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Chapter 1

Greg Sheppard was one of the last to step out from the warmth of his schoolteacher’s red brick bungalow and into the cool of the summer night. He knew his father would be late picking him up, he always was. Heading toward the gate, he stopped halfway down the path, his thoughts halting him into the semi stunned realisation that his life was progressing so quickly now that he was almost a teenager. New experiences every day, new feelings that he had never felt before but tonight, had proven to be extraordinary.

It was a Friday night, the night of the year 7’s primary school social held at their teacher’s home. Everyone was sitting on chairs arranged in a circle in Mr Bourke’s lounge room, heads and eyes slightly bowed, hiding that preadolescent embarrassment.

When Kara arrived, all the seats were taken. Kara simply walked up to Greg and sat on his lap. While Mr Bourke started panicking, and raced to find another chair, Greg was stunned. He was surprised she’d chosen his lap to sit on, and sat there motionless, wondering where to put his hands.

He knew Kara of course, having been in the same class all year, however he’d never had much to do with her. Neither had he ever been this close to a girl, so the action sent a warmth through his body he couldn’t explain, but he liked it. It wasn’t long before more chairs arrived and Kara was instructed to move from his lap by the nervous teacher. She hopped up looking back at him, and with a smile, moved off to talk to some other girls that had just arrived. It was a while before that new found yummy feeling subsided and Greg returned to normal.

The night had been tame, and typical as first socials go, especially under the sugar-coated eagle-eyes of the grown-ups. By about 10.00 p.m., parents started to arrive, and everyone began to say their goodbyes and leave.

As Greg stood there, on the path, caught in his own headspace, Kara appeared in front of him. She stood right up close, directly in front of him, and kissed him.

Just like that!

Her first connection with his lips was barely a peck—small, gentle, and nearly a matter-of-fact touch, more like a quick kiss goodbye. She hesitated, leaning her head back away from him, but then looked directly into his eyes, straightened and moved forward again. Her soft lips pressed against his—firmer this time, which to Greg, held for what felt like minutes, but in reality, lasted only a second or two. Greg was frozen, he didn’t know how to kiss, he just stood there with his lips still puckered, as Kara ran off to her waiting mother.

Throughout the night, they’d never spoke.

Not a word.

He felt a warmth flood his body, screaming out a language he didn’t understand. This must be what love is, he thought. His heels steadied back to the ground as he pulled himself together and looked around to see a few of the others kids staring at him. They’d obviously seen what had just happened. This will be the talk of the school next week.

Greg jumped into the front seat of his father’s big Dodge Phoenix that had finally arrived. The street was now empty.

‘Did you have a good time, Greg?’ his father asked as the car moved away from the curb.

‘Yeah, I did dad, it was better than I expected,’ was all he could muster. His father was a lovely man but they weren’t close enough for this conversation.

While the next day was the weekend for his classmates, it was a workday for Greg. He’d quietly worked a Saturday morning job for the past couple of years, pulling car parts off wrecked vehicles in a car graveyard. Unbeknown to anyone at school, this was survival, not a career as such. On this particular morning, he worked in a complete daze, consumed with the recollection and feelings from the night before.

I must be in love, and Kara is my woman. She’s not the prettiest girl in the class, maybe third behind Anna and Karen, and she’s not the most popular, but she’s mine. My first and only love.

He spent the day with his head in the clouds trying to plan how he could support his beloved twelve-year-old soulmate on the $5.00 he earnt each Saturday. Love will find a way he thought, as the Sidchrome ratchet clicked away in his hand.

That kiss unknowingly changed both of their lives. The imprint and the impact of their connection is the mere start of this story.


Chapter 2

He tossed his bag on the floor, shed his Ted Baker suit coat, and wrenched off his tie in the first moments of entering his North Adelaide townhouse. He unbuttoned his shirt with one hand and headed to the kitchen. Today had been a big day. It was a relief to stop and take a breath after what had been a month of solid negotiations. He grabbed a glass and poured himself a wine.

Securing a major tourism event contract always felt good. He was usually keen to share in celebrations with his team but tonight he strangely wasn’t interested, finding himself left wanting… something. He didn’t know what or why. He wandered around his apartment, as if searching for the release that the peace of coming home after working away normally offered him.

Stepping out onto the balcony, the heat of the day and the usual Friday night city traffic pounded through him, offering no comfort. Aside from the warm feeling building in his chest from the wine, he didn’t feel the usual glow of excitement that he craved after closing a deal. He let out a sigh. The couch it is then, he thought.

