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Bailey

I looked at my watch as I ran up the street towards our little flat. I’d had possibly the worst day ever, and I was in no mood to be going out to dinner at some fancy pants restaurant just so Chad could con money out of some rich sucker. All I wanted to do was take off my bra, soak in the tub with a glass of wine, then laze on the couch in my pyjamas and read about a hot guy falling in love with the girl of his dreams. If only. Just as I made it to the row of letterboxes, the rain started. “Great,” I mumbled to myself as I tried to cover my head with the mail. The last thing I needed was frizzy hair. At the front door, I fumbled with my keys, trying to keep my hair dry, at the same time as keeping Chad’s freshly dry cleaned suit from getting crumpled. After navigating my way into the foyer, I stopped to take a breath. There has to be something better out there, surely the powers that be had more in mind for me than this. I shook the thoughts from my head. I’d been questioning everything lately. My work, Chad, my future, and my life. All of it. It wasn’t selfish to want something more was it? 

The door opened just as I put my key in the lock, and Chad looked at me, my arms full of groceries, his dry cleaning, the mail, my handbag, but he didn't offer to take anything from me. “Where have you been? I told you we needed to leave here at seven sharp,” he scowled as he stepped back to let me into our flat. “If this thing gets screwed up because we’re late it’ll be your fault.” He closed the door behind me then reached for his dry cleaning. 

“You can go without me, you don't need me at your business meeting, I’ve been on my feet all day and I’m wrecked,” I just made it to the kitchen bench with the groceries before the bag broke, spilling tomatoes and biscuits all over the counter top.

“Oh you’re going, I told you already. This guy has big money, I need him to invest in this venture or I'm screwed,” he came over and took the fresh carton of milk from the bench, opened it, and took a long gulp. Lazy arse couldn’t even put it in the fridge. “And you’re going to put on that sexy red dress and flirt your arse off,” he stepped over and grabbed my jaw in his hand, squeezing it hard. “And you’re going to tell him how great I am, and how this business venture is going to be the next big thing.” He let go of my face and stepped back. “Did you get the cash I asked for?”

He was already reaching for my handbag before I’d even answered. “I did,” I snatched my bag from under his hand. “But this is the last of it, my savings account is almost empty, there’s only just enough for next week’s rent.” I handed over the money, which was more than enough for dinner and drinks, but Chad liked to look flash and show off lots of cash, trouble was, it was always my cash. Chad hadn't had a proper job in over a year. For him it was one business start up after another, only they all failed. We’d lost countless friends due to failed business ventures, but I drew the line at asking family for money. That was never going to happen. He’d lost all of his family because of money owed. I wasn’t letting that happen to me as well. Not that I had a lot in the way of family. I had my father and an absent mother, that was it. 

“Maybe you should get a second job then,” he shoved the cash into his wallet, grabbed his suit and headed for the only bedroom in our flat. Arse. I wouldn’t need a second job if he went out and worked like a real person. I kept my words to myself though, the last thing I felt like right now was fighting with Chad, and mentioning his work situation, or lack of, would only end up in a fight. So instead of telling him what I thought of him, I turned back to the groceries and finished putting them away. There was enough food to get us by for the next week, just. I looked at my watch again. There was no time for a soak in the tub now, at best I’d get a quick shower, if there was any hot water left. 

Chad was already in his suit and waiting for me when I came down the hall. I had on the red dress he told me to wear, and I’d done my hair as best I could. It always had a mind of its own when it rained. “Finally,” he stood and grabbed the keys. There were no compliments on how I looked, no smiles, nothing. He checked himself in the mirror, adjusted his tie, then stood there waiting for me to open the door. His mother didn't raise a gentleman that’s for sure. As we approached his car, he pushed the beeper to unlock it. “Get in quick, don't get rain on the seats,” he yelled at me as he ran around to his side of the car. I sucked in a deep breath and let it out. I couldn't exactly move fast in these heels, and keeping a few raindrops from getting on his car seat was the least of my worries really. 

On the way to the restaurant he lectured me on how I was to flirt with this guy, pay attention to the conversation, talk up his business idea and how smart he was, and all the rest. I was glad it was dark and he couldn't see me rolling my eyes at him. It was at that moment that I made a decision. I was leaving this man. He was an arse, and there was no way I wanted to spend the rest of my life with him. No way. I deserved better. I was done with Chad. 

