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			Belinda’s lower legs were starting to cramp in the small, confined space of the built-in wardrobe she found herself in. Her body shook with fear as a cold sweat engulfed her. With tears in her eyes, she knew it was only a matter of time before he found her. Her mouth dry, her eyes wide open, her will to survive kicked in. Belinda’s full concentration was firmly aimed at the wardrobe door, her sense of hearing locked onto every step he took.

			While moving her toes to relieve her discomfort, she thought, how could I have been so stupid? Belinda realised her idea to stalk her stalker was about to backfire. She’d followed him home and now had his address – she even knew where the house key was hidden. She could have called the police. She should have called the police. But they’d missed catching him so many times. She was sure he was the one who’d been stalking her for the past three weeks. She’d finally found him. 

			His stalking had almost driven Belinda out of her mind with worry. Her anger at him, which had created this false sense of bravery, now melted away and turned to fear. She hadn’t thought her plan through at all. In just a moment, she would be face to face with him. 

			

			Her body was pulsing in a state of high anxiety. She could hear her heart pounding out of her chest and covered her mouth with her hands so as not to scream – he was now in the same room as her. With the realisation she’d have to defend herself, she lowered her hands in preparation to fight for her life. 

			Her new love was the one who’d taught her self-defence. They’d had many training sessions in the garage with a boxing bag, which often ended abruptly as their passion took over as they enjoyed each other’s bodies. Belinda had never known such a passionate love. She’d finally found her soul mate. 

			The stalker was now walking towards the wardrobe, naked. His heart was racing in anticipation, crying out her name, ‘Belinda, Belinda.’ In his own twisted, monstrous way, he thought he loved her. He could hardly wait to show her what she meant to him. 

			Belinda looked intently ahead. She knew she had nowhere to run, nowhere to hide. He would find her. With a deep breath she stood her ground, waiting, willing her legs to keep her standing up. Her eyes opened even wider, her fists clenched tighter, ready to punch out, desperately hoping she was brave enough to defend herself. Fight, Belinda. Stay alive, she said to herself, gathering her courage from deep inside her soul. 

			Her new love couldn’t save her now. As Belinda waited for the inevitable showdown with this sadistic monster, the last few weeks of her life with her new love flashed before her – their first passionate kiss, their first night of passion, his commitment to save her from her stalker and their plans to marry and start a family were about to become distant memories. 

			Belinda jolted herself back to reality. She had no intentions of leaving her new love behind – she couldn’t bear to hurt him with her untimely death and couldn’t imagine life without him. She wanted to live for him – for their future together. Belinda desperately wanted that future. She wanted to live. 

			

			As the stalker reached for the doorknob of the wardrobe, it was time for Belinda to fight for her life. 
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			Two months earlier 

			Belinda Sturt looked into the full-length mirror of her newly leased cottage-style home hoping she still had it. She’d only dated one man in her thirty-two years. Going through a mental checklist, she worked her way around her body: Still tall, tick. A little curvy, not too curvy, tick. Clear olive skin, tick. Curly brown, shoulder-length hair with no greys, tick. Brown eyes, half a tick due to the wrinkles from her recent divorce. Character lines, Belinda decided to call them as she rushed out to start her new job. 

			Belinda and Ryan Newton had married just after high school, but the pressures of trying to start a family had torn them apart. Well, that’s what Ryan said. Belinda, during many an argument with Ryan, had yelled: ‘I can’t get pregnant if you’re never around!’ 

			The truth was, he’d got another woman pregnant. Suddenly, his absences made sense – he’d never worked late at all. Belinda had been betrayed and humiliated by the man she loved. She was devastated and hadn’t get out of bed for a week. Her mother finally resorted to tough love, urging her to carry on with her life. 

			

			In the end, Belinda decided that Ryan would not break her, so she got out of bed, divorced him, changed her name back to her maiden name and moved five hundred kilometres out of this love rat’s sight. Not before he was forced to pay her half the cost of their two-bedroom home, a small victory to re-establish herself (and make him suffer). 

