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  Revive Blurb


Endearing Emerson “Emmy” Cooper has a Ph.D., her dream job, and a boyfriend, but life has turned lackluster. She doesn’t want to get out of bed and when did her boyfriend become repulsive? Her inability to advocate for herself punishes her at every turn. 
Charming Wim de Lange is tooling along. Things are ok. He just landed a promotion, and he has his eye on his dream house. But he’s single and isn’t excited to change that status. Until he runs into the one woman who captured his interest a year ago. The good news is she’s newly single. The bad news is men have left a bad taste in Emmy’s mouth. 
Emmy soon learns speaking up for herself causes amazing things to happen. Then, during this transformation, she and Wim run into each other and a tiny spark is kindled in them both.
Are their lives about to be revived? 






  
  Chapter 1


“Look you need to wash the dishes in my sink. They’ve been there all night.” Emerson “Emmy” Cooper’s boyfriend, Brandon waved toward his apartment across the hallway. 
She blinked. This was not how most Monday mornings began. In fact, she had just fastened her skirt when an uncharacteristic knock made her hurry to the door. She didn’t have time for a visit this morning.
“What?” She stared at him. Had he hit his head?
“The dishes. In my sink. They need to be cleaned sometime today. You could do them right now.” Brandon persisted.
“Why don’t you do them? They’re your dishes.” Why do I need to point this out?
“I told you my friends were coming over last night. You know my dishwasher is broken. The dishes still need to be done.”
“Your friends. Your dinner. Your dishes.” She made certain to enunciate that as clearly as possible.
He scoffed. “I don’t wash dishes by hand.”
“You do now.” Emmy made to shut the door in his face. “Do your own dishes. I have meetings today and research to conduct.”
He shoved his foot in the door. “You need to do them.”
Her jaw set, she tried to breathe through her nose, so she remained measured, professional. “No, I don’t. They’re your dishes. Do your own dishes.”
Emmy kicked his foot out of her door and slammed the door shut. There was no time to argue with him now. Or question his sanity. She had multiple meetings and several test results that needed verified.
Right now, she didn’t have an assistant. All of this was on her shoulders. She shoved her feet into comfortable, but cute—she had standards—shoes and found her work bag.
The temperature outside was still chilly in the mornings, so she shrugged on a jacket before slinging her bag over her shoulder. Is that everything? 
No. She still needed to grab her lunch. The bag was on the small island. She snatched it off the counter and headed for the door.
And nearly barreled into Brandon, who still stood on her doorstep. His face was set in lines that indicated he was about to blow up into a fit about the “traditional roles” of women and how she was a huge disappointment.
While she had no issues with women who wished to engage in those traditional roles, her bank account made it mandatory that she work. That’s how she ate, kept a roof over her head, and maintained her vehicle. Not to mention paid her student loans and other expenses.
“You need—“
Emmy rounded on him with more ferocity than he had ever encountered from her before. “You need to shut up and do your own dishes, Brandon. I have a job, just like you, and I am not doing some whiny little brat of a man’s dishes for him. Do them yourself!” Her shout echoed down the hallway. She shoved him out of her doorway.
Then slammed the door, locked it, and hustled to the stairs because he was making her late.
He stared at her with his jaw and eyes extra wide. Probably in light of her uncharacteristic outburst. Emmy Cooper did not yell, she did not disagree, she did not cause trouble. Until today.
The nerve of him to order food from one of her favorite restaurants, not invite her, then expect her to clean up after him. Who did that?
Brandon Smith did, apparently.
She huffed as she hustled down the stairs. It would take too long to take the elevator. Her heart was racing when she reached the parking garage attached to her apartment building. She unlocked the driver’s door with her fob and tossed her lunch and work bag onto the passenger seat with more force than necessary.
Then flung herself into the driver’s seat and started the car while hooking her seatbelt.
She might be cutting this close. As it was, she might only be on time for her first meeting. That was unacceptable. She hated only being on time. It was best to arrive early, so she had time to settle her mind for the meeting.
When she arrived at work, she jittered, but she had time to hurry to her office, unlock the door, bolt through her lab, and open the door to her office. She grabbed what she needed for the meeting and continued her rush to a boardroom that fortunately was located on the first floor of this building. If she had to go to the other building, she’d never have made it.
Upon arrival, she noted there were only two other people, early people, there. The other three had not yet arrived. She breathed a sigh of relief after sinking into one of the padded chairs surrounding the table in the center of the room.
