
Chapter One

			Frances Keating’s hands tightened on the steering wheel, and she willed herself not to look as she crossed the street down where she used to live. It was hard enough coming back to Cannington after twenty years. She wasn’t ready to see the old family home just yet. She winced as, unbidden, the words of an old David Cassidy song swam through her mind.

			“Such a long way back, and this boy’s lost track…You just can’t go home again.” 

			“Except I am, aren’t I?” She continued driving along Cannington’s main street, a sharp pang in her heart. God, it had been years since she last heard that song. It had been one of her mum’s favourites, and while she used to sing along to its chorus, Frances had never imagined that it would ever apply to her. She was surprised at how easily the lyrics came back to her.

			What was less surprising was how little the town had changed in the two decades she had been away. Cannington wasn’t the largest town along Victoria’s rugged southwest coast—that title belonged to Warrnambool, a hundred kilometres further west—but it claimed the bulk of the tourists that flocked to the region each summer. They were drawn by the pristine sands of Cannington’s sheltered bay, its craggy coastline, and the town’s proximity to two of the more iconic attractions along the world-famous Great Ocean Road—the Twelve Apostles and Loch Ard Gorge. While the January school holidays saw the town enjoying its peak tourist season, Cannington had always been a year-round favourite short-break destination for Melbournians keen to explore the region’s natural beauty. Inevitably, as more people discovered the area, the more desirable it had become as a place to live. There were now housing estates where once there was farmland, a massive shopping centre squatted on the outskirts of town, occupying the site of the old woollen mill, and a cluster of midsized high-rise apartments fringed the esplanade that fronted Trelawney Bay. But the Trelawney Bay Hotel—the Lawney—was still there on the seafront. The shopfronts in the heart of town was still shaded by wide verandas, the civic buildings had retained their Victorian grandeur, and the offices of the Cannington Clarion looked just as run-down as they had when she had interned there as a high school student.

			She swooped into one of the parking spaces right in front of the newspaper office. Marked as reserved for staffers, it was miraculously vacant, something that was not always the case during tourist season. She peered at the old place through the windshield of her Club Mini, overcome by a sudden wave of memories.

			Batting away the unwanted reminiscences, she clambered out of the Mini, grimacing as her spine popped and cracked. The two-and-a-half-hour drive from Melbourne hadn’t done her back any favours. Leaning back into the car to retrieve her satchel, she beeped the car locked and made her way past the neglected and unloved gardens fronting the building, pushed open the heavy timber-and-frosted-glass doors, and stepped into the reception area.

			Christ, she thought to herself. The place hasn’t changed a bit. 

			The same dusty rubber plant sat in one corner, while an armchair that looked as if it were last upholstered in 1973 sagged in the other corner. Running the width of the room, directly opposite the entrance, was a massive timber counter, its edges darkened and shiny from generations of elbows leaning against it. On the wall behind it, a clock ticked tiredly, while a ceiling fan circled lazily overhead. Frances was about to ding the little silver bell that sat on the counter when an inner door burst open and a woman who looked as if her sixtieth birthday was a distant memory bustled in, a mug of coffee in one hand and a plate with an enormous slice of chocolate cake in the other.

			“Oh, my lord!” she exclaimed, catching sight of Frances. “You gave me a fright. You haven’t been standing there long, have you, dear?”

			Nope, nothing had changed at all. Frances grinned to herself before replying. “No, I’ve just walked in, Enid.”

			The woman frowned, then peered more closely at Frances. “Wait a minute. I know you, don’t I?” A smile spread across her face as recognition dawned. “Frances! Oh, my lord, get in here, child!” She pulled open the door that separated her office space from the reception area and beckoned her into it. “We weren’t expecting you until Monday,” she said, enveloping her in a warm embrace.

			“I know,” Frances replied. “I just arrived in town and thought I’d pop in for a quick hello.”

			“Come on through. Everyone’s going to be so excited to see you.” Grabbing her by the hand, she dragged her into the newsroom.

