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About This Story


Amy’s now ex sent Dan to her, instead of himself. Living in a new city and having to go get an abortion and dump her ex was not how Amy imagined this new chapter of her life going.  
Dan has been working hard to get his food truck going. Picking up ride shares, bartending, and barely sleeping, has all been to support that goal. Amy is the first person to make him wonder if he should be finding time for things that aren’t work. 
After a few months of texting they decide to make a go of it. But when her ex shows up, Amy will have to figure out have things really changed? 




This story is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events, or locales is entirely coincidental.  
Copyright © 2023 by Tara Kennedy
All rights reserved. Where such permission is sufficient, the author grants the right to strip any DRM which may be applied to this work.




Content Note


Content Note:  This book contains on page abortion, and references to parental cancer and death that occur prior to the book.   
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Chapter one
Chapter 1


Amy He Metcalfe didn’t believe in New Year’s resolutions. January was no better month than any other to start changing your life. But four months ago, she had decided to focus a little more on her own goals, and when she was offered a job DC, she had said yes. 
DC wasn’t far from Philadelphia, where she had gone to college. It was a great opportunity, and her boyfriend Ryder traveled so much she’d see him about the same amount anyway.
She had not counted on finding herself pregnant of course.
Ryder: What time is the appointment?
Amy: 10 am
Amy held onto the phone for another second, but there were no more bubbles indicating he was texting back.
Ryder’s job as emergency communications strategist kept him on the move. About six weeks ago, a sudden storm had him in town for an extra day, and they had run out of condoms. Their plans to just use hands and mouths had disappeared.
Amy purchased Plan B at the pharmacy the next day. But she had read all the fine print, and knew Plan B didn’t work if you were already pregnant by the time you took it.
Amy knew a lot of stats about both contraception and abortion. She was the eldest of seven kids. Amy had bought her first pack of condoms at ten, placing them prominently at her mother’s bedside.
Lots of siblings, especially female siblings knew a lot about middle of the night feedings, diaper changes, making lunches, or back to school shopping on an extreme budget. Amy had gotten any desire to raise kids out of her system well before the school sex ed program came to scare her about teen parenthood.
The sex ed program in Nevada suggested abstinence. Teen Amy had known she couldn’t convince her mom of abstinence. Her mom never opened the condoms Amy bought her. The pill, in addition to being expensive, had turned out to have a terrible effect on her mom’s depression.
Amy had discovered while she herself as an adult had not previously shown signs of depression, she inherited the same reaction to the pill. She and her ob/gyn had gone through a few of them, before her ob/gyn suggested that condoms had no such side effects. Plan B as a backup was probably better for her mental health.
All of this added up to Amy making a dreaded call to Ryder. She explained she was pregnant, she had an appointment to get the medication necessary to end the pregnancy. She didn’t like ultimatums, but he could either get his butt back here or they were officially over. He had agreed to everything.
Then a hurricane hit the Caribbean. Amy had learned to hate hurricanes for many reasons - evidence of climate change, destruction wrought, but also because those bastards sent Ryder places without warning. Ryder should be off the schedule, of course, for the next few days.
Her phone rang and there was a knock on the door. Figuring Ryder had made it from the airport early, she threw open the door without looking, only to find an unfamiliar dark-haired, brown-eyed man standing there. “Next door,” Amy said. Her neighbor had a lot of friends and often they knocked on her door by accident.
“Amy?” he said.
Amy stopped swinging the door closed. She knew better than to confirm her name to a stranger, but the folks looking for her neighbor Helena never knew her name.
Her phone chirped one more time and then went silent.
“I’m Dan,” stranger dude said, “and I think that was Ryder calling to warn you. I made good time.”
Amy wanted to slam the door now. It wasn’t stranger dude’s fault. Dan. Stranger dude’s name was Dan. If Ryder had sent a stranger to her door, he wasn’t on a plane. Not to here at least.
“Is it the hurricane?” Amy asked. It wasn’t a question that would make sense to anyone who didn’t know Ryder.
Dan shook his head. “Mudslide in Japan.”
“So, Ryder sent you to what - spend the night?” Amy asked. Part of her, a stupid hopeful part, was still crushed that just this freaking once, Ryder hadn’t taken himself off the schedule. He could. His other coworkers did. Amy was nothing if not an expert at looking strong when she was crushed inside.
“I think the idea was for us to chat a bit before tomorrow. To make it less awkward.” Dan grimaced a bit, as if he realized the awkward train had long ago left the station.
“Darling,” Helena said, leaning out of her door, long strawberry blonde hair loose. “As fascinating as this has all been, could you either let him in or kick him out. Any minute now, Mrs. Overgaard is going to email the whole building.”
“Thanks, Helena,” Amy said flatly.
Helena smiled and shut her door.
Helena was right though. The building was old enough that the soundproofing between apartments was good, but hallway conversations carried. Mrs. Overgaard often sent emails to everyone in the building reminding them of courtesy and decorum. “Come on in, I guess,” Amy said.
Probably, Ryder’s friend Dan wasn’t a serial killer. And if he was, well, Amy didn’t have a plan for that. Her plan for Ryder not showing up had been to go to the clinic herself. She’d been assured the pills were fairly painless, and had stocked up on super-strength pads, a bunch of microwave meals, and sports drinks. She had a streaming list of silly, lighthearted comedies, and dark revenge dramas, for her every mood.
She sat dead center on the couch, in her partially unpacked living room. Having to find the Planned Parenthood clinic her first week in DC had not been on her to do list. Nor had asking for a planned sick day before she’d had a chance to accrue any leave. Her boss had been great about it, made sure Amy had enough funds. But Amy had hoped that was it. That was enough awkward and uncomfortable at least for the month, but she should have known. The universe had endless wells of awkward and uncomfortable, and when it decided it was your turn, it was like a mudslide.
