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There are those moments in life when you feel the hair on the back of your neck stand up, when that pit in your stomach tells you to keep pushing forward. You just knew you were about to uncover one of the biggest stories of your career. Well, for Emma, today was the day!

Emma Reese was an investigative journalist who had been working on a story about corruption in the city government for a couple of months. At first, she thought it only went as far as bribing and politicians looking the other way, but Emma had just gotten a break in the case that confirmed her suspicions that it ran much higher than she had even imagined. 

As Emma drove to the Channel 2 news studio, she was feeling the excitement that only a new and promising story could bring. She couldn’t wait to tell her boss what she had just learned. Emma was returning to her office to show all of her proof of bribery, mishandling of funds and corruption that she was beginning to uncover. Her meeting with her whistleblower went extremely well.

Emma parked in her assigned parking spot and nearly sprinted into the offices of the St. Petersburg News. With her black coffee in one hand and her computer bag slung over her shoulder, she rode the elevator up to the third floor and merely smiled at her co-workers as she laid her things hastily at her desk. 

She glanced over at her boss’s office and smiled. The wall of glass made it easy to see that she was in, but she was even more excited to notice that she was alone. So Emma gathered her paperwork and knocked on her door. A simple nod let Emma know she could enter.

Liane Lincoln was a woman with power and a heart. As news director, she oversaw everything and everyone at St. Petersburg Channel 2 News. Liane had been Emma’s boss for four years and thankfully, had a wonderful working relationship. Liane had a reputation of being firm but fair.

Emma had been working on this bribery case for a couple of months now and had gone on air with parts of the story a few times. She had gotten some attention from other media outlets who found her story intriguing and covered it, too. However, Liane wasn’t convinced that it ran any deeper than local officials and didn’t want Emma to be spending any more time on it. In the end, she had offered to give her only a few more days to dig something up and today was her cut off day, Emma was to move on.

“But, I met with an unnamed source today,” Emma started, eager to convince her boss that there was so much more to this story. “She gave me some documents that prove they are lying. These show where the money came from and more importantly, where it went.”

Emma handed her boss the papers and bit her lower lip as she anxiously waited for Liane to review all the numbers. Her boss flipped through the papers and read the descriptions. All Emma could do was watch and wait. It was agonizing. Finally, slowly, Liane placed the papers on top of her desk and looked up at Emma.

“I’ll admit that there may be something here,” Liane Lincoln began. “There are names here that a reasonable person would definitely question...but...”

“But?” Emma interrupted.

“I might need you to cover another story,” Liane replied.

“What? You’re telling me to stop investigating this one?”

“Not stop exactly, just hold off.”

Emma couldn’t believe her ears, she had been working this case day and night and finally found something she could sink her teeth into and she was being told to walk away? Emma looked out the floor to ceiling windows that surrounded her boss’s office and exhaled sharply.

“Is your source willing to go public?” Liane asked.

“Well, no, not right now,” Emma answered.

“Has anyone else come forward to confirm her information?” Liane continued evenly.

“No...” Emma felt defeated. 

Liane went on to explain that Emma could continue with this story for a few more days. If she couldn’t get any more evidence or sources, then it was time to let it rest. Reluctantly, Emma agreed even though she knew there was something more to find. It was Liane’s newsroom and her rules.

She collected her papers and with shoulders slumped, walked back to her desk. Everyone in the newsroom knew Liane could be harsh and unyielding, but she was also fair. She had given Emma plenty of extensions and it was time to give in, there was no argument. Emma passed anxious faces as she sat down with a thump on her chair.

Donald first exchanged glances with Miriam before approaching Emma. He sat on one of the chairs opposite Emma and folded his hands in his lap as if waiting for her to begin a speech. Emma just smiled. It wasn’t long before Miriam sat down on the other empty seat beside Don.

Emma took a deep breath before starting. “She’s taking me off the story.”

Again, Don and Miriam exchanged concerned looks before speaking.

“Did she say why?” Don asked.

“But I thought you had your meeting with the informant today?” Miriam asked.

