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The Love Addict

Emily stroked the exquisite silver earrings that dangled from her lobes as she waited at the round wooden table. 

She liked the setting of the restaurant. It overlooked the edge of a lush natural pond. The ducks and geese drifted through the calm waters but the peaceful view didn't stop Emily from fidgeting. 

She had been waiting for Matt for over an hour. 

Jackass. 

Emily had been with him ever since high school but he began to show signs of distancing himself. Maybe they were growing apart? He didn't return her calls as quickly as he once did. He didn't look at her the same way as before. Maybe it was all in her head. Or maybe it was a passive aggressive way for him to get her to do the dirty work and call their relationship off. 

Breaking up with Matt would be hard for Emily. A part of her knew that the relationship had turned sour. Yet, the romantic side of her wanted to somehow recapture the early moments of their relationship. 

Emily had given the matters of the heart a lot of thought over the years. Romance became her hobby as well as her vocation. She earned a few thousand dollars a month producing Youtube videos where she gave young people relationship advice. The channel was called “AskEmilyAnything”.  She had a soft answer for just about everyone and received daily e-mail on how her dating pointers worked for the better. 

If only she could apply the wisdom to her own life, she thought. 

“Relationships are hard. Really, really hard,” her Mom used to tell her. Emily prided herself on always proving her Mom wrong. Emily had skills. She had been a straight A student and knew her stuff. Math, History, Science, or English. Whatever the subject was, Emily could master it. 

Everything except romance.

Everyone except Matt. 

It didn't make sense. 

They used to walk along the duck pond that she looked out at, talking and planning their future life together. They used to sit across from each other at this same restaurant and share intimate details about their hopes and dreams. She remembered one night there had been a couple seated next to them with two young children. She marvelled at the way the young father doted on his wife and two young daughters. 

She imagined Matt in that same role. Imagined what it would be like. 

A tear rolled down her cheeks as she felt powerless as the man she loved let her down again.

One of the restaurant employees noticed Emily's tears and walked up to her table with hesitation. He looked to be in his early twenties, handsome in a nerdy kind of way; thin, reedy but non-threatening. Emily noticed he had kind eyes as he pulled a tissue from the pocket of his black linen shirt. He placed it on the table in front of her. 

“Men can be jerks,” he said in a soft voice. 

Emily looked into the ocean blue gaze of his eyes a beat too long before she took the offering of his tissue. She dabbed at her eyes. “Yeah, sometimes.”

“You should eat,” the man said. “I'll give you a menu here. Whatever you want it is on the house.”

Emily faked a smile. Something she had gotten good at over the years as she tried to mask pain and disappointment. “You're very nice. But I can't do that.”

“Trust me, the food we have here will make you feel better. Oh my God, they have the best Cream of Crab soup on the planet. Forget the Clam Chowder. Go with that. And for desert they have the best pecan pie that will make your taste buds do the cha cha.”

“Well, if you put it that way.”

“Trust me, that is why I'm on dish-washing duty. I think if I were a regular waiter I would sample the customer's food before I brought it to the table.”

Emily giggled then finally relented, ordering the crab soup and pecan pie. 

Looking back out of the restaurant window, she exhaled sharply as she watched the sun begin to set over the emerald waters of the pond. 

The waiter laid the bowl of crab chowder on her table with a smooth grace. 

“You will feel like you have died and gone to heaven,” he said. 

Emily giggled and her eyes caught a glimpse of his name tag that he had secured onto his shirt with a safety pin. “Thank you, Doug. I'll remember to leave positive feedback for you.” 

Doug smiled as he turned on his heels and greeted another customer with a warm smile.

Emily tucked into her meal as she overlooked the lake, and Doug was right; the delicious tang of the chowder began to fill her with a warm, comforting sensation as it radiated from her stomach. She eventually left her knife and fork crossed on top of the plate as a cool evening breeze whispered through the strands of her hair. Now feeling calmer, she rose to her feet, her eyes scanning the restaurant's floor to search for Doug, but it appeared as if his shift was over. She draped her handbag over her shoulders and strolled slowly out of the restaurant.

As her shoulders pushed through the wooden door at the front of the restaurant, a blue hatchback pulled into the parking lot, its tires screeching as it came to a halt.

She recognized the car as belong to Matt. 

It was Matt's car. He hurriedly pulled himself out of the driver's seat and his heels pounded the pavement as he sprinted towards Emily.

“I'm so sorry,” Matt panted, “I just ran into so much traffic on my way here.”

Emily rolled her eyes into the back of her head – she could see through his lies in an instant.