When we pulled up at the restaurant the valet opened my door and waited for me to get out of the car. I noticed other men had come to their ladies doors and offered them a hand as they exited the cars, but not Chad. He was too busy looking around to see who was noticing him here. As we walked in, he reached for my hand and squeezed it a little too hard, before letting go and putting his hand on my lower back. “Remember what we talked about,” he whispered into my ear as we approached a table where a young, well dressed man sat. 

As soon as we reached the table the man stood, and the first thing I noticed was how tall he was, and I found myself thinking about how awesome it would be to have shower sex with him. Cripes, where did that come from? I shook my head a little in a bid to clear my mind of carnal thoughts and all of the things I’d like to do with this man. “Coleman,” I looked at Chad as he extended his hand. He was so fake. All he wanted was this guy’s money and that was it. He wasn’t interested in anything else. “How have you been? It’s been years,” he did that thing where he covered Coleman’s hand with his other, encasing it in the handshake. He’d once told me this was sending a subconscious message to the other person that you were superior to them. I had to laugh at that. Chad may have been superior to a sloth, but that was about it. 

“I’ve been good, and you?” I noticed Coleman smile a little at the handshake, and I had a fair idea what he was thinking. “And just Cole is fine.”

Chad gave him a little nod then looked at me. “This is my girlfriend Bailey.”

“Bailey, nice you meet you,” he extended his hand to me. 

“Nice to you meet you too Cole,” as soon as my hand was in his, I felt it. My heart did a little hick-up and my pulse started racing. I wanted to tell him he had gorgeous eyes, and the cutest smile I’d ever seen, but even though Chad had told me to flirt with the man, I still think it would have been too much. So I just looked up at him and smiled instead, and I was sure I saw his brow crease up a little. 

Cole and I looked at Chad as he sat, and from the corner of my eye I could see Cole shake his head a little. “Bailey,” Cole pulled out a chair for me and waited for me to sit before taking his own seat. “I’ve taken the liberty of ordering some wine, I hope that’s okay?” he looked at me as he spoke. 

“That’s fine,” Chad looked at him. “So how long are you in town for?” 

“I’m heading home tomorrow,” Cole looked up at the waiter as he brought the wine. I hadn't noticed the scars on his face until then. When he turned to me and caught me looking, I gave him a smile, and got a small one in return. I couldn't stop thinking about what it would be like to kiss him, and to have him in my bed, naked of course. I bet he wasn’t a doona hogger like Chad was, and I bet he would be a far superior lover too. “Bailey.” 

I shook my head again to snap myself away from those thoughts. “Bailey,” I turned to Chad as he said my name with the tone he used when he was pissed at me but we had company so he didn't want to show that he was pissed at me. “Pay attention,” he laughed at the same time as his hand squeezed my knee under the table. “Cole asked if you wanted some wine.”

“That would be lovely, thanks,” I smiled at Cole as I moved my knee out of Chad’s grip. I had to pull my leg away so hard that I kicked Cole’s leg. “Sorry,” I grimaced. 

“That’s okay,” he smiled at me. “I quite often get caught daydreaming about things,” he gave me a little look that said he knew I was apologising for kicking him so hard it was sure to leave a bruise.  

After we ordered what were without a doubt, some of the most overpriced meals I’d ever seen, the two men started talking business and I tuned out. I vaguely heard Chad explaining how the business would triple in value over the coming two years, and how Cole’s investment would give him a return better than any other. Chad went on and on about himself and all the successes he’d had in the past, only it was all lies. He’d had one failed business venture after another, he was, when I really thought about it, essentially just a con man. He wasn’t business savvy, he was nowhere near as smart as he thought he was, only he couldn’t see that, and I doubted he ever would. 

I couldn't listen to this garbage any longer, it was making me feel sick. Knowing he’d conned family and friends out of money this same way, it disgusted me. He had no morals. What the hell did I ever see in this man? “Excuse me gentleman,” Chad glared at me when I interrupted him, and I noticed that Cole saw the look he gave me too. “I’m just going to find the ladies room, I’ll be back in a minute,” I picked up my clutch purse and as I stood, Cole stood and pulled out my chair. Chad didn't make a move at all. “Thank you,” I smiled at the handsome man standing so very close to me. 