A classy boardroom for a classy research institute. They put a professional, but still friendly face forward. This meeting was with other researchers here at the Payne Hopper Discovery Research Institute. Everyone called it the institute and most had no idea what the formal name was. Even people who worked here.
She breathed a sigh of relief that they didn’t have to entertain clients first thing on a Monday morning, at least.
The last three people entered the room and took seats. The man who called the meeting to order had been here for thirty-some years. He was quiet, with excellent communication skills, probably because he listened more than he talked. He conducted this meeting with efficiency.
She had about fifteen minutes before the next meeting, and this one was in the other building. At least it wasn’t raining today.
Her work bestie, a chemist named Mallory Batiste, fell into step beside her. “Good morning.” Mallory was the same height as Emmy with brown skin, large brown eyes, perfect everything, and right now she was rocking her natural hair. An impressive Afro that Emmy admitted to herself she was a little jealous of. Mallory was also the funniest, smartest, most amazing friend a girl could have.
Emmy’s blonde hair, pale white, slightly freckled skin, and hazel eyes were as boring as she herself. She was thankful Mallory had befriended her.
“Good morning.” Emmy replied, then she wrinkled her nose. 
Mallory, being the observant woman she was, noticed. “What happened?”
Emmy told the tale of Brandon’s dish washing misogyny.
After a full stop on the stairs that got slippery in the rain, Mallory gaped at her. “Wait.” She held up a beautifully manicured hand. “He demanded you wash his dishes. From a dinner party you weren’t invited to?”
“Yes.” Emmy nudged her forward. Carefully, because they perched on the outside stairs, and she didn’t trust stairs in general, and these in particular.
Mallory stepped down the next step, but she wasn’t paying attention to where her feet landed. Dangerous. Yet Emmy had never seen this woman stumble.
It mollified her that Mallory was also aghast at Brandon’s demand. Mallory’s side-eye game was on point. “Please tell me you didn’t even consider washing them.” She stopped side-eyeing her to instead glare straight on.
“I did not. For one, I didn’t have time. As it was, I barely made it in time for my first meeting.” They cleared the stairs finally. But she didn’t relax. This seemingly innocuous pathway had tripped her more than once.
“If you hadn’t had to race off to work, and that meeting, would you have washed his dishes?” No one did intensity like Mallory. The woman could teach a course on the subject.
Emmy went with prevarication. “I’m sure I would have stood my ground.” Her voice didn’t even wobble. She was busy patting herself on the back when Mallory rolled her eyes.
“You would have considered it.”
“He didn’t even invite me. I know all of his friends. There were women there.” She had no idea what she meant by that.
Maybe it wouldn’t sting so much if he had invited only his male friends. Maybe if their significant others hadn’t also been invited. But two of the men had brought their significant others. The other two men were single and as far as she knew they hadn’t brought a plus one.
Mallory pursed her lips. “Did he tell you why you weren’t invited?”
“No.”
“You didn’t even question why. You just accepted that you hadn’t been.”
“I would have gone had he invited me. But he didn’t.” She held up a finger. “I had a date with my grandmother. I was back home in time for dinner though.”
“I don’t know, Emmy.” That Mallory said nothing else should have alarmed her, but deep inside Emmy had been grateful she hadn’t been included when she got home. After returning home from her time out with her grandmother, she had been laden with wonderful dishes she and her grandmother, a retired chef, had enjoyed making together.
She had the best meal possible yesterday, and her lunch today was going to rock as well. She’d be dining on all the fruits of her and her granny’s labors yesterday. She even had a few things to share with Mallory.
“If you can get free, I have great food from Granny.”
This stopped Mallory again. Emmy kept going and tugged on her friend’s arm to keep them moving. They didn’t have time to dillydally. 
“Why didn’t you lead with that?”
“Lead with what?”
“That you had treats from Granny.” Mallory rubbed her hands together. “Now I’m excited about lunch.”
“Me too.” That helped put the day into perspective. While it had started off weird, and made her angry, when she wasn’t normally one to express her feelings, she did have Granny’s cooking to eat today.
They arrived at their meeting, and she took copious notes so she’d remember all the requests. Emmy had no idea how she’d fulfill said requests.
