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CHAPTER ONE: ALONE AGAIN 

 

          1st November 2015 

“Hi, Jane it’s Ava Green. We need to remove two-year-old Jayden Goodwin right 

away. Put the feelers out for a short-term foster carer, and send me some police 

backup ASAP please. There’s evidence of drug taking and neglect, both physical 

and emotional.” 

 “Sure thing Ava, stand by and I’ll send over Detective Samuels. Oh, and 

Ava good call.” 

 “Thanks. Talk to you soon Jane.” 

     I hang up the phone, and all of a sudden, I start feeling anxious. 

Detective Samuels gives me the creeps. His ego is taller than Big Ben. I’ve never 

met a man who thinks so highly of himself and so little of others. I turn my 

attention back to two-year-old Jayden. He’s covered in dirt and wearing a nappy 

that’s so soiled it’s half hanging off his tiny thin body. 

 I crouch down to Jayden’s level and look him in the eye.  

“OK baby, listen to me, you’re going to go away for a while OK? Is that all 

right with you?”  

“Will there be juice and food? I want toys and hugs too. I hug mama, but 

she pushes me. It hurts.”  
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Holding onto the edge of my skirt, he waves an empty juice beaker. Jayden 

stares up at me with pleading big brown eyes. With my own wet eyes, I take in his 

curly black hair, caramel skin, chubby cheeks and long lashes. Damn, how anyone 

can neglect a child this beautiful is beyond me. 

“Yes baby, lots of food, toys and hugs and no one will hurt you again. I 

promise.” 

 Jayden rewards me with a toothy smile. 

Bang Bang. 

 “Open up. Police.” 

   I hear a commotion coming from the living room. I hoist Jayden onto my 

hip and leave his dingy bedroom to head to the door. 

“What have you done? Why are the police at my fucking door?”  

Jade Goodwin, Jayden’s mum screams obscene language. Jade looks me up 

and down with a look that could kill. I push past her with Jayden and open the 

door. Detective Samuels barges in, and then his henchmen in uniform head to the 

living room behind him. 

“Ms. Green, we meet again.”   

He gives me a nod. 

 “Detective, hi.”  

I greet him through gritted teeth and watch him head off in the direction of 

the living room. From the door, I hear his deep booming voice. 

 “Everybody freeze. You’re all under arrest for the possession of class B 

drugs.” 
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      Racing to the living room I watch Jade and her gang freeze in a state of 

shock. Not one of them protests as they’re cuffed and lead out to the London 

Metropolitan Police van. As Jade walks by, with her hands cuffed behind her back, 

she stops, and spits at me. She misses in her high as a kite state thank God. 

“Bitch. You’re welcome to the boy! He’s a burden anyway. I’m not putting 

my life on hold for no baby.” 

 I ignore her and cover Jayden’s precious ears then head into his bedroom to 

pack a few things. This is the best decision I’ve made in a while. This young girl is 

no fit mother. I have a love- hate relationship with my job. Some days it’s great and 

I feel like I’m helping some of the most deprived people in society. London is a 

great city and in many ways a land of opportunity. On the other hand, it has its dark 

side within some of its inner-city areas. Some days it’s an emotional struggle to get 

through the day, especially when I’m faced with decisions that play on my 

emotional state like today. After ten years of working as a Child Protection Social 

Worker, I still can’t take a decision to remove a child lightly. Some of my co-

workers are the most job-hardened people I know. I empathise maybe a bit too 

much, but in this line of work, you need to be human. 

     I peer around the dingy flat. I’m alarmed by the strong smell of weed, 

the dirt and grime and evidence of hard-core drug binging. I pack a few of Jayden’s 

clothes in a flimsy plastic bag and grab his stuffed toy. What a day, I can’t wait 

until it’s over. 

     Later that evening as the rain beats down on my window, after a long 

day of paperwork and making calls, I curl up on my sofa with a bottle of red wine 

and turn on a chick flick DVD. I mull over life and how one person’s junk, can be 
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another person’s treasure. Jayden’s such a beautiful boy, he’s been placed with a 

loving interracial foster family who are having difficulty conceiving a child of their 

own. They are over the moon to have him. I am thankful to find a couple reflecting 

his racial ethnicity at such short notice. He could be there for months while I 

organise his long term care.  

