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Choosing You Again is a sweet romantic comedy/ chick lit novella: 17,500 words.

      

    


“Should I strangle him?” I debated out loud.  “I could always poison him.  Hmm, decisions, decisions.”  The elderly woman in the seat next to me looked at me in alarm.  I tried for a normal explanation, without my teeth being locked together.  “I’m going to see this jerk, for lack of a better word, tonight.  He kind of broke my heart a few years ago.”  I smiled in apology for interrupting the woman’s reading, and continued my fictional murder plot in my head. As it was, I wouldn’t be arriving back in Nashville for another hour, so our confrontation would have to wait until this evening.  He had been the subject of my unrequited affection, and I had been utterly humiliated by his rejection.

My best friend, Sophie, texted me last night.

Sleepover tomorrow at 6.  My house. No excuses.  Olivia & Tory coming. Pizza, movies, everything. Remember John Schiffer? He asked for ur #!  Yippee!  But sry, Dixon’s staying with us. Don’t be mad. Love you.

John was nice, cute, and taller than me in heels.  I had hoped that he would ask me out, after seeing him at a cookout last weekend.  But my best friend’s older brother being at her house, hanging out with us tonight?  Not a chance in you-know-where.

Why is Dixon staying with you??? He has an apartment! Can’t come.

PLEASE! Flooded. Sry again.

Ugh. Everytime I see him I get embarrassed.

Really sry.

Fine.  What can I bring?

Cokes.

See you at 6.

See you then.

I nursed the still-bubbling ginger ale, trying to ease my motion sickness.  The nausea never seemed to bother me on my flights to my destination, just the ones coming back.  It probably didn’t help that I’d been working until after midnight with my team last night, trying to finish up our project so we could all leave and fly to our respective homes today for the weekend.  My fitful night’s sleep had been interrupted by the front desk’s wakeup call.  Once I barely made my early-morning flight, there had been turbulence which had not been helped by the demon child kicking the back of my seat, bouncing it back and forth.  Fortunately, there had only been an hour overlay waiting for my connecting flight in Dallas.  That wasn’t too bad.  Last week, I’d had to wait three hours.

I nibbled some pretzels the flight attendants had passed out, trying to settle my stomach, but I kept an eye on the plastic bag tucked into the back pocket of the seat in front of me.  You know, just in case I hadn’t already alarmed my seatmate enough.

Thank goodness I’d be home soon.  I glanced at my watch.  It would be about eleven in Nashville when I arrived, and by the time I claimed my suitcase, took to the shuttle to my car, and drove to the office, it would be after twelve.  I decided that I was going to stop and buy the juiciest, sloppiest hamburger and fries and the closest drive-thru.  Okay, that thought was a mistake.  My stomach rumbled, but not in hunger.  I took another sip of my drink, and closed my eyes.

Once we landed and said goodbye to the perky flight attendants (seriously?), I breathed a sigh of relief.  Then my fellow passengers and I waited our turns as we watched suitcases, strollers, and boxes go around the conveyor.  I felt ill again as my eyes tracked my plain black suitcase as it finally made its way around.

The first plane had been unusually full for an early-morning flight.  Maybe everyone else had the same thought in mind: escape Los Angeles.  It wasn’t that I hated the city.  I liked it fine, minus the traffic, the earthquakes, the wildfires, the mudslides, you know, everything.  It was the fact that my job was out there that bothered me.  I felt disconnected from my family and friends.  I missed them.

About thirty long minutes later, I started my too-hot silver sedan and removed my black linen-blend jacket.  It was only the first of June and I had the rest of the summer to look forward to.  Ahh.  Summer in the South.  Not only did you burn up, you also smothered at the same time.  I could repeat verbatim what my momma would say, “Honey, at least you’ll have a lovely complexion from the humidity.”  Yeah, and have lovely running makeup and a lovely smell from the sweat.

I tried to fluff out my pants, to get some air in there, as I waited for the air conditioner to kick in.  It wouldn’t do for me to show up at corporate headquarters sweaty and frazzled, in addition to nauseous.  The only thing that cheered me was the fact that maybe I would accidentally throw up on my boss, Kirsty.

My stomach began to twist in knots as I drove over to West End.  Kirsty had told me in no uncertain terms that she expected me back in to discuss my upcoming bonus, as well as my future with the company.  Or my lack of it, if she had her way.

When my former boss, Paul, had moved back to New York, I discovered that my promised promotion had been given to a woman I had just trained the year before.  If Kirsty had truly earned the new position, I would have grudgingly accepted it.  However, everyone whispered that Kirsty was having an affair with the very married president of the company.  She had also taken a particular dislike to me.  It would be just like Kirsty to chew me out in front of all of our Nashville colleagues.  If I had screwed up, I could understand it, but she seemed to take pleasure in trying to bully me.

You can make it.  It’s just until September, I coached myself.  Last week, I had kissed the deposit slip that had secured the last of my six months savings plan, so that I’d have a nice little cushion to get by if—no, when I got fired, the way things were going.  Besides, I was getting ready to send out my resume.  I was only trying to make it through the summer so that I could get that bonus that my team and I had worked so hard for.  I knew that the others would get theirs, no problem.  But if Kirsty had her way...

OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