He walked back inside, grabbed the remote, and sank into the soft, tan leather.

Greg looked around his apartment. He glanced at the photos of his daughters on the wall. His thoughts were turbulent. I must call the girls tomorrow; they’ll be wondering why they haven’t heard from me this week. God, I miss them.

The long-past sound of their giggles and chatter in his ears as he carried them, one in each arm, down the hallway each morning echoed in his mind. He smiled, remembering how his wife would laugh as he walked them into the kitchen, teasing and cajoling them into breakfast and the bustle of their morning routine.

We gave them a happy life, he thought to himself.

But life and relationships change over time. Just as history forever tells, there are always leaders and followers. Greg was a dynamic leader. His wife was a committed follower. He was charismatic, ambitious, and social, while she was steadfast, quiet, and shy. As the years progressed, she struggled to keep pace with their increasingly high-profile lifestyle. So, it was no surprise that once their daughters had grown, he and his wife both agreeably moved to a new passage of life for themselves, forever friends, bonded by their now-adult children, but little more than that.

On his own in those initial years after the divorce, he had worked hard to ensure his wife, their girls, and all the family stayed close. 

After kicking off his shoes, he flicked the clasp of his watch, resting it carefully on the coffee table. The watch had been such an extravagance back when he’d bought it in celebration of securing his first big contract. Staring at it, and surrounded by all the luxury of the apartment, it reminded Greg that, he could want for nothing more. These days, he had all the toys that any man could wish for, an AMG Mercedes Benz; a forty-eight-foot Riviera Cruiser; his 1200cc Kawasaki motorcycle and connections and networks around the world as director of a renowned event production company. He should not dare look back.

But that was then, and this is now. ‘You have a great life,’ he scolded himself out loud. He picked up his phone and started scrolling through social media. This was a daily necessity for work, but tonight it was just as a distraction. As he flicked through the newsfeed of the many colleagues and friends, he saw a post from one of his primary school mates, Paul. I must call him. We haven’t seen each other in person since our primary school reunion.

Primary school. Thirty-five years ago. His mind meandered and then rested on that memory. He could still see her.

They were both twelve years old. Already, he was instantly noticeable; in contrast, she was part of the background. Yet she was the one who dramatically changed his life all those years ago. In seconds, a brief smile and a shudder of delight flickered through him. She had started his engine in an unexpected moment, and his life seemed to continue to fire on all eight cylinders ever since. Probably thanks to her.

The mention of her name this week as a local contact, innocently suggested by the producer for the event he was negotiating, had kept bumping into his thoughts. ‘If it’s the same lady you’re thinking of, she’s into community development and used to be married to a local footballer named Werner. They ran a building company here in Clare.’ Greg had discreetly smothered his personal interest that had surged at the moment, all the while listening intently to the information about this woman. He put this to the back of his mind. He had work to do.

But tonight, with rare private time for himself, that suppressed desire to find her, had suddenly resurfaced. God, I would just love to say hi and tell her how that little moment changed my life.

No longer camouflaged by a white gold band and a married name, her existence was once again revealed and created another possible chance to reconnect. He started a search for her profile on Facebook. He’d done this many times before… all without success. ‘Well look at that, its’ her!’ he said as the lingering memory of those eyes merged with the sight before him. It took him the next hour to compose a message, trying to be casual, but with feeling. He finally hit send. And then waited.

He finished his glass of wine and fixed himself a light meal, he checked his phone every five minutes, listening for that familiar ping.

He half-heartedly watched television before showering. Hours passed, until eventually, he headed to bed, still hoping that the girl who had stayed in his memory all those years would respond to his message.

Little did he know how long it would take.


Chapter 3

Kara Werner’s husband had finally passed away. Well, in reality, he was still very much alive, but in these past four years since the sudden and dramatic end to their twenty-three years together, Kara had officially laid him to rest. He still lived close, but she was no longer afraid of him. It had taken so much time to put the pieces of her true self back together, like a 10,000-piece jigsaw—slowly and carefully. Her friends, the home she redesigned in the fashion of her new life, her work and her garden offered her comfort and sanctuary. The quietly confident, articulate, caring, sometimes silly and fun woman had emerged from the ashes. Kara had allowed her real colour and style to shine through.

When she finally changed her surname back to her maiden name, it was like she’d passed the test and at last had a licence to drive her own life. She was finally happy.

She didn’t know that there was one piece missing.

