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Prologue

​Angelica 
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There should be a law against loud motorbikes revving at four in the morning, especially near an apartment block.

Not only does my selfish neighbor wake me too early every single day. He disturbs everyone’s sleep at Brighton Court.

Don’t get me wrong. I love my old-fashioned apartment on the east side, but if I’d known about “Davey the hot biker baker” – as my friend Vikki calls him – I’d have chosen somewhere else to live.

Vikki tells me to chill, tells me Davey’s kind and generous and not at all like the monster I imagine, but his gift to the neighborhood just ripped me out of a warm dream – of summer sunlight as it streams through the ultra-green abundance of the tree canopy, high on a mountain trail.

Instead, the reality’s harsh. We’re in the deepest gloom of winter. I push one hand out of the warm cocoon of the quilt to lift a corner of the curtain. Only the street lights and their reflections on the wet sidewalk pierce the pre-dawn darkness.

I don’t care who Davey is, and Vikki’s still studying nursing. She can catch up on her sleep anytime.

Me? I have another huge day of teaching ahead of me. It’s the end of the semester – last day of the calendar year – plus I’m on duty for After School Care. Educating twenty-six five-year-olds takes every bit of my energy. I’m a kind person, a caring person (well, I try), but I could really do with more sleep.

I’ve been told it’s wrong to hate. 

I intensely dislike my biker neighbor – with all my heart.
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​Chapter 1

​Angelica (Ange)
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Beneath the lopsided arc of tinsel draped across my classroom door, little Leo looks up at me with big, brown eyes – the last child out of After School Care for the week – for the entire calendar year.

Leo fumbles in his school bag, and brings out a gift for me, face shining.

I squat as he hands it over, heavy in its shiny silver foil. There’s nothing like meeting my students down on their level. I give him my full smile and his own smile widens. I love my job.

“Merry Chrithmath, Mith Martin,” he says. As a kindergarten teacher, I’ve heard my share of lisps, but Leo’s is gold star quality. One of the last in my class to lose all four front teeth, his gappy smile expands my joy.

“Leo,” I say. “You’re so generous!”

“No peeking, Mith.”

“Of course I won’t peek. Did you make this card? I love it!” It’s paper, inexpertly folded, the crooked green crayon tree dotted with colors – my favorite kind of card.

He nods and blushes. Little Leo could barely hold a pencil when we first met. Now he’s an artist. And he can actually carry his backpack without tripping on a strap and falling backwards.

“I’ll treasure this,” I say. “Happy holiday! See you next year!”

“Thee you, mith!” With his big bag, he lurches like a turtle towards his parent’s open arms as we swap a wave, and I place his gift in my basket on top of a jumble of others, their bright colors lifting my heart at this darkest time of year.

I stop in at the staff room on my way out, to grab my warm coat, hat and gloves. Only Harvey’s still here, my teaching buddy. He gives me a big wave, then shoots one finger in the air to stop me dashing out.

“Enjoy your break,” I say. I can’t wait to get home and finish decorating my tree. Even though it’s a short week, the term’s been long and I’m more than ready for a rest.

“Hey, not so fast, Angelica,” he says as he makes his way across to me between the desks piled high with books and teaching resources.

“What’s up?”

“What’s this I hear about you leaving?”

“Leaving? Me? I’m not leaving,” I say. “Funny joke?”

“N... no. It’s just ... Maybe ... Jock ... Ah.” He busies himself with his briefcase.

“Oh, no you don’t,” I say. My teaching buddy is a “good news” person who loves to talk. Harvey the clam is a bad, bad sign. My blood freezes, heart on the floor. Jock is our principal.

“What exactly did Jock say? Please.”

Harvey shifts his eyes everywhere but on mine.

“I guess ...,” Harvey says. He’s gone red. “Well, I agreed to organize your farewell party first thing in the new year, Ange. You’re sensational; a huge loss to our staff. I’ll miss you so bad. We all will.”

“Farewell party?” I hope this is a bad dream, that the biker hasn’t woken me up yet after all. I’m not planning to leave my job. I love it. I’m confused. 

“Did you just say I’m leaving? I haven’t resigned, and as far as I know, I haven’t been fired. I’ve done nothing wrong, have I? Not that I know of; not that anyone’s told me. I mean, I know I’m still on probation for another couple of years, but everything’s been going so well. Hasn’t it?”

“Oh, it’s nothing like that, Ange. I thought ... Well, the way I heard it, you and Trent ...”

“Yes?”