Her job as a rapid test improver—that’s what she internally called herself—was to make the test both fast and accurate. But also small and easy to use, which could be challenging when one attempted to include all those elements. At this point, the slower standard tests were far more accurate at detecting illness or disease, but that accuracy came with a price.
It meant the patient and medical staff had to wait for results.
One of the requests today was to combine two very different disease causers into one test.
Emmy blinked at that request. “One of the diseases is caused by bacteria, while the other is caused by a virus.”
She didn’t want to say that was impossible… Fortunately, one of the senior microbiology researchers shook his head. “That is not possible with our current technology. Better put that on the wish list for future projects.”
Emmy breathed a sigh of relief. She would have liked to have said that, but she hated to disappoint these eager, energetic scientists who wished to help the suffering.
A cause she fully supported.
Mallory answered a few questions as to the chemical side of the rapid tests and she also rained on the scientist’s parade. Explaining that while their concept was great, the reality was that the chemicals required to obtain accurate results did not play well together.
Emmy admired Mallory’s ability to shoot people’s theories down without her heart racing and her respiration increasing to sometimes embarrassing levels.
When they finally concluded the meeting, she joined Mallory again. Who kept muttering about junk science.  Emmy agreed. As a biochemist, she was in a unique position to know what worked and what did not. Several of the requests today, as per usual, were only possible if aliens came and shared their extensive knowledge.
“Are you done with meetings now?” Mallory walked beside her, comfortable in her own knowledge and abilities.
What did that feel like?
“No, I have a couple more today. You?”
“This was my one and only for a Monday. I couldn’t handle more.” Mallory stopped. “You have four meetings today?”
For reasons she couldn’t express, she flinched. “Yeah.” She forced herself not to hunch her shoulders.
“Who decided Monday morning was a good time to pile on meetings?” 
“I guess everyone is eager to complete their projects.”
“Of course they are. That doesn’t mean they have a right to run you ragged.”
They didn’t? That was news to her.






  
  Chapter 2


Emmy had only just arrived home when for the second time that day, a knock pounded on the door. She was fairly certain who it was before she opened the barrier. The knot in her stomach made her start. 
I don’t want to open the door.
It took several deep breaths before she could muster the courage to face Brandon again. “What do you want?” That came out on a growl that surprised her.
He charged past her into her apartment. “You’re never going to believe what happened today.”
No “hello.” No “how was your day?” Nothing. In fact, Emmy couldn’t recall him ever asking about her day.
Emmy folded her arms across her chest and raised an eyebrow. It was all she could manage after a tedious day of meetings and more piled on projects than she could handle.
Her paperwork about approving at least one assistant—but she needed more—went unacknowledged. She had all she could manage at the moment. Then to have to deal with Brandon…
That made her start. He was her boyfriend. But here she was not wanting to even see him.
Maybe I’m tired.
Brandon spun around and bubbled over. “I applied for a new position that just opened up. Old Clebbs is retiring.”
Clebbs being the Manufacturing Manager at Chic Tech where Brandon worked.
“Congratulations.” She thought about that. “What about Wim? Did he also apply?”
Brandon’s fierce scowl would have normally made her take a step back, but she was too tired today.
“I don’t know.” He sounded like a petulant little boy. Brandon had boyish good looks, medium brown hair that went well with his pale skin, brown eyes, and an openness that appealed to most people. He was six feet tall, had a good job as an engineer at Chic Tech, and he could be fun.
She wondered why she wasn’t attracted to him anymore.
“Wim probably did apply,” he answered in a clipped tone.
Wim was Brandon’s boss. He was also an engineer, but he had worked at Chic Tech during college on the manufacturing floor. It was rumored that he was perfectly capable of repairing the machinery and he understood the job. He currently supervised the engineering department.
The men and women who worked in manufacturing respected Wim. The engineers on the team also respected him. The geeks in product development were supposed to work closely with the engineers in Brandon’s department, but she didn’t think that happened as often as it should.
She didn’t understand exactly why, but the engineers in Brandon’s department were supposedly the checks in place to catch mistakes. She wondered about Clebbs retiring.
“I’m good at my job.” Brandon’s chest puffed out. “I’m good and I’m sure the people on the manufacturing floor would all learn to respect me.”
Why would they promote Brandon over Wim?
Her heart pounded an extra beat at the thought of him. One of those outdoorsy handsome men, his skin was perpetually lightly tanned, with windswept brown hair with natural lighter streaks and the nicest blue eyes she’d ever seen. He was over six feet tall and large. She had overheard while at a company event with Brandon that Wim had Dutch ancestors and that showed.