A very important piece.

[image: A black line on a white background

Description automatically generated]

What on earth are you doing woman? Should you really be doing this, Kara? Her sensible, mature self, tried in vain to scream at her resurgent adolescent heart, which had driven her to uncharacteristically start throwing clothes, shoes, and make-up into a bag in the middle of the night. Her car had nearly found its own way from her driveway to the main street of the Clare township, before she thought to turn on the headlights. ‘Get a grip woman, you need to calm down!’ she told herself, as she applied the brakes to slow the speed of her car back to within the town limit. She’d been driving as fast as her heart, totally oblivious to the road, any rules or any of her surroundings.

As she reached Adelaide Road, she turned up the music that streamed from her phone. She needed a distraction from her thoughts, concentrate on driving, get to the city safely and get on that plane.

Try as she might to focus on the 140 kilometres ahead, the beat of her favourite tunes only accentuated the shuddering waves of excitement and fear that kept crashing through her body. She gripped the steering wheel as the sound of his voice and the recap of the messages they had exchanged in these past forty-eight hours consumed her head like a thunderous applause.

‘How could I have missed his message? I could’ve met him two years before now!’ she scolded herself out loud.

He was someone she only knew on the thin thread of a heart-struck memory from decades ago. After all this time on her own, someone arrived unexpectedly with a powerful jolt into her world. A man who’d searched for her, supposedly having held her in his heart for decades. It was unbelievable. Electrifying and frightening all at the same time.

It’s crazy. It’s ludicrous! The thoughts crashed along at a pace now faster than her car, and the conversation with herself continued.

Yes, he is a long-lost friend. Well… sort of. You know who he is, or rather who he was all those years ago. Maybe? There is the fact that, you kissed him—once or sort of twice. But you were only kids. He was so cute then and doesn’t seem to have changed much. But you did only see him for two minutes at the chance meeting on the day before you got married. That was over twenty years ago! You really have no idea who he is or what you are doing!

Kara had been both surprised and secretly aroused by finding his message and the open, honest conversations they’d since shared during the past two days. She’d warmed instantly to his voice. He emitted a tone that conveyed both strength and softness, like whipped cream—cool, gentle, calm, yet all the while, so powerful and sultry. Kara kept mentally replaying the text messages and conversations she’d had with him over the past couple of days. I still can’t believe how I missed his message when he first sent it!

She’d been sitting in the chair at her beloved Michael’s hairdressing salon, enjoying the welcome ‘quiet time’ between tinting and rinse.

Kara always loved the enforced relaxation time that her time in the ‘chair’ gave, so she’d often just flick through magazines or casually through Facebook on her phone, just some little indulges away from work. Tonight, she’d welcomed this time to check her new tablet. It was only then she noticed a message and a new friend request. She’d never paid much attention to those requests, as few were legitimate friends, but this one surprised her.

What? It can’t be? She read it again. Oh my God… how have I not seen this before? Michael picked her physical response through the mirror—her wide eyes, a smirk and rather awkward expression that had appeared. A mix of secrecy, excitement, and embarrassment all at once.

‘Okay… what’s got you grinning there, Kara?’ he asked.

‘Oh. Oh, nothing really… well…?’

As she looked up, she spied his inquisitive stare fixed on her that commanded an honest response. ‘I’ve just found a message from a boy— I mean— he’s a man now, who I knew in primary school. He’s evidently been searching for me for a while!’

‘Let me see. Wow, he looks hot,’ Michael said as she held up the tablet for him to see. ‘You crushed on him in primary school, didn’t you? I would have!’ Michael said. The comment was no surprise to Kara. Michael caught her confirming blush—before she even said a word.

‘Oh, alright— yes. I did. Lots. But he never spoke to me.’

‘Well go on then—make up for that, you’re a grown-up girl now, send him a message!’ said Michael with a naughty grin.

‘Stop that! I’ll think about it. Now come on, let’s get this hair finished!’ Kara said with a laugh as she snap-closed her tablet.

While usually loving the banter she shared with Michael, and with whom after 13 years as a hairdresser and confidante she could implicitly trust, tonight she just wanted to get home and indulge in her own discovery. The power of a simple message.

[image: Image]

But that was sent over two years ago.

‘How on earth could I have missed this?’ she kept asking herself. She immediately started a message in reply, wanting desperately to apologise for her oversight.