Emma took another deep breath and explained everything to her co-workers. As she spoke, their facial expressions changed from anger to understanding and then concern. They were worried that Emma would take this news from Liane as a rejection of her story or worse yet, her ability. They knew Emma well enough to know that she didn’t like giving in easily, she could be very stubborn.

The three of them met when they all started working at Channel 2 and became fast friends. Donald Day and his wife, Cindy, were married last year. It was a beautiful wedding on the Clearwater Beach at sunset. They knew each other from college and they just couldn’t stop looking at each other the entire ceremony. It was the kind of love everyone could just dream about. 

Miriam Post, on the other hand, was single. She was always going on dates in the hopes of meeting the right guy, but so far he was still evasive. Miriam was in her thirties, a few years older than Emma and Don and the life of the party. It was always fun to come in on Monday mornings and hear all about Miriam’s dates and what the guy did to annoy her this time.

Emma considered all of them her friends. With her long work hours, it was hard to make friends outside of work. She had her brother, James and his wife, Joanne, but those were really the only other people she hung out with. Her mother, Nora Reese, died a few years back from a heart attack. Shortly after that her father, Joseph, had a stroke. Emma’s circle of family and friends was small.

Her father was still recovering but in a wheelchair. Emma and her brother had agreed that neither one of their lifestyles were conducive to taking care of their father while he recovered from his stroke. His need for care and physical therapy was more than they could provide at this time. It was an agonizing decision, but they finally had to find a care facility for him.

Emma and James had both agreed that the facility they put their father into two years ago would be temporary. It was the only place they could find at the time that could provide a room, provide care and also allow a physical therapist access when he needed it. It was also very expensive. They visited as often as they all could, but it wasn’t daily. This guilt weighed on Emma but there wasn’t a lot she could do about it right now.

James was even less help because he and Joanne had just bought a restaurant that was monopolizing all of their time and money. The Salty Waves Restaurant was on Madeira Beach and was in desperate need of renovation. It had been in foreclosure when they found it and after driving past it for months, James and Joanne finally decided to take the plunge and make an offer to buy it.

It took months to get it back up to code and even longer to get people to come. Emma loved what they did to it and tried to go and help out as much as she could. This included painting walls and scrubbing floors to get it open but now her duties evolved into waiting tables on weekends when they needed her and when she could spare her own time.

Getting pulled in three different directions was wearing Emma thin. Her normal bouncy and positive disposition had turned irritated and quiet. With so many responsibilities competing for her attention, it was easier for her to get distracted, like now.

“We need to go out!” Miriam announced. “What are you doing tonight?”

Emma blinked a few times, trying to focus on the two people still sitting in front of her desk. She shook her head as if that would clear the fog from her brain. Emma’s long dark hair fell into her face and she carefully pushed it back over her shoulders.

“I can’t,” Emma replied.

Miriam rolled her eyes. “You mean you won’t.”

“Maybe. Either way, I’m not,” Emma said. “I just have too much going on to think about trying to meet a man.”

Miriam’s laugh startled Emma. “Oh honey, that’s not the only reason to go out. Sometimes you just need to let your hair down and have a couple of drinks.”

This time it was Emma who let out a laugh. “I appreciate the thought Miriam but I can’t, not tonight, maybe another night.” Emma didn’t really know when she would feel like it. 

In the past, she would not need persuading to go hang out with her friends. Emma would accept Miriam’s invitation and, if Don and Cindy were free they would come, too. There was a bar down the road, Ferg’s Sports Bar and Grill that would have live music and that was their favorite hang out. Those nights were some of her best memories. But tonight, she knew she had a schedule to keep.

Liane had unwillingly given her a few more days and she knew that was all she would get. She would be busy making more phone calls and coaxing more anxious people to turn over evidence. Emma had to stay focused. 

She thanked Miriam and Donald again, but Emma needed to get back to work. They quietly went back to their desks and sent concerned texts back and forth. Emma didn’t care, they could be concerned about her later, right now she needed to stay busy and focused because she knew this story could be big.