			Belinda hoped that one day she wouldn’t think of Ryan at all. He’d been in her life for so long that although she was angry with him, she missed him terribly at first. Moving had taken her mind off him, and he was slowly fading from her daily thoughts. She hoped her new adventure in a rural town would bring a prosperous new life, both personally and professionally. Perhaps, a while down the track, a new love would mend her heart? Maybe, when she really knew who she really was, and was happy living on her own – more independent, more resilient. 

			‘Look forward, Belinda. Don’t let anything beat you,’ her mother had said to her as she kissed her goodbye, promising she would visit soon. Her mother hoped that when she did, her daughter’s bubbly persona would have returned. Even as a child, Belinda’s laugh was infectious – and precious to her family. In the last year, however, Belinda had had little to laugh about.

			Belinda had been in town for a little over two weeks to settle in before starting work. Having lived her whole life near the sea, she found herself living in the rural town of Haveshore. Established in 1880, with rich resources and land, the town had boomed in the early 1900s – livestock and grain were its top money makers. The population had grown considerably in the past fifty years, and now had a thriving, diverse city centre. 

			Still, with all its advancements, Haveshore still maintained its rural charm. The town had both old and new elements – a small district hospital, two pubs, two small supermarkets, a public primary and high school, a small cinema complex, one gym, a family hardware shop and, to some disapproving older residents, a nightclub and two fast-food chain restaurants. In the last five years, the town had been discovered by tourists wanting a rural experience, which meant more money in Haveshore’s economy, and with it, new building infrastructure and a surge of renovations restoring historic homes and businesses. 

			

			The temperature was near zero at times in winter, and averaged about thirty-five degrees in summer, with a few weeks that were over forty. Haveshore was a pretty town that with plenty of rainfall looked velvety green, though it was often sunburnt in the summer. There were two rivers around the city and a public swimming centre in the middle of town. Recently, near the park area, small cottage-style houses had been built – this is where Belinda had chosen to start her new single life. 

			Up early on a frosty morning in early June, Belinda was glad she’d brought her woollen jacket with her as she made her way to her new workplace. Belinda got out of her small red SUV, straightening her clothes as she thought, be brave, you can do it. With a master’s degree in business, she’d worked in banking for over seven years, the last three as a manager. A bit of a sore point for Ryan and his sensitive ego, which she no longer had to put up with. The bank she was about to enter was the same one she’d always worked with – luckily, the old manager had retired, making a smooth transfer for Belinda to move away at the right time. 

			It was a small branch with three tellers – two women and one man. The night cleaner, Rosie, only worked three nights a week, from 6 to 8 pm, and Belinda had decided to ‘pop in’ and meet her sometime during her first week of work. Belinda was looking forward to more autonomy as a bank manager in a rural setting – and hopefully a less stressful work environment. A steadier place to get over my heartache is what I need, hoped Belinda. 

			

			Suzy Davies had worked at the bank as a bank teller for the past two years. As assistant manager, she had a key to open the bank but not the codes to the vault. The old manager had only finished up on the Friday before Belinda took over as the new manager on the Monday. Suzy was always happy and fun to be around, and as a twenty-five-year-old – and a fit and attractive woman – she liked to date men as much as possible. 

			Her pursuits always intrigued her workmates, Scott Sutton and Libby Noles, and they were both eager to catch up with their friend’s social life over the weekend. ‘So, how did you go this weekend, Suz?’ Scott eagerly asked. 

			‘I met a nice bloke, might go out with him on Friday night. Not your type, so eyes off!’ teased Suzy. 

			‘All men are my type, Suz,’ teased Scott. 

			Libby tried to get more info. ‘So, what’s the goss, wild child?’ 

			‘Not much this weekend, Lib. Ditch that boyfriend of yours and we’ll try our luck next weekend!’ declared Suzy.

			Libby just laughed and shook her head.

			‘I’ll come, and I can take what you don’t want!’ offered Scott as the others laughed, rolling their eyes at him. 