“No problem,” I got another of those gorgeous smiles as he stepped back to let me past. Holy crap was I ever with the wrong man. I looked at myself in the mirror in the ladies room. What was I doing here? I was with a jerk who thought the whole world revolved around him, he had no manners, he lied through his teeth every time he spoke, he was mean and manipulative, and he was so lazy. I gave myself a little nod, vowing to leave him as soon as I had my savings back in the black. Until then, I couldn’t afford to move out. There was no money for bond or the two weeks rent in advance. 

As I walked back to the table, I watched my two dinner companions. Chad appeared slightly aggressive, there was nothing new there, it was his way, but Cole, he seemed very relaxed. I guess he did hold the balance of power in this meeting, but he wasn’t flaunting the fact. If the tables were turned, Chad would be a right arse. Again, it was Cole who stood and pulled out my chair, a totally unnecessary gesture, but thoughtful all the same. “Thank you,” I smiled at him again. “And who said chivalry was dead?” He laughed a little at this, and gave me a self-conscious smile. I wanted to reach up and kiss his cheek, but somehow I didn't think it wise. A guy as gorgeous as him would have a wife or girlfriend back home for sure. 

For the next hour, I listened to Chad talk about himself. Not once did he talk to me, his focus was solely on Cole, and winning him over. The only time I spoke was when Cole asked me a question or stole a sideways glance at me. I was sure the man was bored stupid, and he seemed like he had enough business smarts to not buy into Chad’s stupid scheme. By the time we were ready leave I was beyond tired. “We should go to a club,” Chad reached for the cheque as he looked at Cole. “What do you say, a few more drinks, some dancing, maybe pick up a girl or two,” I looked at him and frowned as he shoved all of my cash into the little leather folder. 

Cole looked at him the same way. “I think I’ll call it a night. It’s been a pretty busy week and I’m beat.” 

Chad stood and threw his napkin on the table, then stood there as Cole waited for me to stand. He was a true gentleman, and he’d restored my faith in the fact there were still some good men out there. I needed to find myself one of them. Chad started walking towards the restaurant door, leaving Cole and I to follow along. Once outside Cole turned to us and said goodbye, first shaking Chad’s hand and then mine. I don't know what came over me, but I gave into the sudden urge and I reached up to kiss the man on the cheek. “Bye Cole, it was nice meeting you,” I looked up into his amazing blue eyes as I said goodbye. I dropped his hand and stepped back before I did something stupid, like throw my arms around his neck and kiss the living hell out of him. 

“It was nice meeting you too,” this time he definitely had the furrowed brow. Maybe he didn't like being kissed on the cheek. He did seem a bit self-conscious of his scars. While we waited for the valet to bring Chad’s car around, Cole hailed a cab, and I watched him dash out into the rain as the cab pulled up. He gave us one last wave then he was gone. The sexiest, sweetest, most handsome man I’d met in a long time just disappeared from my life in a silver cab on a rainy night, and there was nothing I could do about it but stand there and watch. 

The valet held the door open for me while Chad ran around to the driver’s door, and once again his selfishness wasn’t lost on me. All the way home he talked about how I hadn't helped win Cole over, how I hadn't flirted enough, how I hadn't been chatty enough. He was sure I’d blown the whole thing for him and he wasn’t happy. 

“Why couldn’t you just do as I asked?” He threw his keys against the sideboard, chipping the mirror in the process. “All you had to do was flirt with the guy, win him over, make him feel special,” he yanked the fridge open so fast the bottles in the shelves on the door all clanged together and threatened to topple out onto the floor. “Shouldn’t have been too hard, I don't imagine he gets much female attention with a scarred up face like that,” he knocked back half the beer before taking a breath. When he walked towards me, I thought for sure he was going to hit me. He’d only done that twice in the past, and I swore I’d never let him do it again. There was no fist this time, but he did get close enough that his lips were almost touching mine. “If this doesn't come off, it’s on you,” he pressed his forehead against mine and shoved me back a little. “It’ll be all on you.”

*****
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COLE

I couldn't stop thinking about Bailey, and how utterly sad she looked. She was beautiful, more beautiful than any girl I knew, but she looked sad and lost. So many times I wanted to reach across the table and grab Chad by the shirtfront and tell him to stop being an arse to her. From the minute he opened his mouth I knew I wouldn’t be investing in his business idea. The man was a grade A jerk, and he had no business sense what so ever. 