Staying busy was exactly what Emma did. After leaving work around four o’clock, she went to visit her father. It was not on her way home but that never stopped her, there wasn’t anyone waiting for her at home anyway. 

Pulling up to Rainbow House was anything but cheery. It looked old and run down from the outside with the inside was not that much better. She walked in and greeted the older woman at the front desk. The staff had such a high turnover rate that Emma didn’t even bother learning their names anymore.

The magazines on the lobby table were months out of date, the vending machine was consistently out of order and there was always that smell. It was a mixture of rubbing alcohol, bleach and sickness. Emma’s father never complained. It didn’t matter if his dinner didn’t arrived hot, the cable went out for a week or the mail was always a day behind.

Emma walked the familiar hallway with the usual sights and smells until she turned the corner and walked into Joe’s room. He was sitting in his wheelchair and was reading a book when he heard Emma enter.

“Hi Sweetheart!”

“Hello, dad.”

Emma walked over and gave him a hug and kiss. He immediately put his book down and looked at her. He smiled and gestured for her to sit down on the only other chair in the room. Emma was exhausted and knew she couldn’t stay long, but she also didn’t like to go longer than two days without visiting. James took longer between his visits, but Emma made sure she came.

They talked about their days, Joe informed Emma that they now had lasagna on the menu and they played bingo in the main room every Friday. Emma smiled and told her father all about her day, too. Joe was a big baseball fan and told her that the St. Petersburg Sharks were doing really well. Joe thought they might even make it to the World Series. Somehow her father always brought the conversation back to baseball.

Emma was not a sports fan, she had to look up the scores each time she visited because she never kept track of that kind of thing. She didn’t even know when the World Series was, but her father informed her it was in a couple of weeks. The Sharks were in the playoffs. She tried to sound excited but she really just wanted to go home and crawl into bed.

A knock on the door brought their attention to Kevin, Joe’s nurse. Kevin came in to help Joe clean up and then get him into bed. Emma watched Kevin do his job with such care and empathy. She had many things to say about how this place was run, but she never had a bad thing to say about their nursing staff. 

When Kevin left, Emma said her goodbyes to her father, too. She could see that the day had been draining for him as well. She was always kept in the loop with his doctors and therapist and she could tell that progress was being made. His left side was getting a little stronger.

“Goodnight, dad,” Emma said. “I love you.”

“I love you more, Sweetheart,” said Joe as Emma left the room.
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Chapter 2
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Despite all of Emma’s best efforts, the extra time that Liane had given her was up. As Emma entered the Channel 2 offices, she felt a little bit of dread at having to face her boss today. Emma had been doing this job long enough to know that sometimes a story just ran its course, that there wasn’t anything more, there wasn’t anything else to find. Only this wasn’t one of those stories, she just knew it. She just didn’t have any more time to prove it.

She also knew better than to keep pushing her luck with Liane. She had given her three more days and Emma had tried her best to find more evidence and she didn’t. Time to move on. That didn’t mean she would, she just couldn’t let on that she was still going to dig deeper.

Emma didn’t look around when she entered the offices on the third floor. She just looked straight ahead and sat down at her desk. She knew eyes were on her, especially Don and Miriam, but she was afraid she would crack if she glanced in their direction. She did, however, allow herself to glance in Liane’s direction just in time to see her gesture for Emma to enter her office.

Emma tried to read Liane for any signs of what mood she might be in. There was a palpable tension in the air and she couldn’t yet find out the reason for it. As she approached the glass office, their eyes met briefly but Liane quickly looked away. Emma opened the door, slowly sat in the chair opposite Liane’s and waited.

Liane calmly took a long sip of her coffee, smoothed out her skirt and then placed her hands in her lap before looking at Emma directly.

“Since no further evidence has come forward, we are placing this story in the ‘finished’ file for now, correct?” Liane asked.

“Correct,” Emma replied, reluctantly.

“Great,” Liane started. As she spoke she gave a sideways glance out into the newsroom. Those who were watching, quickly diverted their gaze and tried to look busy. “Gary is out sick.”

