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Christmas and newly divorced, thought Paige as she sat at her desk staring at a blank screen. What a combo! For the last two hours she’d been toying with the idea of writing a new Christmas novel, but between the realisation of being divorced, finally, and browsing Instagram, all she had written so far were the words ‘chapter one’. She leant back in her sumptuous leather chair cushioned with Christmas themed fleeces and blew out her frustration at not having a clue how to start it. It wasn’t so much as not having a clue as she’d written many books in the past and had been a “professional” author for the last three years, but the subject was a difficult one and was sure to cause aggravation for the guilty party even though it’d be wrapped up as romantic fiction with a hint of humour. Luckily, this book wasn’t intended for a publisher as she had plans to publish it herself so there were no deadlines but her own. She grinned at the prospect of causing damage to her ex-husband’s reputation and sat bolt upright, fingers poised over her laptop keys. About to type, a message alert sounded on her phone. Using this as another excuse to sit, chill and daydream she lifted her phone and saw a name she hadn’t seen in a very long time. A name she didn’t think she’d see again, ever. Not after the last conversation they had almost ten years ago.

Hi, Paige, I hope this finds you well. I’m hoping we can talk sometime. Patrick x

‘Christ on a bike,’ she whispered, stunned in disbelief. She put her phone down on her desk, went to stand up in her shock and confusion but thought better of it and sat back down again, picking up the phone to check she wasn’t dreaming. ‘Patrick! Now there’s a name I haven’t heard in forever,’ she blurted out to her cat Drusilla, who had strolled into her office looking unimpressed. In fact, Drusilla had a permanent annoyed look about her anyway and merely jumped up onto the windowsill to bask in the weak sunshine.  The message had come through on her Instagram page, so she immediately clicked on his profile to check it was real but of course, it was set to private. With jittery hands and feeling woozy with shock, she zoomed in on his picture. Ten long years had passed since she last laid eyes on him and he looked as gorgeous as ever, if not better than when she first met him. She noted the grey in his beard and long, tousled hair and recalled his younger self waiting for her outside Paddington train station in a downpour of rain. She closed her eyes at the memory and breathed in the dampness mingling with his cologne as if she had been transported back in time. Amidst the hustle and bustle of the busy station, she saw him drawing her into his body and could almost feel the tightness of the hug that had said to her she had found ‘home’. Then, the memory distorted to the last message she read from him, and her heart shattered into a million pieces yet again as the sound of her front door knocking jolted her out of it. Thank god for that, she thought trying hard to dampen down the shock before answering whoever it was at such a ghastly hour.

On the verge of tears, she stuffed her phone in her cardigan pocket and went down the hall to see who was at the door. Living in the countryside had its advantages, and she was usually left alone which she preferred, except she had a best friend for a neighbour who lived in a cottage five minutes down the country lane and was always turning up uninvited for a chat or a moan. No doubt today would be a moan because the local school desperately needed funds for the library after losing everything in a fire only last week.

‘Bloody hell, there you are. The door was locked, and I forgot my key,’ said Bryan waving a box of doughnuts. Bryan was a primary schoolteacher and her best friend since nursery school. Her family moved into the village after her great grandmother had left them the house. He stood at the door with a miffed expression on his face. ‘Since when do you lock the doors?’ he asked, stepping into the house, and bursting into a rock rendition of ‘Phantom of the Opera’. 

‘I hadn’t long gotten up,’ she said and followed him down the hall to the living room wishing he would shut the hell up and take up singing professionally like he had always wanted to do. ‘And anyway, it’s very early,’ she yawned despite being awake at six and spending the last two hours thinking about writing but not actually doing any.  

‘What’s wrong?’ he asked, scrutinising her face. He put the box of doughnuts on the coffee table and glared at her. ‘Come on, I’ve known you long enough. It’s definitely not the divorce and I know writing is pants right now, so it’s not that. I mean, clearly you haven’t written anything because you usually WhatsApp me at four in the bloody morning asking, ‘does this sound all right to you?’ followed by twenty bloody pages!’

Paige scoffed and sat down on the sofa. ‘I don’t send you twenty pages because I can’t write bloody twenty pages and how can you tell there’s something the matter for god’s sake? I’ve literally just answered the door.’ She reached over to the table and flipped open the box. 

‘You do send twenty pages and I can tell because you’re looking like you’ve had the shock of your life. Either that or the whiteness of your face and the smudged mascara is you trying to recreate your youth. Honey, Robert Smith is so over!’

She really didn’t want to have this conversation right now, but Bryan wasn’t the type to give in easily. 

‘I got a message,’ she mumbled, not really wanting to talk about it and bit into the doughnut. Jam and cream oozed out of the sides dripping down her mouth to her chin. She scooped it up with her finger and licked it off much to Bryan’s disgust. ‘Bloody Patrick,’ she said with a mouth full.

‘What was that?’ He put a hand to his ear as if he couldn’t hear her. ‘You’ve had a message from whom? Sounded like catnip,’ he laughed. ‘Do we know a ‘catnip?’ he then asked seriously. 

‘Patrick,’ she said loudly. ‘He messaged me not ten minutes ago.’

Bryan slapped his forehead. ‘Wow, I must be bloody psychic. See, I knew you needed someone right now.’

‘Yeah, I’m sure you did. At 8 am in the bloody morning. Why are you really here?’ she asked, thinking it was majorly early for him to be awake on a Saturday unless he had fallen asleep on her sofa after their Netflix binge.

‘Patrick? The one who... Well, I never! What a turn up for the books. Ha, pun intended!’ He laughed, then became serious again. ‘What the hell does he want, anyway?’ he asked. 

She shrugged. ‘I don’t know. I haven’t replied.’

‘Good. But you know,’ he paused and thought for a moment. ‘I did really like him, and I thought it was a bloody shame that things didn’t work out.’

‘The story of my life, isn’t it? Maybe I should write it,’ she said thinking it might be a good idea. ‘So what’s with the free doughnuts?’ She nodded to the box. ‘Don’t tell me. You need a favour?’

Bryan smiled. ‘Well, the library is no more, and we really need books, Paige, like, desperately. So, I wondered if we could join forces, you and I and come up with a plan to raise funds.’

Thinking it was a great idea to take her mind off things she agreed. ‘Want a brew? I’m sure between us we can think of something,’ she got up and went into the kitchen. ‘Any ideas so far?’

‘Um, yes, I have actually.’ Bryan followed her and leaned on the countertop with a cheesy smile on his face. ‘I thought with your writing skills and my amazing voice, we could write and record a song.’

About to switch the kettle on to boil, she swung around and said, ‘Really? A song? I haven’t written a song, ever! Here I am struggling with a novel and you’re asking me to write a song!’ she chuckled thinking he couldn’t be serious.

‘Now’s the bloody time to start then, isn’t it?’ he beamed. ‘Oh, and I’m thinking it has to
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