it and see him on the other side, small and inadequate and holding a chipped blue bowl, and she would stop reaching across.

	He opened his eyes. The cabin was the same. The hum of the engines was the same. The blue glow of her screen was the same. The woman beside him was the same, and they were hours from reaching somewhere, and he still didn't know what he had agreed to.

	Three hours and twenty-five minutes to landing.

	He closed his eyes again.

	It started during the summer, with the subtle, terrifying realization that his wife was outgrowing him. 

	For the last decade, Diane had been comfortably settled into her body—carrying a few extra, soft pounds that made her familiar and safe. But two months ago, a switch had flipped. She started going to an elite private gym in Midtown. The extra weight didn't just vanish; it shifted, re-sculpting her silhouette with a poised grace. Her posture straightened. Her chest seemed bolder, her waist tighter. When she began wearing fitted dresses and high heels around their living room, the sharp, confident click of her stilettos on the hardwood floor would physically stop the breath in Jeff’s chest. She had never looked more beautiful, and Jeff had never felt more desperate to keep her. 

	Then came the phone. 

	It became a permanent fixture in her hand. Jeff would come home from the firm, exhausted and wanting to connect, only to find her curled up on the living room sofa, her face illuminated by the blue glow of her screen. She texted relentlessly, her thumbs flying across the glass even during their quiet, post-dinner television hours. 

	"Who are you talking to?" Jeff finally asked one evening, unable to hide the anxious edge in his voice. 

	"Sarah, a friend," Diane answered smoothly, her eyes never leaving the screen. "We met in Dr. Lenard's waiting room. Right before one of my private therapy sessions." 

	Jeff frowned, stepping into the living room. "Who is she? Since when have you two gotten so close?"

	"We started going to the same gym," Diane said, casually flipping her hair over her newly toned shoulder. "She doesn't work. She just volunteers for some high-end charities. Her husband is loaded—some hotshot partner over at Goldman Sachs."

	The name-drop was meant to pacify him, placing this mystery woman safely inside their wealthy Wall Street social circle, but it only made the knot in Jeff's stomach tighter.

	The secrecy escalated. One Tuesday night, Jeff came home early and walked into the bedroom. Diane was so absorbed in a hushed phone call that she didn't hear the door open. The moment she saw his reflection in the mirror, she ended the call with a sharp, guilty quickness, offering a smile that didn't quite reach her eyes. 

	The paranoia peaked on a sweltering Saturday afternoon in late July. Jeff was sitting out on the terrace, a cold drink in his hand, when he heard Diane’s voice drifting through the cracked glass of the sliding door. She was pacing the bedroom, speaking in a low, intense murmur. Jeff strained to listen, but he could only catch disjointed, baffling fragments. 

	"...Lucia," she murmured. "aha, early March?"

	A long pause.

	"Six hours. Yes, I know. One-fifty, tops."

	Jeff stared out at the Manhattan skyline, his mind racing. Was it a surprise trip? A real estate purchase? He spent the next week agonizing over the fragments, waiting for the other shoe to drop. 

	Exactly seven days later, it did. 

	Jeff walked into the kitchen on a Friday evening, loosening his tie. The massive marble island was completely bare, except for a single, heavy, matte-black envelope resting directly in the center.

	Diane was nowhere to be seen.

	Jeff walked over and picked it up. He slid the thick, cream-colored brochure out of the dark sleeve. The font was elegant and minimalist. Below a stunning photograph of turquoise water and a sun-drenched infinity pool that looked like something pulled from a dream, small, serifed letters read: Élysée Retreat: A Structured Approach to Marriage Renewal.

	He opened it. Read the first paragraph. Then the second.

	He closed the brochure, set it down on the marble, and lifted his gaze.

	Diane had entered the kitchen silently and was watching him. She was standing directly across the island from him, her hands flat on the countertop. Her face was open—no aggression, no guilt, just the steady, clear gaze of a woman who had made an absolute decision and was simply waiting to explain it.

	"It's a program," she said. "A month. It's designed for couples like us."

	Jeff stared at her. "Couples like us."

	"Couples who are stuck."

	He looked at the brochure again. The word structured caught his eye. He read the paragraph it appeared in. The language was clinical, reassuring, legal. A binding contractual framework. Defined rights and responsibilities. Jurisdictionally shielded. The words didn't alarm him—he worked with contracts for a living. What alarmed him was the space between the words. The space where the thing they were describing actually lived.

