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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.  

Thank you for joining me in telling the story of Shannon and Jax. I hope you enjoyed their story as much as I enjoyed recounting it.

If you enjoyed the book and have a moment to spare, I would appreciate a brief review on the page or site where you purchased the book. Reviews from readers like you make a massive difference in helping new readers find stories like An Unforgettable Stranger. Your help in spreading the word is appreciated.

Thank you!

Contact me at

robyncrye.author@gmail.com
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Shannon entered the town centre and pulled into a parking space to reload the map on her phone. She had the directions to the house, but preferred that the woman on her app give her the instructions. Bubbling with excitement, Shannon fumbled while typing the street address and had to calm herself with a few deep breaths. Once she sorted the address, Shannon pulled away from the park and headed to the small suburb of Colston. Today was the first day of the rest of her life. That’s how the saying goes, but it felt like the correct description in her case. After years of studying hard, she secured a partial scholarship to the University of Westmead to pursue a degree in Physiotherapy. Small suburbs sprang up around the town to accommodate students, and Shannon headed to her new shared house today. She hadn’t met her new housemates, and despite her sister’s warnings about thieving housemates and slovenly behaviour, Shannon was excited to meet the girls who would share her home. After following the lady on Google, Shannon arrived at a neat brick veneer house. A car sat under the carport, so Shannon guessed at least one of her housemates was there.

Shannon drove her car into the driveway but angled it to the side so that her housemate could move the other car. Once she removed her suitcase, Shannon pulled it along the cracked walkway until she reached the front door. The bell rang loudly, and then the door opened. A blond-haired woman about Shannon’s size opened the door. Her friendly smile welcomed Shannon, and her spirits rose.

“Hi, I’m Shannon.”
“Hi, Shannon; I’m Amelia. Please bring your gear in, and then we can discuss it. I am unsure when Beck will arrive or if Beck is a boy or a girl, but I guess we must wait and see.”
As Amelia gave Shannon the tour of the house, Shannon could see that Amelia had placed her luggage in the largest of the bedrooms.

“So, first in best dressed?”

Amelia grinned. “Yep, that’s how it works, so if you’re smart, you’ll put your luggage in the room across the hall because the third bedroom is smaller.”

Shannon dragged her suitcase into the bedroom Amelia suggested, then returned to the car to carry in boxes and another case. By the time she had sorted her room, the sun had begun to sink, and the girls decided to buy takeout for dinner. After determining their preferences, Amelia called the pizza shop to place a delivery order.

“How long have you been in Colston?”

“I arrived two days ago and met with the real estate agent the next day. She gave me the keys, the garbage and mail schedule, and a stern warning about not partying and disturbing the neighbours.”

The clanging of the doorbell interrupted the conversation, and Amelia and Shannon went to open the door. A delivery boy and a woman stood on the doorstep. The woman had vibrant red hair, and her short stature did not diminish her bubbly personality in the least. Amidst greetings and introductions, the girls headed for the kitchen.

“Yum, pizza. Are we going to spend the next four years eating takeout?”

“No, but we were waiting for you to arrive and decided on dinner. Join us, and then we can help you bring your gear in from your car.”

“There is no car, and unless the neighbours are honest, I need to bring my luggage in now because the taxi driver refused to carry it any further than the driveway.”

The girls followed Beck outside, grabbed boxes and bags, and carried them inside. 

“Sorry, last in gets the worst room.”

Beck shrugged. “I only intend to sleep there, so it doesn’t matter. Can we eat and then work out the logistics of sharing a house?”

As the weeks passed, the girls became better acquainted. Sharing with two other people had its downside. Still, on the plus side, someone was usually around to chat with, celebrate academic achievements, or commiserate over less-than-stellar results. Beck and Amelia were more sociable than Shannon, who rarely lifted her head from her books. With only a partial scholarship, she had to receive high grades to secure financial assistance for the second half of her course. Beck and Amelia juggled part-time jobs at the fast food restaurant in the town, but with upcoming placements and a heavy volume of work, Shannon couldn’t schedule a part-time job amongst her other commitments.

With the first year of her course drawing to a close, Shannon was excited to return home to see her family. Although Colston was only three hours away, her family and she never seemed to find a time that suited them, so they kept in touch by phone and text and left the visiting until the holidays. Shannon felt a twinge of guilt; now was the time of year when businesses were looking for casual workers, and she could build up her bank account if she worked through the holidays. However, the draw of going home was strong, so she resisted. There would be enough time to take a job next year when she sorted out her classes and placements. Beck and Amelia were staying in Colston for the holidays, so Shannon felt it was safe to leave most of her possessions and take only the essentials home. With a cheery wave, she left her housemates and drove toward home.
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One year later

Shannon groaned; her feet ached, and she felt hot and sweaty. Working in a fast-food restaurant was no walk in the park, and she regretted her decision to stay in Colston during the holidays to earn some money to tide her over for the coming semester. One positive aspect Shannon enjoyed was chatting with some regular customers. Recently, a male customer would join her line whenever he visited the store, and on a few occasions, when there was a backlog of orders, he would chat with Shannon while waiting. Shannon looked forward to seeing the guy who had introduced himself as Andrew. Unlike many of the men on campus, Andrew wasn’t cocky and full of himself, and even though he was a good-looking man, he never put on airs or talked down to Shannon. 