 I long to be a mother too. That was the plan, until he messed it up Carl 

Jones, my ex. After four years together, he finally asked me to marry him. I was 

over the moon, and accepted with no reservations.  Then I caught the bastard 

cheating. He had to go. No second chances and no wedding. I poured my soul into 

that relationship. We made plans, and life was good it’s beyond me why two 

months before our wedding day I caught him in bed with another woman, not just 

any bed but our bed.  

     That was January 2015, ten months ago. I faced Valentine’s Day on my 

own and now I face Christmas on my own too. The thought scares me. I don’t want 

to be alone at such a special time. One of my favourite times of year—but I can’t 

bring myself to trust another man so soon. 

     At thirty five years old, I thought by now my life would have been in 

order, I have a job I enjoy although it is stressful, great girlfriends Marie and 

Tasha, plus all the clothes and shoes I can ever ask for. The one man I thought was 

true, honest and made for me, let me down.  

     The breakup of our engagement completely blew everything out of the 

water. I lost my whole sense of being. One minute I was about to become a wife, 

the next I came crashing down to earth and single life with a bump. Ten months 

later, I’m still recovering. 
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Unable to focus on the chick flick movie playing out in front of me, I pour 

myself another glass of wine and mull over the day’s events. Detective Jerome 

Samuels, hmm that man, he’s extremely handsome, six-foot-two, athletically built, 

smooth caramel skin and brown eyes. He reminds me of Denzel Washington, 

knowing him he probably fancies himself as him too. The tough ball-braking cop in 

control of everything and everyone in most of his movies.  The only thing is, his 

egotistical personality cancels out his charming looks. That’s Detective Samuels’ 

problem. 

     Detective Samuels is the main muscle of the police support my 

department receives on most of the child protection cases we work on. I’ve worked 

closely with him over the last year. His nature is forceful and brash. He always 

makes sure he gets what he wants. Small talk and building personal working 

relationships are not his thing. It’s strictly business at all times. 

     I glance at the clock 11:30p.m. already and one bottle of red wine 

polished off. This has been my routine most evenings, alone with a bottle of wine, 

a chick flick and my thoughts on the dreaded Christmas coming up in a month’s 

time. I Jump at the buzz of my phone, I glance down it’s Tasha. 

“Hey Tasha.”  

“Hey yourself. How you been it’s been a while how are things?”  

“Ah ya know, ticking along. Just work, work, work!”  

“Hmm same here.”  

“Any news from Carl?”  
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“Carl? Pshh no way. He has no reason to call me and even if he did, I wouldn’t 

bother to pick up. I’m over that.” I lie through gritted teeth to my dear friend, and hope 

she buys the story. 

 “Damn, well I guess good riddance to bad rubbish. What are your plans for 

Christmas?”  

“I honestly don’t know Tasha the thought of it makes me feel overwhelmed. On 

my own. With no one to celebrate with or cook for.” 

“No luck with on-line dating or speed dating?”  

“Getting a date is not the problem, it’s finding someone I want to go on a second 

date with!” Tasha and I cackle over the phone. 

“I swear Tasha, I’m dreading a lonely Christmas so much, I’m thinking of 

placing an advert for some kind of Christmas quality time only. No strings attached 

kinda thing”  

I laugh at my own joke, but Tasha is silent on the other end. 

“Really? You know to me that doesn’t sound too bad. Think about it. You’d 

get what you want, someone to enjoy Christmas with, and have fun. No pressure 

for anything further if you don’t feel ready for that yet.” 

 I pause and think about what my dear friend has just said. She has a point. 

I’m clearly not ready to fully trust a man again after Carl. A relationship is not 

exactly what I’m after. The thought of having someone who understands and 

maybe feels how I do about a lonely Christmas, gets me thinking. 

“Hmm. It was just a joke, but now you put it that way, do you think there 

might honestly be someone out there in the same situation as I am?”  