If she had to name the most handsome man she had ever met, Wim de Lange topped her list.
Guilt crept in at the thought that she lacked loyalty to Brandon. It never occurred to her to name Brandon. He was nice looking enough but was nowhere near Wim’s caliber. She guessed all the women who worked at Chic Tech had a crush on Wim.
There was the head of marketing, a Grant, who was also gorgeous, but Emmy had never met him. Besides, rumor had it that he had a serious girlfriend. A VP maybe.
Since they were standing in her living room staring at each other, she struggled for something to ask. “When will you know?”
He shrugged. “Linda is usually pretty quick. I’d think in a week or two.” He glanced around the room.
She stared at him. “Okay.” Then her brain went mushy with exhaustion.
“Aren’t you going to invite me to dinner? I’m tired and don’t feel like cooking.”
She blinked several times. “I’m also tired and don’t feel like cooking.”
He scoffed. “As if you do much work at your job.” He chuckled. “Please.”
“I‘ve spent the entire day in meetings getting awarded so many projects that it will take me until I retire to complete. Have you ever spent time in a meeting?” Again, her tone was not normal for her.
“Of course. It couldn’t have been that bad. Make a lasagna. I’m hungry for lasagna.” He made to sit down on her favorite chair. Which he always did, despite knowing it was her favorite.
Emmy marched to the door. “I’m not cooking anything tonight. Go cook your own food.”
“You’re in a crabby mood. It must be that time of month.” Brandon stomped across her living room.
She glared at him. Then she swung open the door and pointed at his. “Goodbye Brandon.”
It wasn’t until after she slammed the door shut that she admitted deep inside that she wished she had broken up with him all together.
Then questioned why she hadn’t.

      [image: ]The next morning, Emmy woke to the realization that she didn’t want to get out of bed. She didn’t want to drag herself to work today. The never-ending projects loomed like an albatross.
It took a little longer to dress for work but at least she got herself in gear and left at her normal time. The only good thing about the early morning was that she didn’t encounter Brandon.
Was it wrong to be relieved not to see your boyfriend?
It is when he’s just another burden in your life.
She shoved that unloyal thought away as she hurried to her car and set off for work. More reluctance again to crawl out of her vehicle and head into her lab. When she opened her lab door, she made an executive decision.
The complete silence after three requests for an assistant—maybe it was four—made her dump her things in her office and scoop up her tablet. Then she took time to arrange all the projects she’d been working on and all the new ones.
The number was staggering.
With straight shoulders and a clenched jaw, she exited her lab and headed to her boss’s office. There, she knocked on the door. And was bidden to enter.
Franklin Pierce was a tall, quiet man with a full head of salt and pepper hair who was near retirement but showed no signs of quitting. The gossip around these halls, well the second-floor hallway, was that he held multiple degrees and made a lot of money for the institute. She believed that.
Intelligence and kindness radiated from him. She always felt better when she was in his presence. This shored up her courage.
“Good morning, Emmy. What can I do for you?” Franklin’s greeting helped to ease her electrified nerves.
“Good morning, Franklin.” She set her tablet on his desk and stayed on his side of the desk as she pointed to the screen. “I had meetings all day yesterday and this is the result of my workload.”
He picked up the tablet, settled a pair of reading glasses on his nose, and read the list. A whistle escaped his lips. “You were assigned all these projects?”
“I was asked yesterday to do them. Among others that weren’t… possible. At least not with our current technology.”
His mouth turned down. Her stomach dropped. She hoped she hadn’t done something wrong.
“Emmy, this is far too much for you and your team.”
“What team?” That question popped out of her mouth before she had time to think. She staggered to the nearest chair and dropped into it. “I’ve put in for an assistant at least three times and have been ignored.” Emmy kept her tone regulated so he understood she wasn’t accusing.
He exclaimed and dropped the tablet. “You don’t have a team? You’re supposed to have,” he stopped speaking to dig through several nearby files. Then he spun toward the credenza behind his desk. There he grabbed several laminated sheets with a ring binding them together at the top
“You’re supposed to have at least four working in your lab.” He tapped a finger on the sheet. “Are you telling me you’ve been doing all this work by yourself?”
She gulped but nodded. “It’s been a challenge.” That again escaped before she could censor it. But why should she? It was true.