I spun in my chair and looked out over the city. It was raining here now, just like it was in Sydney last night, and I couldn't get that woman out of my head. I was half tempted to call Chad and ask him for another meeting, but in the end, I decided against it. She was his girlfriend, I had no idea why, but she was, and I needed to remember that. There was a sharp tap on my door, followed by Margaret’s voice. “You’re three o’clock is here Mr Montgomery,” I spun around to see her standing in the doorway, that ever officious look on her face. “Shall I show him in?”

“Sure,” I looked up at her. “Can you bring me some coffee please Margaret, and see if Mr Silvan and the others want one too.” She gave me a short nod, before heading out of my office. I knew I needed to lay off the coffee, but it had been a long week, and I was exhausted. Not that there was an end in sight any time soon. Thanks to the latest attack on the Reserve Bank’s computer network, things were crazy busy at the moment.

It was past eight o’clock when I walked into my apartment, the Silvan Group meeting had gone on for way longer than expected, then I’d stayed back a little longer to make a couple of international calls. I let out a long breath as I threw my suit jacket over the back of a chair. Five years ago I loved coming home to an empty apartment, no annoying brother there to mess with my stuff or take my share of the dinner if I was home late, but now, now it wasn’t the same. It was nice to have the quiet time, but it would also be nice to come home to someone at the end of the day. To have a conversation with someone, have them ask about my day, and me about theirs. It would be nice to share a home cooked meal with someone, rather than eat another crappy microwave dinner on my own. 

****
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BAILEY

I sat on the edge of the bed, my phone in my hands, unable to move, unable to speak as the tears started to roll down my cheeks. I couldn't believe he was gone. I was only talking to him yesterday, organising to go to his place for dinner on the weekend, but now he’s gone. 

“What’s wrong with you?” Chad stood in the doorway, his arms folded across his chest as he leant against the doorframe. He’d been pouting since he got the call from Coleman Montgomery to say he wasn’t going to be investing in Chad’s latest business venture. That had been ten days ago, and I still had the bruise on my shoulder from where he punched me.  

I looked up at him, but it was a few moments before I could speak. “My father died an hour ago,” I looked down at my hands and wiped away my tears. The last thing I expected from Chad Cross was sympathy, so I was surprised when he came and sat next to me. 

“Damn, I'm so sorry,” he put his arm around me and pulled me into his side. I didn't know what to say. This was so unlike him, unless it was something he was going through, he didn't usually care. 

I stood and shook out of his hold. “I uh,” I looked around the room for my jumper. “I uh, I need to go to his place.” Without looking back, I walked down the hall and grabbed my keys. When Chad reached for his jacket, I shook my head at him. “I need to do this alone,” I looked at him. “I want to go alone.” 

On the way to my father’s house I had to stop a few times to wipe away the tears. How could this have happened? He was fit and healthy, well, maybe not fit, but he was mostly healthy. What was I going to do now? He was all I had. I was so close to leaving Chad, something Dad and I had talked about over the past two weeks. I told Dad about the night we had dinner with Coleman Montgomery, and how it was that night I’d decided to leave Chad. Dad was my closest friend, and the only relative I had in Sydney. So what was left here for me now? I wasn’t happy, in fact, I hadn't been happy for a long time, and the only one who could change that was me, Dad had told me that so many times. 

When I finally made it to my father’s house I sat in the car for the longest time. There was a police car and an ambulance in the drive, neighbours milling around, and his landlord was talking to a police officer. I watched as he turned and pointed towards me. Sucking in a deep breath I got out of the car and headed up the driveway. “Miss Warner?” The officer held out his hand to me. “I’m Sergeant Jones, I’m so sorry for your loss,” his words didn't register for a moment. I was too focused on the gurney the paramedics were bringing through the front door of the house. My father was completely wrapped and strapped to the bed. The tears I’d managed to hold at bay for the briefest of time started to flow again as I fell to my knees and sobbed. My chest felt like it was caving in on me and I couldn’t breathe. “Miss Warner,” I felt the police officer pull me to my feet and lead me to the front stairs of the house, but I don't exactly remember taking the steps to get there. I wasn’t sure how I even made my feet move. “Sit down here,” he sat me on the step and waved the paramedic over. 