“You never know.”  
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I raise an eyebrow on the other end of the line at Tasha’s response. 

 “What would you class the advert as Ava? It’s not for a date—what’s it 

for?’’  

I pause again and think about my response. 

“A contract just for Christmas love!”  

I blurt out. We cackle again down the phone, but in the back of my mind, I 

wonder if this could work. For the past seven months almost every week via on-

line dating or speed dating, I’ve managed to find a date. I’m successful, 

attractive— well so I’m told, five-foot-five, curves in the right places, milk 

chocolate skin, large light brown eyes and jet black wild naturally curly bob length 

hair. I’m a catch in the eyes of the male species. The success of my dates has been 

another story, either too short, too full of themselves, no connection, or just plain 

boring. I want someone to excite me, romance me, wine me, dine me and make me 

feel like a woman should—even if it is just for Christmas. 

  Detective Jerome Samuels loves his job working with the child protection unit of 

Hackney Council. Hackney is one of London’s most notorious inner city crime areas. Over 

the years, he has seen an increase in the number of child protection cases he has been 

called upon to work. The protection of some of the most vulnerable people in society is 

something he takes seriously. As a father himself, he holds great pride in the role he plays 

in his twenty-year-old son Javan’s life.  

     The life of a detective is hard work with long hours that often mean limited 

time for dating. At forty five years old, Jerome is happily divorced from Javan’s mother. 

Five years post divorce he still has no significant other in his life. He blames his job, his 

love of freedom and need to be his own man. But he often finds himself lonely or at loose 

ends when it comes to social functions he has received an invite for with a plus one. 
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     Jerome flops down on his sofa with a TV dinner for one, a beer and his 

newspaper after yet another twelve-hour day at the office. He feels a sense of satisfaction 

that he was able to assist on the case of young Jayden Goodwin earlier that afternoon. 

     Flicking through the newspaper he glances over the personal ads column, he 

can’t remember the last time he had a real date. Nah forget it Samuels, work is more 

important he says to himself. Women are complex beings to him, his ten year marriage 

showed him just how complex they could be, how much it takes to sustain a relationship 

and marriage. He has a constant internal battle with the need for female company and a 

fear of it at the same time. He uses his work as a distraction. 

     Closing the paper, his mind wonders to Ava Green the “pretty social worker” as 

his co-workers refer to her as in their banter. There’s something about Ava that makes him 

take note of her. It’s not just her pretty face and delicate features it’s the way she never 

seems to look him in the eye and how dismissive she comes across toward him. It intrigues 

him, nine times out of ten when he swaggers into Ava’s office that is full of her female co-

workers, the women fall over themselves to talk with him, but not Ava. 

     He opens the paper to the personal ads page again. Maybe one date won’t hurt 

he tells himself. It has been an age since you wined and dined a woman. Scanning the 

pages he makes note of when the personal ads for women seeking men are placed, and 

decides he’ll keep an eye on the page, just in case there is a potential date out there for 

him. After all, Christmas is just eight weeks away he has had his fair share of lonely 

Christmases five years post divorce. 
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CHAPTER TWO: SEEKING LOVE 

 

                      Two weeks later, mid-November 

“Hey Ava, just me checking in to see how things are. Have you had any more 

thoughts on your Christmas love idea?” 

 I pull the phone away from my ear and roll my eyes at Tasha’s playful mocking 

voice, as I settle myself on the sofa for a chat. It’s a Saturday morning and finally the 

weekend is here. 

“Girl after a week of speed dating with no promise of an ideal date, right now I 

feel like I’ve got nothing to lose!”  

“Good for you. How was speed dating?”  

“I went to the normal Match.com on-line event I always go to, I met the same old 

faces,  heard the same old lame pick-up lines. 

 “You’re kidding me— the same guys?” 

 “Hmm umm can you believe it?”  

“Damn, so where and how will you place this advert for a Christmas companion? 

And are you sure you’d only want him for Christmas? Men are like animals ya know not 

just for Christmas.”  

Tasha let out a girly laugh, and I see her point. 

