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Chapter 1

 


“How was Ava?”

“As good as gold,” replied Michael managing
a smile and standing up to leave.

“Are you leaving, again?” she asked
sharply.

“Yeah,” he said, surprised by her tone.

Emily let out a long sigh. “Can we talk,
please?”

“Sure,” replied Michael taking a seat.

“What’s wrong?” she asked sitting next to
him. “You’ve been avoiding me like the plague, you take off as soon
as I get home, and you hardly say two words to me.”

“I’m confused about us,” he said candidly.
“I just think we need some space.”

“Space? As in taking a break, space?” she
asked looking for more details.

“I just think we both need to take a step
back and reevaluate what we are doing,” he said honestly. “We say
we’re friends, but we’ve crossed that line on several occasions,
and it’s not right with you seeing Brad.”

“Oh, this is about Brad!” she snapped, her
tiredness and irritability getting the better of her.

“I didn’t say that,” corrected Michael,
“this is about you and me. Brad is your concern, not mine.”

“My concern, in what way?”

“Well, isn’t he your boyfriend?”

“We go on dates.”

He gave her an odd look. “Do you date anyone
else?”

“No.”

“To me, that makes him your boyfriend, and
you a couple.”

“Okay, just to keep this moving along, he’s
my boyfriend, and we’re a couple, and?” she asked impatiently.

He thought for a moment. “Let me try to
explain this in the simplest way.”

“Oh, because I’m simple!” she said
mockingly.

Michael took a deep breath, ignored her
response, and continued. “Do you tell Brad everything we do?”

“No, not everything.”

“Not everything or none of it?”

“Not everything.” In truth Brad knew very
little.

“Why not?”

Emily felt like she was being pushed into a
corner and didn’t want to be trapped there. “Because…” she said
hesitantly, not wanting to answer.

“Because…some of the things we do as friends
he wouldn’t approve of?” suggested Michael.

“I guess.”

“Then that’s a problem,” established
Michael. “If we only did what all other friends do, you should be
able to tell him everything, right?”

Emily sighed heavily.

“Like I said earlier, we need to take a step
back, take a break, and reevaluate.”

She knew he was right about stepping over
the friendship line and with Brad not knowing. “So, what about
us?”

“Us?” he asked confused. “From day one you
told me we were friends; we have reminded each other daily we are
friends, and you even tell your family and your friends, that we
are friends.”

“I know what I tell them!” she said
sharply.

“Emily, I am your friend, and you have a
boyfriend, I shouldn’t be holding you in your bed; it has to stop.
And you know yourself, that’s just one example of us crossing the
line, we need to reset our boundaries,” explained Michael calmly,
“especially if we are going to continue to be just friends.”
Although deep down in his heart that wasn’t what he wanted at all,
or the way he truly felt about her.

Emily had been hoping to hear something
completely different from him, she had feelings for him, and she
thought he did for her. But what he was saying now was the total
opposite, and it hurt her, and she wanted to hurt him back. “At
least Brad can provide for Ava and me. He can afford to pay for my
college, put Ava in a private school, and give us a very
comfortable life,” she retaliated furiously.

“And, what’s your point?” asked Michael,
wanting to hear her say it.

“He has a plan. What’s your plan, Michael?
To continue to write books, hoping one day you may get lucky, and
maybe one day get one published. And if not, then what? Move back
in with mommy and daddy when your money runs out,” she said
nastily.

“Money? Is that what’s most important in
your life, money!” he snapped back. “Is that the answer to all your
problems?”

“It’s better than working my butt off in a
job I don’t like, and having a child I don’t see at nights,” she
countered.

“What about doing your editing in
January?”

“Who is going to want me to edit their
book?” she asked in dismay. “Someone like you, Michael, who can’t
afford to pay me! Even if your book gets published, who would even
know I edited it? No one!”

“Emily, you’ve changed these last few days,”
said Michael shaking his head. “Did someone say something to you to
make you feel like this? This is not the person I know; this is not
who you are.”

“Maybe someone opened my eyes to what you
can’t offer me,” she said smirking smugly at him. “Besides, who
wants to be with a penniless—” Emily stopped herself, she couldn’t
believe how far she had taken it.