[image: image-placeholder]Dan Rees had known Ryder since they were teenagers. Dan had grown up in DC, and Ryder in Pennsylvania, but their families had both been Unitarian Universalists, and so they had met at a regional family summer camp for UUs. When his mom had gotten too sick to go, they had figured on missing a year. But the Rivette family had picked Dan up and let him stay in their cabin for the week so that Dan could get some fun in.
So, Dan had known Ryder long enough, the bond was deep enough, that when Ryder called and said, “Hey, my girlfriend has a medical procedure tomorrow, and I’m not going to make it. Could you go say hi, I’ll clear it with her.” - Dan had said okay.
Standing in Amy’s living room, looking at her dark hair, yoga pants, and a t-shirt faded from several years of washings, he was rethinking this. Between Ryder and Dan’s hectic schedules, he’d barely seen Ryder in person in the last few years. He’d heard about but never met Amy. Amy didn’t seem to have any info about him.
Dan was torn between making an excuse to leave and hugging her. The dark circles under her eyes told him sleep had been hard to come by. Working as a rideshare driver to supplement his income while he awaited permit approval on his food truck, he knew what someone who’d been running themselves ragged looked like. So yeah, he was going to try to stay. At least long enough to convince her to let him drive her tomorrow.
She had plopped in the middle of the couch. Looking around the living room, he found a lone chair next to a small table and flipped it around to sit facing her.
“So, Ryder was calling you to tell you, but he and I go way back. I realize that doesn’t fix the stranger to you part, but he did want to make sure you had someone with you tomorrow.”
Dan had put two and two together and was pretty clear what type of medical appointment a woman would want her boyfriend taking her to. Ryder had sounded very apologetic on the phone, but Dan was sure that was very little comfort to Amy. Ryder and the Rivette family had been rocks for him and his dad. Dan was happy to return the favor, but this was not quite the same. However, he was sure at least not having to worry about transportation to the appointment was something he could help out with.
Amy picked up her phone and tossed it back down on the couch. “He’s boarded the plane, but yeah, he says you’ll do everything he would have done. Let’s assume he didn’t think that sentence all the way through.”
Yeesh. Yeah. “Well, I make great soup, so if you tell me your favorite, I can bring some when I pick you up tomorrow.”
“You don’t have to pick me up just because Ryder told you you should,” Amy said. “I’ll be fine.”
“I know,” Dan said. “But please let me.”
“I can call a cab or whatever.”
“I technically am a cab or whatever, emphasis on the whatever,” Dan said. “So think of it as saving a step.”
“Okay.”
They exchanged numbers, confirmed the time she wanted to leave, and Dan knew he should go. She may need to cry, scream, or do any other number of things it would be odd to do in front of a stranger.
“Oh, soup,” he said.
“I bought a bunch of microwave thingies,” Amy said, her hand waving in the direction of the fridge.
“I’ve got lentil, squash, and curried cauliflower in my freezer,.” Dan said.
“Fine.”
Dan nodded. “Do you have everything you need to get some sleep?”
“I’ll be fine.”
Dan nodded again and stood. “Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow.”
He paused in the hallway until he heard the lock click behind him, taking the stairs down a floor and out to his car. Amy’s appointment tomorrow was late enough he’d hopefully be able to park right in front of the building.
He texted Ryder that he’d talked to Amy. It was a Wednesday night, so Xavier was unlikely to need him at the bar. He did text Xavier that he might not be available this weekend, sick friend. Dan wasn’t on the schedule this week, but the others knew he would often pick up shifts if they needed backup.
He drove to the grocery store where he picked up a bunch of ingredients. He’d told Amy the truth, he had tons of soup in his freezer. But sometimes chicken ginger soup and maybe a baked potato soup were what you needed. Making soup tonight would give him time to think about what it meant that somehow his longtime friend Ryder’s idea of a favor had turned into please take my girlfriend to the clinic to get an abortion.
[image: image-placeholder]Amy looked at the phone. Ryder’s plane ride to Japan would take hours. They should have this conversation in person. Of course, his not being here was why they needed to have the conversation.
Amy: Stay safe in Japan. I told you if you couldn’t take yourself off the schedule for me this one time, that was it. I meant it. Sending your friend doesn’t count. So, we’re done now. 
Her finger hovered over the send button. Amy expected to feel something but she felt empty. Sometimes being the oldest sibling meant getting used to everyone else getting what they wanted first. Amy had hoped getting away, to college, to the East Coast, would help. Ryder was part of the pattern she needed to leave behind. She pressed send.




Chapter two
Chapter 2


The day of the procedure felt almost anticlimactic. Amy was tempted to toss salt over her shoulder and spit twice for even thinking of such a thing. Dan had shown up as promised, he hadn’t tried to be chatty or weird. He had quickly corrected the nurse that he was just a friend, but politely not in a way that made it seem like he was disavowing Amy. She’d been able to get both medications in a single visit and now they were headed back to her place. 
Dan found parking and made her wait while he popped the trunk to grab a soft cooler bag, and then insisted on helping her out of the car.
“I can walk,” Amy said. But she took his arm anyway. She’d known Dan less than twenty-four hours, but she knew he was going to stand there with his arm out until she took it.
Ms. Overgaard peeked out of her door at them. Amy pretended she couldn’t see her. She was not up to Ms. Overgaard’s insistent concern.
She opened the door to her apartment and moved straight for the couch. They had warned her this was going to feel like a pretty major period, and already she could feel that leaden feeling in her uterus like it was deciding exactly how much crud to expel. She had stashed a few bottles of sports drink right on the side table that morning and the laptop was right on
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