			Suzy, like Libby, had known Scott since kindergarten. They both knew by the middle of high school that Scott would never date a woman, and with so much history between them, their bond was unbreakable. 

			

			‘Going to the gym tonight as usual?’ Libby asked.

			Scott and Suzy nodded in agreement – they went to the gym religiously on Monday and Thursday nights. 

			‘Smarten up, here’s the new boss,’ said Scott, looking out the front window before pretending to be busy. 

			As Belinda started to enter the bank, the three of them were looking all business and no play. Of course, they probably should’ve started up their computers if they’d wanted to look really efficient. 

			‘Morning all,’ Belinda stated confidently as she walked through the door, holding her hand out to greet her new staff. Introductions were made all round. By morning teatime, Belinda had settled into her new office and was going over last week’s activity reports. She’d met the old manager at his home over the weekend and had been given a handover of the bank, including the keys and codes for the vault. 

			By Thursday, Suzy, Scott and Libby had settled in well with their new boss, admiring the way she’d occasionally serve a customer if the bank got busy, or relieved people for their breaks. Belinda had made it known that she expected excellent work ethics and respect during work hours. Suzy commented to the others, ‘At least we finally have an even-tempered, more modern boss.’ 

			Belinda was happy to just work and go home each day to some peace and quiet, which she was starting to get used to. In all her life, she’d never lived alone and was a little apprehensive at the start, hoping the scary feeling in her gut would go away as she got used to entertaining herself. By the end of the week, she was walking before work, familiarising herself with her surroundings. Belinda only lived three kilometres from the shops, just across the road from the city parklands where the river flowed at the north aspect of the park. She thought the people were friendly – most said good morning as she walked, and by the end of the second week, some even stopped to talk to her. The locals had never had a female bank manager before, so in some circles, she was the talk of the town. 

			

			Belinda looked around at her new workplace. The bank had just finished being renovated to suit the new warm blue and light purple branding the board had approved. The wooden floors were a light oak colour, which was a perfect contrast to the landscape pictures and grey furniture. It was both practical and inviting to the customers. The new ATM at the front had its own coded entry, and the anti-robbery devices were state of the art. 

			In her personal office, Belinda had a small lounge – it made the room look more relaxed and enticed customers to talk about their investments and loans. Adding a few personal touches, Belinda had brought a couple of small indoor plants to brighten up the place and make it greener. Libby had commented to the others that the place looked brighter since Belinda had started at the bank.

			Belinda’s leased cottage had a clause in it that stated if she wanted to buy it in six months’ time, she could. Thanks to the love rat Ryan, she certainly had the money to, and with some smart investment, the amount would grow, so she would still have some money left over if she bought the cottage. Country real estate was much more affordable than the city. 

			Belinda had been left with little furniture or belongings from the divorce – Ryan had insisted he needed things for his growing family. But now she was starting to believe that fewer possessions from her past life were a blessing, as she could decorate her new home her way. The spacious stand-alone cottage had two bedrooms, one bathroom, one ensuite in the master bedroom, a dining room, kitchen, lounge living room and a small laundry leading out to a paved courtyard with a moderate-sized lawn area. The dining room, kitchen and living area was at the front of the cottage with the bedrooms at the back. There was a front veranda with views of the parklands and river across the road. 

			

			The cottage had an internal security system installed; a security alarm panel at the front door and the internal door from the garage that led to inside the cottage. The garage roller door was automatic, which was handy when the weather was cold and raining. The small front garden didn’t interfere with the view from the verandah, and a small side gate led into the backyard. The decor was rustic – the house had wooden floors in the living areas with carpet in the bedrooms, high ceilings, white shutters on the windows and internal brick walls that were a tan apricot colour. There were glossy white ceilings and a white and aluminium kitchen. Belinda spent her first two weekends decorating her new home with some antiques she’d found at the local op shop. 

			As she started her third week of work at the bank, Belinda decided she needed a social outlet or hobby to start meeting people. It was at morning tea on Wednesday that she got an invite to go to the gym with Suzy, Scott and Libby the next day. ‘I don’t know … I’m not that fit,’ Belinda confided.