“Say it,” whispered Michael.

“No.”

“Say it!” he said looking at her.

“No, I don’t want to,” she pleaded.

“Say it!” he demanded.

“Please, please stop…I don’t want to say
it.”

“Well, let me say it for you…Penniless
writer!” said Michael, distraught and extremely hurt. He looked
away from her, slowly took a deep breath, and thought momentarily.
He looked at her and took his time with what he had to say next.
“Emily, you’re right. I can’t pay for you to go to college, put Ava
in a private school, buy you a condo in the city, or give you a
comfortable life. So, I will agree with you there, and say that
you’re one hundred percent right.”

Emily saw the hurt in his eyes and had to
look away.

“But what I can offer you is someone who you
can talk to about anything, who will listen to you, and will
genuinely care about what you have to say...someone who will be
honest, sincere, caring, and kind…but most of all, someone who will
give you love and support. Because the backbone to any couple, to
us being friends, is the unconditional love and support you give to
one another in good times, and more importantly, in bad times…Then
again, maybe he already has all those things covered, you are a
couple and I’m not around when you two are together, so I’m
guessing he probably does…Which means it just comes down to you and
Ava having a comfortable life.” Michael hesitated and looked at
her, judging by her silence, he was right. “Emily, I believed in
you from the first day we met. The problem is you never believed in
yourself…in me…and now in us,” he said sadly, then stood, put on
his coat, and headed for the door.

Emily realized replying was pointless, the
damage had been done and whatever she said he wouldn’t believe it
anyway, and who could blame him. Instead, she remained silent and
let him walk away from her. And as her eyes welled up, she
wondered, “What she was doing?”

Michael glanced over at her one last time
“Enjoy your money, your comfortable life…I’m sure Brad will be a
great husband, a wonderful stepfather, and I wish you all the best,
Emily.” Then turned around, opened the door, and quietly closed it
behind him.

Emily fell to the floor crying...


Chapter 2

 


Nineteen Days Earlier - Wednesday, November
30

 


Michael looked up at the stars in the cool
winter night and smiled proudly to himself. Nine months and it was
finished; his dream had finally come true. No matter what the
outcome, he had done it, and what made it more special, is that he
had completed it three and a half weeks prior to the December
twenty-fourth deadline he had set for himself.

He slowly glanced down from the stars at the
snow-covered trees, road, and sidewalk, before picking up his pace
and turning onto Main Street. He had no set destination in mind, he
was just out for a walk, but several minutes into it, he noticed a
bar was open across the street and decided to head in its
direction.

Emily put on her coat, walked outside, and
as she hastily moved away from the entrance, the cool air felt
refreshing against her face. It had been a busy night, and her feet
were sore, but she wanted to distance herself as quickly as she
could from work and enjoy the little free time she had. She was
tired of her job, unfortunately it was a means to an end, and her
choices were very limited. As she gazed off into the distance, she
caught the silhouette of a man walking towards her.

“Are you closing up?”

“Oh no, I’m just taking a quick break, and
getting some fresh air,” she replied.

“It’s a beautiful night,” he said looking up
at the sky.

“It is,” she replied following his stare. “I
always try to come outside whenever I get the chance, which
unfortunately isn’t too often,” she admitted, “in fact this is my
first time tonight.”

“Busy night?” he asked.

“Most of it,” she said looking at him, “it’s
quiet now, I only have a couple in the corner.” She liked his face;
there was something about it that she couldn’t quite put her finger
on it, but something. “We’re closing in about thirty minutes, are
you coming in?” she asked motioning to the front door.

“I am,” replied Michael and followed her
inside. As he watched her take off her coat and put it behind the
bar, he put his around the back of a bar chair and sat.

“What would you like?”

“Pint of Budweiser,” he said, watching her
walk over to the tap and pour. She was a beautiful woman with light
brown hair, chestnut-colored eyes, and a picture-perfect
complexion.

“I’m Emily,” she said putting the beer down
and reaching out her hand.

“Michael,” he said shaking it, “nice to meet
you.”

“You too,” she replied curiously, “I’ve
never seen you here before, are you new in town?”

