
Chapter 1: Moving 

Amy was sitting there, eyes closed, but all the background noise made it hard to think. A 
woman’s voice on the microphone loudly called some name. Someone was probably late. 
Amy wondered for a second if those being called sometimes actually missed their plane. 
 
A hand touching her shoulder brought her back to reality. She opened her eyes to find her 
mom waiting for an answer. What was the question again? Oh yeah, what time was her plane 
leaving. 
 
As Amy stared at her mom, she realized the woman looked exactly like her, except with 
darker eyes and a smaller nose. Her mom was calm, composed, and practical. Spontaneity 
was not a common word in her own life. The bond had always been difficult between them, 
like that for any opposing personalities. 
 
“I have to get there before nine,” Amy finally answered slowly. 
 
Rushing into a plane and forgetting about her past life had surely felt tempting…at first. Now, 
she wasn’t sure anymore. Starting a whole new life, without her family and friends being 
close by, was stressing her a little this morning. Give yourself time, Amy. Trust life. 
 
Winnipeg was the city she was heading to. On the eastern edge of the Canadian Prairies, 
Winnipeg was the capital and largest city of Manitoba, Canada. As Amy had never set a single 
foot there, she had only learned about Winnipeg from her recent readings. And Nathan. 
 
Nathan was her mom´s youngest brother. He was the uncle Amy was closest to, her best 
confidant. It was Winnipeg where Nathan had suddenly moved five years ago to pursue a 
career as an assistant director for a parapublic institution. Since then he had worked outside 
government buildings but within a government budget. That was the only explanation Amy 
had gleaned about her uncle’s job in all those years. 
 
Today he would be waiting for her at the airport and giving her temporary shelter. She 
couldn’t wait to see him again. 
 
But before she would see him she had an hour-and-half flight from Québec City to Toronto, 
then a two-hour-and-half flight up to Winnipeg. She suddenly wondered why there was 
always either a forty-five-minute marathon-with-luggage connection or an impossible six-
hour-long wait that was pure agony. Agony while there was not enough time to get out and 
visit the city, yet just enough time to text everyone in your phone contact list and read a 
whole book. It was a mystery, just like her uncle’s job. 
 
As she recalled her own last job, the word unbearable came to mind as the only way to 
describe it. Her colleagues had always been nice to her, and her salary had been more than 
generous. But she had felt so bored for so long, doing the same thing day after day, week 



after week, month after month. One day her uncle had called and heard her confession about 
being miserable. 
 
“Why don’t you get your ass over here?” Nathan had said right after listening to her 
confession. Amy had laughed first before realizing her uncle had been damn serious. 
 
An eight-week replacement job in the modern language department at the University of 
Winnipeg was available. The dean was a friend of his and he could get her an interview. She 
had a wide knowledge of literature and was certainly able to speak French, as it was her first 
language. But being an accountant with barely any experience in teaching could be kind of a 
problem, she thought. 
 
As surprising as it was, though, the job had become hers right after the online interview. She 
had obtained the contract pretty easily. Thinking a little more about it, Amy felt like 
something was still weird about the coincidence. Maybe it was a twist of fate. But Nathan 
pulling some strings was definitely a more likely explanation. 
 
When the selection committee had learned about her studies in accounting, an additional 
task in the business administration department had become hers also. Desk work at first but 
leading to the possibility of a permanent teaching job. 
 
Being a teacher would sure be exciting. But thinking about teaching a hundred students at a 
time was another game even if she had never experienced stage fright before. She was 
twenty-seven years old, barely older than her future students. Earning their respect would 
be her first challenge. She pictured herself trying to keep an entire class calm. The thought 
of airplanes flying around a classroom came first to her mind. Come on, Amy. It’s university, 
not high school. Students are grown up…aren’t they? 
 
Amy shook her head to remove that silly doubt. She hated herself when she pictured worst-
case scenarios. Her crazy roomie and best friend, Catherine, had always made fun of her for 
being such a pessimist. But at the end of the day, Catherine was also the one pushing Amy 
forward. 
 