			‘No worries, no one is – we go for some exercise, some fun and some men watching, especially the owner,’ giggled Suzy. ‘Seriously, boss. It’s good to get out, you know, get to know some people,’ Suzy said in a more serious voice. 

			‘Well, only if you call me Belinda,’ she said, and later smiled when she overheard from her office that Scott and Libby were also welcoming of the invite Suzy had given her. 

			

			During lunchtime on Wednesday, the same day as the invite, she found herself scouting for suitable gym wear at the local clothes store. What was supposed to be a quick visit then lunch turned out to be a slightly extended lunch break, which felt like torture, with many items of clothes simply not cutting the mustard. 

			Belinda reluctantly settled on black knee-length tights and a peach-coloured tee shirt. Twirling around the oh-so-unflattering three-walled mirrored cubicle was enough to put anyone off buying clothes, but Belinda finally thought, who gives a stuff – I’m a modern woman with a modern body; if you don’t like it, bad luck.

			Belinda approached the counter to pay, where she was met with a woman about sixty, who was smiling at her as if she’d read her mind. 

			‘G’day, new in town?’ asked Rhonda Wright. 

			This was her clothes shop, and she’d lived in Haveshore all her life. A tall sturdy woman with stylish grey short hair and warm blue eyes, she’d been married for forty years with two grown-up sons. Her eldest, Jack, was married with a daughter, and the youngest, Kyle, was recently divorced and secretly her favourite. A thirty-year-old ball of fun from birth with long legs to match his fit body, wavy short blonde hair, olive skin and mesmerising blue eyes, he was known for his charm and disarming smile.

			‘Just moved. I’m Belinda, working at the bank, divorced,’ she smiled, wondering why she needed to tell everyone about the divorce. 

			‘I’m Rhonda. Tried our gym yet?’ 

			‘Tomorrow, if I’m brave enough,’ she said, thinking about her new not-so-glamorous gym wear. 

			

			‘My son Kyle owns it, it’s great. No posers, no pressure, you know, for everyone. I’ll tell him to look out for you,’ Rhonda said, completing the transaction and placing the clothes in a small gift bag.

			‘Thanks, see ya!’ Belinda yelled back, rushing out the door, now late to get back to work. Gift bag in her hand, she was a little flushed at the prospect of meeting Kyle. Perhaps there’s hope for you after all, she thought. 

			Rhonda followed Belinda out of the store with her eyes, thinking, stunningly beautiful, nice girl. Already daydreaming about Belinda being Kyle’s next girlfriend – or possibly wife – Rhonda naturally justified, it’s my duty as a good mother to matchmake … hope he’s coming to dinner tonight.

			‘Mum, are you trying to match me up again? You know I have a sometimes girlfriend,’ teased Kyle. 

			Rhonda almost answered, you mean your friend with benefits but thought it best to let Kyle think she was innocent – and clueless – about his so-called love life. ‘Just watch out for Belinda, love. Be nice to her, she seems a little lost and lonely.’

			Rhonda understood Kyle was reluctant to enter another serious relationship, but she knew this friendship wasn’t going anywhere either. Meg Smythe was a good friend of Kyle’s, but she didn’t see a future with him either. 

			After his favourite meal of bangers and mash, followed by chocolate cake, all downed with two beers, he lovingly looked across the table at his mum. ‘When’s Dad coming home?’ 

			‘When your Uncle Harry finishes chemo, love,’ answered Rhonda with a sigh. She missed Rod but knew he needed to look after his brother in the city. Hopefully, in the next month, he would come home. His long service leave from the council was almost up, and Rod wasn’t ready to retire yet. 

			

			Rod and Rhonda had met at a country dance when they were both twenty years old, and Kyle resembled his father in both looks and character. As Kyle was making his way to the front door after watching TV with his mum, he turned and kissed Rhonda goodbye. ‘See ya,’ he said. Then added, ‘It’s ok, Mum. I’ll look after Belinda for you. I’ll tell her you said hi.’