“No, I grew up in Aurora then moved away. I
came back about a year ago.”

“I’m guessing you live close?”

“I do,” he replied, “about a fifteen-minute
walk.”

“Oh really, what street?”

“Cedar.”

“I live on Spruce, we’re practically
neighbors,” she said with a friendly smile. “Is that where have you
been hiding for the last year?” Emily caught herself. “Oh, I’m
sorry! That’s none of my business.”

“No, it’s all right,” he said with a
reassuring gesture. “I’ve been busy working; long days and late
nights.”

“So, you’re just taking a break
tonight?”

“Actually no, I’m done working for a
while…well I shouldn’t say work, because it isn’t work…I mean it is
work, but it’s fun work,” he said trying to explain before
hopelessly looking at her. “Am I making any sense?”

“Kind of,” she replied, “I’m guessing, it’s
something you enjoy doing?”

“It is,” he said with a satisfactory nod
before taking a sip of his beer.

Emily liked his green eyes, his smile, the
scruff on his face, and his dark hair. “Do you mind if I ask what
it is that you do?”

He gave her a mischievous suspicious look.
“I’m not sure if I want you to know the reason why I’ve been hiding
this past year.”

Emily giggled at his playfulness. “Okay,
okay,” she replied, “asking if that is where you’ve been hiding,
was a little too personal. But you did bring up work and that being
the reason why,” she said leaning forward and out of the corner of
her eye noticing the couple in the corner finishing their drinks
and excusing herself.

Michael’s eyes followed her, and then he
watched the couple pay their bill, say goodnight, and leave. “I
should let you close up,” he suggested as Emily walked back.

“You have time for one more,” she replied
going behind the bar. “Besides, I still have to clean up a little
and do my cash out,” she explained, then paused, and leaned on the
counter. “Plus, it will also give you some time to decide whether
or not you are going to tell me what it is you do.”

“Fair enough,” he said with a grin before
ordering another and paying his bill.

Emily took out the till. “I want be long,”
she said pleasantly.

Michael watched her go to the office then
looked around. He noticed behind him was a good-sized dining room
which took up about two thirds of the space, and where he was
sitting the remainder, before turning his attention back to his
beer.

“I just have to put these chairs up on the
bar,” Emily explained as she took away his empty glass. When she
looked back, she realized he was doing it for her. “Thank you so
much, they can weigh a ton this time of night,” she said
appreciatively, and smiled to herself as she did her final walk
around. After she had finished, they put on their coats, and went
outside.

Michael waited for Emily to lock the door
and turn around. “Are you driving?”

“No,” she replied hoping he would walk with
her.

“Can I walk you home?”

“I would like that,” she replied happily,
and walked in silence for a while, until they crossed the street.
“Okay, it’s decision time?”

“About what?” asked Michael trying to be
coy.

“Oh, don’t give me that!” she said shaking
her head. “You know about what!”

“Okay, okay, enough pressure,” he said
putting his hands up and surrendering. “I can’t take it
anymore.”

“You haven’t seen anything yet, mister!” she
said chuckling.

“I’m sure I haven’t,” he replied and laughed
with her.

As they turned the corner onto Maple, she
looked over at him. “So?”

Michael slowed down, stopped, and looked at
her hesitantly. “Here it is,” he said gathering his thoughts
momentarily, “for the last nine months I have been writing a
contemporary romance novel, and this evening I finished it. So, I
decided I would go for a walk, and when I saw your bar was open, to
have a celebratory drink.”

“That is so amazing!” she said sincerely
“I’m so happy for you.”

“Thank you,” he replied quietly.

“I have to tell you, I’m an avid reader, and
I read whenever I can,” she revealed. “Maybe one day I’ll get to
read yours.”

Michael looked at her thoughtfully. “Since
you’ve mentioned it, I wouldn’t mind having some fresh eyes reading
it and eliciting feedback, before I send it off to the publishers,”
he said tentatively. “Would you be interested?”

“Are you serious? I would love to!” she
replied enthusiastically. “Can I?”