“I’m fine,” I wiped at my tears and my nose as the man knelt in front of me. “What happened to my father, how did he die?”

“He had a heart attack,” the police officer spoke first. “He called triple zero but he was already gone when the ambulance arrived,” he reached out and rubbed my back. “Is there someone we can call, someone who can be with you?” 

I shook my head. “No, no, it’s just always been Dad and me, and Floyd, where’s Floyd?” I wiped away more tears and looked back towards the front door. 

“If Floyd is your father’s dog, then he’s inside. We put him in one of the bedrooms so he’d be safe while everyone was coming and going,” the paramedic gave the officer a short nod to say that I was okay. 

“So what happens now?” I pointed towards the ambulance. 

“He’ll be taken to the morgue at the hospital. They’ll keep him there until you make the arrangements for his funeral,” the paramedic stood to go. “Someone from the hospital will call you tomorrow.”

Time seemed to go in slow motion as I watched the neighbour’s disappear back into their homes after the ambulance drove away. I gave the police my contact details, and then all that were left were myself and the landlord. After telling me I could have until the end of the week to pack up my father’s possessions, he left too. 

Working on autopilot, I phoned work and told them I wouldn’t be in for the rest of the week, and then I went inside my father’s house. In reality, it wouldn’t take long to pack up, he liked the minimalist look. He used to laugh about this all the time, said he didn't like clutter, and less was more. I let Floyd out of the bedroom then we sat in Dad’s favourite chair and I cried until I ran out of tears, then I cried some more, eventually falling asleep in the chair with the boxer dog on my lap. When I woke in the morning, I knew what I had to do. I’d had a dream as clear as anything. I whispered a thankyou to Dad, then got to work. 

****
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Chapter 2
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Bailey

It had been two months since my father had died, and as I walked home from the bus stop, I recited over and over in my head, the exact words I was going to say to Chad as soon as I walked in the door. I’d been practicing on my best friend Lori for the past three hours, and I promised her I wasn’t going to let him bully me into staying with him, and I wasn’t going to fall for any more of his promises or lies. The truth was, I didn't love the man, I never had. I was in love with the idea of being in a relationship, that was all. He wasn’t the sort of man you could love and have a future with. It was never going to happen. 

I checked the mail then headed into the apartment block, determined to stick to my guns. At the door, I stopped, sucked in a deep breath and told myself I could do this. I could tell this man he was a complete arse and I didn't love him, and I was moving out. “You can do this Bailey Warner, you can do this.” I put the key in the lock and opened the door, but I didn't take a step inside. What the hell? The flat was empty, completely empty except for the urn and a piece of paper sitting on the kitchen bench, and Floyd. Bastard. I closed the door behind me then went to read the note. 




You’re not the girl for me, you’re a cold bitch and you don't do it for me anymore. I’ve taken what you owe me. You screwed up my last business opportunity, I’m selling all of your stuff to get back some of the money you cost me. 



I looked around the empty flat, and then looked at the other piece of paper. It was an eviction notice, dated two weeks ago. I read the notice through a second time. I had two days. Two days to get out. This was insane. Every room was empty, except for our bedroom where I found all of my clothes, underwear, and a few personal papers in a heap on the floor. Bastard. Lying, thieving, bastard. I pulled out my phone and dialled him up, but it went straight to voice mail. I should have figured he’d be too gutless to take the call. 

I slid down the wall until my butt hit the floor, pulled up my knees, put my head back and cried. What had I done to deserve this? I’m a good person, good things are supposed to happen to good people, not shit like this. I pulled the folded papers from my handbag and read them over again. My father wanted his ashes spread over the Melbourne Cricket Ground so he would be there for every footy game and every cricket game for years to come. It was time I went to Melbourne and carried out his wishes, and maybe, just maybe I wouldn’t come back. Apart from my job, and my one and only friend, there was nothing here for me now. No family, nothing. At least in Melbourne I had Uncle Terry, and Mum, when she was around. Maybe I could re-connect with her and try to resurrect the frail relationship we once had. 

I got to my feet and gathered up a huge bundle of the clothes. After three trips to my car there was nothing left in the flat. I grabbed the urn with my father’s ashes, put Floyd on his leash, threw the keys on the kitchen bench and pulled the door shut behind me. I planned to give my notice of leave at work, spend the next two nights in a motel, and then I’d set off for Melbourne. I sat Dad in the front seat and buckled him in. “Hey Lori,” she answered on the second ring. 