“You’ve been with us for how long?”
“Two years. I had Alyssa, my assistant for eight months before she left after having her twins.” With a toddler and then newborn twins, she and her husband couldn’t afford childcare for all three. Alyssa had elected, with a heavy heart, to leave.
Emmy hoped she’d return once her kids went to school. But that didn’t help her right now.
“How have you done all this on your own?” Franklin rubbed his forehead.
“I don’t know.” She whispered, as though it was a secret. Her cheeks reddened. “I’m tired.”
The look he sent her was part exasperation, part admiration, and part something she couldn’t define.
“I’ll tell you what, I’m going to find your requests, and push all three through. You’re supposed to have multiple people in your lab. I’m also going to take this project list and sort out what your lab is supposed to do. There are several on here that should be completed by other teams.”
“Thank you.”
He looked at her. “All of your projects have made this institute a good deal of money. Have you seen any of that?”
She nodded. “I believe so. My salary is generous, as are my bonuses. I also get money dumped into my account randomly.”
Franklin nodded in satisfaction. “That extra money comes from the patent funds owed you for the improvements you make on these rapid tests.”
“Oh. I don’t believe that was ever explained.” She bit her lip.
“That’s what that money is. I’ll make certain the amount is correct. I am very sorry you’ve been neglected. From now on, please speak up.” He transferred the file on her tablet computer to his. “Now, I want you to take the rest of the day off. You’ve been overworked and are probably burned out. Do something fun and you can return to the lab on Thursday.”
Today was Tuesday. “Than…thank you.” She stuttered in shock.
“When you return, we’ll discuss your needs then. Your job is to head an entire team, not do all this alone.”
“Thank you.” That gratitude came from the very depths of her soul.
She retrieved her tablet and exited his office. Then she hurried to hers where she grabbed her things, locked the doors, and turned toward the parking lot. She about faced and headed to Mallory’s lab instead. Her bestie held a master’s degree in chemistry and worked in one of the largest labs here.
She popped her head around the corner and caught Mallory’s attention. Her friend was already garbed in her lab coat and safety glasses. “What’s up?”
Emmy gave her a quick rundown of the circumstances.
“Nice. Go enjoy the day. You need a break.”
“I’ll see you Thursday.” Emmy left work and headed home. On the way, in her favorite area, a sign caught her eye. She was at a traffic light, so she could study the sign. When the light changed, she switched lanes and pulled into the parking lot.
A builder’s sign said that the model home was open for walk-throughs and that there were homes available. Emmy hadn’t been thinking much about a house.
Now she grabbed her small purse out of her work bag and left her vehicle. She walked toward the model home, her heart beating in harmony with her footsteps. The spring breeze was crisp and fresh, and the scent of blooming flowers lifted her spirits.
Birds chirped in the surrounding trees.
With a pang of anticipation, she opened the door of the model home and the new home smell rushed out to welcome her. It was a sweet greeting, one she hadn’t known she needed.
Thirty minutes later, she climbed back into her car. A feeling of hope settled deep inside. The next steps in her life were scary, but then again, sometimes you had to take the next step to see what stretched out in front of you






  
  Chapter 3


“Wim, can you come to my office?” Linda Barstow invited him first thing Wednesday morning. Linda owned Chic Tech and was the perfect owner, really. She had a form of autism that in his opinion gave her superpowers. She didn’t pick up on emotions most of the time, so it allowed her to boil down what was happening without emotions. She was kind and fair in all her decisions. 
“Of course. Good morning.”
“Did I forget to say good morning?” She sighed.
“You did.” He smiled.
“From your expression, you find me funny. That’s better than being offended.” She was one of the most down-to-earth people he had ever met. He enjoyed spending time with her.
He followed her into her no-frills office. It looked just like all the other executive offices here. Decent furniture, painted walls, nice artwork, but nothing fancy or expensive.
“Remember, you have superpowers. I don’t.”
She laughed. “That’s right. Sometimes we superheroes mess up.”
“That’s why I said good morning to you. It doesn’t hurt to remind our superheroes when they forget important things.”
Linda offered a thankful nod. “Duly noted.” She shuffled several papers on her desk. “Ah, here it is.”
She extracted a file from the pile on her desk. In what he deemed autism 101, each stack was neat, tidy, and probably in a pattern that worked with her brain.