When she had announced to Catherine her upcoming plans and anxieties, her roomie had 
simply replied wryly, “You shouldn’t worry that much about moving there, you know. What 
if the plane crashes or has some terrorists in it? Might even be the end of the world that day! 
Come on! Stop thinking and go for it. Everything will be fine. Just trust life and a little bit more 
in yourself, besty.” Freaking Catherine. 
 
Being seated in the airport on this hot summer day of August was primarily Catherine’s fault. 
And now Amy had to leave her behind, like all the rest. 
 
“So when will you visit?” asked her mom, still immobile at Amy’s side. The sadness in her 
voice made it barely audible. 



 
“A soon as I can, I promise,” Amy informed her in her most cheerful tone. 
 
But her mom was now staring around at people walking by—a bad sign that tears were about 
to burst forth. Amy felt sorry right away for causing her mom pain. She couldn’t stand to see 
her crying. Her family was usually a tough one, emotionally speaking, but plane departures 
always brought tears to her mom’s eyes. Airports also made Amy feel weird, like stomach 
sick, and just thinking about throwing up was now increasing her sickness. 
“Don’t worry, Mom. I’ll be fine,” encouraged Amy, suddenly unsure if she was cheering 
herself up or her mom. “Nathan will be there to help and to hang around. He has been living 
in Winnipeg for a while now. He knows pretty much every town corner. He’ll introduce me 
to decent people. You know that.” 
 
“I hope so,” replied her dad who had stayed silent up to now. “I don’t want to move you out 
in the winter. It’s freakin’ cold out there!” 
 
Amy smiled at her dad, almost surprised to see him standing there. He was always the quiet 
one; no wonder she had forgotten his presence. He was not that much of a talker, pretty 
much like her. But once he started a joke, it was hard to stop laughing. Today, though, his 
eyes conveyed some sadness. 
 
Amy hugged her parents firmly one last time and then walked slowly up to security and 
disappeared. She would certainly miss them both. But it was time to go. 
 
The plane was pretty full. Beside her a couple was sitting quietly, both of them looking at the 
takeoff runway by the window. The husband, or who Amy supposed was the husband, had 
his hand on the woman’s shoulder. From behind they seemed at least sixty-five, but 
something in their behavior made them seem younger. Probably feeling observed, both 
turned around at the same time and smiled at Amy. They had perfect white teeth, gray hair, 
and identical laugh lines around their eyes. They looked so perfect together, so in harmony. 
Staring at them, Amy reconsidered her faith in the whole soul mate thing. 
 
On the other side of the aisle, a young teenager who appeared to be glued to his headphones 
caught her attention. It was not so much the teenager himself who caught Amy’s attention 
but the loud death-metal music he was listening to. He’s probably deaf or on his way to being 
so. The teen gave her a “What the hell are you staring at?” look and went back to his music. 
So much hair was hiding his face that Amy barely got time to analyze it. What an unfriendly 
age. 
 
The flight attendant offering drinks down the aisle suddenly distracted her. God, he was cute. 
Amy closed her eyes and repeated her orange juice order in her mind. Rehearsing answers 
before saying them out loud was common for her, especially when she was around 
handsome guys. Lack of time to do so in the past had led to complete disasters. Thousands 
of examples ran through her mind. 



 
As the man came by, Amy received between her hands a small plastic cup filled with the right 
liquid. The interaction had been successful. She had not behaved stupidly, and she was 
feeling some pride in that. But to her great disappointment, the cute flight attendant had 
walked away without noticing her any further than his duty had required. Way out of my 
league. 
 