However, it took her until after 11.00 p.m. that night to respond. She was trying to find the right words, wanting her reply to sound casual yet interested. She wanted to confirm she understood what ‘special memory’ he was referring to, but all the while not wanting the real thrill of his contact to be revealed… well, not just yet.

Her heart was thumping with beats faster than the music as she gripped firmly to the steering wheel, as much to steady herself than the car. Her body had taken over as she imagined what may happen in the next two days. Sudden tremors and waves of sheer heat and pleasure kept rising from between her legs, throbbing and pulsing vibrantly, throughout her whole body.

She thought this was nervous excitement, her mind not yet realising what her body already knew. She was becoming aroused by just the thought of this man sending her sweet and suggestive messages, let alone the possibility that within twenty-four hours she could be making love to a man she hardly knew.

It would be the first time in over four years she’d been with a man. She hadn’t refused to stay in his room. The body shivers and delicious vibes kept escalating.


Chapter 4

Greg awoke and glanced around. Yes, those familiar white sheets. It was Wednesday morning, and he was close to half-way finished with this project. He was lying in bed in yet another strange hotel. This was the part that he both loved and disliked about his job. As director of one of the country’s most successful advertising and event management companies, he had spent years, always on the go. The constant planning, travel, and schedules were gruelling and tiresome, but there were benefits and she was lying next to him.

He gently climbed out of bed and went to the bathroom.

Returning, he slipped carefully back under the sheet. Lying on his back, his head turned to look at her. She was still asleep. He loved seeing her tousled blonde hair across the pillow, the evidence of last night’s passionate lovemaking. It had been amazing—so hot, slow, deep, and tender. Tess was a special and beautiful woman. They had met a couple of years ago at the launch of a campaign for her now former husband’s computer company. It happened that her husband had assigned her to help Greg, the event production manager, to offer any ‘assistance’ he needed.

She had such a mixture of hidden and yet obvious appeal. Later Greg had explained to her, ‘You struck me instantly with your beauty, while trying to be so inconspicuous that I couldn’t help but notice to you.’

Despite being so willing to help, as she casually chatted away, he also noticed how she looked and felt out of place with her fast-paced and upwardly climbing husband. She was clearly smart and attractive, however, had lost her voice and self behind his glitzy ambition and the blueprint he’d inadvertently laid out for her to fulfil as the director’s wife. Greg quickly picked that she had hidden strength, dreams and desires of her own.

Greg could not shield himself from being attracted. She was not only exquisite on the eye, but had picked the glimmer of the star, seemingly shouting out to shine, behind a dark shroud. He simply smiled, listened and started to share snippets of his own life.

In a matter of days, she’d felt so comfortable with Greg’s genuine interest that her guarded covers slipped away to reveal her natural beauty and maturity. The two of them couldn’t help become friends, confidantes and then lovers. The mutual attraction was instant, deep and powerful. They attempted to restore themselves to life before they met, Tess with her husband, and each with their children, they both suffered a period of abstinence and contrition.

Their forcefield connection could not be denied. After barely another six months, each of them broke free of their former lives.

Despite the near insatiable appetite for each other’s company and their heated attraction on every level, from the outset, they’d committed to retaining their own individual lives. However, by the time the eventual divorce from her husband was finalised, Tess and Greg found themselves hungry to spend more and more time together. Such was their bonded attraction, that these days, it was whenever they could. Today, she was to be wrenched away from him, as, she was heading back to Melbourne, to check on a shipment for her homeware business while he still had the TV shoot to finish here in Sydney.

Tess was lying on her side, facing away from him. Greg stretched out, deliberately allowing his arm to brush across her back, and turned his body towards her, his toes gently moving up and down the silky flesh of her legs. She stirred, her body twitching and moving ever so slightly.

He loved this time, the beginning of ‘morning after’ sex, so sweet and possibly the most intimate, like taking a breath as you climbed into a hot bath. He loved the delight and anticipation, just knowing that within minutes, he would again feel the rise of the heat and resurgence of the passion from only hours before. He started by brushing soft kisses down the nape of her neck and across her shoulders.

Greg knew she was awake even though she hadn’t spoken a word. He waited for that blissful moment when she eased her body closer towards him, slowly edging her butt cheeks to press against his thighs, casually brushing across his groin, to feel him already getting hard. She arched her back slightly, allowing her legs to part just enough to give him access to her.

This minute said it all. It was the beckoning invitation that Greg loved most. ‘Now’ and ‘please’ her body called. As he gently lifted her head to cradle her in his arms from behind, he slipped between her legs and just inside her… feeling that already wet invitation and acceptance of his first thrust, waiting to hear her barely audible first gasp. This was a feeling like no other.

