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      “Just sign here and here.” The stuffy lawyer who sat across from me pointed to the spots on the paper with the lid of his pen.

      My stomach rolled as I looked over to Miles, who sat there with an impatient look on his face, waiting for me to sign us away forever. The constant ticking of the clock that stood in the corner was grating on my nerves. Tick… tick… tick…

      I looked down at the forms in front of me, my hands beginning to sweat as I thought about what life was going to be like without him in my life.

      “Miles, I—”

      “Bella, just sign. Don’t make this worse than the last few years. This part is simple and painless,” he bit out.

      I could feel the tears burning behind my eyes. “Miles, there has to be another way. Please, reconsider,” I cried. “We could always look at adopting—”

      “Bella, the time for options is up. You didn’t want that and, unfortunately, I don’t want this anymore,” he said, waving his hand back and forth between us. “The last five years have taken a toll. I can’t live another day of my life being miserable. It’s time we just move on. We are over.”

      I looked across the desk at the emotionless face of the lawyer. Tick… tick… tick… It seemed even the clock was getting impatient with me. I wiped my hands on my jeans, picked up the pen, wiped the stray tear from my cheek that had fallen, and signed my name through blurry eyes.

      I placed the pen down and reached for a tissue. The lawyer grabbed the papers and placed them in front of Miles. He nodded, picked up the pen, and confidently signed the paperwork, a hint of a smile on his face. He probably already had someone on the side, someone he could easily plant his seed in and produce the children he’d always wanted. Perhaps she already was pregnant. I’d never really know the truth and wasn’t sure I wanted to.

      After I walked out of that lawyer’s office, I didn’t look back. I went home to my small apartment and cried my eyes out one last time. Then I picked up all my broken pieces and focused on putting one foot in front of the other.

      Three months later, I was right back where I was now—on the couch, crying my eyes out. My boss had laid me off.
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      The first four months of being newly divorced was about uneventful as the first week we’d been married. However, the first week of being unemployed was hell. I’d spent countless hours looking for employment, and by Saturday night, I was burned out. I’d curled up on the couch in my pajamas and was watching an episode of my favourite show when my phone rang. I let out a sigh, debating not answering it. After eight, I knew it wouldn’t be a job offer, so I glanced at the call display. It was the first time a smile had come to my lips all week.

      “Brielle? Is it really you?” I cried into the receiver, happy to hear from my best friend.

      “Bella! How are you, gorgeous?”

      “I’m good. Just plugging along,” I answered, turning the volume down on the TV.

      “How’s work?” she questioned.

      I’d talked to Brielle over the past few months about the divorce, but I’d yet to tell her about losing my job. It wasn’t the way I wanted to start a conversation with her. I blew out a breath. “Well… it isn’t. Cutbacks, you know,” I said simply, trying hard not to allow the stress to creep up.

      “Oh, Bella, I’m so sorry. How long?”

      “I found out on Monday.”

      “God, I feel so bad now. I was going to call but figured you might need time to yourself to get over everything, and now I feel like I abandoned you.”

      “Don’t be silly. You didn’t abandon me.”

      “Yeah, but you needed me.”

      I grew quiet. I always needed Brielle. It had been hard since leaving Eastport. We’d been through so much together over the years. The fact that she wasn’t right here had probably been the hardest part of going through this divorce. Not that Boston was that far. I’d headed back to Eastport right before we signed the divorce papers and spent a weekend. We’d had a great time, yet I felt bad adding extra work for her. She was busy running The Cooling Rack and looking after Emma. I didn’t want to add my stresses to her day.

      “Thanks. I always need you, but I needed some time, too. As for the new wrench in the gears, well, I’m just taking it day by day. Searching countless job websites for the same responses.”

      “Day by day is good. It’s easier that way.”

      “So, to what do I owe this surprise?” I questioned, wanting to turn the attention off me.

      Brielle was quiet for a moment. I could hear Emma in the background chattering away, then I heard Sawyer’s deep voice answer her back. I was so happy for Brielle that she’d finally gotten back together with Sawyer.

      “Brielle? Is everything okay?” I asked.

      “Could be better. My assistant manager has left The Cooling Rack. She quit the day before yesterday.”

      “Oh, Brie, that is awful. I’m so sorry.”

      “Yes, especially with the baby on the way.”

      I could hear the panic in her voice. She’d found out she was pregnant again just last month. “Have you put out an ad to hire someone else?”

      “I need someone I can trust. That’s why I am calling you.”

      “Brie, I can’t. I—”

      “You told me yourself that you’re looking for a way to start over. This would be it. Even if it’s just for the summer. I mean, it would help you and me. Besides, you are the only one I know I can trust with my business, and you have great managerial experience.”