She was not a goddess. She was well aware of that. Her reflection in the mirror was always 
the same. A tall weirdo. When Amy was not around tall people, she was a head higher than 
the crowd with no heels on. In a bar or in any public places, she was able to spot anyone from 
anywhere—a big benefit, according to Catherine, who was barely five feet four. Yeah, big 
benefit. But not a good thing for a girl who liked to remain unnoticed. 
She had to admit, though, that her body was bearable, maybe too thin, but athletic. She had 
long dark-blond hair and light-brown eyes that turned green when she was tired. Amy usually 
loved to be tired; green eyes had always given her a better look. That was only her opinion, 
though. She was pretty sure that no one else had even noticed the change. 
 
Bottom line: She was just a “normal,” nice-looking girl. Nothing was special enough about 
her to make her stand out in a crowd. 
 
So it was not a mystery to Amy why handsome guys were always ignoring her, even if 
Catherine had never agreed with that statement and had always preached just the opposite. 
According to her best friend, guys did stare. They liked Amy’s smile and her bright eyes. And 
being quite smart was also part of her charm. Over the years, Amy had come to the simple 
conclusion that her friend was nuts. In her experience, what guy on earth had cared first 
about a brain? 
 
Lost in her thoughts, Amy barely noticed the landing in Toronto. According to her watch, she 
was right on time. Now she had enough time to sneak around the entire airport, have three 
lunches, and read twelve magazines. Yay! God, she hated the three-hour connections. But it 
was better than a marathon between two gates, suitcases in one hand, ID in the other. Not 
to mention the whole sweat-like-a-pig thing at the end of the race. Winter parkas and 
powerful heating systems were champions to achieve that condition. So thank God she had 
plenty of time. 
 
Winter…Winter and airplane travel were certainly considered hell. Most of the time flights 
were delayed or canceled. People ran around like crazy, their parkas their only carry-on, 
pushing hard their winter boots into an already overloaded suitcase. Yes, all things 
considered, summer was the best time in Canada for airplane travel. 
 
After a fourteen-dollar-and-seventy-five-cent bottle of water and sandwich in Toronto and 
another couple of hours in flight, Amy finally landed at the Winnipeg James Armstrong 
Richardson International Airport. What an endless name. She picked up her bags and walked 
quickly through the exit. She couldn’t wait to see her Uncle Nathan. She chuckled at his pet-



name, Uncle Nathan. He hated so much to be called that, especially by her, his twenty-seven-
year-old niece. 
 
On her way out of the airport, Amy stopped in front of a chic boutique and stared at the 
window display. The clothes in it looked so grown up, so professional. Her own reflection 
beside was a total disaster, a demure girl dressed in an army-green bermuda, white shirt, 
and black slacks. Ishhhh…A ponytail and no visible makeup completed the image of herself. 
She definitely looked nothing close to a respectable university teacher. An upgrade to her 
closet was urgently required, despite her strong aversion to the idea. 
 
“How’s my favorite niece?” asked a familiar voice behind her as two hands touched her 
shoulders. 
 
“God!” Amy complained. “You scared the crap out of me!” 
 
“I’ve been here for like an hour! And you could see my reflection in the window. Jeez. You’re 
still as lost as before,” teased Nathan, a wide smile on his face. 
 
Amy stuck her tongue out at him in mockery. How long had it been? Two, three years 
maybe…some Christmas spent together a long time ago. 
 
They had a lot to catch up on. But for now Amy just wanted to sit down on a comfortable 
couch and have a glass of wine. She was so glad Nathan had a nice house to share. For now… 
 
“So, how’s your mom?” inquired Nathan, who had started walking through the airport’s main 
exit door. 
 
“Your sis’s fine. She told me to say hi.” Amy suddenly remembered her mom’s message.  
 
“Great. I’ll have to call her soon.” 
 
“Well, just don’t give her details about my new job.” 
 
“Why?” asked her uncle suspiciously. 
 
“I kind of told her it was permanent,” Amy confessed, looking straight ahead to avoid any 
eye contact with her uncle. “It was only to avoid the whole freaking-out part.” 
 
“I see. I guess you meant no harm. We shall see what happens,” answered her uncle with a 
crooked smile. Now he was the one who was keeping something quiet, and she could sense 
it. 
 