 “Hmm true, but there must be someone out there who is up for just spending 

Christmas together. A nice dinner and drinks then veg out and watch Christmas movies, ya 

know that kinda thing.”  
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“Well there’s only one way to find out. What are your plans for tonight? Marie and 

I are going to catch a movie. Do you want to come with us?” 

 “I’d love to but I can’t, it’s date night!”  

“What? Thought you said speed dating didn’t go well?”  

“He’s from the online dating site, we exchanged a couple of e-mails this week and 

agreed to meet up. He’s a Paediatrician at Hackney Community Hospital.”   

“Sounds nice. Give me the details girl, don’t hold out on me.” 

 I let out a laugh at Tasha’s high pitched and excited voice.  

“He’s a little older, forty and originally from the USA, New York to be exact.”  

“New York! Wow, well I hope all goes well. Keep us posted, we’ll catch up with 

you tomorrow over lunch.” 

 “Sure thing.” 

     I hang up the phone hopeful that tonight’s date might actually lead to a second 

date. Dr David Peters’ profile looks promising. Born and raised in Brooklyn, New York he 

came to the UK six months ago for work. He’s a little shorter than what I’d normally go. 

Just five-foot-nine, which means my choice of heels tonight will be interesting. At five-

foot-five myself I don’t want to tower over my date.  

     Curled up on the sofa, I log onto Match.com dating site to pull up Dr Peters’ 

profile again. His profile picture is smiley and welcoming, he has curly dark brown hair 

with piercing blue eyes. He describes himself as romantic, funny and caring. I guess 

tonight I’ll be the judge of that. 

 

     Jerome is enjoying his usual Saturday morning workout at his local gym. As he 

pumps weights, grunts and sweats in friendly competition with his fellow gym goers his 

phone rings.  

“Hey Jerome.”  

“Hey Mike, what’s up?” 
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“Nothing much. I’m just calling to check you received our wedding invite? Linda 

and I haven’t had your RSVP back yet.”  

Jerome puts down his weight for a breather. He pauses before he responds. Mike 

D’Angelo is his best friend. He’s now engaged to his long term girlfriend Linda, the date 

set for the couple to wed is mid-December.  

“Ah yeah, Mike I got it …  I just … well I really want to come, you know I’ll be 

there.  The plus one bit I’m still working on that.”  

“Ah Jerome, c’mon buddy don’t let the dreaded pressure of the plus one hold you 

back from sending the RSVP back.”  

 “I’m not, but ya know, it be nice to at least have a plus one for such a special 

day.” “Yeah, I get it, how about this— I’ll count you in as a yes RSVP now for the sake of 

the catering numbers, when you’ve sorted out your plus one give me a shout if she has any 

special food preferences.” 

 “Sounds like a plan, Mike, I’ll be there you know that. I can’t let my buddy get 

hitched and not witness the day!” 

 “Cool.’’  

“Listen Mike, I’m just at the gym I better run, but count me in. I’ll catch you next 

week for a beer after work maybe?”  

“Sounds great, see you then.” 

     Later that night Jerome scans the Daily News personal ads section for this 

week’s newest personal ads. It’s mid-November, he has just four weeks to find himself a 

date for Mike’s big day. As he sips his beer and watches the football game play out in front 

of him, disappointment comes over him. There are no adverts that catch his eye this week. 

A pang of loneliness runs through him, as the rain beats down on his window. 

     With a sigh, he glances around his bachelor pad located in Angel Islington 

north London. One of the most vibrant and affluent areas of north London. He’s home 

reflects his personal style sleek, minimal and modern. He can’t help but think it would be 
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nice to have someone to snuggle up on the sofa with, someone and watch a movie with, 

share popcorn and laugh with. 

     With that lonely thought he picks himself up off the sofa, then puts on his 

trainers and raincoat to head out for some take out from the Eastern Star his favourite 

Chinese restaurant. 

 

 

    Scanning my wardrobe for an outfit, I decide to go for classy and comfortable 

for my first date with Dr David Peters. A simple red dress, a well-fitted black blazer and 

low heels fits the bill. It’s 7:00 p.m. already, I have half an hour to make the short taxi ride 

to Angel Islington for our dinner date, at the Eastern Star. I grab my handbag, and then 

spray on a light floral scent and head downstairs to my taxi. 