			“Look, everyone!” she hollered in a voice louder than it should rightfully be expected from someone with a frame as slight as hers. “It’s Mick’s girl!”

			Several heads bobbed up from behind the partitions that divided the room into a dozen mini offices, each accommodating four workstations. Their faces broke into smiles as their owners came and gathered around Frances.

			“Clarrie. Bob. Julie.” Frances shook each of the journalists’ hands, their names dropping into her brain as effortlessly as if she’d seen them just a few days ago instead of decades before. The delight on their faces did much to dispel the misgivings she had had about returning to her hometown. She still wasn’t sure she’d done the right thing in accepting the job of editor in chief, but at least for now, no one seemed to resent her for it.

			




Chapter Ten

			“Uh huh?” Frances marvelled at how inarticulate she must have sounded as she watched Kit make a rapid escape from the room. Had she just asked Kit out on a date? Would Kit think she had? Does inviting someone around to your room constitute a date? Abby was going to have a field day with this once she found out about it. 

			Of course, I could always not tell Abby, Frances mused, then gave a derisory bark of laughter. As if she could get away with not telling Abby anything. That woman had an uncanny knack of worming out her every secret.

			Frances carried her pile of pizza boxes back to her office and dumped them on the desk. She tried settling in to working through the afternoon but couldn’t focus. By four o’clock, she gave the whole thing up as a bad joke. She’d just come in early in the morning and whiz through any approvals for stories that came through between now and then. She sent an email out letting the rest of the staff know she was leaving, then logged off her computer. Stuffing her tablet and phone into her satchel, she hoisted it onto her shoulder, grabbed the pizza boxes, and managed to get out of the office without dropping any of them.

			Once in her room, she rushed around in a frenzy of nerves tidying away her clothes, straightening up the bathroom towels, kicking her dirty laundry into a corner of the wardrobe, and washing and drying the two wineglasses she’d blagged from downstairs the other night.

			“Wine!” she blurted and dashed down the stairs and out to the bottle shop. She spent fifteen minutes in an agony of indecision over which pinot gris label to buy, finally settling on a bottle from the Coombs winery in the Yarra Valley. At thirty dollars, it was a little pricey, but she was counting on Kit’s lack of wine knowledge stopping her from thinking she was trying to impress her. Racing back up the stairs, she shoved it into the little fridge. Great. Now as well as feeling anxious, she was dishevelled and sweaty. Could she get away with a quick shower?

			She had just redressed in a clean T-shirt and a pair of linen-blend shorts when there was a knock at the door. She gave herself a quick examination in the mirror, took a deep breath, and pulled the door wide open.

			“Hey, come on in,” she said with a cool calmness that belied her jangling nerves.

			




Chapter Eleven

			Kit hovered on the landing outside Frances’s door, clutching a bottle of chardonnay. She had grabbed the first bottle she had seen in the bottle shop’s fridge. It had only cost fifteen dollars, so she hoped it didn’t turn out to be too nasty tasting. Taking deep breaths to calm the nerves playing havoc with her stomach, she told herself, “It’s just pizza with the boss. Nothing weird about it at all.” Shoving her misgivings into a tiny corner of her mind, she rapped on the door before she changed her mind.

			“Not too early, am I?” she asked as the door was flung open. “I brought wine.” She flourished the bottle at Frances.

			“Oh, what? No,” Frances said, looking as nervous as Kit felt. “Come in,” she said. Kit handed Frances the wine and sidled past her into the room. 

			“Right, uh, so just take a seat,” Frances said, “and I’ll open this.”

			Kit’s eyes skittered around the room, as she tried to ignore the enormous bed that dominated it. She had been wrong. Stepping into what was the very intimate space of her boss was as weird as it got. Thankfully, the bed wasn’t the only furniture in the room. She crossed quickly to a little dining table and sat.

			“So, I see we spared no expense putting you up then,” she said, hoping a touch of humour would lighten the atmosphere.

			“Well, it’s not exactly the Ritz,” Frances said, handing Kit a generously poured glass of wine and sitting down opposite her. “But it’ll do. At least in the short term. And it’s close to work, so there’s that.”