It was great to be with him again. She had always felt confident with the man. Probably 
because wearing heels was a possible option around him. She was tall, but nothing compared 



to Nathan, who was one of the tallest people she knew. He had blue eyes and chestnut hair 
and was around forty. He was probably a good catch, Amy supposed, but he was single at 
the moment. Maybe he was simply too busy with his job. 
 
“I knew you’d get that job,” said Nathan proudly as he placed Amy’s suitcases in his SUV 
trunk. 
 
“Well, I’m a little surprised I got it. I’m a little young to teach classes at a university. And I 
don’t have my PhD. Some strings must have been pulled.” Amy had spoken the last sentence 
with the hope of a confession. 
 
“I’m sure you’ll fit in quickly and make friends. You’re easygoing. And people here like that 
attitude.” Amy knew he was clearly attempting to change the topic and just let it go. 
 
“Well, I hope so. First day tomorrow.” 
 
“I’ll show you the way to the university before we head home.” 
 
“Just a bus routes map will be enough.” 
 
“You want to take the bus?” Nathan cried out. “Well, you’re brave. I can’t wait to see you 
waiting for the bus in December—if they ever find you in the snowbank.” 
 
Her uncle was right. Soon enough her ass would freeze in the upcoming winter. Waiting for 
a bus at negative fifty degrees Celsius was not in her top-ten list of fun activities. But the 
warm and sunny weather in Winnipeg that day made her quickly forget about any upcoming 
issues with snowbanks. 
 
“I know. Hopefully it’ll be temporary,” Amy said. “Now stop being a smartass, and let’s find 
that map.” 
  
** 
 
At first sight, Winnipeg seemed like an interesting city. Amy almost felt like she was at home. 
The majorly green and familiar-looking suburbs around the airport gradually switched to 
modern and busy buildings as they made their way downtown. Portage Avenue, an important 
street that crossed downtown, made its way to a huge snake-shaped river. Red River, as her 
uncle named it, was huge and impressive, crossing the whole city from south to north. The 
French Quarter, St. Boniface, was right across the river. In that district, tall green trees and 
century-old houses were abundant. 
 
Her uncle lived in an old, cute, two-bedroom white house with a small amount of land on the 
side. The huge sun deck in front gave the place its whole style. 
 



The cornice’s bedroom, right above the sun deck, got assigned to Amy. It was a cute normal-
sized bedroom. The pale wooden floor, the cornice facing the street, and the light pink walls 
coexisted in harmony. The white metal-framed bed and old quilt gave the room an antique 
style. 
 
Amy smiled at the sight of light pink on the walls. Among all the men she knew, only single 
Nathan was capable of painting an entire room pink. She liked the color, though. It was not 
a “grandma” pink, but a delicate pink that seemed to bring a special touch to her temporary 
room. She was definitely lucky to share her uncle’s space. For now… 
 
She got up the next morning just as the sun was barely rising. She took a minute to identify 
the room she was in. Right…Winnipeg. She stretched out her arms and got up. A quick glance 
at the window showed a still-asleep neighborhood. She saw only a cat on a white fence 
meowing at something invisible. It appeared that Nathan was already gone, as his car was 
not in the driveway anymore. Her uncle was freaking crazy to already be at work at 6:30 a.m. 
 
A brown, short-sleeve, V-neck dress with some aqua embroideries and a sweater the same 
color seemed the most appropriate for her first day. Some flat shoes and a chignon 
completed her look. A quick glance in the mirror satisfied Amy. Not too bad…And with those 
flat shoes, she would almost be the same height as most of her colleagues—a real good thing. 
 
Breakfast all by herself felt pretty boring. After doing the dishes, Amy sat on a stool by the 
kitchen counter, which was an old farm table recently painted eggshell white to match the 
cabinets. A quick review of the room made her realize that the modern stainless appliances 
were the only huge contrast to its otherwise antique style. Above her, different-size old 
copper pans were hooked to the ceiling. The brown ceramic floor stopped at the entrance 
to the dining room, where a recently restored original wooden floor started. Moss-green 
walls were visible all around. Since Nathan had only bought the place few months ago, he 
was still in the process of decorating. 
 
