
	Do the right people with the wrong timing ever get a second chance at love?

	 

	 

	Michael is an actor whose career could be taking off thanks to a lead role in the play, Key Exchange. If he gets it, that is. Everything Michael holds dear is either about to change for the better, or crash and burn. He wonders if he made the right decision to move to New York to be the new roommate of his former lover, Kit. Michael is desperate to reignite the passion they once shared. But is Kit?

	Kit adores Michael, and he’s happy they’re back together. But something is holding him back. Just when things turn mushy one night a few days before Christmas, Kit disappears in an Uber on some clandestine date. Michael wonders who the new guy in Kit’s life could be. Can he ever have the love he wants, or something just like it? Michael knows what he wants. He believes in second chances, and hopes Kit does, too...
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	“If someone is gracious enough to give me a second chance, I won’t need a third.”—Pete Rose

	 


 

	 

	Dedication

	 

	 

	Dedicated to the memory of my parents, together in Heaven. Love you forever. Until we meet again.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	I huddled, miserable, cold, and damp, on a rickety metal chair inside the half-open doorway of the pop-up Chinese crepe café. Ten-thirty Friday morning. Why had I braved the predicted, coming storm for a blind date with Stephen, a guy who’d already stood me up twice?

	On the radio behind the counter, Frank Sinatra sang I’m in the Mood for Love. Somebody had a rotten sense of humor.

	Shivering, I tried to edge closer to the strip heater mounted on the wall behind my left shoulder. Only a sheet of industrial plastic hammered over the entrance protected me from the elements as I glanced out at the wind-blown, snowy corner of East Seventh Street near Second Avenue in Manhattan.

	Why am I still here? I’d asked myself this question several times over the last half hour as I waited in the area they called Little Ukraine. The weather certainly fit, but I doubted that genuine Ukrainians were sitting somewhere in Eastern Europe cradling cups of Chinese tea and chowing down on jianbing crepes, traditional street food from Northern China.

	What was traditional street food in say, Uzbekistan? Eye of yak? Horse? Enemy?

	I would have Googled the topic of Ukrainian street food except my fingers were numb. There wasn’t an inch of me that hadn’t become frozen in the time I’d been here waiting.

	Yet again.

	My roommate, Kit, had asked me a few times about my date.

	“Who is he, Michael? What attracted you to him?”

	I had no idea how to answer that. He was stunned when I told him Steven never showed up the first time.

	“And you’re going back... why?”

	I’d yearned to respond, “Because the man I love doesn’t want me,” but I didn’t.

	I shifted in my seat, hoping the storm wouldn’t hit before my audition for the play Key Exchange. I’d borrowed Kit’s hat, coat, and work boots for the day. If only I could have borrowed his self-confidence, too.

	Would I ever get a date that showed up? And holy heck, would I ever be in the position of trusting my apartment keys to some guy I loved? Apart from Kit?

	Not in this lifetime, my secret, inner mean boy voice whispered in my brain.

	Something Just Like This, one of my favorite songs in the world came on the radio. That song always broke my heart and put back all the pieces again. I sang along softly with it, especially the line, “I just want someone I can kiss.”

	Oh, man. Kit was the best kisser I’d ever met. I had to admit I didn’t think I’d stop loving him. I was the one who’d broken it off when he’d been drinking hard. He’d gone on to straighten his life out and reeled me back in a year later as a friend. I’d thought it was wonderful until I realized he was wonderful and I missed our love. He’d moved to New York with his new boyfriend. I heard from mutual friends it wasn’t going so well. Can’t say I was devastated. As his friend I commiserated over the fact he’d moved out and taken on a succession of lousy roommates. The worst was the one before me. His name was Rob, and he seemed nice and normal—Kit’s words, not mine—but spent all day on the living room sofa watching TV. He waited until Kit went to sleep each night and would down three bottles of wine on his own, then proceed to paint odd images of trees filled with human faces.

	“He’d paint the same damned thing over and over again,” Kit complained when I asked about Rob. I missed all the things we did in LA like shopping for mid-century kitchen items. We shared a mad passion for Pyrex bowls, and we’d found colorful additions to our collections at The GreenFlea Market each weekend.

	Of course he didn’t want me, and of course, we both had the apartment keys. I could trust him. Which was maybe why I loved him. Or maybe not. I would have smacked myself in the head over these circuitous thoughts, but it seemed like too much work.

	I tried not to think about the fact that I’d flown to New York from LA with the misguided belief I could have a second chance with Kit, better known as the one that got away to my friends and family. Half of them thought he’d missed me, too. The other half thought it would hurt less to boil myself in hot oil.

	It turned out he hadn’t been kidding when he reached out via text message, asking me if I wanted to move to NYC and be his new roommate. I’d made the plunge a little over a month ago. He was madly dating, and sometimes it hurt to see the flurry of men in and out of our apartment, and the dates he went on left him with deep scowls and little conversation. He didn’t seem to be sleeping with anyone and had stopped stalking his ex’s WhatsApp and Instagram accounts.

	“Move on,” was my mom’s favorite expression. She’d grown tired of listening to me talk about Kit and whether I should tell him outright how I felt. “Move on!” she’d respond. “Plenty of the carp in the Hudson River, baby.”

	I let out a sigh, trying not to think about what Kit was doing right now. Or with whom. Eight days until Christmas and I dreaded the upcoming New Year. I wanted to go to bed and sleep until it all went away.

	I wrapped my fingers around the cup of fragrant, but rapidly cooling chrysanthemum tea that Titus, the owner-chef had brought to me. The gesture, and the sweet scent of blossoming dried yellow flowers combined with a pinch of wolfberries, gave me a small, but warming measure of comfort. I took another sip and eyed the frosted windows of the apartment buildings across the road. I glanced at the discarded Christmas tree rolling around the corner opposite the café.

	“Still watching that tree, Michael?” Titus asked me from behind his small shop counter.

	“Yeah.” I smiled at him. The chill in the air made my cheek muscles ache.

	Three days ago when I came for my first date with Stephen, some weird artist had propped up the tree against the chain link fence surrounding an abandoned house. He’d done things to it to make it art, like breaking off branches and tying found objects to its branches. Today, my third time here, he’d tried setting fire to it. When that failed, he kicked it away from the curb, to the gutter, where it remained. Occasionally he’d walk by and kick it again. Maybe he’d made boo-boos in love, too.

	“I still don’t get it,” I said.

	“It’s performance art,” Titus said. “That guy’s been putting on this crazy show since August.”

	This was the longest conversation we’d ever had. I wondered if Titus felt sorry for me. I glanced over at the tree, rolling back and forth against the gutter.

	“Why does he do it? What does it mean?”

	“He’s kicked that tree here all the way from Brooklyn.” Titus sounded impressed.

	“I’ve
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