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  With a sigh Hannah pulled the baking tray from the hot oven and set it down on the kitchen table to cool off. This was the third batch of cookies she’d baked today, baked for Josh’s birthday party at the kindergarten tomorrow. And it still wouldn’t be enough.




  Her eyes fell on the wall clock. Eleven thirty. Friday, the wall calendar informed her. That meant Peter would be at the supermarket, for Friday was his grocery shopping day. He’d spend the morning doing his grocery run. Then, punctually at twelve o’clock, he’d stop at the Market Grill for a steak, some salad and potatoes. Always the same meal, for Peter was nothing if not a man of strict routines. And then, when he’d had lunch, he’d come home. But first he’d stop by at Hannah’s, supposedly to drop off some groceries he’d kindly brought for her, so she wouldn’t have to carry the heavy bags all by herself. But Hannah knew what he really wanted. Dessert.




  In spite of the heat in the kitchen — only natural, when baking cookies on a sweltering summer morning — she shivered. Shivered when she thought of his hands reaching into the cookie jar, helping himself to the cookies she’d slaved over without as much as a “May I?”. Shivered when she thought of his hands on her body, helping himself to what he thought he was entitled to.




  The worst of it was that she’d actually liked Peter when she first moved to Honeysuckle Lane. Her new neighbour had seemed like such a nice man, a retired engineer who’d lost his wife to cancer a few years ago. He’d shown up on her doorstep the day after she and Josh had moved in, a basket of apples from his garden in his hands, to welcome her to the neighbourhood. And when he’d seen that she was still living surrounded by boxes, he’d offered to help her to unpack and get settled. And helpful he’d certainly been. Without complaining he’d hauled heavy furniture up the narrow stairs to the first floor. He’d installed Josh’s basketball net above the garage and he’d fixed the garage door while he was at it. And when Hannah asked, feeling quite guilty, how she could ever repay him for his kindness, he’d simply said that there was no need, that helping others was what being a good neighbour was all about. Though he certainly wouldn’t say no, if she invited him for dinner once she and Josh were settled.
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