      She wasn’t wrong. I was looking for a way to start over. I also had managerial experience, thanks to my last job promotion. I really didn’t have an excuse, since I was now unemployed. Packing up and moving would not be that difficult.

      “Well, when would you need me there?”

      “Whenever you can be here for. Seriously, you do not know how much this would help me out. Plus, if you come now, you can get into the swing of things. If you don’t want to stay or your boss calls you back, well, it will also give me time to find someone.”

      I had a small clue. I also knew how much it would truly help me put everything behind me. Perhaps a change of scenery was exactly what I needed, and the one thing I knew for sure was that my ex-husband wouldn’t be back in Eastport because he was here, in Boston, with his newfound love. I could run into them anywhere. “Alright, let me organize some things and I will be there in the next couple of weeks.”

      “Oh, and no need to worry about a place. There are two condos available in the building we are in. Sawyer and I will get things started for you.”

      Brielle and I said our good-byes, and I hung up the phone and looked around my small one-bedroom apartment. I’d barely unpacked in the few months I’d lived here, almost as if I knew that something else would come along.
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      It had just stopped raining as I pulled up outside of The Cooling Rack. I cut the engine, unclipped my seatbelt, and stretched. It had been a long day. I’d had my meeting at Eastport General to see about office availability for what I’d hoped would become the home of my new private practice.

      Afterward, I went to meet up with a doctor in the area who was looking at retiring. I already knew that a private practice was more my speed than hospital life. I’d spent my fair share in hospitals delivering babies, and I’d seen the shit that went on in ERs. I didn’t want to get my hopes up, but I was excited about the idea of a new practice and a chance to start over.

      I picked up the file folder containing all the details on the medical practice I was looking at buying. The doctor had been kind enough to put the file together and had given me at this meeting and headed inside the diner. I frequented the place in the last few weeks and loved it. At this time of the day, it was quieter, so it was a good place to sit down and go over these documents before contacting my lawyer, I thought to myself as I walked to the front door. However, when I stepped inside tonight, it surprised me to see that more than half the tables were still occupied.

      After looking around, I spotted my usual table and made my way over. I’d just opened the folder and began looking over the notes I’d scribbled down when a menu was placed down in front of me. I looked up to be greeted by the same beautiful brunette that was normally here. The one I was certain I knew but still couldn’t place.

      She smiled. “Hello, welcome back to The Cooling Rack.”

      “Thanks,” I replied, picking the menu up off the table. “What’s the special today?” I questioned, looking over the menu to decide what it was I wanted for dinner tonight.

      “Well, you look a little tired tonight, so I’m thinking you need a cup of coffee, followed by the turkey club that’s on special, and perhaps finish it with a couple of my favorite cookies—the double chocolate chip.”

      I smiled. Everything she’d suggested sounded wonderful. “That sounds great,” I said, setting the menu off to the side, meeting her eyes. “I’m Asher.” I held my hand out for her to take. “I figure it’s time we formally introduce ourselves. After all, you can tell what I need to eat.” Besides, I hoped that once I knew her name, I could place her.

      “Bella. I’m the assistant manager here,” she said, sliding her small hand into mine.

      “Well, Bella, it’s nice to meet you.” I smiled, letting go of her soft hand.

      “You too.” She smiled and turned to walk away when suddenly it clicked.

      “Bella, did you, by chance, go to Eastport High?” I questioned.

      She nodded. “I did.”

      “You dated… Oh God, what was his name…. Miles Langdon, quarterback for the Eastport Lions.”

      “Yep, that would be me,” she said, glancing over her shoulder as the jingle of the bell above the door rang out and two teenagers came in. “I’ll be back with your order shortly.” She grabbed the menu from the table and took off toward the kitchen.

      I turned my attention back to the file in front of me and was soon deep into reading some of the information when a cup was quietly slid in front of me.

      “Your coffee and cream.” She held up a small basket full of creamers. “As always, there is sugar on the table.”

      “Thanks,” I said, smiling. She’d learned how I liked my coffee the first time I’d had it and had never once forgotten, even when I hadn’t seen her here for a few days. Most times, she’d even bring it over with the menu.

      “So, did you play on the team with Miles?” she questioned.

      “Yep, running back. We were always together.”

      “Oh my God, now I remember you. Asher Harrison, right?”

      “That’s me.”

      “You took me home the night after the huge win. The night Miles got super drunk.” She giggled.

      I remembered what a nightmare that night had been.

      “I remember he was quite angry with you at the time for that.” She smiled. “He’d gone on and on about wanting to hurt you. He thought you’d made a move.”

      The light blush across her cheeks caught my eyes, and I smiled. “Yep, he wasn’t thrilled with me for that.” I chuckled. “Him and I actually had a fight about in the locker room before the next game. The coach had to break it up.” I chuckled.