			“Hmm, well, if it’s proximity to the Clarion you’re after, the place I’m thinking of might not be for you,” Kit said, swallowing a mouthful of chardonnay, relieved that it had a light, fruity flavour. “It’s a bit out of town.”

			“Define ‘a bit,’” Frances replied.

			Kit leaned down to retrieve her bag, which she had dumped on the floor beside her chair when she sat down. She pulled out her tablet and tapped at it for a few moments before sliding it across to Frances.

			“It’s probably about a fifteen-minute drive,” she said as Frances picked up the tablet and peered at images of a small, whitewashed stone cottage. “It belongs to a friend of mine, who’s looking to rent it out as she’s got a job in London for the next two years. She’s leaving in a fortnight, so she needs to get it rented pretty soon.”

			“It’s very cute,” Frances said. “I think I know it. The old Peterson place out on the Halsham Road. Just down the road from the Buttery.” 

			“Yeah, that’s the place.” Kit nodded. “Leonie’s been in there for going on ten years now, but everyone still calls it the Peterson place. Drives her nuts. Anyway, the rent’s two-fifty a week, and it can come empty or furnished. Up to you.”

			“It looks ideal,” Frances said, handing the tablet back to Kit. “But I’d have to look at it before making any decisions. Is that possible?”

			“Sure,” Kit said, reaching for her phone and tapping in Leonie’s number. “Yeah, hi, Lee, it’s me. Yeah, good, good. You?” She paused for a few moments, as the woman at the other end spoke, her lips curling into a smile as she listened. 

			“Yeah, look,” she said, locking eyes with Frances as she spoke. “I’ve got someone—my boss, actually—who might be interested in your place. Tomorrow?” She raised an eyebrow at Frances, who nodded. “After work? Say five thirty?” Frances nodded again. “Yep, works for us.” She fell silent, then snorted.

			“All right for some,” she said, laughing, then hanging up. “Sorted,” she said, smiling at Frances. “Says she might be a little late. Depends on how good the surf is.”

			“Great,” Frances said, getting to her feet. “Well, you’ve kept up your side of the bargain. Now it’s my turn. Pizza,” she said in response to Kit’s puzzled expression.

			“No, really that’s not necessary,” Kit said.

			“Nonsense,” Frances replied in a tone that brooked no argument as she plonked the three boxes of leftover pizza on the table. “Besides, we had a deal. So, dig in!”

			“Okay, okay!” Kit put her hands up in surrender. “Just a couple of slices, then.”

			They ate in a companionable silence for several minutes, the only sounds the clinking of their glasses as they replaced them on the table after each sip and appreciative murmurings for the food.

			“So, what’s the Kit Tresize story then?” Frances asked. 

			Kit shrugged and drained her glass. “There’s not really anything to tell,” she said.

			“Oh, come on…You know all the sordid details of my past. It’s only fair I get to learn something about you.”

			Kit shrugged again. “Okay, but I’m warning you. There really isn’t much. Unlike you, I’m a city girl. Born and bred in Brunswick. Got a degree in journalism at Monash University, then went from job to job until I ended up here. That’s it. That’s me in a nutshell.”

			“Huh,” Frances said. “So why here? It’s a bit of a backwater career-wise.”

			“Says the woman who just took up a job here,” Kit retorted, reaching for another slice of pizza.

			“Yeah, but becoming chief editor is a step up for me,” Frances replied. “You’re in the prime years. You should be looking for bigger gigs than the Clarion.”

			“Guess, I’m just not that much of a go-getter,” Kit said. “To be honest, after about five years in the bright lights and glitz of a city paper, I’d had enough. The job had become my whole life. There was never any time left over for me. Here, I have time to pursue other passions, like photography. And I like the work, the connection to the community that working in a smaller paper gives me.”

			“Fair enough,” Frances replied. 