“How’d you go, did you kick his arse to the curb?” 

I told her about coming home to find the flat bare and Chad nowhere to be seen. “I’m going to Melbourne,” I blurted out before I changed my mind. 

“What? When?” she sounded worried now, and I didn't want that. Lori and I had been friends since I moved here in the ninth grade. She’d always been there for me, and I knew if I stayed then she’d offer for me to come live with her, and I didn't want her to feel obliged like that. Josh’s father had early onset dementia and he’d just moved in with them, so she had enough on her plate right now. 

“Two days, I'm going to stay in a motel for the next two nights and I’ll set off on the weekend, but I have a favour to ask,” I reached over and rubbed the dogs head. He’d been so sad for the past two months, and I could sympathise. I missed my father so much, and I’d do anything to have him back. 

“Anything for you babe, you know that,” I could hear the sincerity in her voice. She truly was a good friend. 

“I was wondering if you could look after Floyd for me? Just until I find a place to live, then I’ll come back and get him.”

“Sure, drop him around anytime, I'm home now,” I heard something smash in the background and Lori cursed under her breath. “I gotta go, I’ll see you soon, love you babe,” then she was gone. 

After dropping Floyd off with Lori, Josh and Mr Freeman, I headed to a motel near work, and on the way I told Dad about finding the flat empty, but how it was okay because I was going to leave Chad anyway. Also, him taking all our stuff was a bonus because it meant I could start fresh and there wouldn’t be any reminders of him. In the beginning, it felt a little weird talking to Dad so much, but now, it was like he was there with me and I found it kind of nice, it made me feel like I wasn’t so alone. 

When I pulled into a parking spot at the motel, I patted the top of the urn as I unbuckled my seat belt. “Stay put Dad, I’ll be back in a minute.”

This place wasn’t the Ritz Carlton by any means, and that was fine by me. As long as the room had a bed and a hot shower, it would be perfect. “Pardon,” I looked at the receptionist when she told me my card had been declined. I knew I had money in my account. I had over four hundred thousand dollars, my inheritance from Dad’s life insurance policy. I knew it was safe because it was in an account Chad didn't know about, one I’d set up especially for the insurance company to make the deposit into. The money had been deposited last week, I’d only checked it a few days ago. “There has to be a mistake, can you run it again please?”

While I waited for the receptionist to run the card again I pulled out my phone and logged onto my internet banking. When the balance showed on the screen I went numb. Ten cents. I had a balance of ten lousy cents. That bastard had taken it all. I walked back to my car in a daze. What the hell was I supposed to do now? I checked my credit card balance. It was almost maxed thanks to Chad. I had a little over one hundred dollars available on that card, and only fifty in cash in my purse. I put my head back and weighed up my options. Staying here the night would cost me a hundred at least. That would only leave me the fifty I had in cash, and I needed more than that to drive to Melbourne. I looked at the urn strapped into the passenger seat beside me. “How do you feel about starting our road trip tonight?” I sucked in a deep breath and started the car. Thankfully I had almost a full tank of fuel, and I’d be able to stop and sleep in my car when I got tired. I pulled out into the traffic and headed for the highway. I had a ten and a half hour drive ahead of me, and I prayed the car made it there without incident. There was barely enough money for fuel, let alone car repairs along the way. 

At least the drive gave me time to think and formulate a plan. First thing Monday morning I’d go to the police and report Chad for stealing all my money, then I’d go to the bank and see what they could do about it. Hopefully I’d be able to stay with my mother for a couple of nights until I found somewhere more permanent, but without any money or a job that was going to be hard. I’d lost touch with my old friends from when I lived here before my move to Sydney, so I couldn’t really call them out of the blue and ask for a bed for the night. There was always Uncle Terry, he was Dad’s only sibling, and even though we weren’t close, I knew I could count on him when needed. 

***
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IT WAS LATE ON SATURDAY evening when I arrived on the outskirts of Melbourne. The fuel gauge was showing almost empty so I decided to stop and fill up. The last thing I needed was to run out of fuel and be stranded on the side of the road. While I was at the service station I called Lori to let her know where I was and why, then I called my mother to let her know I was in town. “Hey Mum, it’s me, Bailey,” I'm not entirely sure why I felt the need to clarify who I was. I was her only child, so it’s not like she could get me confused with someone else. “Listen, I was wondering if I’d be able to come and stay for a night or two,” I looked sideways at the urn beside me as I listened to her give me a very lame excuse as to why I couldn’t stay. “It’ll only be for two nights tops, I really don't have anywhere else to go.”