“Well, aren’t you two engaged? Jock said you’re getting married and won’t want the job anymore. He’s got your replacement lined up already.”

I’m so stunned I don’t know where to start. Jock’s a competent principal, generally a jolly enough fellow, a truly excellent fake Santa. Panic pummels my chest. I grab at Harvey’s arm. 

“Am I missing something? Firstly, I am not engaged. Trent and I have been seeing each other for a while, but he hasn’t actually popped the question yet. And even if Trent and I got married, I’d never give up my work. You know how much I adore it. So ...”

He is lost for words – unusual. I stare at him and wait.

“Uh. Okay. Well, Jock told me Trent saw him at lunch time... Oh no.” He presses the heel of one hand against his forehead. “Maybe I’ve blown some big secret, or something. Or maybe I just heard wrong. I’m sorry, Ange.”

He’s an older man, all good heart and sincerity in his brown plaid shirt and dark gray trousers. He stares at me, his despair awkward, mirroring my own.

Except I’m more than desperate. Quiet fury bubbles up inside me. Is this Trent’s doing? I exhale slowly, between my teeth.

“Not your problem,” I say with a teacher’s fake cheer. “You go enjoy your break now. Say hi to Trudi for me. You have a great Christmas. I’ll try and catch Jock and work all this out for myself.”

I rush up the hall. Jock isn’t known for staying around at the end of any week, let alone the end of term, just before Christmas. His office is locked. Even reception is closed at this late hour, the Christmas tree and the fake presents forlorn in the dark and quiet corridor. I pull out my phone in a panic and go to call Jock, but there’s no point. He never answers his phone on vacation. I send him a text asking him to call me.

And then I call Trent.
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​Chapter 2
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“Angelica!” Trent’s receptionist answers. I like Moira, but now is not the time for chats about recipes, movies or Christmas plans.

“May I speak with Trent, please, Moira? It’s urgent.”

“He’s with clients right now, Angelica. I’ll make certain he phones you the moment he’s free. Congratulations, by the way. We’re all so excited ...”

“Oh. Ahhh... Thanks, Moira. Merry Christmas to you. Have a lovely break.”

On the light rail, I keep bumping fellow commuters with the gift basket. The woman next to me wears Christmas earrings. They wobble cheerily as we swap polite smiles. I’m trying to process Harvey’s news. I’m no great fan of commuting but it’s part of my regular day. If what Harvey said is true, this might be my last ride home after a long, full day with Leo and all my beloved students. Grief slides in beside me and joins dismay and mild panic. I don’t only love my work. I need the income to pay my rent. And feed myself. And everything else.

I hyperventilate. It took me years to finish my studies. I still have student debts. And I was doing so well. What a way to finish the year. I start to panic, then breathe in and out a few times, try to count my breaths, the way I show my children to centre themselves and settle down. 

I am on a bus with a huge basket of gifts on my lap. It’s almost Christmas.   

I break open Leo’s present – a box of chocolates – take three and pass the rest around.

Thanks and “Merry Christmas” wishes echo beside and behind me, and a few people actually start singing Jingle Bells out of tune, but I’m busy rethinking every encounter with the principal I’ve ever had. Is this a way to get rid of me? That makes no sense. Like Harvey, Jock has only ever made positive comments about my teaching, my way with the students, and my teamwork. The parents love me; most of them, most of the time.

We’ve had no issues this year, apart from that smashed window that time the older kids broke into the storeroom and tried out the baseball bats indoors, but that could have happened under anyone’s watch. I offered to pay for the repairs, but Jock said the school’s insurance covered it.

My mind wanders to Trent. How dare he tell Jock he’s my fiancé? He hasn’t even proposed to me. It’s true we meet for dinner every Thursday evening at the pizza place up the road from my Brighton Court apartment, but surely engagement is the kind of “next level” I should be in on.

Trent is not spontaneous. In fact, much as I’ve appreciated his company, he’s never in a hurry about anything. When my big sister, Caroline, first introduced us a couple of years ago – they’re lawyers at the same firm – I liked his old-fashioned manners. Caroline keeps pointing out how well connected he is, not that things like that matter to me.

Our most recent date was the same as any other. He ordered his usual lasagne and small carafe of red wine, the house special. He walked me to my door, gave me a chaste kiss, turned on his heels and left. There was nothing to indicate he’d be popping the big question. More to the point, he didn’t. And while it’s always bothered me a little to think things never exactly progress much between us, Trent’s been a pleasant enough counterpoint to my busy days totally immersed in the challenges and achievements of all the children in my care, but he’s not husband material, whatever Caroline says. 