			“Right then, that’s my lot,” Kit said after devouring the last slice of supreme vego pizza. So much for “just a couple of slices.” She really was hopeless when it came to pizza. She leant down to grab her bag, then got to her feet. 

			“You won’t stay for just one more drink?” Frances asked, scrambling to her feet. Kit shook her head.

			“I can’t,” she said, making her way to the door. “I’m on the Vespa.”

			“A cup of tea then? Or coffee?” 

			Kit shook her head again, smiling gently. “Sorry. It’s been a long day already and I’ve got an early start again in the morning.” 

			“Of course, of course,” Frances said, her tone all brisk and light. “Well, thanks for coming over and showing me that house.”

			“No worries,” Kit said, standing aside as Frances reached for the door handle. 

			Instead of opening it, though, as Kit expected, Frances leaned in and kissed her.

			




Chapter Twelve

			“On the lips!” 

			Frances’s first response after a shocked Kit had fled the room was to ring Abby and tell her about her faux pas. A howl of laughter greeted her horrified words.

			 “You should have seen her face. I tried to get her to wait, but she couldn’t get out of here fast enough. Oh my god,” Frances whimpered. “How do I face her tomorrow?”

			“Ha ha ha!” Abby couldn’t stop laughing.

			“It’s not funny,” Frances wailed. “She could do me for sexual harassment or something.”

			“Oh my god, Frankie, you’re killing me,” Abby gasped. “How long have you been in the job? A week? Ha ha! I can see the headlines now. ‘Chief Editor Booted After A Week For Hitting On The Staff’! Tell me, though,” she said, suddenly serious. “What was it like, the kiss? Worth losing your job for?” She burst into more hysterical laughter.

			“If all you’re going to do is laugh, I’m hanging up,” Frances said in a huff.

			Phoning Abby was turning out to be an even worse idea than kissing Kit Tresize had been. Why she thought Abby would offer some consolation and sympathy was a mystery. Not that she would admit it to Abby, not in a million years, but the kiss had been very enjoyable actually, and she had found Kit’s lips soft and eminently kissable. So much so that she rather fancied repeating the experience.

			“Sorry, you’re right.” Abby’s contrite words broke into her reverie. “But I could see this happening from a mile off.”

			“What, that I’d accidently kiss one of my reporters?” Frances retorted with just an edge of sarcasm.

			“Well, maybe not so clumsily, but you’re always talking about her. It was just a matter of time before you acted on the attraction.”

			“Attracted to Kit? I’m not attracted to Kit!” she replied indignantly.

			“Right, that’s why she’s always the first thing you bring up whenever we speak,” Abby said. “The first thing you told me about your new job was the clash you had with her. And then you couldn’t wait to tell me all about Friday night’s date. I’ve hardly heard a word about how the job is actually going.”

			Frances opened her mouth to argue, then closed it again. Abby was right. She did talk about Kit a lot. But that was because she was annoying. Smart and cute, yes, but also annoying.

			“Yeah, but that doesn’t mean I’m attracted to her,” she said. 

			“So why did you kiss her then?” Abby countered.

			“I don’t know!” she wailed. “Oh god, what am I going to do?”

			“Well, I suppose you could pretend it never happened,” Abby suggested.

			“Yeah, that’s never going to work,” Frances said morosely.

			“Or you could just apologise and promise to never do it again,” Abby said, giggling.

			“Thanks, Abby, you’ve been a big help,” Frances said, stabbing the End Call button and flinging the phone onto the bed before scooping it up again. She should text Kit, apologise. 

			“Bloody hell, what do I even say?” she muttered to herself, tossing the phone aside again and pulling a pillow over her head. “How the hell did I get myself into such a predicament?” She moaned. “If only I could wake up in the morning and find this has all been a horrible dream.”

			




Chapter Thirteen

			“Kit, wait!”

			Ignoring Frances’s plea, Kit fled down the stairs and out to where her Vespa was parked by the kerb. Her mind was reeling. Frances Keating had just kissed her! Her boss had just kissed her! Even more unsettling, though, had been the flicker of desire she had felt when Frances’s warm lips had pressed against her own.