One afternoon, as she took a break, Andrew approached and asked if he could join her; Shannon was happy for his company. Andrew fidgeted with his napkin when her break ran out and said, “Can I take you out for a meal during the week? I’m not financial enough for a fancy restaurant, but I can do better than McDonald’s.”

Shannon laughed at his quip but quickly accepted his invitation.

The meal they shared on Thursday night was the beginning of Shannon’s first serious relationship. She and Andrew spent their spare time together, and even though Shannon still had to study and complete hospital placements for her course, the two were a common sight around campus.

The downside to her relationship was that Amelia and Andrew didn’t get on. Given how much time she spent with him, the antagonism between her best friend and her boyfriend was uncomfortable. Shannon wondered if Amelia was jealous, but her friend wouldn’t say what her problem was. The discord between two of her favourite people caused Shannon strain, and, with the need to concentrate on her studies, she decided to set aside time alone each week with Andrew and her girlfriends. Shannon’s night out with her friends caused a rift between Shannon and Andrew. Andrew wasn’t happy that Shannon and her friends were going to the local drinking spot most students preferred, but having already decided that she wanted to keep her boyfriend and best friend happy, Shannon shrugged off his concern. Her boyfriend dominated most of her spare time, and a night out with her girlfriends shouldn’t concern him.

The girls decided that, so no one had to be the designated driver, they would order an Uber when they were ready to go home. As the drinks flowed, the girls chatted, danced and gossiped. Shannon felt more relaxed than she had for ages, with no thoughts of assignments and work commitments plaguing her. When Amelia, who faced the door, stiffened, Shannon glanced over her shoulder to see the problem. Andrew stood inside the door, scanning the crowd. When his eyes landed on her, Andrew navigated the dancing patrons and walked up to her table. Not happy to see him when it had taken lots of altering schedules to make time for her friends to meet, she raised her eyebrow in enquiry.

“Andrew, what are you doing here?”

Andrew flashed her what he hoped was a winning smile and said, “I know you have to work tomorrow, so I thought I’d save you the cost of an Uber.”

Shannon shook her head. “Thanks for the thought, but we aren’t ready to leave yet.”

Andrew grinned. “I missed you tonight, sweetheart. I’ll wait for you and drive you home when you’re ready.”

Amelia entered the conversation. 

“Andrew, buzz off. Can’t you let Shannon spend time with her female friends instead of expecting her to devote all her free time to you?”

When Andrew opened his mouth to respond, Shannon knew this disagreement would soon become a slanging match. Anxious to keep the peace, she rose from her table. After collecting her bag and sculling the last drink, she turned to her friends and shrugged in apology. Grabbing Andrew’s arm, she said, “Let’s go.”

As Andrew drove, Shannon sat quietly, unwilling to talk to Andrew until they stopped and he had no distractions.

“Why did you come to the pub tonight? Did you think I was hitting on single blokes? Did you think I would fall drunk and be a target for men with bad intentions?”

“I told you, I came because I knew you had to work tomorrow and didn’t want you to go to work with a hangover. Besides, I miss you when you’re not around.”

“I wasn’t going to get drunk, and my friends were there to look after me. It took ages for us to align our schedules, and then you swoop in and tell me it’s bedtime as though I’m ten years old. I don’t particularly appreciate your interference, Andrew.”

When Shannon alighted from the car, Andrew didn’t speak, and as soon as she closed the door, he sped off. Shannon momentarily considered calling an Uber and returning to the pub, but she decided she didn’t want to ruin anyone else’s night with her bad mood. The sound of a car pulling up out front and closing doors drew Shannon to the window. Her friends walked to the front door, and when she opened it, she discovered they had brought the pub to her. Her friends held bottles of alcohol and nibbles, and the tangy smell of pizza and chips wafted through the air. Shannon laughed, and Amelia high-fived her. 

“If the kill-joy boyfriend thinks you should be home, we decided to bring the fun to you. Why do you put up with that douche? He is too needy and controlling, and if you’re not careful, he will control more and more of your life until the Shannon we know disappears.”

As the girls drank and ate, Shannon considered Amelia’s comments. Was she right? Was Andrew intent on controlling her? Perhaps if she expressed her concerns, he would reconsider his behaviour. Shannon liked Andrew a lot; he was considerate and protective when he wasn’t bossy.  Shannon liked that part of him, but didn’t like it when he inserted himself into her friendships. 
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Two Years later

With the problems that arose during wedding planning, Shannon wondered if she would ever reach the point of walking down the aisle. Some difficulties arose around food; Andrew’s sister was a vegan and wanted a special menu for herself and other vegans. Shannon was happy to ask the caterers to prepare a special meal, but since there were no other vegans among the guests, she had no intention of wasting money on food that would go uneaten. Andrew wanted a buffet meal, but Kathy Wetcott pointed out that the cost was exorbitant because people serving themselves often loaded their plates excessively, even if they couldn't eat it all. She compromised on the buffet by hiring servers, and so it went with disagreements on the cake, the wedding favours and the colour theme. 