	"How much?"

	"Expensive."

	"How expensive, Diane?"

	"Terribly," she murmured, completely unbothered by the reality of the money. "But don't worry, darling. You can afford it."

	He was quiet. She was quiet. The kitchen was quiet. Outside, a bird was singing—something simple and repetitive, three notes, over and over, like a question it didn't expect an answer to.

	"What does the program do?" he asked.

	"It helps us."

	"Helps us how?"

	She looked at him. And for a moment—just a moment—something passed across her face that he couldn't read. Not guilt. Not defiance. Something softer than that, and more dangerous. Something that looked like the expression of a woman who has stopped apologizing for what she wants.

	"I think you should read it." she murmured. "I think we’re running out of options, Jeff. Then we'll talk."

	She picked up her coffee. Walked out of the kitchen. Her bare feet made no sound on the tile.

	He sat alone at the island with the brochure in front of him and the chipped blue bowl beside it and the bird still singing its three-note question outside the window.

	He opened the brochure. He read.

	And the fear—the deep, presence-in-the-chest fear he'd been living with for months, for years—did not rise. It was already there. It had been there so long it felt like part of him, like a limb he'd been born with. What rose instead was something else. Something that felt, in the moment, like relief.

	You would sign anything. You would agree to anything. You would become anything.

	He kept reading.

	______________________

	

	The drive from the Hewanorra Airport took twenty minutes, most of it along a two-lane coastal road that smelled of salt and drying brush. Diane sat in the passenger seat of the black SUV the resort had sent, her sunglasses on, her attention directed toward the ocean. Jeff sat beside her. He had not touched her since they boarded the flight in New York.

	He watched her reflection in the tinted window. She looked calm. Not the forced, brittle calm of a woman entering a difficult negotiation, but the deep, structural calm of a woman who had already made her decisions and was merely waiting for the scenery to catch up.

	The SUV turned off the asphalt onto a private, unmarked road paved with crushed white stone.

	"Nearly there, Mr. and Mrs. Hayes," the driver said. It was the first time he had spoken since loading their luggage. His voice was smooth, neutral, professional.

	The road wound through dense, mature tropical foliage before opening suddenly into a wide, circular drive.

	Élysée Retreat did not look like a clinic, and it did not look like a hotel. It looked like the private estate of someone who valued discretion above all other currencies. The main building was a sweeping structure of pale stone and dark glass, surrounded by terraced gardens. There was no signage. No branding. Only the heavy, oppressive silence of extreme wealth. 

	As the SUV glided to a stop, two staff members stepped out from the shade of the portico. They were dressed in immaculate, tailored linen—one man, one woman.

	The driver opened Diane’s door first.

	The female staff member, who looked to be in her late thirties with a posture that suggested she had never needed to apologize for anything, offered Diane a warm, specific smile.

	"Mrs. Hayes. Welcome to Élysée. I am Corinne. I will be your primary liaison during your stay." Corinne extended a hand, and Diane took it. It was not a greeting directed at a couple; it was a greeting directed entirely at the woman.

	The male staff member approached Jeff. He was younger, perhaps thirty, with the broad shoulders of a swimmer and the neutral, blank expression of a man whose job it was to manage objects, not people.

	"Mr. Hayes. I am Kendrick. Please leave your luggage; it has already been routed." Kendrick did not offer his hand. "If you will follow me, we will proceed directly to intake."

	Jeff looked past Kendrick to where Diane was walking up the wide stone steps with Corinne.

	"Diane," Jeff called out.

	She paused on the steps and turned. For a fraction of a second, the distance between them felt entirely normal—a husband checking in with his wife before a hotel receptionist asked for a credit card.

	"I'll see you inside?" Jeff asked, aiming for casual and landing somewhere near pleading.

	Corinne smiled at Diane, then looked down at Jeff. "Mrs. Hayes will be proceeding to the West Wing for her orientation. Your intake, Mr. Hayes, is in the East Pavilion."

	Jeff’s stomach tightened. The brochure had mentioned separation, but the reality of it—the sheer, clinical speed with which they were being pulled apart in the driveway—felt like a physical blow.

	She looked at him, her lips curving into a soft, almost pitying smile. "Be good, Jeff," she said lightly. "I'll see you when I see you."