It was only then that he whispered, ‘Good morning, beautiful,’ before pushing inside her again. She arched further to have as much of him as she could and it wasn’t long before they both sang the song of ecstasy. Greg loved the start of each day with this delightful woman beside him.

Spooned together with Greg’s fingertips brushing up and down her back, Tess was lost in the afterglow of her orgasmic awakening. Jolted back into the day by the alarm, she turned to kiss him and then reluctantly headed to the bathroom, mindful she had a flight to catch. Greg reached for his phone and booked her a cab, knowing full well she’d forgotten to organise one last night.

Tess gazed into the bathroom mirror of their hotel suite, hands pressing onto the bench. The reflection staring back at her with her vivid Mediterranean blue eyes was finally one that expressed her radiance.

Her golden hair looked even prettier these days now that it fell naturally, allowing its length to graze below her shoulder blades. Her body still defied its age; while still firm, it was now energised in all the right places, and her skin was ever so much softer than before. As was her smile.

She knew why. Feeling loved and cherished had transformed her more than any clothes or stylist could ever imagine or provide. He alone had been the catalyst. Greg had inspired the woman she now saw in front of her. His love and attention had raised her confidence and energy, giving her the strength to establish her own business too. He was the reason she felt so alive and happy today and every day during the past two years. Her eyes shone.

She wished she didn’t have to leave. Whether travelling or at home, it was the same feeling after each time she lay with him.

Like early this morning.

Tess had heard the bathroom door click, rousing her awareness it was morning and he was awake. Laying still, daring not move or breathe faster, in fear of breaking the feeling of excitement in anticipation of his first touch. She could feel his adoration for her glow through every pore of his skin.

She waited. She wanted him… as she did all the time.

Why wouldn’t she?

Whenever with him, his reverence was near overwhelming and completely irresistible.

She loved him.

When they parted these days, it just got harder. Thankfully, they would be reunited in a few days when they both landed back home in Adelaide.


Chapter 5

By lunchtime on set, Greg had the production crew in place, and all displays, models, props, lights, and sound equipment was ready. With full running sheets, everything was ready for the director and DOP, director of photography to take control and start the shoot. He’d done everything to this point, but to his relief, it was the start of the ‘breathe time,’ as he called it, when he could step back for a couple of hours or days. It was his standby time before stepping in once again to take charge and manage the bump out of the event.

It had been a relatively easy afternoon, and that night he enjoyed a casual dinner with a couple of the crew at a local Thai restaurant. They’d even sorted some minor changes on the set, which they’d planned to deal with in the morning. He left them in good spirits in the restaurant and walked back to the hotel. With Tess gone, he knew the first minutes back in his room would feel empty, but he also needed a quiet night on his own. Besides, he always carried the glow and pleasure of their time together, even when they were apart.

It was just after 11.30 p.m. when he entered the hotel lobby. His phoned pinged with that familiar message tone. Without thinking, he swiped the phone and opened the messages. A quick glance had him stopping in his tracks. If anyone had seen his face, they would have spotted the rare image of Greg Sheppard in a state of disbelief.

Kara Gilbert had finally replied.

Greg entered his room, poured a glass of wine, and quickly returned his attention to his phone. He read the message carefully, then read it again. It really was Kara, after all this time. Wow, I can’t believe it. It’s been years since I messaged her.

He had been searching for her for years, and she had never been far from his thoughts. At the recent school reunion, he imagined her walking through the door as cute as she was on the day she’d kissed him, back when they were twelve. In his fantasy, she’d walk up to him and without speaking, kissed him again. But she never attended the reunion.

He would often bring up her name in conversation when he met up with old friends, to find out where she might live or if anyone had seen her. Whenever his work took him to the Clare Valley, he would ask locals about her, as he knew that was her family’s region. Despite his enquiries and research, he’d never found her.

His memory drifted back to a couple of years ago, when he’d been engaged to arrange a tourism event in the South Australian wine regions, with a focus on new winemakers and restauranteurs. He’d spent a couple of weeks in the lower north of the state around the Clare area, her hometown. He’d visited wineries and met the townsfolk and worked with a host of people arranging launches and the promotional campaign in the lead up to the region’s Gourmet Weekend later that year. Unexpectedly, one of the regional development officers assigned as the producer of the event, mentioned her name in a conversation as he was driving Greg around Clare Valley.