As I step out, head down the street and find my key, I remember that Trent chairs the board of my independent school.

Just as I enter my apartment and switch on a light, my phone rings. It’s Trent.
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​Chapter 3
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“Trent!” I drop the heavy basket in my urgency to take this call. No matter that brightly wrapped gifts scatter all over my hall floor.

“Angelica. Are you home?”

“Just got here.”

“Wait right there.”

“No, Trent. You wait. I need to ask you ...”

“Yes, yes. Wait right there.”

“Did you not hear me, Trent? I need you to answer me.”

“All in good time.”

“Please, Trent. You’re ignoring me. Were you at the school earlier today?”

“I was, yes, but...”

“Did you tell Jock that you and I are engaged and that I am resigning?”

“Well ...”

“Did you, or didn’t you?”

“I ... it’s meant to be a lovely surprise. I have the ring, Angelica.”

“But ... I haven’t agreed to marry you, Trent. Let alone resigned. I love my job.”

Fury swirls in me, white hot and venomous. How dare this man derail my career with his loose words.

“Angelica!” It’s his condescending tone. I see red. It’s easier like this, on the phone. I feel safe.

“What makes you think you should ever have any rights over whether or not I work, and what job I do or don’t want?” I say. “You, more than anyone, should know how much I love my work. Jock is my boss, not yours. In what kind of world do you think you and my boss can discuss my future without my participation? You absolutely cannot resign on my behalf.”

“Angelica, it’s not like that. I can explain.”

I’m so angry my words drop to a whisper.

“Actually, no. You wait. This is ... unforgivable.”

“But we’re so right for each other, Angelica.”

“No, Trent. You don’t know me at all. You might think you know what you want in a wife, but if you think I’d give up my profession for anyone, you’re completely wrong. I was never that woman. Go find someone else. I’m not the one for you – never have been, never will be.”

In the quiet of my apartment, I can’t believe I ever saw anything in Trent. I could hardly be more clear.

“Be careful what you say, Angelica. You don’t want to regret your words.”

“Are you threatening me?”

“Angelica, we are in a relationship. I thought we were ready for this; for the next stage. It’s natural. And my colleagues expect it. They’re going to offer me a partnership.”

“What? When you’re married?”

“Exactly! So now you understand! I’ll be right over.”

This is so Trent. Trent talks down to me when he’s not putting me on a pedestal. I didn’t mind him telling me exactly what to wear for dinners with his precious colleagues. But this is too much.

It’s not like anyone’s perfect, least of all me, but Trent has totally overstepped this time. His other flaws, I forgave – the way he rearranges me for his selfies and ignores me while he crops the images and adjusts the light until we look just right, then posts them on social media.

When I try for a hug, he fusses and checks his clothes are tidy. He doesn’t even like the gifts I buy for him. He tells me not to worry, that he can afford to buy what he likes, but that totally misses the point. I want a relationship where my contributions are appreciated. I’m not just some kind of passive add-on female for Trent, like a fashionable overcoat, like an addition to his résumé.

This “proposal” is totally about Trent and his image and not one bit about me.

In my dark hallway, scattered with the children’s gifts, I see our relationship clearly for the first time. Trent and I are a boring, bad habit that I’m about to break.

“Our ‘relationship’ as you call it, is over, Trent.” I may be furious, but my words are calm and clear. “Totally. Marriage needs to be about love, and I don’t believe you actually love me. It’s only ever been all about you. I don’t even want to see you again. This is the end. Goodbye, Trent.”

I hang up before he can respond. In my reflection in the mirror, behind my half-trimmed Christmas tree, my eyes flash fire. I’ve never been more furious – with Trent, and with myself for putting up with him for so long. And I’m mad at Jock. Sure, he’s an older white male and our school is on the conservative side, but Jock is meant to be a leader. His pally chauvinism with Trent is so far out of line it’s almost ludicrous.

Surely there are workers’ rights. Just because I teach in a small and new independent school. Just because Jock and Trent happen to know each other professionally. Just because I’m usually so easy going, so polite, so nice...

I’m about to storm out of my apartment again to walk off my fury when my phone rings. I stare at it, expecting it’s Trent, hoping it’s Jock – but it’s my sister.

Out of habit, I hit the answer button immediately and then regret it. There’s plenty to deal with right here right now, without taking into account Caroline’s expectations and orders.