“Of course, you can,” he replied happy with
her eagerness. “I should probably get someone to edit it, too, but
that can be expensive. I do have a friend of the family who has a
background in editing, and has offered to help, but I’m not sure
he’s the type of editor I need for this. Then again, my finances
are limited, so I may have to take his offer. I guess I’m unsure
what to do at this time.”

“I can edit it, too!”

“You can?” he asked surprised.

“In college, I used to edit stories for the
newspaper, and I also did some work on the side proofreading
students’ essays to make some extra money. Editing is a passion of
mine,” she said fondly thinking back. “Now I have to be honest with
you, I haven’t edited for a while because I never get the
opportunity these days, but it’s like riding a bike once you learn
you never forget.”

“Are you sure you don’t mind?” he asked.

“Are you kidding? Reading and editing a
potential best-seller, that would be incredible,” she said
excitedly, “and so much fun.”

“I can’t pay you the going rate,” he said
nervously, “actually, not even close to it.”

“No money,” she said adamantly, “I’m happy
enough with you giving me the opportunity to do it. These things
don’t fall on your lap every day, and this is a chance of a
lifetime!”

“Okay, you have a deal, editor.”

“Thank you, writer,” she replied shaking his
hand before they continued on their way. “When will you be able to
give me a copy?”

“Do you prefer an electronic or a printed
one?

“Printed,” she replied.

“Then, I will print it tomorrow and drop it
off at your work,” he said. “That is, if you’re working?”

“I am,” she confirmed, “eleven till
five.”

“Then I’ll drop it off no later than
five.”

“Perfect,” she said as they turned onto
Spruce and happily thought about editing his manuscript. “This is
me,” she said motioning to her house, “thanks for walking me
home.”

“It was my pleasure, Emily, and it was very
nice meeting you.”

“You too, Michael,” she replied. “I’ll see
you tomorrow, before five?”

“Before five,” he reconfirmed.
“Goodnight.”

“Goodnight,” she said walking up her
driveway, opening the front door, and going inside. As she closed
it behind her and leaned on it, Emily realized she was smiling.

 



Chapter 3

 


“Is there any way you can watch her for
another couple of hours?” Emily pleaded.

“If I could, I would, but I have a dinner
date tonight, I’m so sorry.”

“It’s okay, Brittany, I understand,” she
said feeling bad for asking her, “I know it’s short notice. Can you
drop her off here at five?”

“I can.”

“Thanks,” replied Emily hanging up and
turning to the bartender. “Sue, I’m going to have to watch Ava here
for a couple of hours. Luckily, I’m on floor so I can keep a close
eye on her.”

“She’ll be fine,” replied Sue. “Set her up
in one of the booths in the corner, that way I can keep an eye on
her, too.”

“Thanks, Sue, you’re the best.”

 


 


Michael placed the printed pages inside the
two binders, then put them into a bag, and grabbed his coat. As he
walked, he watched the gentle falling snow covering the trees,
houses, and ground, and it reminded him of a picture on a Christmas
card. Arriving at the entrance, a young girl was walking toward him
holding the hand of a teenaged girl. After holding the door open
for them, he followed them inside, and noticed Emily at the end of
the bar.

“Mom!” screamed the young girl running over
to hug her.

Michael stood by the door and waited for
Emily to finish talking to her daughter, say goodbye to the
teenager, before walking over to her.

“I made it,” he said cheerfully, “I thought
I might have missed you.”

“You would’ve been safe for a couple more
hours,” stated Emily happy to see him, “one of the girls called in
sick, and now I have to cover the dinner rush.” Then she looked
down at the young girl. “Ava, this is Michael, Michael my daughter
Ava.”

“Hello, Ava,” said Michael with a kind
smile.

“Hello, Michael,” replied Ava with a big
grin.

“The teenage girl who just left was the
babysitter and she wasn’t able to watch Ava for a couple more
hours,” explained Emily. “She has a hot dinner date!” She glanced
at her daughter and removed her hat. “So, Ava is going to hang out
here with me for a while.”

“Mom, will you be able to sit with me?”

“For a few minutes here and there,” she
replied to her daughter’s sad expression. “Don’t worry, you will
have a booth all to yourself and I will get you chicken fingers, a
dessert, and you can play on my phone. How does that sound?”