			‘Thanks, love,’ answered Rhonda with a twinkle in her eye and hope for him in her heart. 

			Suzy, Libby and Scott always met at a cafe at 6 pm before gym nights. They would eat light and then go to the gym together, changing into their gym wear in one of the locker rooms at the gym. Belinda decided to go to the cafe with them and savour the whole experience, whether it ended in laughter or tears. The thought of perhaps over-exercising and then vomiting up food didn’t really enter her mind – she loved food. Belinda thought that for once in her adult life she didn’t have Ryan in her ear saying, ‘Are you really going to eat all that?’ 

			Stop it, Belinda. He’s not worth thinking about, she thought, trying to live in the moment. As she was looking around the table listening to her new friends laugh and enjoy themselves, she realised that the decision to move away after her divorce had been the right one. She was smiling and laughing more and more each day – a fact her new friends had also noticed. 

			All three of her new friends had been in the same class throughout school. Suzy was an attractive woman with long blonde hair, blue-grey eyes and a trim figure – men always looked at her. Libby, with a few more curves than Belinda, had short brown hair and hazel eyes. Her boyfriend Tom Reynolds worked at the local butcher’s and thought he’d marry Libby one day. 

			

			Scott was tall, dark and handsome. The son of a local farmer, he’d waited until his early twenties to finally tell his parents he’d rather date men than women. After a shaky few weeks, his parents finally realised they didn’t want to lose him, and he finally felt free to be himself. Scott knew he was lucky to have understanding parents – some didn’t and had already moved out of town. Scott had had a couple of relationships in the past two years. He wasn’t the only man in town who liked dating men. 
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			Kyle had been trying to remember to watch out for Belinda for the last two hours. His mother had described her as lovely, whatever that was. Hopefully, she’s not needy, looking for a husband ASAP, he thought. He shuddered to think what she was really like – his mother wasn’t great in the matchmaking department.

			Not that he was looking for anything serious. If he ever fell back in love, he hoped for a kind, independent woman whose smile would light up any room. Kyle had learned the hard way that external beauty didn’t always equate to internal beauty. 

			It was almost 7.15 pm. Kyle hoped Belinda would come soon as he intended to leave by 10 to hook up with Meg. The gym’s opening hours were 6 am to 10 pm, five days a week, Monday to Friday. Being in the country, the gym’s opening hours differed from the city’s hours, although Kyle had recently been thinking of hiring another assistant manager to open from 6 am to 5 pm on Saturdays. 

			Kyle’s current assistant manager worked three evenings a week, while Kyle mostly worked day shift, except for Monday and Thursday nights, when he’d start at lunchtime and work until lock-up. Kyle had to keep a lookout for Belinda – he knew if he didn’t say hello to her, he wouldn’t hear the end of it from his mother. 

			

			Kyle was happy with his life and had no intention of falling in love again any time soon. He would always remember the day his wife left him, and how he’d cried in his mother’s arms, his heart broken. He didn’t want to feel that way again. 

			Five years older than Suzy, Scott and Libby, he’d been in his final year of high school when they started. As locals growing up in Haveshore, they all knew him and his history, including his ‘viper-like ex’, as Suzy always called her. His ex-wife wasn’t a local girl; he’d met her when he’d visited his uncle in the city. 

			Owning his own gym had helped Kyle recover from his divorce. His ex-wife Allison had wanted nothing from him and never wanted children – a point she made well into their second year of marriage. She’d always wanted to go back and live in the city, and this had been the breaking point in their marriage, as Kyle would never leave his family. He felt he would disappear in the city – he loved rural life. 

			What Kyle never knew was that Allison had not always been faithful to him on her business trips to the city as an accountant. Rhonda always had her suspicions but never shared them with him. She thought he had enough heartbreak.