This woman could spot patterns and trends faster than a dog caught a treat. She could point out where things were wrong with a design or with the machinery. It was daunting that Linda could pretty much do any job here.
Actually, she wasn’t great at sales or marketing, come to think of it. However, she knew how to hire the best people for those jobs. And she had a hand in hiring each person. If you set off Linda’s radar, you didn’t get the job. That meant with only a few notable familial exceptions, everyone who worked here was likeable, good at their job, and fit in with everyone else.
“I got your application for the Manufacturing Manager position. Clebby and I looked over all the applications.” Clebby being her pet name for Clebbs who had been running the manufacturing lines for her family for as long as he had been employed. Rumor was that Clebbs had bounced a tiny Linda on his knee.
Wim held his breath.
She continued. “Obviously, you’ve got the job.” She looked up from where she had been perusing the file details.
“Thank you. That was quick.”
Linda shrugged. “Clebbs thinks you’ll probably want to shadow him for a little while. You know, learn how to fix things, that sort of thing.” A small smile flitted around her lips, so he suspected Clebbs had explained why that was funny.
“Right.” He grinned. As someone who had worked closely with Clebbs during his college years, Wim already pretty much knew that aspect of the job.
“It’s the paperwork that’s gonna stink.” He grinned to let her know he was looking forward to the job.
A thought popped into his brain. He frowned. Linda picked up on that. She swore she had done a deep study on facial expressions, so she must have learned this one.
“None of the manufacturing people applied for the job?”
“Not after Clebbs told them you applied.”
He thought about that. “Not following.”
“Clebbs doesn’t have an engineering degree, but his brain works like an engineer’s does. That’s why he got the top job so early in his career. None of the line people have that ability. They’ve all seen Clebbs have to make decisions where an engineering degree would have been helpful. That’s why they’re happy you applied.”
“Okay.” He didn’t know for sure if he followed that logic. “It will be great to get back out on the floor.” He would enjoy going between the office and the manufacturing floor. The chaos of the floor against the quiet of his office jolted him with energy.
“Oh, and none of them want to go to all the meetings that are required as the manager.”
That made a lot more sense. “I’m going to make their lives miserable.”
Linda got that joke because she laughed. “I’m sure they’ll be happy to learn you got the job.”
“I hope so.”






  
  Chapter 4


Emmy awoke Wednesday morning with the sun. It was wonderful not to wake up to the bleating of her alarm. She stretched then lay in her comfy bed and savored the time here where she didn’t have to launch out of it to hurry to work. This was a weekend luxury. 
She frowned as she tried to think of the vacation days she had. Since she started she had taken time off for a couple funerals, once to take her mother to a really important appointment, and once to join her dad for a road trip he had to take to get some things to her brother who lived in Chicago.
Five or six days off in two years. That didn’t seem right. 
She left her bed because her stomach rumbled. Emmy decided that since she was off, she would treat herself to breakfast. Soon she was in her car and off to the bakery and coffee shop she had noted yesterday. It was near the model home she had walked through and couldn’t stop thinking about.
Now, she made her selection and settled at a table by the window. Then she took stock of the area. It was about ten to fifteen minutes from where she currently lived. Prescott was a small city or a big town here in Pennsylvania. It was a nice place to grow up and now live.
She drank coffee and watched as people hurried by, some stopping to purchase drinks and food, while others didn’t spare a glance at the little bakery and coffee shop. As she sipped and ate her breakfast, her thoughts kept circling back to the model home. Her analytical brain weighed the pros and cons of home ownership.
Once she finished, she left and stared at the model home again. Without thought, her feet took her back to the builder’s office. It had just opened. The woman behind the desk recognized her. Emmy thought her name was Melanie.
“Good morning. You came back to view this home again, or would you like to see the three that are available?”
At those options she started. “I can see the three that are available to purchase?”
“You can. We only show those to interested buyers.” Melanie selected three sets of keys and leaned into the office. She spoke to someone there and gestured for Emmy to follow her.
“This will be a little bit of a walk. Are you up for it?”
“Yes, thank you.” Emmy followed her out the door and onto the sidewalk. Her thoughts were vague and hazy. Yet she took in everything around her with a hyper vigilance she figured every woman was forced to use.
Her thoughts remained murky until they arrived at the first home.
The one she had viewed yesterday had been a white two-story with a basement and dark green shutters and moldings. This one was a sage green, and the accent color was black. It was nice. This
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