Staying any longer in the house all by herself suddenly felt unbearable. Being alone in all that 
silence was enough to drive her nuts. Getting to the university too early was not ideal, but 
Amy had an urgent need to get going. 
 
A half-hour commute later, she saw a red plate that read “The University of Winnipeg” in 
front of a gray stone-clad brick structure that was almost castle-like and got off the bus. 
According to her campus map, she had shown up right behind the building in front of her, 
Centennial Hall. At first sight, the campus seemed great, friendly. Cutting-edge buildings 
were smartly mixed in with some centenary ones. The whole institution seemed like a 
collection of different buildings divided by faculty. Green areas were abundant and were 
probably used mostly during summer, she presumed. 
 
Today, only teachers were showing up. Students would start their semester next week, which 
was a big relief. 



 
After a couple of wrong turns, Amy knocked shyly on the right door and waited silently. A 
pleasant voice welcomed her in. As she opened the door, she noticed a way younger man 
than in her previous mental pictures. 
 
“Amy Lefevre?” asked the man. As Amy nodded shyly, he responded, “Hi! I’m Daniel Myer, 
your mentor. I hope you don’t feel too lost.” 
 
Amy stared at the man. He looked pretty relaxed in his comfy beige pants and his striped 
shirt that was mostly hidden by a blue V-neck sweater, a sharp contrast to his serious glasses. 
He seemed friendly, though, and his smile was gentle. She suddenly  hoped that her first 
impression was the right one. 
 
“It’s OK so far,” she answered shyly. 
 
With no more fancy presentation, the man searched through a dangerously high pile of 
documents standing on his desk till he found the ones he was looking for. He offered Amy a 
seat and started going over the teaching program with her. The huge quantity of new 
information made her feel a little overwhelmed, especially the thick guide with policies, 
guidance, and teaching rules she had to follow. 
 
She took a deep breath when they were finally finished and she had signed all of her 
employment papers. Going back home now was no longer an option. 
 
Her shared office turned out to be pretty big and sunny. Half of the oak bookshelves were 
empty, probably for her own books, which reminded her that she needed to do some book 
shopping. The walls had a pale shade of yellow on them, and two desks were facing each 
other in the middle of the room. Behind the occupied one, a lot of posters from Paris covered 
the wall. On the other desk, a laptop and a plant were waiting together sadly. Amy glanced 
at the sign on the door: Dr. Olivia Anderson. Another doctor… 
 
“You must be Amy,” said a woman with black hair who had just arrived at the doorframe. 
 
The soon-to-be colleague was about Amy’s age. But any similarities between them stopped 
right there. Dr. Anderson had a beautiful, inviting face, filled with her deep blue eyes and a 
large quantity of freckles. She seemed pretty energetic, not in a hyperactive way, but far 
from the intellectual model. 
 
Amy suddenly realized her long silence. Shaking her head, she replied, “Yes, I’m Amy. Amy 
Lefevre. Very nice to meet you. You’re the one sharing this office with me?” 
 
“Yes, I’m Olivia,” answered the short woman, who was jacked up on giant heels. “I’m pretty 
glad they finally found another teacher to keep me company. I was afraid I would be spending 
the whole semester by myself.” 



 
Amy smiled shyly at Olivia’s statement, unable to find a smart way to answer. She could not 
exactly picture what the problem was. Being alone in the huge office seemed more than 
awesome. 
 
“Did you have breakfast, Amy? I was going to the cafeteria to eat something if you want to 
come,” Olivia said, totally ignoring the awkward silence in the room. 
 
“Actually, if you don’t mind, Dr. Anderson, could you show Ms. Lefevre the business building? 
She’ll also work there,” explained Dr. Myer before Amy could even open her mouth to accept 
the breakfast invitation. She was a little slow today; a coffee would definitely be more than 
welcome. 
 