“But Mom, I don’t want to sit by myself,”
she replied glumly.

“I know Ava, but I have to work, it’s just
for a couple of hours.”

“You know Ava,” said Michael. “I haven’t
eaten yet and I’m on my own, maybe we could share a booth, if
that’s ok with you and your mom?” he asked looking at Ava then
Emily.

“Mom can Michael share a booth with me,
please?” she begged.

Emily glanced at Ava then Michael. “I don’t
want to keep you from anything,” she replied, “or put you out?”

“Don’t worry you’re not,” he said
comfortingly, and then looked down. “Ava, how old are you?”

“I`m eight and a half.”

“Well, I have a niece who is eight, her name
is Jenny, and I have no idea what to get her for Christmas. Do you
think you can help me out?”

“I sure can,” she replied glancing over at
her mom. “Mom, we are going to need crayons and paper, please.”

Emily walked by the hostess area, picked up
crayons, paper, and menus then took them to their booth, before
going to the bar to order their cokes.

“Who is that?”

“Michael,” replied Emily.

“Michael?” asked Sue inquisitively.

“He’s a friend.”

“A friend,” said Sue shaking her head. “I
wish I had a friend as handsome as him.”

As Ava and Michael ate their food, Emily
would stop by once in a while to see how they were doing and
noticed the happy smile on her daughter’s face. Then she suddenly
realized what it was she had seen in Michael’s face the first time
she met him, kindness.

“I have one last customer to pay me then all
I have to do is quickly clean off their table and do my cash out.
Which means I’m going to be done in fifteen minutes or so, are you
okay till then?”

“Yeah, Mom, we’re fine,” replied Ava. “I
finished my Christmas list for Santa, and Michael has the same one
for Jenny,” she said passing it to her. “I put my most favorites at
the top,”

“Well, that’s a long list, let’s hope Santa
thinks you’ve been a very good girl,” she said looking at it then
the one in Michael’s hand. “Looks like you have your work cut out
for you.”

“I do, I’m glad I had Ava’s help, otherwise
I might have ended up buying Jenny a fire truck!” said Michael
making Ava cringe.

“Michael that’s for a boy,” she said
disapprovingly. “Let Jenny know she can thank me later.”

“I will,” he replied.

“Does she live close?” asked Ava.

“She lives about an hour away,” he
confirmed, “and she is coming here to visit for the holidays with
her two brothers, her mom and dad.”

“She has brothers, too. Are they staying
with you?”

“They’ll be staying with my parents, my
place is too small, but my parents do live very close to me and
maybe you can meet them.”

“I would like that!” she said
animatedly.

“Oh, I should go finish up!” said Emily
realizing she had been distracted by their conversation. “I will
meet you two at the front in fifteen minutes.” She left for the
bar, and on the way, an older couple waved her to their table.

“Just our bill Emily, please?” asked
Linda.

Emily came back and placed it in Tom’s
outstretched hand.

“We didn’t have time to talk today,” said
Linda, “you’ve been so busy.”

“It was for a while,” replied Emily,
“thankfully it’s died down now.”

“How are your parents and sister doing?”
queried Linda.

“They’re all doing well.”

“It’s nice to see Ava and Michael having
such a good time,” she said looking over at them. “You have a
beautiful daughter.”

“Thank you,” she said smiling then realized
what else Linda had said. “Do you know Michael?”

“We live right around the corner from his
parents. Tom and I are best friends with them, and we’ve known
Michael since he was a toddler.”

“Really,” said Emily glancing over at
him.

“He’s turned into a fine young man,” said
Tom.

“Oh, he’s a lovely young man. Kind, patient,
polite, and would do anything for anyone,” added Linda. “Emily, you
remember my daughter, Kristen?”

“Of course.”

“Well Kristen and Michael grew up together
and went to the same school. There was a group of five of them,
thick as thieves they were,” explained Linda. “They still get
together every so often on a Saturday night and go for a drink. A
couple of them are married now, like Kristen, so they bring their
spouses along too. You’ve met Joshua, Kristen’s husband?”