Emma waited. Surely there was more to the story that involved her. Gary was their sports reporter. He lived, breathed and ate sports. It didn’t matter the team or the season, he could spout scores and stats that coincided with every coach and player.

“The St. Petersburg Sharks are in the playoffs. With Gary out, I need someone to cover the game and get quotes, sound bites, anything from the coach and players. I need someone who is, shall we say, ‘in between’ stories at the moment. I need you,” Liane said.

Emma didn’t know whether to burst out into tears or laughter. Surely this was a joke. Emma looked out into the newsroom and expected to see everyone doubled over in laughter as if she was the punchline of a cruel prank. She allowed herself a small smile as she stared back at her boss. 

Liane was not smiling, she was completely serious.

“You can’t be serious!” Emma exclaimed. “This has to be some kind of joke.”

“This is not a joke,” Liane confirmed. “You can call Gary for any insights as to who to approach and what questions to ask. I don’t care, I just want the Coach, the pitcher and who ever else might be around them.”

Still in shock, Emma stood up and turned towards the door.

“I don’t even know who they are or what they look like,” Emma said.

“Well, you have until tomorrow night to do your homework, that’s their next home game,” Liane replied.

Emma mumbled some obscenities under her breath as she made her way back to her desk. As usual, Don and Miriam were right behind her. They didn’t even need to ask a single question, Emma blurted out everything Liane said to her and then she threw her head on her desk.

Trying to sound supportive, Donald pulled out his phone and tried to get Emma to look. 

“Well, this is the coach, Mike Walters. He’s short and stalky but everyone says he as sweet as a grandpa,” Emma raised her head in interest and he continued. “This is the pitcher, Andy Anderson. Good looking, a bit of a player if you know what I mean, but he’s definitely a team favorite. You’re going to want to get an interview from him for sure. Gary always does.”

At the mention of Gary, Emma threw her head onto her desk, again. Don and Miriam just looked from her mop of hair spilling all over her desk to each other. After shrugging their shoulders they decided it was better for them to leave her alone right now.

Emma was sure she was in her own personal hell. Sports?! Her boss expected her to fill in as a sports reporter? Why not Don? Why not any other person in this entire building? She was sure that she was being punished, exactly by whom and why she just didn’t know.

After taking time to get herself some coffee and clear her head, she knew she had no other choice than to do the story she was given. First, she called Gary. In between the coughing, sneezing and everything else he was doing, she was able to get some information and some questions to ask the coach and players when she went to the game tomorrow night. 

Emma had no idea the Sharks had gotten into the World Series last year and didn’t win. Everyone was calling this their redemption year. She wrote that down. Gary had a good rapport with the team, so he wasn’t sure how they would react to Emma walking onto the field in his place. He warned her that she might get some ribbing, but to just get the interview and then she could leave.

She wasn’t sure what Gary meant by ribbing. She had heard about female sports reporters getting harassed but had never personally had to deal with it. Gary also gave her more logistical tips such as where to park and how to get in. His cameraman would meet her at the stadium and he knew where to go from there.

After hanging up the phone, she called her brother. Emma wasn’t exactly sure why she did and when James picked up the phone, he sounded surprised by her call.

“I can’t call my big brother?” Emma teased.

“Of course,” James replied. “What do you need?”

This made Emma a little mad. It was usually the other way around, James was always asking her for favors, except when the topic was their father. Emma was always telling him to visit more.

“It’s dad,” Emma said.

“I know, I know,” James replied. “I was going to go tomorrow.”

“Good, but that’s not why I’m calling. We need to find a different place, a better place for him.” Emma explained. 

James let out a heavy sigh. “I told you I would try. I just don’t have a lot of free time right now. Business is starting to finally pick up a little, but Joanne and I are still barely getting home by midnight.”

Emma knew it was pointless to ask James for anything. He was doing the best he could, but it wasn’t enough in Emma’s eyes. This task of finding a better facility was going to fall on her shoulders, too. She ended the conversation with letting him know she would be the sport reporter tomorrow night.

After waiting for him to finish laughing, he said he would have every television in the restaurant tuned in to see her. After he suggested that she might meet someone there, she hung up. Emma would not be finding love at the baseball game, that was for sure!