			‘It’s after seven, hurry up! Time to get to the gym,’ Scott pointed out to Belinda, Suzy and Libby. The cafe, just on the fringe of town, had been freshly renovated. With a homely feel to it, standard four-seater tables were placed in the middle of the cafe along with eight old-style leather booths around the walls. 

			Belinda loved sitting in the booths with the others – it was cozy and comfortable. She’d devoured the home-made meat pie with chips and felt like her old self again. (Just in case she died on the exercise bike at the gym, there was no way she was having a light meal.) 

			

			Patting her reasonably flat belly in a state of satisfaction, she declared, ‘Now that was better than sex!’ Then started to giggle loudly at how she’d forgotten to use her adult filter in public. ‘Oops, hope I haven’t offended any of our bank customers,’ Belinda said shyly, which made her look even more endearing. 

			The others laughed at their new boss and friend. The other patrons had heard her and laughed too. The two single men sharing the second booth on the other side of the wall had noticed how radiant Belinda looked as she laughed at herself, her mop of curls bobbing in time with her giggles. 

			‘Well, well, well, Miss Belinda. Talk about naughty,’ Suzy stated, moving her index finger back and forth at Belinda in mock disgust. 

			As they got up from the booth to pay their bills, Belinda again said, ‘Nice to meet you,’ to the other five tables of people she’d been introduced to an hour ago, including the two single men. 

			Bradley Noble and Ian Watson had been great mates since playing rugby league for the local footy club. They were having their weekly dinner together after their session at Kyle’s gym. Both worked at the local hardware store. Both had girlfriends, and both always appreciated looking at other beautiful women, even when their girlfriends were with them. 

			‘Isn’t she something, mate. What about her?’ Ian whispered to Bradley, watching Belinda after she said her goodbyes to everyone in the cafe and was making her way out of the cafe. 

			‘Yeah, not bad at all. Flip ya for her,’ answered Bradley, already dreaming of being with her.

			‘See those yobbos in the second last booth? Steer clear of them, nothin’ but trouble,’ warned Libby as she guided Belinda out of the cafe by the arm. Libby knew from experience how damaged and angry they could be, particularly Ian. Thank God I only dated him once, thought Libby, remembering her near-awful experience. 

			

			As the door of the cafe shut, Belinda looked briefly back at Bradley and Ian. ‘Thanks, Libby. Will do.’ 

			Unbeknown to Libby, Belinda then looked again at her new friend, hoping she’d not been hurt by those two men.

			As she drove her red SUV, following the others towards the gym, Belinda’s armpits had started to sweat with anticipation, along with the fear of regurgitating her meat pie. Don’t do any bend exercises just yet, Belinda. Bike first – chunder at the gym, not a good thing. She was speaking out loud to herself, laughing as she belched. 

			Kyle noticed Scott, Libby and Suzy in the car park, heading towards the gym. At the front steps, a beautiful woman met them, smiling and laughing. Kyle only just managed to look away from Belinda as she entered the gym. For once, Mum’s got it right … no Kyle, not yet, he thought, trying to remember his plan to wait a little bit longer before any serious dating.

			Belinda was still laughing as she entered the gym. Settling her eyes on Kyle, as he looked at her, she felt a little tingle down her spine. 

			‘Kyle, this is Belinda, our new manager. Belinda, this is Kyle,’ Scott said, smiling while giving the introductions, observing their handshakes, and noticing their instant attraction to one another. 

			When they both answered hi with their eyes still locked on each other, it was Suzy who broke the silence. ‘Kyle, you should do the royal tour of the place with her,’ shooting him a just-do-it stare. 

			

			‘Happy to, come on, Belinda. I’ll show you around and you can tell me what you want to try first. Oh, and mum says hi,’ Kyle said with his charming, disarming smile. 

			Belinda thought, lovely man, is it too soon? then dismissed her initial misgivings and immersed herself with Kyle. The tour took twenty minutes – it usually took five. Suzy, Scott and Libby had changed into their gym gear and were on the exercise bikes, looking over to Belinda and Kyle, who were still engaged with each other, smiling and laughing. 

