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This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are a product of the author’s imagination. Any resemblance to actual people, living or dead, or businesses, companies, events, institutions or locales is entirely coincidental.
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As a reader, you may wonder why some words seem misspelt, but as an Australian writer, I use English spellings rather than American ones. So, NO! I am not a poor speller, and I have used the spell check, but with an Australian slant.

I loved recounting the story of Kate and Max, and I hope you enjoyed the unfolding tale of their trials and successes.

If you enjoyed the book and have a moment, I would appreciate a brief review on the page or site where you purchased it. Your help in spreading the word is appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a significant difference in helping new readers discover stories like One More Chance.  

Contact me at

robyncrye.author@gmail.com
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“For goodness' sake, Kate, why must you go to the city for a job? You know you can work at the shop, and if you don’t want to work for your father, I’m sure Brian at the hardware store would give you a job.”

Kate groaned at the argument her mother repeated whenever she saw Kate on the employment website. It was hardly worth defending her choice, but her mother wouldn’t let Kate ignore her. Keeping her temper under control was difficult when she repeatedly listened to her mother’s arguments, and controlling her response became harder after each lecture.

“Mum, I know there are retail jobs here for me, but I want to use my qualifications as an admin person in a business.”

“Why  you wanted to attend college to get that certificate is beyond me. Are you too good to work in the businesses around town?”

“It’s not that I’m too good to work here; I don’t want to work in retail sales. That might suit Suzy, but it doesn’t suit me. Please support my choices instead of constantly criticising me for having goals that differ from my sister's. Don’t fool yourself into thinking that Suzy is happy to work in retail sales; she stays in town because she is sweet on Barry Holland and hopes to become Mrs Holland soon. Good for her if she wants to be a wife and mother by her twenty-fifth birthday, but I have other dreams.”

As her mother huffed and left the room, Kate sighed. So far, the employment section of the website hadn’t turned up any possible jobs in her area of expertise, but she wasn’t giving up. If she took a job with her parents while looking for another opportunity, she would be stuck forever in a dead-end job in her hometown. It wasn’t that Kate didn’t like her hometown; she just wanted the experience that living in a bigger city could offer.

When Kate applied to attend college in the nearby town, her friends and family couldn’t understand why she would choose to travel each day when they had an excellent institute in her own community. Some friends thought that Kate felt superior and was too good to attend the local community college, but the courses the school provided for women focused on homemaking and domestic skills, which didn’t interest Kate. The sexist division of classes that the college offered students set Kate’s teeth on edge. The community’s women were trained as homemakers because the population expected the men to be the breadwinners. Was she the only woman in her age group who wanted more than learning how to cook and raise a family? She was sure that this division of roles did not dominate the lives of the men and women in the city, and she wanted to test her theory.

An advert caught her eye as she flicked aimlessly through the job site. A building contractor’s ad for Carmichael Contracting caught her eye, and she pulled up the job vacancy. The job was as an administrative assistant to help the company service the increasing number of clients. After Kate checked the permanency of the job, the remuneration, and the extras offered, she emailed her resume along with a cover letter. She had no intention of sharing her job application with her family, but excitement ran through her. Telling her mother would dampen Kate’s excitement because she was sure her mother would find reasons for Kate to rescind her application. Even her sister was scathing of Kate’s life choices. 

“What is wrong with staying in town and marrying one of the local boys? Are you too good for the men we went to school with? What are you going to say if you move to the city and your new, wonderful job falls apart? You will have to come back here with your tail tucked between your legs, and by then, the eligible men will all have wives or fiancées. Your ambition might result in you becoming a spinster, still working retail when you are old.”

Kate shrugged whenever her sister started that conversation. Why couldn’t her family understand her desire to better herself? 

“Why is it so wrong to want something better than living in my childhood home until some man comes along and offers me a lifetime of cooking, cleaning and doing his laundry. If you want to be a homemaker, that’s fine, but it is not what I want.”

When she had placed the application, she would keep the information to herself until she received either a date for the interview or a refusal. She would keep her fingers crossed; hopefully, this job application would result in an interview and, eventually, a job. 

The acceptance came two weeks after Kate sent her resume, and her excitement was hard to contain. Carmichael Contracting were offering her a job on a three-month trial basis. After the probation period, the job became full-time, and the bonuses for healthcare and other benefits made her smile. This opportunity was not one she intended to turn down, and all she needed to do now was notify her parents that she had a job in the city and weather their comments and criticisms as she organised to leave her hometown. The disappointed and disapproving expressions on her family’s faces saddened Kate. Why couldn’t her family be happy for her? 