“I’m sorry dear, it’s just not possible. Richard and I are packing for our holiday, we leave early in the morning, and well,” she seemed nervous about something and there was silence on the other end while she walked. I heard a door close, and then she whispered down the line. “It’s just I haven’t told Richard about you yet. When we got married, he was adamant it only be him and I in the relationship. He said he’d married women with kids in the past and he’d never do it again. I haven’t told him about you so now really isn’t a good time for you to come and stay.”

“Fine mother, enjoy your holiday,” I ended the call and willed the tears to stay away. I looked at the phone in my hand and decided to call Uncle Terry. Dad said if I ever needed anything and he wasn’t around then I could always count on his brother. “Hi Uncle Terry, it’s Bailey,” I gave him a few seconds to respond, but he didn't. “I’ve just arrived in Melbourne, and I was wondering if it was at all possible for me to stay with you for a couple of nights, just until I find somewhere of my own. I'm moving back here, it’s all happened rather suddenly, and I don't have anywhere to stay.”

“Sure you can love, you have the address don't you?” He sounded like he was fine with the idea of me staying. “Great, we’ll see you soon.”

Relieved I at least had somewhere to stay for the next couple of nights, I patted the urn beside me and told Dad we were going to visit his brother. 

***
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ON MONDAY MORNING, I got up early so I could help Nancy with the kids. They were from her first marriage, so they weren’t directly related to me, but I thought of them as little cousins anyway. I helped get them ready for school, brushing Chloe’s hair while Nancy packed their lunches. I offered to drive them to school as I was heading off to the bank anyway, and I told Nancy I was happy to cook dinner tonight as well. I wanted to help as much as I could seeing as though I had no money to offer them for putting me up. 

I dropped the kids at school, went to the police station and filed a report about the missing money, and even though it was clear the money had been stolen from my account, they said without proof that it was Chad who took it, there was little they could do. My next stop was the bank, and they said pretty much the same. My account hadn't been hacked, the correct passwords were used and the money transferred to another account, in Chad’s name, legally, so there was nothing they could do. I walked back to my car in a daze. I had nothing. No savings, my visa was maxed, and I had twenty dollars left in my purse. I’d used most of the money I had on fuel to get to Melbourne, and now I had almost nothing left. 

I needed to find a job or I’d be sleeping on Uncle Terry’s couch forever. As it was, I had a feeling Nancy was getting a little sick of me being there, no matter how much I helped her with the kids or the cooking. I found a café with free Wi-Fi and started to look at the job ads, with the dream of opening my own salon floating further and further off into the distance. I was going to use the money from my father to open my own salon, but that was gone now, gone to whatever stupid crazy doomed-to-fail business scheme Chad had thought of this time. If I ever saw him again, I’d rip his eyes out and kick the living hell out of him. I had never felt such distain for any one person before, but I felt it now. 

After sitting in the café for a couple hours, and getting looks from the staff, I decided to move on. The lunchtime rush was picking up and Bourke Street was jam packed with businessmen and women rushing about or taking long lunches in the fancy restaurants. I went into a couple of them to see if they had any waitressing jobs going, but they didn't. I left my name and number at a few more, then decided to call it a day. On my way home I went via the Melbourne Cricket Ground to see if I could get permission to spread Dad’s ashes out on the playing field like he had requested, but that turned out to be a waste of time. Apparently, there were multiple forms to be lodged, hoops to jump through, and fees to be paid before they’d even consider it. Given my current cash situation, it looked like Dad would be keeping me company for a little while longer. 

***
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THE REST OF THE WEEK went pretty much the same. In the morning I’d help Nancy with the kids, drop them at school, then I’d go job hunting. I hadn't had much success on the job front, and every time I turned up at a place that had advertised a vacancy there were at least ten other people there looking for work as well. I’d go into hair salons or restaurants, leave my name and phone number, and hope they’d call me with a job offer, and then I’d go home and cook dinner for Uncle Terry and his family. 
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