“Yes, I have. They were in here not long ago
with their two children, Malory, and Noah.”

“That’s right,” said Linda grinning proudly,
then something occurred to her. “When Tom and I are away in
Florida, or not available to watch the grandchildren, Kristen asks
Michael all the time.”

“She does?”

“He’s excellent with them,” she said looking
over at Michael as Emily followed her gaze. “But I guess you can
already see that for yourself,” suggested Linda turning to Emily
who was still watching Michael. “One day he will be a great
father,” she continued as Emily smiled at what she had said, “and a
wonderful husband.”

Suddenly Emily realized what Linda was
saying and looked at her. “I’m sure he will,” she replied
shyly.

Linda glanced back at Michael and Ava then
up at Emily. “If you’re ever in a pinch with Ava, Michael could
help you out, without question,” she said candidly.

“He has a big home-town heart,” added Tom,
“just like you, Emily.”

“Thank you,” replied Emily with a shy
smile.

Tom grinned back. “Here you go,” he said
handing her money, “keep the change.”

Emily looked down at the fifty-dollar bills.
“Oh, this is way too much, let me get you some change.”

“No, don’t you dare! If you do, I will be
offended!” said Tom attempting to look as if he was putting his
foot down but coming across as adorable.

“You better listen to him Emily, he’s a
bear,” teased Linda, making them laugh. “Well, we should let you
get back to work,” she said standing with her husband. “We’re just
going to go over and say hello to Michael and Ava before we go.
Please, let your parents know we were asking after them.”

“I will,” said Emily as she helped Linda
with her coat and watched them walk over to Michael and Ava. She
purposely took her time picking up the dirty dishes so she could
casually look over and listen to them interact. They talked for
several minutes before Michael stood, hugged Linda, then shook
Tom’s hand.

“Goodnight, Emily,” they said walking
towards her.

“Goodnight,” she replied then took the dirty
dishes to the kitchen, did her cash out then stood by the bar next
to Sue.

“Emily, you say he is just a friend?” asked
Sue, unsure.

“A friend,” reconfirmed Emily.

“I’ve been watching him all night and the
way he is with your daughter, he’s amazing…and the way you two are
together,” she said glancing at Emily. “Is there something going
on?”

“No,” she replied slowly then looked over at
him.

“Is he single?” she asked. “I know he isn’t
married, he has no ring, I looked.”

“I don’t know if he’s single or not,”
replied Emily as she continued to stare.

“Girl, you’re blushing girl,” said Sue
looking over at her then noticing something in the background. “Oh,
look out, coming through the front door, God’s gift to women!”

“What?” replied Emily still watching Michael
and Ava not fully comprehending what Sue had said.

“There’s my angel,” said Brad standing next
to her, “I received your text saying you’re working late. I thought
I would swing by, see how you are doing, and pick up Chinese for
dinner then meet you back at your place in about thirty
minutes.”

“What? Why?” asked Emily, confused.

“Oh no, did you forget?” he asked. “I said I
wanted to talk to you about something important…you said drop by
tonight…I said I would grab some takeout for us for dinner,” he
explained trying to refresh her memory and giving her a puzzled
look.

“That’s right…I’m sorry, you did,” she said
flustered. “It’s been a busy night and I’ve had to watch Ava here,
also.”

“Don’t worry, I understand,” replied Brad
looking around. “Where is the little Munchkin?”

“She’s over there,” replied Emily motioning
with her head.

“Who is she with?” he asked.

“His name is Michael, he’s a friend, and he
sat with Ava to keep her company till I finished,” she said
glancing at Brad. “Do you want to go over with me and say
hello?”

“No, I have to get going, I’ll see the
little Munchkin later,” he replied. “Instead, walk me to the
door.”

When they got there, Brad glanced over at
Michael, once he had his attention he turned to Emily and
unexpectedly gave her a hug and kiss on the cheek, which she was
too late to stop.

“I’ll see you soon,” he said and left.

Embarrassed, Emily went to the bar to get
her coat.

“He is a fine-looking man also,” suggested
Sue probing, “and wealthy. A girl who catches a guy like that will
be set for life and can replace her tired flat waitress shoes for
comfortable well-to-do high heels.”