There was nothing left for Emma to do in the newsroom. She packed up her briefcase, grabbed her jacket and went out towards the studio. She liked checking in on the live broadcast and saying, ‘hi’ to friends that worked over there.

Emma loved being a reporter on the ground, but her dream was to be a news anchor. She liked watching them at the news desk sending it over to weather, sports or traffic. How exciting that would be! The only problem was that those jobs didn’t become available very often and to wait around for one was unrealistic. 

Before visiting her father, Emma decided to get some food from his favorite restaurant, Bob Evans, and take it to him. She ordered two turkey dinners and when she couldn’t decided between the cornbread muffins and banana bread, she told them to add some of each. 

The aroma from the food made her car smell delicious. When her stomach growled, she realized she hadn’t eaten lunch today. What a day it had been! When she let herself replay all of the events from today, she still couldn’t understand how she was now the interim sports reporter. She was sure that her boss had a good laugh when she decided to give Emma the job.

Everyone knew that Emma and sports did not mix. She was still thinking about it when she pulled up to Rainbow House and entered the lobby. The woman at the desk looked familiar and they smiled and waved to each other. Emma made her way down the long dark hallway and turned the corner.

Joe was sitting up in bed watching Wheel of Fortune when Emma walked in with the smell of the delicious food. She wheeled his table up to the bed and laid it all out.

“Thank you, Sweetheart,” Joe said.

“I got your favorites,” Emma replied.

“With banana bread?” He asked.

“Of course with banana bread!” She said.

They both eagerly ate their meals in comfortable silence. Emma never pushed her father about the progress he was making. It was slow, but steady. She knew he was lonely, there just wasn’t anything she could do about that right now. Her mother was gone, James and Joanne were building up their business right now and it could be years before they had free time to do anything outside of the restaurant. 

That left Emma. It wasn’t that she didn’t want to help her father, sometimes she wanted help, too. She watched as her father ate. He had always been a good cook, it was where James got his love of cooking. Emma, not so much. She thought about how he would cook the family meals on the weekends and how her mother would have a cake or pie fresh from the oven. Those where the moments when there was no fear of the future or worries about death. 

Emma was thankful for their serene childhood, where the worse thing they worried about was the occasional hurricane in the summer. Her father, once the pillar of strength for their family was now so weak and immobile. It made her sad to think about how young he really was and how drastically his life had changed over the last few years.

Life could be cruel. It could hand you lemons all day long without any sugar to make the proverbial lemonade. It could even turn a bright and charismatic investigative journalist into the dreaded sports reporter. Emma would just have to find a way to make her own lemonade.
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Emma was never one to feel nervous before showing up to do a story. Her job was to get facts and then go on air and tell her audience what she found out. It was simple and concise. She knew what to do and how to do it. Tonight, however, was completely different. She was out of her element being a sports reporter and she hoped it wouldn’t come across on television.

She has driven this route a thousand times from her home in Pinellas Park to work in St. Petersburg. Tonight, though, she was going to Tropicana Field for a baseball game and she was actually nervous about it. Gary had given her detailed instructions on where to park and meet up with his cameraman and Emma followed his every word. She just prayed it didn’t end in disaster tonight.

As she entered the parking lot and showed her credentials, she easily found the area and met up with Fred. He had all his gear out and ready, he was just waiting on her. Emma shook hands and introduced herself and Fred gruffly told her to follow him.

Emma had changed outfits at least a dozen times before coming because she had never even been to a baseball game, but she wanted to look professional. She opted for a white blouse and blue trousers and threw on a black cardigan she had in the backseat. 

She followed Fred through a side entrance as they showed their press credentials. Fred led them down long concrete hallways and through doors that were marked ‘do not enter’. Emma knew they were getting closer to the field when the noise level increased. There was music blaring and just a constant hum of enthusiasm from the crowd that echoed down the never ending hallways.

As they entered the last door, Emma was shocked to see that they were now directly on the field. She had never envisioned an indoor stadium looking like this. It was bright with a constant pleasant temperature and alive with energy. There was no other word for the feeling of the crowd and the teams together except electric.