“Of course. I’ll show her Buhler right after breakfast,” agreed Dr. Anderson. Then she turned 
around in Amy’s direction and added, “Call me Olivia. That whole ‘Dr. Anderson’ thing doesn’t 
suit me very well.” 
 
“OK. Great.” Amy suddenly felt a little more relaxed with her new officemate. 
 
But not for long. When they got to the end of the hall, far enough away from Dr. Myers, Olivia 
suddenly said, “Isn’t he handsome? I mean, Dr. Myers. But married. So don’t waste your time. 
Don’t be afraid; they’re not all married. And some are pretty cute, even if a little geeky. I’m 
so jealous you’re working in Buhler. Most of your coworkers will be men! Here in arts, we’re 
a bunch of women.” 
 
Talking about campus match options with a colleague she had only recently met made Amy 
feel uncomfortable. But the fact that the girl had made that whole speech almost without 
breathing made her smile. “I see.” 
 
“Oh! The plant on your desk is from me. Kind of a welcome gift. I hope you like plants. I 
actually don’t know anyone who hates plants, so I just thought it was a good gift.”  
 
So the plant was from Olivia. Mystery solved. Amy was about to thank her new friend when 
she started talking again. “I’m so in love with your dress! Those colors look so nice on you. 
With my black hair, brown doesn’t look that nice, but on you, it’s great!” 
 
Olivia, with her PhD, was definitely a nice weirdo, but her talkativeness, especially that early 
in the morning, was overwhelming to Amy. Just get used to it and say something nice. 
“Thanks. Nice of you. About the plant…and my dress.” 
 
After breakfast, Amy nervously followed Olivia up to Buhler Center, the business building. 
Her contract in the modern language department was temporary. Scoring a full-time job in 
the business department was essential in order to stay in Winnipeg. And her future was 
basically determined by the next guy they were about to visit. 



 
The man in question seemed to be in deep concentration sitting behind his desk when Amy 
and Olivia reached his office. He was dressed in a relaxed style, like Dr. Myers, but seemed 
geekier. According to Amy’s best guess, the guy was about thirty-four or thirty-five years old. 
There was nothing special about his face, but she was not able to classify him as ugly either. 
 
The light knocks on the side wall made her come back to reality in time to see Olivia waving 
warmly at the man. Did her new friend already know Dr. Pearson? The warm kiss she gave 
him on his left cheek answered Amy’s question. OK, definitely a yes. Olivia being good friends 
with her new boss was not a bad thing, though. Maybe her new colleague would be able to 
pull some strings later in Amy’s favor. 
 
“I knew I’d find you already working,” teased Olivia, still too close physically to Dr. Pearson 
for Amy’s comfort. She felt like an intruder between the two, who already seemed like old 
friends. 
 
“Here. Matthew…Sorry, Dr. Pearson, this is Amy. Amy, meet Dr. Pearson.” Staring at Dr. 
Pearson, or Matthew as his first name seemed to be, Olivia explained, “Dr. Myers asked me 
to introduce her.” 
 
The man barely looked over his glasses, pointed at some papers scattered on his left, and 
replied, “You need to sign those papers and bring them back. I’ll e-mail you the rest in the 
upcoming week.” He quickly glanced at his watch before crying out, “Gosh! I have to run to 
a meeting.” 
 
Amy stood still for a moment, totally bewildered by their quick encounter. Was that the end 
of their first meeting? There had better be more explanation in those scattered papers he 
was pointing out, because for now she remained totally clueless about her future tasks. 
 
She stared at Olivia, searching for some guidance. After all, Olivia was Dr. Pearson’s friend; 
surely she knew what to do. In answer to Amy’s despair, Olivia cleared her throat discreetly 
then rolled her eyes much less discreetly. The second technique seemed a lot more effective. 
A low “Nice to meet you, Amy,” barely audible, came out of Matthew’s mouth in response 
to Olivia’s signs. Without any further visual contact, he grabbed a pile of papers from his 
desk, quickly passed the two women, and exited his office—but not before giving Olivia a 
slight good-bye kiss on the cheek. 
 