He’d passed a comment that Greg should look at the promotions plan that Kara Gilbert developed for one of the community projects she had managed.

‘Kara who?’ Greg had asked.

‘Kara Gilbert. She’s a local and works in community development across the state. Kara’s done quite a bit of work for us over the years. She’s such a lovely person. I think you two would get on well.’

Greg had commented on how he’d gone to primary school with a Kara Gilbert from up this way many years ago. The conversation had continued, and Greg had gently probed with questions, discovering she’d been married to a local builder and footballer named Werner and had only recently divorced. From what he could gather, she had remained single and still lived in the area. The regional development officer had casually commented that she was well respected and not a bad looker either.

After stumbling onto this new information, Greg had decided he would make yet another last-chance attempt to find her. Checking Facebook, he’d discovered her page, and while her settings were private, he’d thought it couldn’t hurt to at least send a message.

But there had been no reply.

He had all but resolved in his own mind that she must be happy with her life and didn’t want or need to complicate it with him.

So be it, I can’t do anymore, he’d thought at the time.

Until tonight.

Kara had replied to his message.
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She hadn’t ignored his message. She just hadn’t seen it. As simple as that. After all this time, he’d found her!

Greg waited until morning to reply, but as he lay in bed that night, he couldn’t stop thinking back to the memories of her. In reality, it was only one vivid memory. It was an event that lasted for only a minute in time, barely that, now over thirty-five years ago. But it was a unique memory that had stayed with him as if it had happened yesterday.

Greg had replayed that scene over and over in his head many times. He had never forgotten Kara. The imprint of how this quiet girl and that kiss had made him feel as a young twelve-year-old had been everlasting. A simple yet poignant ‘rite of passage’ moment, which awoke a new young man in place of the boy he had been before. Apart from a brief and unexpected encounter some eight or nine years after that night, Greg had not spoken to her or heard from her again.

To Greg, Kara remained this unknown girl who had impacted him the most from his childhood years. While he really hadn’t thought that much about her since then, from time to time, he recounted how Kara would float back into his thoughts as the one who initiated a moment in his life that had rather profoundly imprinted on him.

Kara Gilbert had turned the key. She was the one. This was the first kiss he had experienced with a girl.

He’d instantly fallen in love, and for the next two days, the twelve-year-old was planning how they might spend the rest of their lives together. ‘It’s just curiosity,’ he told himself. It’s been decades, and if you meet her, it closes a childhood fantasy. Still, he couldn’t wait to reply.
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Life had moved on considerably since all those years ago. He had been besotted with Kara in the initial days after that kiss, but only for the time that you would expect a young man to feel after such an unexpected intimate experience. Especially one that a girl had initiated. A first kiss would always be a milestone. Perhaps for Greg and Kara it meant a little more than what they both understood or needed at the time, as both unknowingly they were the only two who had unique circumstances in those preadolescent years. She was an only child, and he was the eldest and only boy. Both lived in a single-parent family, which, in those times, was a life foreign to most of their classmates. Dealing with the loss of a parent because of separation or divorce was rare in those days and often misunderstood, with the impact on the children in a family often never being noticed. But perhaps years later it was too easy to analyse, and it probably wasn’t worth fussing over their brief connection either. Somehow, for whatever reason, perhaps only a secret crush, the spark had been ignited by Kara in a most unexpected and quite unique way. Well, it was a first kiss!

His life had moved on in the predictable direction—high school, studying, dating (lots of that!), and all the desires and pleasures that a good-looking young man could attract. He had definitely worked hard to make his own mark and establish a career, and he’d created all the traditional markers of a successful life. But that wasn’t as easy as it sounded. An achiever, he had a quiet determination to work hard, depend only upon himself, protect his sister, build a life that was better, be successful, do no harm to those he cared for, be financially sound, and ultimately be happy every day.

Some years later, when young by today’s standards, he had married a girl who complimented and supported him, a caring and dependable woman. She gave him the support and foundation necessary for a man with a demanding career, high expectations, and a drive to learn, experiment, and achieve. She had also given him two beautiful daughters and was the perfect mother and homemaker. He loved her for her nurturing qualities and their children—indeed, a unique gift.

The years after they divorced were hard work. He’d desperately missed the comfort that a family life had wrapped around him, despite it having crumpled to a predictable shell in later years. In those alone times, when his need for a tender, caring soul consumed him, Kara was often one whom his thoughts had drifted to. He had searched for her ever since. To no avail.

