
The Dating Do-Over 

 

Chapter One 

 

Viviane Nowak hummed as she toted the bulky grocery bags up the last few stairs to her 

second-floor apartment. She was looking forward to impressing her boyfriend, Kyle, with a 

gourmet dinner. Pausing to unearth her keys from the abyss that was her purse, she wrestled the 

door open and kicked it shut behind her. Oops, the message light was blinking on the phone. 

Carefully depositing the bags on the living room floor, she plunked herself down on the sagging 

couch, kicked off her shoes, and called voice mail.   

“You have one new message. Message received at 10:15 a.m.,” the automated voice intoned. 

“Hello, Mr. Weaver? This is Dennis calling from Superior Jewellers on Thursday morning. 

Just wanted to let you know that the special item you ordered came in and is ready for pick up. 

The number here is 1-800-555-0199. Let us know when you’re coming. Talk to you soon. Bye!” 

Viv inhaled sharply and punched in the number on her phone, her heart fluttering with 

excitement as she waited for the call to connect. 

“Hello, Superior Jewellers? Is this Dennis? Hi, I’m calling on behalf of Kyle Weaver. You 

left a message for him on his home phone. He was on a flight from Vancouver this morning. 

He’s been by the store already? Oh, that’s great. I was afraid he wouldn’t get the message in 

time. By the way, I’m Kyle’s girlfriend. I don’t suppose you could tell me what the ‘special item’ 

is he ordered? What’s that? Yes, there are lots of secrets on Valentine’s Day. No, I understand. 

Okay. Thanks. Bye.” 

Viv ended the call and sat still while the information that Kyle had special-ordered 

something from a jewellery store sank in. Three seconds later, she was bouncing up and down 

and shrieking with joy while the sofa springs groaned in protest. Forcing herself to calm down, 

she called one of her best friends. The phone rang twice before it was picked up. 

“Julie, guess what,” Viv blurted. 

 “Heddo?” 

“Olivia, is that you? It’s Viv. Where’s your mommy, honey?” 

There was the sound of footsteps crossing the floor and a voice saying, “Did you answer the 

phone, Olivia? Give the phone to me, honey,” while the two-year-old squawked, “Heddo? 

Heddo?” 

Finally, a voice said, “Hi, it’s Julie.”  

“It’s me. You’ll never guess what happened.” 

“What?”  

“There was a phone message for Kyle from a jewellery store when I got home.” 

“Really? What’d it say?”  

“It said that the ‘special item’ Kyle had ordered was in.” 

“What do you think it was? Wait, you don’t think?” 

“I do. I think that Kyle bought me an engagement ring!”  



“Oh, sweetie, that’s fabulous! I’m so happy for you! How romantic.” 

“I know. It’s just perfect. The most wonderful man in the world is going to propose to me on 

Valentine’s Day. This is going to be the happiest day of my life.” 

“What about the job interview? Has he called yet?” 

“No. We agreed not to talk about it until he got home from work. He doesn’t want anyone to 

suspect he’s applied for a new job until he’s sure he’s got it.” 

Something clattered to the floor in the background, and Julie said, “No, Olivia, wait for 

mommy. Viv, I’ve got to run,” she said, returning to the conversation. “I promised Olivia we’d 

make cookies, and she’s getting antsy. But I’m so pleased for you. It’s about time Kyle 

proposed.” 

“I know, but he’s worth the wait.” 

“Uh huh. Call me tonight, if you get a chance. Let me know if Kyle got the job, and what the 

ring looks like.” 

“I will, if I can, but I’ve got a feeling that we’ll be doing some pretty heavy celebrating.” 

“I bet. See you at school tomorrow.” 

“Bye, Julie.” 

Viv put down the phone and stared around the apartment in a happy daze. It had been their 

little love nest for the past six years. Sure, the walls needed a fresh coat of paint and the furniture 

was mostly shabby hand-me-downs from their university days, but Kyle had insisted that they 

not go into debt buying new stuff until he had finished articling and she had a permanent 

teaching job. Later, when their careers were established and they could afford a roomier 

apartment, he had convinced her to spend their money paying down his student loans ahead of 

schedule so they could save on the interest. He was so smart with money and so disciplined; not 

like her, having trouble sticking to a budget. She was lucky that Kyle was planning for their 

future.  

She smiled at the place fondly; they had made a lot of happy memories here. Part of her 

would be sorry to say goodbye if he got the job in Vancouver. It would be really tough leaving 

her friends and her father behind, not to mention the kids at school, but entertainment law was a 

competitive field, particularly here in Toronto, and this opportunity could be a real boost to his 

career. Oh, she could hardly wait until Kyle got home and told her what happened! 

Viv glanced at her watch. Five-fifteen! Less than two hours to prepare dinner and do her hair 

and make-up. She wanted to look especially pretty for when he proposed. This was going to be a 

memorable evening for both of them, one they could share with the grandkids someday. 

Scooping the bags up off the floor, Viv trotted into the kitchen to start dinner. 

 