Too late.
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​Chapter 4

​Davey
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I stare out the small window of the hotel kitchen door at my bike in the almost empty staff parking lot. Under the security light, it casts a long, lonely shadow.

No snow and no rain. Good. No black ice.

When Jean-Claude asks me to stay on all day, after the breakfast, lunch and dinner shifts, I agree without hesitation. His short fuse is legendary, but the head chef’s been a father figure to me – gave me the baking job, then promoted me to sous-chef. The extra money will come in handy and there’s nowhere else I need to be until Christmas Day when I’ll step in as Vikki’s fake date again, her family lunch “plus one.”

Jean-Claude and I work easily together on the trays of his ever popular crème caramel, the glossy bars of sweetness perfectly brown on top. He learned to make them in Montreal, apprenticed to a top chef from Angers in the Loire Valley.

It’s quiet in the kitchen when the lunch crew leaves, the dishes stacked and ready for the dinner crew. We’re the only ones still here.

We turn our attention to the vats of strawberries, to soak them in Cointreau and Grand Marnier. He stands back and pours me a Cointreau on ice and one for himself before shelving the bottle. Smells like a sophisticated party in here under the industrial lighting. Once the deep trays of sweet red fruit are covered and back in the cool room, he nods to me to sit with him at the corner bench.

“A good new year for you, Davey,” he says as he taps his glass against mine. The ice tinkles.

I shrug. I don’t want to think about myself.

“To you,” I say.

“Yes, for me. Every year is good. My beautiful American wife. I am lucky, yes?” Jean-Claude beams and sips his drink. She was one of his vacation cooking class students back in Montreal. He often jokes they burned for each other, so he followed her across the continent, to the US north west coast, got this head chef role at Bailey’s, married her and never looked back. I’m happy for them.

“You too, Davey. You are lucky, non? My best sous-chef.”

He raises his glass to me, insists we toast each other.

“To you, Davey Carmichael. Never do you say ‘non’ to me. You take all the extra work I offer, fill in for everyone all the time. I thank you, my friend – this is why you got your bonus, yes? Yet you deserve more. You are a young man, but even you need to take a break. This time, you cannot say ‘non’ to me. I say you take off Christmas and then I do not want to see you again – until the new year.”

I savor the lemony sweetness, let the ice cubes numb my tongue, let myself sit and accept the stillness of the kitchen, accept Jean-Claude’s gift to me, first of the bonus, and now of time. I don’t want it. Not at this time of year...

Jean-Claude stares at me. I stand. I grab our empty glasses, stack them and press “wash.”

When I turn around, he grabs my shoulders for la bise, the three air kisses, then shoos me away with both hands.

“Go.”  
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​Chapter 5

​Angelica
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“Angelica. Caroline here. Well? Are you going to tell me?” It only just occurs to me that Caroline never actually seeks information from me. She demands it.

“Tell you what, Caroline?” Has Trent announced our “engagement” to the whole world? I’m speechless.

“Okay, I’ll go first,” she says. Caroline can talk under water. “Yes, I’ll be matron-of-honor. Of course I will. Try and keep me away. Quinn will be divine as ring bearer, or Benj, or Todd. We can be modern about that. There’s a divine new gown shop on the corner of 54th and 12th Street. Expensive, but you’ll be able to afford everything with Trent as your husband. I’m so excited for you! Have you set the date? We can discuss it at Christmas. You’re hosting again, aren’t you?”

“No. And no. No, no, no.”

“Angelica?”

This is probably the first time I’ve said “no” to Caroline. Feels fantastic.

In the mirror, I raise my hands in the champions’ salute of two fists in the air, albeit with one holding a phone.

Oh, my sister cares about me. Nearly a decade older than me, she’s bossed me around for my own good all my life, but Trent’s treachery has changed me.

I take a deep breath. I’m tired of being so easy going, polite and nice – just going along with whatever everyone else wants. For the first time in my adult life, I take agency.

“Actually, Caroline,” I say, “Firstly, Trent and I are over. We just broke up. Over the phone. I would never marry him, even if he actually proposed to me, which he hasn’t. And I totally will not be hosting Christmas this year. Last year, you promised this would be your year to host.”

“No” is not my usual word. It makes me squirm. There’ll be a backlash. Here it comes.

“You and Trent will work it out. Every couple has tiffs.”

“This is a permanent tiff, Caroline. I will never marry Trent. He’s made me lose my job. It’s outrageous. Totally unacceptable.”