A couple of years ago, he had found Tess. This was the woman who had truly imprinted on him as a man. She grabbed not only his lips and the dreams of what was thrilling and possible; she had grabbed his heart. Like the butterflies inside, which had fluttered strong for Kara for only a few days as a young boy, this woman in his adult years had truly captured them. Her hold was where his wings had willingly settled, with an all-consuming passion and what he felt he had searched for all his life.

What had started as a casual encounter had quickly and unintentionally grown to be so much more. While they’d agreed to being ‘friends with benefits,’ every moment he spent with her was an ultimate pleasure. Not just hot, lustful, and satisfying, but reflecting the shared pleasure he craved in an intimate partner. Their mutual respect, the common views, subtle jokes, shared interests, and a physical connection encapsulated the love and attraction that just flowed and glowed through them both. Sure, since his divorce, he had found some lovely women with whom he had regularly shared some exciting and satisfying times, each of whom held a special connection with him. He’d stayed friends with them all, but once he found Tess, she was always the one who was the magnet he was drawn to and for whom he would eventually forsake all others.

He’d recently felt that he really didn’t need anything or anyone else anymore. He was satisfied, excited, and truly fulfilled the entire time he and Tess spent together. He always felt so happy. After these past couple of years, both now free to be together, sharing their constant, yet semi-detached lifestyle, he’d been thinking seriously that it was time to suggest shedding one of their apartments, start slowing down their careers, and enjoying more of each other. Although he still had the occasional lady while working away, he had come to a place where he felt that she was really the only woman he wanted, needed, and adored. He had finally found what he felt to be true love with Tess for the first time and had told her so not that long ago. But there was a small disturbing thought… So why did you continue to look for her? For Kara?

Before he could answer himself, Greg heard his phone signal another message. It was from Kara.
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She does remember me, and without a second thought, he replied.
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With that simple reply from him, the first spark was lit.
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Later the same day, when Kara found a moment to herself—he was her first thought. No. The truth was, she had been thinking about him all day.
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Greg wanted to call her straight back, but he waited.

That night he called and despite talking for hours, it barely felt time enough to catch up on the enormous gap of years that had passed. If anyone had heard them, it could be mistaken that these two had remained in touch and were close friends for years, such was the relaxed and natural flow of their conversation.

Greg shared that he was living on his own, but he knew he had to be open about his current relationship with Tess and so he told her all about his plans to soon seriously commit to her. Kara had told him bits of how she came to be divorced and how she was now settled into life after a most difficult marriage. She was enjoying being free to make her own decisions and wasn’t looking for any serious relationships and loving how she’d been connecting with old and new friends. Their spoken words were saying these things, but even over the phone without even the touch of a hand or meeting in person, there was already some inexplicable and magnetic attraction.

It didn’t stop there.

Friday morning, Greg awoke to the memory of the previous day’s contact with Kara and their long phone call. He sent another message.
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The day was full of a constant exchange of messages between them, which turned rapidly into suggestive, fun, electric, and pure unadulterated flirting.

By about the twentieth message, Kara couldn’t resist.
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Kara was a bit taken aback by her own instant reaction. She could feel herself blushing. What is happening here? Did he say what I think he said, that I can stay with him in his room? In his bed or on the couch? He’s told me about his long-term plans with this Tess lady, who sounds gorgeous, and yet here he is, inviting me to stay with him.

As for you, Kara, what are you thinking? You are doing the same! She had to admit she was secretly quite excited and didn’t want this to stop. She replied, trying to be cool, when in fact she was feeling nothing of the sort. She was already captivated.
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It was as if both Greg and Kara had paused with the same thoughts. There was a good thirty minutes before his next reply.

[image: Image]

[image: A black and white rectangle

Description automatically generated]

[image: A text on a white background

Description automatically generated]

[image: Image]

[image: A white rectangular sign with black text

Description automatically generated]

[image: A grey rectangular sign with black text

Description automatically generated]

There was a long time before his next message. Greg knew he had a choice here, and despite his first impulse to say, ‘Well, perhaps I’ve got carried away here, Sorry. The whole surprise of finally finding you after so long has been rather exciting. So, let’s find a time to catch up for coffee or a drink when I get back…’

But instead, he sent:
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Before she could reply, her phone rang. It was him. They talked more. Lots more and by the end of the call, Kara was madly booking a flight to Sydney. It was then that the trembling started.