      “I know, I remember.” She giggled. “I’ll be back in a few minutes.” She turned and made her way over to the table that had just left and began clearing it off. I tore my eyes away from her soft, curvy hips and went back to reading the file before me.

      Shortly, a large plate was placed beside me, and I glanced over to see a large turkey club with a side of sweet potato fries in the center of the plate. “Thanks,” I mumbled, placing the documents aside.

      “Those look important.” She glanced to the thick stack of papers while placing a set of silverware on the table.

      “Somewhat…” I shrugged. “Just some business documents. Looks like the place kind of cleared out,” I said, looking around the diner. Only one table on the opposite side of the room was now full.

      “Normally does. Our next busy time is coming up though, close to seven, right as the doctors start their break at the hospital.”

      “I was going to ask what time you closed. I didn’t want to be holding you up from something more important just because I need to eat. No reason I couldn’t take this to-go.”

      “We close at nine. You have lots of time. I’m normally here until ten.” She softly smiled. “You’re welcome to stay as long as you need.”

      “Care to sit down and join me?” I questioned. “You must have a break coming up or something.”

      “I do, but I couldn’t.” She glanced around to, I assumed, see what she had left to do. “I just normally work through my break at night.”

      “That’s not a good practice. Take a seat,” I said, nodding to the empty bench across the way. “We’re practically friends, having gone to the same high school.” She slowly sat down, looking around as if someone might see her. “So, you work here long?”

      “About a month and a half now.”

      “And you, are you from around here? Wait, of course you are. That was a silly thing to ask.”

      I shook my head. “Not anymore. I moved away for school. Then, you know, life happened. I’m just renting a small place here for now. There are some things I need to sort out in my personal life and my work life. Once I’ve got those things figured out, I’ll decide where it is I’ll end up.”

      “Well, you chose a good place to figure things out in. Eastport has always been great for clearing one’s mind,” she said, smiling. “You know, in case you forgot.”

      “Ah, so you’re still a local?”

      “No, Miles and I, we moved to Boston after college. He got a job, and we got married. I’ve just came back to help a dear friend of mine and to do some soul searching of my own.”

      I nodded, shoving a fry into my mouth. “Seems like we are both on the same sort of path. How is Miles? Is he here with you? It would be great to catch up. We lost touch after high school.”

      Bella glanced over at me and slowly shook her head. “I wouldn’t know how he is. We divorced seven months ago.”

      “Oh, I’m sorry to hear that.”

      “Don’t be, I’m not.”

      The bell rang out above the door again as someone came in, and she jumped, looking over her shoulder. “I’ve got to go. Enjoy your dinner.”

      Once she was gone, I turned my attention to my dinner. Occasionally, I’d look over at her and watch as she dealt with one customer after another. When my plate was clear, I shoved it to the side and turned my attention back to the pile of documents, reading over the contract this doctor had drawn up.

      Reaching the last page of the contract, everything looked good, but I’d still needed to have my lawyer check it over before I signed. I was just about to send him an email requesting a meeting when Bella appeared at the side of my table.

      “Would you like your desert now with another coffee?” I heard her soft voice ask.

      I looked up and met those gorgeous dark eyes and nodded. “Only if you’ll join me,” I said, winking.

      She softly smiled and shook her head. “I’d love to, but I’m the only one here tonight. It’s going to get busy.”

      I couldn’t get over how much I loved that soft-pink hue on her cheeks. She was attractive in high school, and had Miles not gotten to her first, I’d have gone after her, but now there was something even more attractive about her. I wanted to get to know better. “Well, that is a problem,” I said.

      “It is?” she questioned, looking around.

      “Yes, well, I love desert, but I hate eating it alone.” There was that blush again.

      “Oh, that is a problem.” She giggled. “How do you suggest we solve it?”

      “Well, I was thinking, perhaps we could share a dessert later, after your shift is over,” I replied, meeting her eyes. It wasn’t like me to be this forward.

      “Oh, I don’t know.” I watched her throat as she swallowed hard. She began fidgeting with the watch on her wrist as she stood there. “I’m really not looking for—”

      “Just as friends. I’m not looking for anything either.” I winked, trying to make her feel a little more comfortable at my suggestion and not think I was some creep.

      She thought for a minute, then smiled. “All right, I guess… we could do that,” she said, playing with the thin gold chain around her neck.

      “Okay then. I’ll be right here.” I pulled my phone from my coat pocket, getting ready to email my lawyer. “I’ll sit here until you kick me out, then I will wait for you in the parking lot.” I winked.

      She nodded, smiled, and turned away from me. Occasionally, I’d notice she was looking over my way, a soft smile on her lips as she served the rest of the customers through the evening.

    

  



OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