“Is that all? Maybe he didn’t explain. You can’t keep teaching there because he’s on the Board. Simple legal requirement. It would create conflicts of interest.”

“Not. Marrying. Trent.”

“Okay. We’ll see. Give it time. Wait till you see the ring. It’s amazing. We can talk about all the details at Christmas. You’re hosting, aren’t you?”

“No.”

“But Angelica!” she says. “We’re renovating our bathrooms. We can’t possibly host Christmas this year.”

Last Christmas, Caroline and Ethan couldn’t host because their kitchen renovation was incomplete, even though I volunteered to bring most of the food. The one before that, Ethan took Caroline and their three children on a surprise cruise, leaving me in the lurch.

“I said ‘no’.”

“But your place is perfect, Angelica. And you always decorate so nicely,” says Caroline.

“No.” I close my eyes ahead of the barrage. Caroline’s a lawyer, a queen of argument.

“Your Christmases are brilliant, Angelica. The kids so look forward to it. We all do. Please?”

Of course my Christmases are convenient for Caroline.

“No.” I hold my breath. Caroline’s bound to ask.

“But why not. Why won’t you host? You do it so well.”

I breathe and don’t say a word. “Because” hangs in my throat like an unexploded grenade, because Caroline won’t want to hear any of it, and I don’t want her to attack me all the ways she knows she can.

Because I spend every moment of my precious leave preparing for it, and cleaning up afterwards, and she and her family barely remember to thank me.

Nor does she ever tell me what special diets my beloved niece and nephews will be on until the food is all bought and prepared and in front of them. And it’s never good enough, no matter that she insists every year that my Christmas will be “perfect.”

Because I never know exactly how many people will turn up until the last minute. I love that Ethan’s extended family members make themselves welcome, but my place is small. One Christmas I ended up standing. That or sit on Ethan’s grand uncle’s knee. Not happening.

But most of all, I can’t face hosting Christmas because my world is broken. No job? Really?

“Angelica?”

Because my apartment is always too empty when they leave. Because the bits of wrapping paper and tinsel and crumbs, and the space under the tree, with all the gifts gone for another full year, is too depressing, and the silence – even the hum of the dishwasher – is unbearable.

“Are you still there, Angelica?”

Because ... the biggest reason of all.

“Angelica?”

“I need to renovate my life.”

“You’re what? You’re renovating? Your place is fine.”

“Not my place. Myself. My life. My heart.”

“Are you okay? Is your cholesterol too high? Do you need Ethan to recommend a specialist? You’ll be fine for Christmas. It’s just one day. We’ll clean up this year. I promise.”

Caroline always promises to clean up, but it never happens. The mess isn’t the problem. I’m the problem, but from today onwards, things will be different.

“I love you, Caroline. And I love Ethan and Benj and Todd and little Quinn, but I am not hosting Christmas this year.”

Because I’m tired of going along with what everyone else expects. Because I’ve just remembered Trent actually called me a “pathetic people pleaser” once, and I let it go. But now? I am totally tired of being nice.

Because the only way my life will improve is if I stop making excuses and start to make real change happen. My heart’s still pounding from the way I told Trent to butt out of my life, for good. I actually did it. Go, me.

“Don’t be a Grinch, Angelica. Look, let’s not argue about this. We’ll chat about it again soon. Have a lovely evening.”

“I am not a Grinch,” I tell my silent apartment when I hang up. Nobody answers back. I’m the opposite of a Grinch. I give, give, give like the good girl I was brought up to be, as if my generosity can cast a magic spell over my life, as if it will provide the answers to all my prayers.

Joke. So much for being Miss Nice Guy. Forget it.

I recall my horrible afternoon, that awkward chat with Harvey, then Trent, and now Caroline. She still hasn’t accepted I won’t host Christmas. Fury charges through me again like the bubbles in a soda fountain – so insistent and swirling and sharp, I place my blank phone gently on the table, lest I throw it against the wall.

“I can be a Grinch if I want to be a Grinch,” I say, and repeat it, louder. I sound like one of my students, but I don’t care.

Caroline refers to the Grinch so often it might as well be a member of the family – the embodiment of the resentment that grows every Christmas since our parents died. I am a big girl. I learned that Santa was only ever as real as we believed him to be, that everyone had a secret Grinch inside them, that it was up to me to be the change I wanted in the world. Now I know, too – without a job for no good reason – that the world is too big for me to change.