			She fumbled her keys and dropped them as the thought of the kiss caused another jolt of desire.

			“Christ, Tresize, get a grip!” she admonished herself, finally retrieving the keys and getting the scooter started. Jamming her helmet onto her head, she glanced briefly up at the rectangle of light that shone from Frances’s room, shook her head, and then pulled out into the traffic.

			She arrived at her cottage with no memory of the journey, her brain going round and round as she tried to make sense of what had just happened.

			“She bloody kissed me!” she said to a startled Marvin, who, until Kit came in and tossed her helmet onto the settee, had been blissfully curled up in a ball and sleeping there. 

			“No friendly peck on the cheek, either,” she went on. “Nope, it was right on the lips!” She plumped down next to the cat and pulled him onto her lap. “Shocking, right?”

			Marvin’s only response was to blink his yellow eyes at her and yawn. 

			“And, as if being hit on by the boss isn’t bad enough…” Kit went on, undaunted by her cat’s lack of outrage. “Turns out, I wouldn’t mind if it happened again. What do you make of that, then?” Marvin twitched an ear, stretched out a paw, and started purring.

			What do I make of that? Kit silently asked herself as she sat slowly stroking Marvin’s back. “You’re right,” she said to the sleeping cat. “Nothing. An attraction to Frances Keating? Not one of my greatest ideas, hey?” She sat lost in thought, idly caressing the cat, long into the night.

			




Chapter Fourteen

			Kit finally roused herself around two in the morning. Marvin had abandoned her lap for his corner of the settee long ago. She took herself off to bed and managed a few hours of fitful sleep before the alarm went off. It took three espressos, drunk in rapid succession, before she felt in any condition to face work. 

			As she pushed her way through the front doors of the Clarion’s office, she was greeted by a cacophony of power tools. She’d forgotten that the renovations to the reception area and the remodelling down in the design area had been scheduled for today, to take advantage of fewer people being around because of the public holiday. Luckily, the noise was also not conducive to prolonged conversations; she would be able to tackle the jobs that were piled up in the system, awaiting her attention, with few interruptions.

			Seeing the lights on in Frances’s office, she gave it a wide berth, taking a roundabout route through the office to her own desk. She slid into her chair and booted up her computer. As she did so, her phone buzzed with an incoming text. She froze. Shit! Had Frances spotted her coming in? She’d half expected a text or something from her last night and had been relieved that none had come. She hadn’t been ready to address what had happened. Not then. She wasn’t sure she was ready now. Holding her breath, she thumbed the screen awake, her shoulders slumping in relief when she saw it was just a reminder that her library books were due in three days.

			Although conscious of Frances sitting only a few dozen metres away, she managed, with the help of an ambient sounds app playing bird songs through her earbuds, to focus on her work. Mostly. As the morning went on, thoughts of Frances kissing her gave way to the job in hand. Clicking Send on the fifth article, she stretched her back and shoulders, then froze as she caught sight of the editor heading in her direction.

			“Shit!” she swore under her breath. “Now what do I do?” She was tempted to make a run for it. Pretend she hadn’t seen Frances and just get out of there as fast as she could.

			“Uh, Kit…”

			Too late. Kit glanced nervously around the office, checking there was no one in hearing distance. She really didn’t want this conversation and she sure as heck didn’t want anyone listening in.

			“Frances,” she said, plucking a bud from her ear and scooting her chair to the far side of her cubicle as Frances paused at the edge of her desk.

			“Look, I’m really, really sorry about last night,” Frances said in a low voice.

			“It’s okay,” Kit replied, keeping her eyes fixed on her computer screen. “There’s nothing to apologise for.”

			“I swear it will never happen again,” Frances went on.

			“Like I said,” Kit replied with a tight smile, fervently wishing this whole conversation would just stop. “It’s nothing, really.” She gave Frances a tight smile.

			“Okay. Thank you. And once again, I am really, really sorry.” Kit’s shoulders sagged in relief as Frances began to walk away, only to stiffen again when she stopped and turned back. 