	It wasn't cruel. It was simply factual. She turned back to Corinne, and the two women disappeared through the dark glass doors of the main entrance.

	Jeff stood on the crushed stone, the heat pressing down on him.

	"This way, Mr. Hayes," Kendrick said softly.

	They walked on a path paved with volcanic stone slabs. Barely fifty yards in, they came to a heavy, iron-reinforced wooden door set into a dense wall of areca palms. Kendrick entered a code on a small, almost invisible metal keypad tucked into the foliage, and the door unlocked with a loud, metallic clang.

	Jeff stepped through. Behind him, hidden in the foliage, he caught a glimpse of the barrier the palms were concealing: a twelve-foot braided-wire fence, the same fence their SUV had passed through when they arrived at the resort. He hadn't thought about it at the time—he had been too busy watching Diane's reflection in the tinted glass. 

	Now he understood. The fence surrounded the entire peninsula. And it also divided it.

	The East Pavilion was not luxurious.

	It was clean, functional, and entirely stripped of comfort. Jeff followed Kendrick down a long, open-air corridor lined with minimalist concrete pillars. There were no ocean views here. The air smelled of ozone and hot stone.

	Kendrick led him into a long, windowless office that smelled of industrial cleaner and warm electronics. Several metal lockers, a metal desk sat at the far end, flanked by two straight-backed chairs. Along the left wall, a row of heavy-gauge steel file cabinets stretched from the door to the back corner—drawer after drawer of them, each one fitted with a small label holder and a combination lock. The drawers were immaculate, identical, and very full. Jeff could hear the faint, subliminal hum of a server rack somewhere behind the cabinets—the soft, relentless pulse of data being stored.

	"Please have a seat," Kendrick said, taking the chair behind the desk. He opened a slim manila folder. "You will be occupying Room 404. Your personal effects will be cataloged and stored. You will have no access to your phone, your laptop, or any outside communication for the duration of your thirty-one-day stay. Do you understand, Mr. Hayes?"

	"Yes," Jeff said.

	"Before we proceed, I want to outline how your time here will be structured," he said. "Your days will be divided into three categories: physical training, theoretical education, and psychological sessions. Physical training begins tomorrow at seven thirty a.m. with a group fitness assessment. Theoretical education covers topics ranging from the psychology of arousal to marriage dynamics. Psychological sessions are one-on-one with a licensed therapist and are tailored to your specific profile." 

	He paused, letting the words settle. "Your schedule will be posted daily on the digital board in your quarters. Attendance at all morning physical conditioning, afternoon seminars, and evening journal sessions is mandatory."

	"Your progress in all three areas is tracked daily," he continued. "These reports are shared with your wife and her counseling team each evening. Transparency is a core principle here, Mr. Hayes. Nothing you do in the Men's Quarter is private from your wife. This is by design." 

	Jeff felt something tighten in his chest. She gets a report card. On me.

	Kendrick met his eyes without flinching. "It's not a judgment. It's a tool. Your wife needs to see your engagement and progress to build trust in the process. Many husbands find that knowing their wife is watching actually motivates them. Some even find it" —a brief, careful pause— "stimulating, eventually." 

	Jeff said nothing. He wasn't there yet. He wasn't sure he'd ever be there. 

	Kendrick went through the remainder of the intake—medical questionnaire, dietary preferences, emergency contact (Diane, of course), and a detailed personal history form that asked questions Jeff had never been asked in his forty-six years. He filled it out in silence, his handwriting growing smaller as the questions grew more intimate. 

	"Ready, Mr. Hayes?"

	Jeff nodded slowly. He felt a strange, floating sensation, as if the man sitting in the chair was someone else. Thirty-one days, he told himself. I can do thirty-one days of jumping through hoops if it means keeping her.

	"Regarding your scheduled meetings with Mrs. Hayes," Kendrick continued, his tone flat, bureaucratic. "They are set for Day Seven, Fifteen, Twenty-One, and Twenty-Seven. All meetings will take place at eighteen-hundred hours in Mrs. Hayes's quarters. You will be escorted to the gate by a staff member. You will not approach the gate unescorted."

	Jeff processed the dates. Day Seven. A week. He would not see his wife for an entire week. The number felt immense, heavy. But then he did the math. Thirty-one days. Four meetings. It was a structure. It was a rule he could follow. He just had to survive until Day Seven.