I stare at the Christmas tree that nobody will see, reach out to pocket my phone, then spin to face the window. Did I really say “no”? If Caroline actually believes me, she’ll be in a panic, casting about for some other sucker. Ethan’s parents are in the country, in Jerseyville, a safe three hours away, longer with Christmas traffic. Well. Caroline and fam can go to a fancy restaurant, or they can go on another cruise.

I briefly consider taking a surprise holiday for myself. Maybe I’ll take myself to Greece for Christmas. What do Greek people eat for Christmas? Or Peru. I switch on the radio. Cheery Christmas carols. I pull the plug out of the wall.

I need to get out of here, away from my thoughts, to go for a walk, clear my head, go find purpose and rhythm and rhyme and reason and peace again. It’s Thursday afternoon. Pizza night. Trent’s choice, of course. I imagine him at our table, the one in the corner with the red and white checked tablecloth and fake rose in a vase, slightly faded, the way he always orders lasagne when he turns up late, all apologies, assuming I’ll forgive him.

Well, some other couple can claim our table tonight. Or maybe Trent will be there as usual, with a new date. I should warn them ... Trent is vain, self-interested and thoughtless, despite his legal qualification.

I grab my keys and storm out of the apartment, raring to burn off my anger, but I’ve slammed the door and am only down the first set of stairs when I’m forced to stop.

Six enormous cardboard boxes block my way. I push at one but it barely budges. I try again. No luck. How inconsiderate.
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​Chapter 6

​Davey

[image: ]


It’s cold and dark, the streets shiny with rain, the Christmas lights a seasonal dash of color. I pull in outside Brighton Court, kill the throttle and push down the kickstand.

There are six huge cardboard boxes at the entrance to the apartments. I’m stoked. It’s been a hard couple of years, working all hours, but I have plans. I spent Jean-Claude’s Christmas bonus on a new stovetop, a three-layer stainless steel trolley for extra bench space, professional utensils from France, and the best pots and pans in the business.

I’m puffing when I get them up the stairs to the landing outside my door. Quality is heavy. That trolley? The best in the industry. Heavy, but this is an investment in the future. Lucky I’m strong from managing Jean-Claude’s huge trays of baked beef in the commercial kitchen. The proper oven will be delivered in a couple of days.

I’m excited about the saucepans. Full sets. Heavy bases. I can’t wait to hold them, to feel the balance as I sizzle and steam and stir up my own recipes. I’ll temper each pan properly. Every time I use one, I’ll be cooking up a better life.

Rox’s aluminium pans are so old they should be in a museum, or a kids’ sandpit. Bent. Burnt. Carcinogenic. Not that Rox ever cared. And with only one burner working on her ancient stove, and so much food going to waste at work, I haven’t needed to cook much at the apartment. That’s about to change. 

As I catch my breath from hauling up the final box, I reach into my pocket for the key. And my other pocket. I try all my pockets. No. I must have left it inside this morning. First time ever, but I head out for work in the dark every day, sleepwalk out of here, so tired after every extra shift. The big surprise is I haven’t locked my key inside more often. Oh well. No drama. I’ll call a locksmith.

I reach into my inner coat pocket. Ah. No phone either ...

“Hello?” There’s a voice on the other side of my boxes.​
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Chapter 7

​Angelica
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Is this even legal, to block the stairway? What about fire regulations? I push at the smallest box with my toe. It doesn’t budge. Then I give the top one a huge shove and it begins to topple.

“Whoa!” It’s a man’s voice, alarmed. I peer between the boxes and see messy, dark hair. It’s Davey. Of course. Who else? Difficult neighbor number one. Not content with waking everyone too early every morning with his huge revving motorbike, he’s decided he can fill Brighton Court’s public spaces with boxes.

“Other people live here, too, you know,” I say. Is that my voice? I clamp one hand over my mouth. Old Angelica would never have spoken like that.

“Exactly,” says Davey. “Excuse me. Be out of your way shortly.”

I stand back against the wall. He’s only just visible in the tiny crack in the cardboard tower.

Catching his breath, he shucks off his coat and throws it on top, reaches into his tight jeans pocket for his keys, and gives me a half smile. Typically, Davey’s face is blank, but I have to concede he has nice teeth. Okay. And nice biceps, peeping out of the sleeves of his fresh gray t-shirt. As he grabs for his coat, his arms resemble that famous Italian sculpture, Leonardo da Vinci’s masterpiece, David. I can’t stop staring.

“Uh,” he says. “Sorry. Locked my phone and keys inside before I left this morning.”

Old











































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
PLUS ONE






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