Fred pushed his way through the crowd and pointed out the coach. Coach Mike Walters was exactly as Gary described him. His hair was turning white, he had a belly hanging over his belt but a smile that could warm up any non-sports fan. Emma walked right up to Coach Walters with her microphone.

After a nod to Fred to start recording, she reached out and shook the Coach’s hand.

“Hello, Coach Walters, I’m Emma Reese from Channel 2 News.”

“Well, hello there Ms. Reese, nice to meet you,” Coach Walters replied with a smile.

“How are you and the team feeling heading into game three of the Championship playoffs? What do you think your odds are for winning tonight?” Emma asked, feeling completely out of her element but trying desperately to fake it.

“Oh, we’re confident we are going to win tonight. We’re coming into this one and one, so a win tonight will put us that much closer to getting into the World Series. Andy is feeling good, he’s been warming up this afternoon and of course with Greg and Bobby on bases, how can we lose?” Coach Walters smiled and waved to another reporter and Emma felt an elbow in her back. She took that as a cue to move on.

“How was that?” She asked Fred.

“It’ll do,” he replied with a slight eye roll. Fred pointed at another man on the field and then pushed his way through the other reporters. “This is Andy Anderson, the pitcher.”

Emma looked quickly at her small notebook for what to ask the pitcher and then followed Fred. Emma found herself standing in front of a man who was six feet four inches tall and had the most beautiful blue eyes she had ever seen. It took a moment for Emma to compose herself and remember why she was here. She glanced back at Fred who nodded he was ready.

Emma had heard that Andy Anderson had an ego the size of the stadium, so she was determined to ask some intelligent questions so that she could be done with this interview quickly. Andy worked his way down the line of reporters and was using words like ‘honey,’ ‘doll’ and ‘sweetie’ to all the female reporters. Emma rolled her eyes.

Beautiful blue eyes or not, she would not be sweet talked by this full-of-himself baseball player. She also wasn’t going to play by his timetable either. Eager to get this night over with, Emma leaned over another reporter and tried getting Andy’s attention.

“Excuse me! Excuse me, Andy Anderson! May we have a few minutes?” Emma shouted.

Andy looked over in Emma’s direction and wondered who it was calling for him. Andy saw the Channel 2 microphone and immediately looked confused. 

“Hey, you’re not Gary!” Andy remarked then smiled. “But it’s okay, you can call me anytime.” Then he winked. 

Emma immediately turned on her heals and walked past Fred, brushing his shoulder on her way out towards the exit. Not even bothering to turn around and look to see if Fred followed her, she made her way through the crowd of journalists. Fuming, Emma wanted out of that stadium as fast as possible.

“What did I say?” Andy yelled out to her.

Fred stood there in shock for a minute before realizing Emma wasn’t coming back. He shrugged his shoulders at Andy and he followed Emma out the door. Andy let his gaze follow the two figures until he got called into the next interview.

Emma returned the way she and Fred came into the stadium the whole time mumbling under her breath about what a jerk he was, who did he think he was, she was a professional, he can’t talk to her like that...

Back outside in the night air, she sat against her car bumper. She knew what she did was stupid and childish and worse yet, unprofessional. She let her feelings get in the way of her job. Liane was not going to like this. Fred made his way to Emma and he looked furious.

“You’re jeopardizing my job, too, you know!” Fred yelled. “What kind of stupid stunt was that? Channel 2 does not walk out of interviews with local teams that are on their way to the World Series!” Fred was angry and he had every right to be.

Emma could just watch as he loaded his gear back into his truck and left. She had no response, Fred was right. She was ashamed of how she reacted to Andy’s smart remarks. There was no excuse. She also didn’t want to go home.

She walked over to Ferg’s Sports Bar and Grill and ordered some tacos and a beer. Of course they had the game playing on every single television. This was probably the first time she really watched and paid attention to it. Sure over the years her father and brother watched sports, James even played some kind of sport in school, but she never paid attention. Tonight she did.