	"Understood," Jeff said quietly.

	"Excellent. Change into the garments provided in the locker behind you, and proceed to the canteen for the evening meal. Use the time after to get acquainted with the place. Your program will start tomorrow morning."

	Kendrick closed the folder and stood up, leaving the room without another word.

	

	Jeff opened the metal locker. Inside lay a stack of folded gray clothing: drawstring trousers, collarless cotton shirts, and soft-soled canvas shoes. The clothes were uniform. They were designed to erase the man who wore them.

	He stripped off his suit, folded it neatly, and put on the gray clothes. They fit perfectly, which somehow made it worse.

	________

	

	The canteen was a long, low-ceilinged hall with concrete floors and rows of utilitarian wooden tables. When Jeff walked in, the noise was a dull, echoing hum.

	There were perhaps twenty men in the room, all wearing the same gray clothing. Some were older, their shoulders rounded with age and defeat; some were younger, possessing a restless, kinetic energy that seemed entirely out of place in the bleak surroundings.

	Jeff took a plastic tray, received a portion of grilled chicken and steamed vegetables from a silent kitchen worker, and found an empty seat near the end of a long table.

	He ate mechanically. The food had no taste. His mind was entirely consumed by the geography of the resort. Where was the West Wing? How far away was Diane right now? Was she eating in a dining room? Was Corinne pouring her wine?

	Thirty days, he thought, gripping his fork tightly. I just have to take this shit for thirty days. I can do it.

	"First day?"

	Jeff looked up. The man sitting across from him was in his late thirties, with dark, thinning hair and a face that looked as though it hadn't fully relaxed in months.

	"Yeah," Jeff said. "Jeff."

	"Mark," the man replied. He didn't offer to shake hands. "You look like you're calculating."

	"Calculating?"

	"Counting the days until your first meeting," Mark said, a dry, humorless smile touching his mouth. "We all do it. Day Seven is the longest week of your life."

	Jeff looked at him. "When is your next one?"

	"Day Twenty-One," Mark said, looking down at his tray. "Tomorrow."

	Jeff felt a sudden, surprising wave of solidarity. They were all in the same boat. They were all just husbands, enduring a humiliating corporate retreat to save their marriages.

	"How was your Day Fifteen?" Jeff asked, hoping for some insight into what the meetings actually entailed. Did they talk? Did they undergo couples therapy in her room?

	Mark was quiet for a long moment. He picked up his fork, turned it over, and set it down again.

	"It was... brief," Mark said softly. He didn't elaborate.

	Jeff let it go, assuming the man simply didn't want to discuss the intimate details of his marriage with a stranger. As his gaze drifted down the long wooden table, he noticed a younger man, aggressively fit, eating with rapid, nervous energy two seats away.

	When the man reached for his water glass, Jeff’s eyes caught on his forearms.

	The man’s wrists were wrapped tightly in white athletic tape. Just below the edge of his short-sleeved gray shirt, Jeff saw a series of angry, red scabs raked across the inside of the man's elbow. They looked like deep scratches, healing poorly in the humid air.

	Jeff looked further down the table. Another man, older, had similar tape wrapped around his left wrist, the white fabric stained faintly brown near the heel of his hand.

	Jeff turned back to Mark, keeping his voice low.

	"What's with the tape?" Jeff asked, nodding subtly toward the younger man. "Do they have us doing obstacle courses or something?"

	Mark followed Jeff's gaze. The dry, humorless smile vanished completely from Mark's face.

	"No," Mark said quietly. "No obstacle courses. The physical conditioning is tough but no such thing."

	"Then what happened to them?"

	Mark picked up his water glass. He took a slow sip, his eyes fixed on the blank concrete wall at the far end of the canteen.

	"Occupational hazard," Mark said, his tone entirely closed off. "You'll figure it out."

	Jeff frowned, but he didn't press it. He returned to his meal, the strange detail of the bandaged wrists filing itself away in the back of his mind, drowned out by the louder, more immediate thought that he was only on hour four of a seven-day wait.

	________

	

	Suite 404 in the East Pavilion wasn't a dungeon; it was a masterclass in sensory deprivation. The walls were painted a flat, clinical white, completely bare of art or distraction. A single square window let in the twilight sun but offered a view only of a high, blank courtyard wall. The furniture was aggressively basic: a small laminate table, a rigid wooden chair, and a twin-sized bed with perfectly tucked, stiff cotton sheets.