“He does have a lot to offer,” replied Emily
putting on her coat, “but money isn’t everything.”

“That’s true, honey,” said Sue, pleased with
her friend’s response. “You have a good night.”

“You too, Sue,” said Emily leaving, meeting
Ava and Michael at the door, and walking out into the snowy night.
“I was expecting to have to rush home for missy here, so I have my
car tonight, can we drop you off at home?”

“No, thanks for the offer, it’s such a
lovely night I think I’ll go for a walk before heading home.”

“I know what you mean,” said Emily wishing
she hadn’t driven.

Michael looked at Ava. “Thank you for
keeping me company, having dinner with me, and your fantastic toy
suggestions.”

“Thank you for sitting with me and buying me
dinner,” replied Ava politely, then walked over, and gave him a
hug.

“Anytime, Ava,” said Michael hugging her
back.

“Thanks again Michael, that was very kind of
you.”

“My pleasure, anytime…Oh, I almost forgot!”
he said handing her the bag.

“Is this it?” she asked elatedly.

“It is.”

“I can’t wait, I’m so excited,” she said and
was about to give him a hug but caught herself. “Thank you for
letting me do this.”

“No, thank you, you’re the one helping me
out.”

“I’ll contact you and let you know my
progress,” said Emily, then realized something. “I don’t have your
cell number?”

“I put it on a sticky note on one of the
binders.”

“Perfect,” she replied, “we will talk soon.
Have a pleasant walk and night.”

“You too, Emily, and you too, Ava.
Goodnight.”

“Goodnight, Michael,” replied Ava
merrily.

Emily held Ava’s hand as they walked to the
car, jumped in, and started for home.

“I like him,” said Ava.

“You do,” said Emily. “Why?” she asked
curiously, but already knowing her answer.

“He’s kind, and he makes me laugh.”

“That was nice of you to give him a hug,”
said Emily, a little surprised she did.

“I wanted to,” replied Ava, “besides I think
he might have needed one.”

“Why do you say that?”

“I don’t know, he just looked a little sad
before we left.”

During the drive home, walking up the
driveway, and into the house, Emily had been thinking about what
Ava had said, and more so what she had meant by it. But before she
could ask her, there was a knock at the door, and Ava left to open
it.

 



Chapter 4

 


“Hey, Munchkin, how are you doing?”

“Brad, you know I don’t like that
nickname.”

“My apologies Ava, where is your mom?”

“She’s in the kitchen.”

Emily stuck her head around the corner. “Do
you want a beer?”

“No, I have wine to go with the Chinese,” he
bragged, following her into the kitchen, and proceeding to close
the fridge door to stop her from reaching for one.

“Brad, beer and Chinese go together; not
wine and Chinese.”

“Emily, I paid big bucks for this,” he said
with a pouty look.

“Okay,” she said giving in to him.

“Great, you get the plates, and point me in
the direction of the wine glasses.”

After they ate, Ava played for a while
before Emily put her to bed.

“She’s had a busy day,” said Emily walking
into the living room, “she will be asleep in no time.”

“Do you want me to top up your wine?” asked
Brad.

“No, I can barely finish this first glass,”
she said sitting down on the couch next to him. “What did you want
to talk about?”

“Well, as you know I have been offered a big
promotion, VP of Sales, and I wanted to pick up our conversation
where we had left it last time, we met…We talked about you quitting
your job, and you and the Munchkin moving with me to the city. A
private school for her, lots of travel for you and me, and
holidays, sun, and fun for three of us…I was wondering if you had
thought about it since?”

“Brad, I don’t know,” replied Emily
hesitantly. “I love it here in Aurora.”

“You will love the city, too. It has spas,
shopping, and fancy restaurants,” he explained, “and our suite will
be spacious, with a great view.”

“But what about Ava? Her friends?”

“She is young, and she will make new
friends,” he replied. “You, we, can give her all the things she
needs. Plus, the condo has an indoor pool and fitness center,
she’ll love that.”

“I don’t know Brad,” said Emily shaking her
head. “We haven’t known each other that long and it’s a big
decision.”
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