Prologue
Ten Years Ago…
Abigail Morgan Shaeffer plopped down so hard into her desk chair in her office at the Harrisburg State Capitol that it went rolling.  She didn’t care. She was angry.  
Last night, her husband of twelve years, David Shaeffer, dropped a bomb on her. 
“Abby, you are the most together woman I know.  You’re beautiful, smart and an accomplished attorney.  You’re now serving as Deputy General Counsel for the Governor’s Office.  General Counsel, Peters,  could have picked anyone, but he picked you, and I am so very proud of you,” David said.  
He continued, “I respect and admire you.  I couldn’t have asked for a better wife and law partner.”
David paused, and Abby thought, Uh, oh.
“Abby,  I’m at the point in my life that I want the Norman Rockwell life — you know — the white picket fence and children.  We haven’t been able to do the children thing together.”
Abby started to speak, but David raised his hand to stop her.
“I’m not blaming you. It is probably our lives together.  We are both under so much pressure and stress, that we cannot conceive.”
“Maybe we should seriously try, David,” Abby said, looking directly into her husband’s eyes. 
“It’s too late for that now.”
“What do you mean it’s too late? We’re both in our thirties.  These days, a lot of couples wait until they are established in their careers to have children.”
“It’s too late for us,” David said with emphasis on the ‘for us’.
Her trained instinct signaled her something dramatic was coming.   Abby remained silent, waiting for it.
David hung his head, purposely avoiding eye contact with his wife.
“I’ve met someone and she … she’s … well, she’s pregnant.  Naturally, I’ll want a divorce right away.”
Kicking into her legal mode, Abby said bitterly, “Naturally.”  
If there was one thing she learned through her years as legal counsel, there’s no use arguing a lost case — just take your hit and cut your losses.
But, inside, Abby was seething.
“You’ll be sleeping in the guest room, then,” Abby said, using her best ‘as-a-matter-of-fact’ tone.
Even though her reputation was that of a ‘tough-minded, but fair’, lawyer, Abigail Morgan Shaeffer cried all night; she promised herself she’d never cry about a man again.
The next morning, David moved in with his lover.
 Not wanting a scandal because of her very public position,  they started divorce proceedings right away.  She and David served as their own attorneys and were able to keep the divorce at a very low profile.  Abby, of course, told her boss, General Counsel Peters, but explanations to anyone else were given only as a need- to- know. 
Abby took back her maiden name of Morgan, kept the house, and gladly paid David for his half.  
After Their divorce decree was granted, David married his twenty-two year-old lover that very afternoon.
Abby redecorated the house from top to bottom, donating anything that reminded her of David.
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