			“Are we still on for this afternoon?”

			Hell, no, Kit said to herself. She could think of a thousand reasons to cancel, but instead she nodded. “Unless you’ve found somewhere else to live already,” she said.

			“Cool,” Frances replied. “See you out front about five then?” 

			Kit nodded, stuck her earbud back in and watched Frances’s retreat before turning her attention back to her screen. After reading the same sentence five times, she realised she was never going to get any work done. Not now. Not after that conversation. All she could think about was Frances promising never to kiss her again—and how disappointed she felt about that prospect.

			




Chapter Fifteen

			Back in her office, Frances sighed in relief. That hadn’t gone as badly as she had feared. At least she had cleared the air and could now get on with doing some work. That was the theory, anyway. In reality, that brief encounter had only served to strengthen her desire to kiss Kit again. By the time five o’clock came around, all she had been able to achieve was a heightened state of agitation. A state that only worsened when she walked outside and saw Kit standing beside her Vespa. She eyed the scooter’s seat with alarm. There really was not much room for two people on that thing. She would have to sit far too close to Kit for comfort.

			“Hop on,” Kit said, tossing Frances a helmet and straddling the seat.

			“Oh, uh, um, wouldn’t my car be better?” Frances said, hugging the helmet to her stomach.

			“Is it here?” Kit asked, peering through the visor of her own helmet at her.

			“Uh, no.” Frances shook her head. “It’s at the Waverley.”

			“Well, then, I guess we go with this. Come on.” She patted the seat behind her. “It’s perfectly safe,” she went on, responding to Frances’s hesitation.

			There was nothing for it, but to climb onto the scooter. Frances pulled the helmet onto her head, fastened its strap, swung her leg over the seat, and slid in behind Kit. She felt along the back of the seat, her heart sinking when she realised there was nothing there to cling to. She would have to put her arms around Kit’s waist. She gingerly stretched her arms around Kit, trying her best to not make contact with her body.

			“Hold tight,” Kit said, grabbing Frances’s left arm and pulling her close. Ignoring the frisson of desire that the contact elicited, she clutched at Kit’s shirt as she started the scooter and took off up Marchant Street toward the highway.

			The journey couldn’t end fast enough for Frances. For the whole ten minutes—which felt like an eternity—all she could think about was the way her breasts were pressed against Kit’s back and how their legs slid against each other. When they finally stopped, Frances couldn’t scramble off the scooter quickly enough, almost losing her balance in her haste. Luckily, Kit was too occupied with taking her helmet off to notice. Composing herself, Frances fluffed up her helmet-flattened hair, handed the helmet back to Kit, and followed her down the short crazy-paving path to the front door.

			“Leonie should be here soon,” Kit said, glancing at her watch. They stood in silence, studiously keeping their distance from one another for several excruciating minutes before Frances couldn’t stand it any longer and cracked.

			“Listen,” she said. “What I said this morning. About not kissing you again—”

			“I wish you would,” Kit interrupted.

			“What?” Frances wasn’t sure she had heard right.

			“Kiss me,” Kit said.

			Frances didn’t need to be asked again. She pulled Kit close, her head swimming as Kit responded to her kiss. Their lips mashed together, then opened as their tongues sought each other. Kit’s tasted faintly of coffee and aniseed, Frances noted before losing herself in the kiss.

			“Not interrupting anything, am I?”

			




Chapter Sixteen

			They tore apart from each other, gasping and blinking at the woman who stood grinning at them from the gate. They’d been so engrossed they hadn’t even heard the car pull up.

			“Could have saved myself a trip to the beach,” the blonde said, coming down the path and propping the surfboard she carried under one arm against the veranda post. “Seeing as how all the action’s going on here.”

			Kit and Frances flashed sheepish smiles at each other before Kit collected herself and made the introductions.

			“Leonie, Frances. Frances, Leonie.”

			Dressed in a faded blue T-shirt and palm tree-patterned board shorts, Leonie was the archetypal surfer, complete with long, damp, sun-bleached hair, bright blue eyes, and deeply tanned skin.

