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‘Hello? Where are you?’  

‘Who the bloody hell is that?’ Gabe Martin yelled as 

he slammed the pantry door shut. Damn it, he lived alone, he 

liked his damn solitude, and it felt like his house was turning 

into bloody Pitt Street. He scratched at the medical tape that 

pulled the skin at his temple. He still needed to wear the eye 

patch for another two weeks, and the itch was driving him 

mad.  

The footsteps in the hall stopped for a moment, 

before resuming again. They were measured, brisk steps that 

seemed neither timid nor retreating. He eyed the door with a scowl, projecting a ‘get the hell lost’ 

vibe, as though that would make his newest intruder run in the opposite direction.  

No such luck. The woman pushed the kitchen door open and strode through as though she 

had every right to be here. He glared at the tin of Spam in his hand, hefting it as if he was 

considering throwing it.  

‘I wouldn’t,’ she warned him, a smile on her face. ‘Because I’ll peg it right back at you.’  

Gabe turned his consideration to the woman. She was tall, with a long brown hair pulled 

back into a braid that hung over one shoulder. Her hazel-green eyes met his gaze with a challenge 

that dared him to throw the processed meat product at her. She wore jeans and a navy t-shirt that 

looked soft and thin, as though it was a well-loved and well-worn. On the left side of the chest was a 

faded logo of a hand, with the words ‘Hands On Physiotherapy’ in an arc above it.  

He looked at her with barely concealed suspicion. Another damn physio. She walked over to 

him, stretching her hand out.  



‘I’m Bella, by the way. Bella Tompkins, your new carer.’  

‘I thought I’d gotten rid of you lot,’ he said, ignoring her hand. Every time one of these 

‘carers’ turned up, he experienced more pain – and no discernible improvement in his situation.  

The woman shook her head as she slowly dropped her hand to her side. ‘Nah. I’m the one 

they call in when they want to break out the big guns.’ She gestured to the tin in his hand. ‘Need 

some help with that?’  

He looked down at the can he gripped tightly in his good hand. It had an attached ‘key’ that 

had to be removed and slotted onto the metal tongue, then twisted to slowly peel the strip back. It 

was a two-handed job.  

‘No.’  

He slammed the tin onto the counter and turned to face her. ‘I don’t want you here.’  

She nodded. ‘I understand, but the conditions of your insurance payout are that you receive 

physiotherapy, rehabilitation and in-home care until such time as you are re-employable and able to 

take care of yourself.’  

He scowled at her. He knew the conditions, damn it. If he didn’t go through with the rehab, 

he didn’t get the insurance money. No insurance meant no food on the table and the very real 

possibility of losing the home he’d just inherited from his great-aunt. Damn it. He clenched his fists – 

well, one of them, anyway. His left fist just curled a little, and the muscles in his jaw tightened.  

It wasn’t fair, damn it. His boss, Lionel Lowry, had accidentally shot him. Accidentally, in that 

Lowry had fully intended to fire his weapon, just not at Gabe. No, Gabe just happened to be at the 

wrong place at the wrong time. But that was only the half of it. Gabe had then had to prove his 

innocence and clear his name with the police after Lowry and his partner, Dunn, were arrested on a 

whole host of charges ranging from fraud to assault.  

And now he was stuck with an arm that didn’t work. He was a builder, damn it. How could 

he build with one arm?  



The simple answer was – he couldn’t. He couldn’t work. He had no job. The construction 

company he’d worked for was now in the hands of financial administrators, and he couldn’t 

physically work. 

He was useless, damn it. His shoulder ached constantly, he had a limited range of 

movement, he’d lost muscle strength and he still couldn’t feel all of his fingers. The tingling 

sensation in his fingers fluctuated from annoying on a good day to excruciating on a bad one.  

And now he had another pest who thought she could poke and prod around, cause him 

more pain, just for the hell of it.  

Several months after the accident, and he still couldn’t open a tin of Spam, for Pete’s sake. 

Just getting dressed was an ordeal that left him achy and trembling with fatigue.  

‘Why don’t I make us some lunch, and then I can assess the damage to your arm and 

shoulder and take it from there?’ the woman said brightly.  

He brushed past her and stormed out of the kitchen. ‘Screw you.’ 

© Shannon Curtis 2014 

 