Amy looked at her new friend, only to notice a total unawareness of the weird situation in 
her eyes. She grabbed all the papers Dr. Pearson had pointed to with little yellow Post-its on 
top and headed back to the office with Olivia. A huge week was about to start, and she knew 
she had better not waste any time. In addition to her literature class preparation, she now 
had a great amount of reading to do concerning her agreement with Dr. Pearson. And 
apparently explanations of her tasks would come by e-mail soon enough. 
 



On their way back to their office, Amy tried to learn a little more about Dr. Pearson. After all, 
if she wanted to do her best job, she needed to know more about the man, right? And their 
first encounter had not been that much of a hint. Olivia, who certainly didn’t mind talking, 
felt immediately inspired. “Matthew is thirty-five years old and from Vancouver. He has very 
few friends here in Winnipeg, including me. I´m sure you can see why.” 
 
“Yeah, kind of.” 
 
“Don’t worry. When you get to know him better, he’ll be friendlier. Besides being kind of a 
social misfit, he’s a really smart business guy and a good teacher. I have a lot of respect for 
him. Oh, and by the way, he’s single. Great potential,” Olivia said with a quick wink. 
 
Amy blushed a little. Did she look that single? Or that desperate? She had asked for 
information in a professional manner. Olivia had surely misinterpreted her question. Well, 
maybe it was good to know that he was single. He did seem to have good potential, as her 
new friend had appraised. 
 
That night, when her day was finally over, Amy found Nathan waiting at home with a cold 
beer and some snacks. She removed her shoes, sat down, and took a mouthful of chips 
before sighing deeply. 
 
“That was a long day. So many things to read, so much stuff to remember, so much talking 
from Olivia. I barely managed to make it through the day. Thank God the first one is over!” 
she complained, rubbing her feet. 
 
“I’m sure it will get better. Don’t worry.” 
 
“I hope so. Sorry for complaining; you did find me a hell of a job.” 
 
She looked at the sun deck they were sitting in. It was definitely her favorite part of the 
house, apart from the inside. The yellow shade of the walls was mixed with the sun coming 
in. The dark bamboo sofas were filled with comfy white cushions. A lot of different frames 
lined the walls, all filled with boats in troubled water, which added an eccentric touch. Many 
green plants completed the look of the setting. 
 
“Glad to hear that. Who’s Olivia by the way?” repeated Nathan for the second time, or maybe 
the third. Amy was clueless about how long she had daydreamed. 
 
“Olivia’s my ‘roomie.’ We share an office. She talks so much, but she’s a lovely person. You’d 
like her.” 
 
“You see, you’ve already met people. You’ll have a great time here.” 
 
“I hope so.” 



 
“Hey, speaking of great times, what about a charity two weeks from now? Kind of a chic 
dinner/ballroom event.” 
 
“Ish…I don’t know. Doesn’t sound like the best place for me.” She was being truthful. Just 
thinking about a room filled with unknown faces and the obligation of small talk made Amy’s 
heart pound faster in her chest. 
 
“Come on! You have to be there. A lot of big shots are invited; great opportunity for you to 
meet important people.” 
 
“Yeah, I guess it’d help to broaden my contacts here.” 
 
Nathan smiled, but his smile faded away quickly as he gazed at her casual shirt, patched 
jeans, and sneakers. He pointed out her outfit and explained vaguely, “It’s a black-tie thing, 
so, you know…” 
 
“I’ll dress properly to your freakin’ black-tie thing. Don’t worry,” riposted Amy, a little 
offended. 
 
“Great. Or you might not be my niece anymore.” 
 
“Thanks for the threat. You’re such a good uncle to me.” Amy smirked. Great, now I’ll have 
to go shopping. Among all the things she hated doing publicly, shopping was probably 
number one. 



 