			“Figured as much,” Leonie said, grinning broadly as she shook Frances’s hand. “Although,” she said, turning to Kit, “I didn’t realise this is what was meant when people talk about a close working relationship!” She laughed uproariously at her own joke.

			“Oh ha ha,” Kit said, flushing furiously. “Can we just see the house, please?”

			“Sorry,” she mouthed to Frances as they followed Leonie inside.

			“It’s fine,” Frances replied, giving Kit’s hand a small squeeze. “It really was rather funny, don’t you think?”

			Kit rolled her eyes. “Don’t encourage her!” she hissed. “I’ll never hear the end of it as it is. Thank goodness it’s not long before she heads off to the UK.”

			“All right then, you two lovebirds,” Leonie said, flinging open the door on the left of the hallway. “The living room. Excuse the mess. It’s all half packed up.” They crowded into the room behind her. Packing boxes sat scattered around the room but didn’t obscure the whitewashed walls, gleaming floorboards, and blackened cast-iron fire grate that shone in the sunlight streaming from two windows that were set into the foot-deep walls.

			“What a lovely room,” Frances said. 

			“Bedroom,” Leonie said, opening the door on the other side of the hall to a room that was the mirror image of the living room. Frances nodded again. 

			“Just imagine how cosy you’ll both be snuggled up in here with the fire going,” Leonie said. “What?” she went on as Kit glared at her. “I’m only saying what you’re both thinking anyway.” She smirked at their reddening faces before leading them down the hallway to the kitchen, waving toward the two other doors leading off it as she went. “Bathroom. Second bedroom. And finally, the kitchen.”

			The kitchen was galley-style, running the full width of the house. A classic ceramic farmhouse sink sat under a large window that looked out into the back garden. The stove sat at one end of the room, while the other end was filled with a small dining table that could sit four people. 

			“I love that pantry,” Frances said. “Never had one of those before. The whole place is great. I’ll take it. That is, if you’ll have me as a tenant.”

			“Whoa, you haven’t checked out the bathroom yet,” Leonie said. “That could be a deal breaker!”

			“I don’t think so,” Frances said, following her to the room. “It’s gorgeous!” “It” was a claw-footed bath that filled one end of the room. A vintage-style pedestal basin and toilet complemented the bath. “I can just see myself taking long, luxurious baths in here!”

			Images of a naked Frances relaxing in a bubble-filled bath leapt into Kit’s mind. Her face grew hot at the thought of being in that tub with Frances. Thankfully, both Leonie and Frances were too engrossed in studying the bathroom’s features to notice how flustered she had become. 

			“I’m glad you like it.” Leonie grinned, peering over Frances’s shoulder into the room. “I did it all myself. You should have seen what was in here before. It was a nightmare!”

			“I love the place,” Frances said. “Where do I sign?”

			“Excellent.” Leonie clapped her on the shoulder.

			Kit took the opportunity to escape out onto the veranda to compose herself while the two women spent a few minutes discussing the details.

			“Okay,” Kit said, once Leonie and Frances had shaken hands on the deal and joined her outside. “We’ll let you get on with your evening. Let me know when you’re up for some farewell drinks, yeah?”

			Leonie nodded and waved as Kit led Frances back along the garden path and out to the Vespa.

			“Hop on,” Kit said, passing Frances a helmet. She grinned to herself as Frances climbed aboard and snuggled against her back, then steered the scooter onto the road and headed back into town. This was not quite how she imagined the day would turn out, but it felt good, right even, having Frances there behind her.

			 

			 

			Frances was startled when Kit drove straight past the Waverley and headed toward the eastern outskirts of town, but she realised quickly where Kit was taking them as she wound their way up through the residential streets that flanked Cannington’s highest vantage point.

			“Beacon Hill!” she said, once Kit had cut the engine. “God, I haven’t been up here in years!” She clambered off the scooter and removed her helmet as she wandered over to the safety barrier to take in the view. Cannington lay sprawled out around Trelawney Bay, whose waters at this time of evening had turned to a glittering pewter.