 

“Hey Ava, nice to meet you, you look lovely.”  

“Thanks, great to meet you too David.”  

  David stands up to kiss both my cheeks. He pulls out a chair for me to take a seat, 

I give him brownie points for his chivalry. A waiter comes over and hands us a menu each. 

While I decide what to order David orders a bottle of red wine. 

  “So do you live far from here?’’ 

 I ask him to start our conversation. 

 “Not far, just over by Dalston. An interesting place! In a way it reminds me of 

home, the different mix of cultures and colourful characters.” 

 David tops up our glasses with wine then flashes me a warm smile. He has great 

teeth. His Brooklyn, New York accent is to die for. 

  “So what made you take a new job in London?” 

 Asking that question is my biggest mistake of the night, Dr David Peters launches 

into a full back story of his life, upbringing and reasons for coming to London from New 
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York. He leaves me with little opportunity to get a word in. The conversation for the most 

part is all about him, no questions or interest in me. This goes on for at least a good half an 

hour. I feel disappointment again, how can some men come across as so self- centred on a 

first date? 

“So what about you?” 

  David finally shows some interest in me. I almost drop my fork as I look up at 

him in shock, has he really just changed the subject to me? I’d be lying if I said I didn’t 

zone out, during his backstory about himself.   

“Well I was born and raised in London, in the Dalston area funny enough. I’m a 

social worker for Hackney Council in the Child Protection unit.”  

“Wow what a job, I don’t envy you. How long have you been in that line of 

work?’’  

I engage in a conversation with David around work and myself. I can’t help but 

feel he’s bored and uninterested in what I have to say. He glances at his phone a few times 

while I’m talking, smiling to himself at whatever is on his screen. I find this annoying and 

rude. As the date ends, I score him four stars out of five for looks, but zero for likeability. 

Throughout the night, he seemed too interested in his mobile phone, running his hands 

through his curly brown locks and talking about himself and his achievements. 

 “It’s great to speak with you Ava, maybe we’ll do it again sometime?” 

 I give David a weak lob sided smile.  

“Ok, right yeah, that could be ... Nice.” 

 Is the best response I can give without being rude. I’m honestly in shock, does he 

really think that our date went well enough to justify a second date? To me a second date is 

a big deal, it’s a commitment and follows through with an intention to possibly take your 

new date seriously. I have none of these feelings toward David, sadly. 
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     As David helps me put on my jacket and get ready to shelter myself from the 

heavy November rain falling outside, I do a double take as I spy Detective Samuels at the 

counter. He studies the food menu. 

“Do you know him?”  

“Ermm yeah, we work together he’s one of the detectives in the Child Protection 

unit.” As David and I make our way to the exit, I take in Detective Samuels’ dressed down 

appearance. A black tracksuit and heavy raincoat on top with black Nike trainers on his 

feet. 

“Hey Ms Green fancy bumping into you.”  

 “Detective Samuels, what a surprise.” 

I force a smile across my face, and try to appear happy to see him. 

“The food here is great you’ll love it.” I try to appear relaxed and not fazed by 

running into Detective Samuels while out on a date with a man I have no intention of 

seeing again. 

 

“Yeah tell me about it. I’m a regular here, can’t beat it, a good Chinese on a 

Saturday night.”  

Detective Samuels glances at David and looks him up and down. For a moment, 

the three of us stand in the middle of the restaurant in an uncomfortable silence. Detective 

Samuels clears his throat loudly. 

“Did you two have fun tonight?” 

 “Oh sorry this is David, David Peters my friend from New York.”  

Detective Samuels looks at me with a sly smile. Then back at David, with a frown 

on his face. 

“Friend huh? OK well I guess any friend of Ms Green’s is a friend of mine, how 

you doing friend?’’ 
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 Detective Samuels’ greeting is full of sarcasm as he offers David his hand. The 

two men shake and size each other up some more.  