She couldn't believe his gall. His blue dress shirt had been unbuttoned at the top and the low hanging fabric revealed a fresh love-bite. 

He hugged her and she could smell the scent of another woman waft into her nose. 

Emily pulled back away from Matt and stared him directly in the air. 

“We're done,” she said in the softest voice. 

For too long, she had tried to ignore the truth, and she simply couldn't hold it back any longer. Matt had quite obviously been seeing another woman, and Emily took one last disgusted glance at him before turning in the opposite direction.  

“Babe, wait! I can explain!” said Matt. 

Emily didn't bother looking back. She marched away from him, her feet getting heavier with every step, her chest starting to pound as it struggled to maintain her composure. She knew that the slightest sympathetic touch would cause and uncontrollable burst of tears to come forth. 

As she stomped through the trail next to the pond, Emily finally let herself cry. She wiped her tears with the sleeve of her knitted jumper. Her footsteps crunched over the undergrowth as she took a long walk to comfort herself, before her eyes could not possibly leak any more. She navigated her way home, cutting through a few alleyways before her feet tapped over the familiar terrain of her garden. She stabbed the barrel of the lock with the metallic teeth of her keys, and twisted her wrists to let the door slide open. 

Once inside, Emily carried herself to the bedroom, flicking on the dim light next to her mirror as she inspected her make-up. Her eye shadow had flaked, and her eye-liner dribbled down her face like a spilled pallet of water color paints. She reached for a damp tissue before wiping her face clean of her beauty products, and revealed that her eyes were bloodshot and swollen. She dropped herself into the mattress of her bed, but couldn't seem to get comfortable as her nerves began to bubble with anger. She rolled onto her side and noticed a picture of Matt on her mantel. 

No, I'm not going to pick up his picture and throw it against the wall, Emily thought. Then she grabbed the frame and did just that, the smashing of the glass echoing throughout her room.

The hell I won't. 

Emily tried to will herself to laugh but instead she fell back on her pillow, crying herself to sleep. 

Emily woke up sweating to a surging morning sun outside her window. She rubbed her eyelids and forced herself to get out of bed. 

“You can do this, Emily,” she said, trying to dull the broken feeling within her. “Today will be a new start. You were better than him, anyway.”

She thought about what a hypocrite she was for not following her own advice. If someone had written to her on her Youtube channel describing her situation with Matt, she would have told that person to chuck the relationship immediately. She worried that her own relationship advice had little to no application in the real world. She prided herself on telling women to treat themselves with respect, first and foremost. 

Yet, she looked at her own cell phone repeatedly. Hoping that Matt would call or text. Then she check her e-mail and felt her heart sink when she saw an in-box filled with nothing but spam. Her mind filled with negative thoughts. She thought that romance was a mere contrivance. Something that teases you with its potential. Like an elusive trick of light or a play of shadows. You think you can catch it but it is always on the other side of the room, always just outside the corner of your eye. 

But what advice would she give herself now?

Move on, she thought. Do one thing in the day to make yourself feel good. 

She thought about posting about her relationship status on Facebook. Announce to all of her FB family that she was now a free woman and that relationships were for suckers. But she hated when other women did that. How they would date losers and post their break-up status update after the relationship inevitably went sour. This would start a flurry of well-wishers, people telling the woman that “you were too good for him anyway.”

She didn't want to become like her mother. Her mother worked at hospital business office for over thirty years after the divorce. She never dated again, gained over thirty pounds and always complained about how “men are scum, all of them. Scum.”

But no, Emily decided. She would not be like those women. She would not see herself as a victim.

Deciding that she would start the day with a positive thought, Emily stayed true to her word and rung the manager of the restaurant that she had visited the previous evening. She held the phone to her ears and began to speak as she was handed over to the manager.

“Hi, this is a call regarding one of the waiters last night – I know that it is a little bit unorthodox to dish out praise in this manner, but I just thought that extra credit was due. I was served by a man named Doug last night, and I was having a little bit of a shoddy evening, to say the least – Doug had a great personality and his friendliness just helped me overcome it.”

“Oh, well...” responded the manager, obviously a little taken aback with the comments, “I'll pass on the kind words. Thank you for letting me know, I always like to hear when our team are doing things right.”

Emily placed her phone back onto the table and dressed herself in vibrant colours, trying to maintain a cheerful vibe in her appearance. Once she had dressed herself, she gazed out of her window at the beautiful sapphire of the summer sky. It was too good of a day to spend indoors, so Emily slipped on a pair of open toed shoes and closed the door gently behind herself as she made her way out into the open. She
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