	Above the table, a glowing red digital clock ruthlessly dictated the schedule, a constant reminder that his time was no longer his own. Jeff sat on the edge of the narrow mattress, wearing his linen uniform. He rested his elbows heavily on his knees and buried his face in his hands. In the impeccably clean, white-tiled bathroom a few feet away, a simple frameless mirror hung over the sink—waiting to force him to look at his own exhaustion. The room wasn't squalor. It was the absolute, sterile erasure of his identity, and it was already working.

	____________________

	

	The West Wing was not a building so much as an ecosystem of pure, unadulterated privilege.

	Diane followed Corinne past a series of cascading reflecting pools, through a courtyard shaded by massive banyan trees, and up a floating glass staircase. The air smelled of jasmine and sea salt. There were no corridors. Instead, elevated teak walkways connected individual, free-standing structures, each one hidden behind screens of tropical bamboo and blooming hibiscus.

	"Suite Twelve," Corinne said, stopping before a set of hand-carved mahogany doors. She pressed her palm to a discreet biometric scanner set into the stone wall. The doors unlocked with a heavy, satisfying thud.

	Corinne pushed them open and stepped aside. "After you, Mrs. Hayes."

	Diane walked in, and her breath hitched.

	She had stayed in five-star hotels before, but this was something entirely different. The suite was massive—easily two thousand square feet—designed with an open-concept layout that blurred the line between the indoors and the tropical landscape. The floors were cool, pale limestone. The walls were paneled in raw silk and bleached teak.

	"The living area," Corinne said smoothly, gesturing to a sunken lounge featuring a curved, cream-colored linen sofa, a low marble coffee table, and a fully stocked wet bar. Beyond the lounge, a wall of floor-to-ceiling glass panels was pushed entirely open to the sea breeze.

	Diane walked toward the light. The glass opened onto a private terrace that seemed to hover over the cliffside. A small infinity plunge pool glittered in the sun, its water bleeding seamlessly into the horizon of the ocean below. A daybed, shaded by a billowing white canvas canopy, sat at the edge of the water.

	"The bedroom is through here," Corinne continued, leading Diane back inside.

	The bedroom was dominated by a king-sized platform bed draped in gossamer netting, the sheets made of a silk so fine it looked like spun water. But it was the bathroom that finally made Diane stop and stare. It was larger than her first apartment in New York. A freestanding soaking tub, carved from a single block of black volcanic stone, sat beneath a skylight. The walk-in shower was entirely open to a private, walled-in garden of ferns and orchids.

	"Your wardrobe has already been unpacked and arranged in the dressing room," Corinne said, her voice a soothing murmur. "The tablet on the bedside table controls the climate, the lighting, and the privacy screens. It also connects you directly to the spas, the beauty center, and the kitchens. You may order anything you desire, at any hour."

	Diane turned to look at Corinne. The sheer scale of the luxury was disorienting. At home, she managed the household. She knew when the mortgage was due, she knew when the dishwasher needed salt, she knew when Jeff was stressed about his billables. Here, there was nothing to manage.

	"What is the schedule?" Diane asked, feeling a strange need for structure.

	Corinne smiled, an expression of gentle, maternal amusement. "The restaurant, the cafeteria and the terrace are open until 22:30, and the French bistro on the top floor of the main building is open from three in the afternoon, but... there is no schedule, Mrs. Hayes. You are here to remember what it feels like to simply exist. The only fixed appointment on your calendar is a meeting in this suite, seven days from now, at eighteen-hundred hours."

	Diane frowned slightly. "A meeting?"

	"With your husband," Corinne clarified. "If you choose to receive him."

	If you choose. The phrasing caught Diane off guard. "I don't have to?"

	"You do not have to do anything you do not wish to do," Corinne said softly. "I wouldn’t recommend it but, you can skip a meeting if you feel like it. You have full control over your program and your husband’s, Mrs. Hayes. I will leave you to settle in. A chilled bottle of Laurent-Perrier is waiting in the bar fridge. Please, enjoy the afternoon."

	Corinne bowed her head and slipped out the mahogany doors, leaving Diane entirely alone in the massive, silent suite.