“Nice to meet you Detective.”  

 “Well we better run, I’ll see you Monday maybe Detective.” 

 “Not if I see you first, Ms Green.” 

Is he flirting with me? Not if I see you first. Since when did Detective Samuels 

know how to or even want to banter with me? 
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CHAPTER THREE: CONTRACT FOR LOVE 

 

The following day after my date with David, the girls and I arrange to meet for a cosy 

Sunday roast lunch, at the Nag’s Head Pub in Angel Islington. Tasha Chan, is thirty-seven 

years old, she’s the daughter of immigrants to the United Kingdom from China and my 

long time girlfriend. We met in college, she’s now a successful solicitor in the heart of 

London’s financial district. Marie O’Leary is thirty four, and originally from Ireland. She 

qualified as a social worker in Ireland and is now practicing in the adult social care field 

here in London. We became close friends when we worked together as volunteers, at a 

women’s shelter. Over the years the three of us have become tight girlfriends. Tasha and 

Marie are dear to me. Their advice is always welcome when it comes to men. After my 

engagement breakup in January, both women have been there for me, as solid as rocks 

during the last ten months of emotional ups and downs.  

I sit in our usual spot tucked away at the back of the pub. I sip a crisp cool glass of 

white wine, and wait for my girlfriends. 

“Hey Ava, so sorry we’re late the traffic is terrible heading over London Bridge.”  

I look up at the sound of my name and see Tasha waving, followed closely by 

Marie. They settle themselves around the table and order some more wine.  

“So how was the movie girls, did you enjoy it?”  

“Yeah it was OK, your average chick flick funny in places. More importantly how 

was Dr Peters?” 

Tasha raises an eyebrow and gives me a broad smile to punctuate her question.  
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“Ahh! Where do I start? He was too self obsessed girls, he checked his mobile 

phone way too often during the date, while eating at the table I might add. I lost count of 

the number of times I caught him running his hands through his hair. He had no real 

interest in me at all.” “And the worst bit … he’s short! Five-foot-nine!”  

The three of us giggle around the table, the girls know when it comes to men six-

foot and over is my personal preference. 

 “So what happens now?”  

Marie’s husky Irish accent cuts in. 

“Tasha was telling me about some kind of Christmas love contract you’re thinking 

of doing like a personal ad?’’  

 “Well after last night Marie, I think I’ve had just about all I can stand of online 

and speed dating. If I carry on like this I will face another Christmas on my own.” 

      My two loved up girlfriends look at me with sympathetic eyes. Tasha has been 

married for four years to James and Marie has been with her long— term partner for 

almost ten years. The pair swear that marriage is not for them—they are committed enough 

as it is without the need for rings. 

 Tasha reaches into her large handbag, and then pulls out a pad and pen just as the 

waiter approaches us for our orders. 

“Right, OK ladies we’re going to draft this contract today over lunch.”  

“What can I get you ladies, your usual?” 

 “Yes please.”  

All three of us respond and giggle, we eat in at the Nag’s Head so often, the waiter 

remembers what each of us orders. The waiter turns on his heels with a smile and leaves. 

 

“OK so this contract Ava, it will be a legally binding document—you realise that 

right?’’ “What?” 

I stare at Tasha in complete surprise. I never thought things would be so formal.  
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“Sure, any kind of contract is legally binding, be it verbal or written. A contract is 

a contract … even if it’s one for love.”  

Marie and I eye Tasha as she gets into work mode. The solicitor within her comes 

out. “So what are your requirements?” 

 “Requirements?”  

“Yeah what do you want from the contract? And the time you’ll spend with Mr. 

Christmas Lover? We need to include specifics.”  

 Tasha and Marie stare at me with broad smiles. Now I’ve come this far I can’t 

back out, this may be my only real chance to find a companion for Christmas. I let out a 

long sigh.  

 

TO BE CONTINUED  ….  Watch out for blog updates from Kim at www.kimknightauthor.com for 

an update on the release date of Not Just for Christmas on Amazon. 

Follow Kim @kimknightauthor on Twitter and @kimknightauthoruk on Facebook. 
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