She watched Andy on the mound look over his shoulder at Greg Reynolds on first base to see if he could tag the runner out. Then Andy looked over at Bobby Bishop on third base to see if his runner could get tagged out. Just when you thought he would throw the next pitch, Andy lifted his foot off the pitching rubber and turned his body to throw to Bobby at third base.

The move was so quick and fluid that when the runner was called out, Andy smiled and went on to strike out the next batter. Andy Anderson was good. It was like watching the conductor of an orchestra. Every other player on the field looked to the pitcher, it was his symphony.

Emma was starting to think Andy’s reputation was well earned, he was good and he knew it. He was allowed to indulge in a big ego because his fans told him he earned it. How could you not let that go to your head? Emma would not be another adoring fan, she had approach him as a professional and had expected to be treated as one.

She was enjoying her taco and beer when she heard someone call her name.

“Emma!” Emma turned around to see Miriam approaching with a man. “I didn’t know you were coming tonight.”

“Well, I wasn’t planning on it. I had to go to the game for my interview, remember?” Emma asked.

Recognition showed on Miriam’s face. “That’s right, Mr. Pitcher! How did it go?”  

“I don’t want to talk about it,” Emma said, taking another sip of her beer. “You go have fun, I’m leaving soon.”

Miriam hugged her and said they will talk about it Monday morning at work. She said everything will be fine, there will be more games to make up for it, not to worry. Another game was what Emma worried about. How many will she have to go to and what if she reacts the same way? She decided to order another beer and watch the game a little while longer. It was research.

Emma almost didn’t hear her phone ringing, only catching the last ring and then it was too late. She took it out of her pocket and saw that the caller left a voice mail. It was from Pat. She stared at the name for what seemed like minutes, debating what to do next. She hadn’t heard from her ex-boyfriend in months and couldn’t imagine why he would be calling her now.

She decided to listen to the voicemail but had to plug her other ear to hear over all of the noise. She strained enough to make out that he would be in town soon and would love to get together. He wanted her to call him back.

Emma didn’t want to see him. Patrick McNeil moved to Atlanta a few months ago for a new job. They had broken up before that and it was nice to know they wouldn’t have to awkwardly run into each other anymore. Pat was part of her past. He was controlling and possessive and she needed to get out of that kind of relationship. She deleted the message.

Hearing that Pat would be back in town made her wonder why. She hoped he wasn’t coming just to see her. She was starting to feel uneasy about it already and he wasn’t even here. She took another sip of her beer and tried to get back into the game. Andy had just struck out another batter and now the Sharks were up. The Sharks were beating the Nashville Eagles four to nothing at the bottom of the fourth inning.

Emma didn’t want to sit here all night, so she paid her tab and left. The cool air was comforting and inviting. She walked back across the street and found her car. At least she would beat the traffic since the game was only half over. Emma saw a text from her boss that had come through earlier. She had almost forgotten about her fiasco at the interview, almost.

She wasn’t going to deal with that right now, that could wait until Monday. Tonight she was going home and taking a long bath to wash this night away. Then maybe she would watch the end of the game, maybe. She tried to psych herself up to meeting the pitcher on the field again. Maybe if she didn’t let him talk first, it would go better.

Emma drove back to Pinellas Park with the windows down. Fall was here and she was welcoming it. It was her favorite time of the year with Halloween decorations everywhere she looked. Florida didn’t have a lot of leaves changing colors or drastic temperature drops like the North did, but they still had seasons.

Changes were coming, Emma could feel it. What those changes would mean for her and her family, she didn’t know but she welcomed them. Change was inevitable and wasn’t always a bad thing, so she was ready for whatever life threw at her. Good or bad, life would go on.

Emma pulled into her little rental home and walked in the door. Her sanctuary, it was warm and welcoming and after a night like tonight, it was the medicine she needed to forget about all her problems if only for a little while. She would take it, she didn’t know how many peaceful nights she would have to just relax and enjoy the quiet.

Emma watched the end of the game, the Sharks won. Another missed call. Emma turned off the light and went to sleep.
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