Kate packed her belongings into the two suitcases she had recently bought, as her sister had refused to let her use the family's only bag. Kate laughed at her sister’s refusal. Did Suzy believe that Kate would have to remain at home if she couldn’t use the battered old case the family owned? Kate wondered if Suzy was jealous of the opportunity she had availed herself of, but no matter the reason, Kate was going to forge her own path. Instead of ridiculing Kate, Suzy should examine her choices and decide whether the path she has set for herself is the one she wants. Had Kate’s bid for independence and a better life made Suzy regret her decisions, or was she so convinced that Kate would fail that she was trying to protect her sister? Kate didn’t know what Suzy’s motivation was, and as she packed her bags, she discovered she didn’t care.

Driving away from her childhood home felt both sad and exhilarating. Despite her mother’s refusal to understand Kate’s desire for something more than a retail job —marriage and motherhood —Kate would miss her family. She had never lived anywhere but at home with her parents, and at age twenty-three, Kate felt the need for independence. After working so hard to gain her qualifications, she was ready to put her skills to the test, and Carmichael Constructions sounded like the place to do that.

The two-hour drive went without a hitch, and when Kate pulled up at the boarding house, she was ready for a break. The residence was an aged brick building without gardens or other features to soften the starkness of the house, but Kate had investigated the business online and read the reviews. According to former boarders, the place was basic but clean, with kitchen facilities open to guests. An evening meal could be included in the cost, and Kate decided to avail herself of the service.

Once Kate checked in to the residence, she unpacked her clothes, leaving her business attire at the front of the small wardrobe. Kate was excited to begin her new job, but had allowed herself two days to become acquainted with the area. Her primary concern was finding permanent accommodation, and although she could remain in the boarding house as long as she wanted, she yearned for the independence of living alone. For now, she would settle into her new job and worry about finding other accommodation once she was settled.

After Kate’s first day, which was a nerve-wracking experience for her, she settled into a routine. The flat she found was relatively inexpensive, and she was excited to have her own home at last.
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Kate rolled over and slapped the top of the old-fashioned alarm clock.  She levered herself from her bed with a groan and padded to the bathroom.  The early morning was nippy at this time of year, and the cheap linoleum on the floor felt like ice on her bare feet.  She hoped the tenant in the next flat hadn’t used all the hot water, but she wasn’t optimistic.  Shivering as she waited for the hot water to come through, Kate caught sight of herself in the cracked glass that masqueraded as a mirror.  The view was not encouraging; she had lost weight since her move because she couldn’t be bothered to cook for herself most nights.  Often, her evening meal consisted of chips or snack-type food, but after the vision in the mirror, Kate realised she needed to take better care of herself.  When she rang her mother, she assured her that she was looking after herself, but the mirror's reflection called her a liar.

As a total novice in the world of renting, Kate had locked herself into a six month lease in a substandard flat. The landlord had pointed out some items he said were on his list of repairs, but Kate wondered how long it had been, given he had made none of the improvements he had flagged when she signed the lease. One of her major concerns was the lack of hot water in the bathroom.

When it became apparent that the best she could hope for was lukewarm water, Kate gritted her teeth and stepped into the shower.  She cursed as she soaped herself and vowed to have words with her landlord and neighbour.  As Kate pulled on her clothes, she decided to get even with her neighbour for his lack of consideration.  She would shower before bed tonight and leave the hot water tap dripping all night so there would be no hot water when the annoying man next door wanted a shower the following day.  Kate chuckled; her decision for revenge made her feel better.

Not a morning person.  Kate hated rising early to battle the peak-hour traffic and swore to move closer to her job when she had saved enough for a deposit.  The flat she lived in was a rundown house converted to two apartments, but at the moment, it was the only place Kate could afford. When she applied for the job, Kate never imagined her life would revolve around work and sitting in rush-hour traffic each morning. A wave of homesickness swamped her, and tears welled in Kate’s eyes.  Why did she think a job in the city was a better option than staying home with family and friends and working at the local hardware store?  Being new to the area, she had no friends she could call on to keep her company, and for the first time since her move to Hillcrest, Kate wondered if her decision was the best one.  She shook her head as she waited for the coffee to perk, considering her life choices before her morning coffee were not a great idea.

When Kate joined the long line of traffic headed towards the city, she groaned in frustration.  The morning and evening were slow torture, and as Kate thought of her roomy, cheerful home in Westlake, she determined that she would stay in the area for a year, and if things didn’t improve, she would go home and concede defeat.  The line of traffic continued to crawl forward, a few feet at a time, and Kate sighed with relief when she reached the off-ramp that would take her through less congested roads to her workplace. The daily crawl into the city made Kate question the intelligence of town planners. Instead of adding endless highways and bypasses, traffic would no longer be a problem if there were a reliable train service. Shaking her head at the stupidity of bureaucrats, Kate glanced at her watch, which showed that today she had made reasonably good time, and she took the last sip from her travel cup and pulled into her parking space at Carmichael Constructions.  The car parked in the lot belonged to Beth, her supervisor.  The business was in its infancy, but Kate thought the owner, Max Carmichael, was ambitious and would expand; with that expansion, she hoped her responsibilities would increase along with her pay.

An SUV pulled into the lot behind her as she climbed from her car.  The
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