			“We need to talk,” Kit said, joining her. 

			Frances turned her back to the view, perching against the railing, and looked up at Kit, whose face was creased with concern.

			“Okay,” she said slowly, not sure where this was going. Her heart raced at the thought that Kit was about to end things before they had even begun. That she was about to launch into the “This was all a big mistake and can we put it behind us?” speech.

			“So, ah, this whole thing has come as bit of a surprise,” Kit said. 

			“Here it comes,” Frances muttered to herself. She stared at Kit, who looked away, shoved her hands deep into her pockets, and scuffed her boot at the loose gravel. She was so ill at ease, it could only mean one thing. Frances braced herself, while at the same time marshalling her counterarguments.

			“And it’s all been a bit quick,” Kit continued. “But, if it’s all the same to you, I’m keen to see where this goes.” She gave Frances a searching look, a look of doubt growing on her face as Frances stared at her in open-mouthed surprise.

			“Okay, right. Forget I said anything,” Kit said into the growing silence. Her words snapped Frances out of her stupor. She sprang to her feet and caught hold of Kit’s wrist, stopping her from walking away.

			“Sorry, sorry,” she said. “It’s just that I was so convinced you were about to call this, this…” She flailed around, searching for the word that described whatever it was that was happening between them, then gave up. “Call it off,” she went on. “It took a while for what you actually said to sink in. Sorry,” she said again. “So…yes, let’s see where this goes.”

			




Chapter Seventeen

			Kit dropped Frances off at the Waverley, lifting her hand in acknowledgment as Frances waved and smiled before disappearing through the front doors. They’d both agreed that they each needed some space right now to think about what had transpired. And boy, did Kit have a lot to think about. Like how she had gone from deciding to pretend that nothing had happened to willingly snogging her boss in less than twenty-four hours. And after knowing the woman for barely over a week! And how, barely an hour after saying she wanted to see where this went, she was now having second thoughts about the whole thing. The speed of it all was scaring her.

			“What?” she said to Marvin, who stared up at her owlishly from his end of the settee as she came in the door. “Can’t a woman change her mind?” She slumped down next to him and scooped him onto her lap, ignoring his irritated, “Mreow.”

			“It was all her fault. She shouldn’t have kissed me in the first place. Then I could have quietly ignored that I was attracted to her. And then I wouldn’t be in this mess at all.”

			Marvin’s only response was a deep reverberating purr that vibrated against Kit’s thighs. 

			 

			 

			She was no clearer in her mind about Frances when she walked through the doors of the Clarion the next day. She nodded in appreciation at the foyer’s fresh new look. Smoky grey carpet tiles replaced the old worn-out carpet. The walls shone under a new coat of pearly-looking paint, while a pair of funky armchairs created a welcoming little space to one side. The only thing that hadn’t changed was Enid. Kit waved to the older woman as she swiped her card and pushed her way through to the newsroom. The renovations over in the design corner were ongoing, with new workstations being installed amid much hammering and drilling.

			Kit shoved her bag under her desk, booted up her computer, grabbed her mug, and headed straight to the kitchen. Her heart skipped when she spotted Frances in a small knot of people clustered around the coffee machine and peering at its innards.

			“Problem?” she asked.

			“I think it’s given up the ghost,” Clarrie replied, giving the machine a disgusted whack with his hand. “Piece of cheap shit. It’s always doing this. We should have just forked out for a more expensive one to start with. Right, who’s coming to Bean Worx with me?” he said, referring to the coffee bar attached to the nearby art gallery. He headed out, followed closely by Julie, and Susan Winters, the advertising accounts manager.

			“Okay?” Frances asked Kit as the door swung closed behind the trio.

			“Yep.” Kit nodded. “You?”

			“Yep.” Frances smiled in reply. “So, do you want to catch up for a bite after work?”

			“Sorry, I can’t. I’ve got a squash game with my mate.”

			“No problem,” Frances
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