Kara arrived at her Aunt Sarah’s unit in Adelaide just before 3.00 a.m. She was rather surprised at how unperturbed and excited her aunt was after she settled down from the initial panic of her unexpected dramatic arrival. ‘It’s all okay. No one has died,’ she reassured her.

‘Well, I thought it was either someone had a serious accident, or it was a man! Kara, darling, I must say it’s about time!’ Sarah said with a somewhat devilish smile.

Kara frowned, trying to smother her with an expression of ‘settle down,’ and saying, ‘Look, he’s just an old school friend. Let’s not get too carried away.’ She didn’t want to share too much for fear of exposing how excited she was.
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You're a bit of a romantic, aren’t you? That's so sweet.
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The fact that you can remember it and it was your first as well has
given me butterflies. | feel like a lttle boy again.
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Well, you could cash in on free accommodation, stay with me and
get to see the final stages of filming...
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You know, I've actually been looking at flights to Sydney? How
crazy is that? I've not ever been on set for a commercial film shoot,
and besides, I'm not sure | can wait until next week to see you!
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Hi Kara,

It's so nice to hear from you. | must say the lack of reply was most
disturbing. | knew you still lived in Clare and have been trying to find
you each time | visited the area. Sometimes we must have missed
each other by minutes. | travel around the country setting up events,
TV ads, and promotions and have been involved in the advertising
for the Gourmet Weekend in your area each year. Now about that
Kiss! It may not have been your first, but it was most certainly mine.
1 wasn't sure from your message whether you actually did remember
it. | can remember it like it was yesterday. | can describe the event in
precise detail.

Greg.
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Well, maybe we could just keep practising? Blushing... already? We
haven't even had phone sex yet!
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Dear Greg,

How can we keep missing each other for twenty+ years? | am really
so sorry we haven’t had a chance to connect until now! We will have
to plan a time to meet somewhere soon and have a decent catch-
up. So please let me know when and where that could work for you.
Hey, it was definitely my first kiss! Still a strong and special memory
indeed. xx
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Now | am seriously blushing. After being a one-man woman for so
many years... and having spent so much time on my own, you will
probably be disappointed. I'm seriously out of practice. | did like
where your thoughts were going though!
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I'm sorry. | hope | haven't scared you off? I'm so not sure why | said
that. Would you like me to organise a room for you?
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Phone sex, God, are you experienced in that too?
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Hello Kara,

I've been trying to find you for awhile now, about twenty years
actually. You have been hiding pretty well. I'm going to be working
near you tomorrow, and | thought | might just try again. | would love
to catch up, even if just for a quick chat tomorrow as you are a
special memory to me (30 years ago). | wonder if you remember?
Greg Sheppard
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Well hello, Greg!

| must apologise. Fancy replying to a message from over two years
ago. Talk about leaving a person hanging! | must confess that | never
check the Messenger Request section of the app, and | only came
across your message tonight. | am so somy!! It's lovely to hear from
you. | haven't really been hiding, just moved back to the country so
many years ago and spend most of my life driving and travelling
around the countryside. If you are still living and working in South
Australia, we've probably been passing each other close by for
years! What brought you to Clare? How did you track me down?
Now, Greg, my memory is quite good (in fact, | don’t think any
‘woman ever forgets their first kiss). Hope life is good for you and one
can we can catch up for that quick chat.

Regards, Kara
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I'm working in Sydney this week until Sunday. But sometime soon
after that would be great.
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So sorry for the late reply. I've been in meetings all day. Well, let's
hope we can catch up sometime soon. Here’s my phone number.
Call me sometime to arrange to meet. Hey, BTW, thanks for
connecting. I've been smiling warmly all day. K x
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I'm glad | made you smile. | so loved our chat last night.
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Well, I'm tired this morning. My sleep was disturbed with thoughts
of you all night!
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Not so sure about the pace here, Mr Sheppard? Yesterday we said
“Hil” and now without so much as the touch of a hand, we are
talking about sleepovers? Phew!
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No, and, no, you haven’t scared me off, but hey, we probably
shouldn't be doing this?
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This is strange, | know. You know my plans, and so | can’t commit
to anything, but that hasn’t suppressed the excitement this has
generated.
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Okay, | was going to save this for our “date,” but | was so in love
with you after that night all those years ago, that | spent the whole of
the next two days thinking we would get married and spend the rest
of our life together. Well, | was only twelve, remember? So now in
my imagination, we have already met again, wined, dined, and
kissed, and we are already there.
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