			‘That’s so nice to see,’ Scott observed, the others agreeing with him. 

			Belinda looked over to the others in their gym gear. ‘Well … got to change. I’ll start on the bike first. Nice to meet you, Kyle.’ 

			‘You too, Belinda,’ said Kyle, who kept his eye on Belinda off and on until she left with the others around 9 pm. 

			Belinda had occasionally sneaked a look at Kyle, with a smile going his way if their eyes met. ‘Thanks again, Kyle, it was fun,’ smiled Belinda, heading out the door. ‘Hope to see you again. 

			Need to become a gym junkie, thought Belinda as she drove out of the gym car park. At lock-up, Kyle was still smiling, thinking of Belinda even as he drove away to meet Meg at her place. 

			Belinda felt warm and wonderful after meeting Kyle. Don’t get too carried away, she thought, remembering how her heart had been broken by the love rat. 

			Kyle was still trying to forget Belinda as he kissed Meg. Is it time to try again? He mused. Take it slow, Kyle. What will Meg think? 

			When Kyle and Meg had first agreed to be friends with benefits, they decided that if one wanted to date someone else, their agreement would be broken with no tears or ramifications. It was the first time in four months that Kyle had thought about breaking their agreement. 

			

			As Belinda drove home, then got into bed, she thought of Kyle too. Oh boy, take it slow, girl.

			The next morning, as Kyle was leaving Meg’s place to go to work, Meg realised he’d been distracted with her. Then she smiled, thinking, he’s finally found someone. 

			Meg hadn’t told Kyle yet that she was returning to the city in the next two weeks for work. She’d dated Kyle straight after high school before she moved to the city, and they’d reconnected four months ago when Meg returned to Haveshore to look after her mother after she’d had a bad car accident, renting a flat close to her parents’ house. 

			Her long-term relationship had ended badly eight months before, and Kyle and Meg had always got along. Still, they knew their affection was more of a friendship than a commitment. Meg had always been honest with Kyle that she would return to the city as soon as possible. When they rekindled their friendship, they’d both ached for some affection, having each broken up from caustic relationships that had left them battered and bruised. Both Meg and Kyle would never regret their time together – they had been there for one another to get over the hurt. 

			Friday at the bank was so busy. It was the show weekend, and everyone in town was buzzing, wanting some extra cash to joyfully spend. Live entertainment, market gardens, carnival rides, the Saturday night rodeo and fireworks always brought the locals together. The annual show coincided with the date the town was first settled, and it was always much anticipated. On Saturday night, Suzy, Libby and Scott were going to the show with Libby’s boyfriend Tom – and were all keen to make sure Belinda came with them. 

			

			They’d decided not to pressure Belinda and Kyle about their obvious attraction to one another. Libby was the most sensitive of the three and had warned Suzy and Scott that there would be no teasing. ‘Let’s not put them off one another. I think Belinda has had a rough time with her divorce, like Kyle … ok?’ 

			Rhonda had phoned Kyle mid-morning to ask him if he had caught up with Belinda the night before. ‘Mum, yes, she’s lovely, but please don’t rush me,’ pleaded Kyle. 

			‘Of course not, love, no pressure. But promise me you’ll think about giving her a chance,’ answered Rhonda, her heart soaring. 

			‘I will, Mum,’ answered Kyle. 

			Rhonda finished her cup of tea and, much like the others, thought she wouldn’t pressure Kyle. She just wanted her son to be happy. 

			‘Please, come tomorrow night, Belinda. We’ll pick you up at 5.30,’ pleaded Scott. 

			Suzy and Libby were looking hopeful that Belinda would agree. 

			‘I’d love to,’ answered Belinda, thinking how lucky she was to live in this town. Secretly, she hoped to meet Kyle at the show and couldn’t wait to go to the gym again, though her legs were still recovering from the overzealous peddling on the bike. At least she hadn’t vomited, or worse still, fallen off. Ever since she was a child, she had fallen. Her mother always said she was such a happy child – even if she didn’t always look where she was going.
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