The suits Andrew favoured for his groomsmen made Shannon cringe, and when she tried to convince him that more conservative suits would be better than the electric blue suits he chose, he replied that he wouldn’t interfere with her bridesmaids’ dresses, so she had no say on the suits. It seemed that the wedding was to be one compromise after another. Shannon gave way and let Andrew have his way wherever possible, but there was one issue: she refused to let him have his way. Andrew wanted Shannon to use his sister and cousin as her attendants, but Shannon wanted  Amelia and Beck. At the beginning of the conversation about attendants, Andrew tried cajoling, pointing out that his choices were family, and she should use them. When Shannon refused to concede, he bullied her, trying to change her mind. Shannon lost her temper as the argument raged in the Westcotts’ kitchen.

“Damn you, Andrew, this is my wedding, too. I have compromised on food, favours, colour theme and the cake. You have chosen suits I hate, and if our marriage is going to be a life of me compromising to keep you happy, I’m not sure I want to proceed. My friends are my attendants at the wedding preparation, and our engagement is over. Decide how many relatives you'd like to have as my attendants, because if you have to have everything your way, I suggest you find another bride. Please leave my parents’ house while you consider your decision. I’m done with compromising.”

The slam of the front door echoed in the silent kitchen. With a shuddering breath, Shannon looked at her mother.

“Am I being unreasonable? I know he doesn’t like Amelia, but with a sister of my own and my friends to help, I don’t want people I barely know as my attendants.”

Before her mum could answer, her dad barrelled into the kitchen. 

“What the dickens is wrong with Longley? He lit out of here like the devil was after him.”

Kathy Westcott patted her husband’s arm.

“Let’s sit down, and I’ll put the kettle on. We need to discuss this last snag and find a solution.”

Once the kitchen’s occupants had a mug of tea, Kathy said, “Shannon, do you want to tell your dad what happened?”

Shannon relayed the gist of the argument, and her father frowned.

“I thought it was brides they called bridezillas when they caused problems, but it seems your intended is a groomzilla. What are you going to do?”

“Dad, I have compromised on the food, the favours, the colour theme and the cake, but I refuse to have his sister and cousin as my attendants. I want Amelia, Beck and Camille as my attendants, and if he refuses to concede this time, there will be no wedding.”

“Is that a bit drastic?”

“Dad, if he can’t compromise on this, after all the concessions I have made, we have no hope of a happy marriage. Maybe we are not meant to be. The ball is in his court now, so I must wait for him to call me.”

Kathy Westcott frowned. “You don’t seem too upset with the possibility of cancelling your wedding.”

“I'm too angry to be upset at the moment. Andrew’s changes have exhausted me, and if he refuses my request, this whole ordeal will be over. When Camille’s ready to marry, tell her to elope.”

Shannon heard nothing from Andrew for the best part of a week, although his mother did ring, attempting to convince Shannon to use Andrew’s sister and cousin as her attendants. Shannon had always had cordial relations with her prospective in-laws, but the thought that they would try to coerce her to comply with Andrew’s wishes infuriated her. Shannon wanted Andrew’s mother to know what had happened before her stipulation, so she divulged all that had occurred in her attempts to organise the wedding.

“Mrs Longley, I resent that you would choose to interfere in this argument between Andrew and me because you don’t know what has gone before. Did Andrew bother to tell you that  I wanted a sit-down meal, and he wanted a buffet? I compromised, and we are having servers dish the food at the buffet instead of my parents paying a fortune for wasted food. I have compromised on the colour theme, the wedding favours and the cake. To add insult to injury, your son has chosen electric blue suits for himself and the groomsmen, ignoring my concerns and the need to change the colour of my bridesmaid dresses. When I walk down the aisle, the wedding  I dreamed of will not be what I get, and I refuse to compromise further. I won’t walk down the aisle if the attendants are not my choice. The ball is in Andrew’s court, but he had better decide soon, or otherwise, I will cancel the arrangements Mum and I have made.”

“Oh, my goodness. I apologise for my interference when I didn’t know the changes you have made to what we hope will be your only wedding. I know Andrew can be pushy, but to have your choices disregarded is concerning. With luck, I can encourage Andrew to change his mind.”

Shannon waited two more days before she received a phone call from Andrew. The gist of the call was that he wanted to meet her, and they agreed on a time and a place. Mrs Westcott voiced her concern about meeting Andrew in a public place, but Shannon thought that he had chosen the pub so that she couldn’t make a fuss if she didn’t like what he had to say. Despite her anger at Andrew’s high-handedness over the wedding arrangements, Shannon still loved the man when he was reasonable and hoped they could resolve their issues.

As Shannon waited, she questioned the sense of having a personal discussion in the almost deserted coffee shop. A packed bar would surely be better if Andrew wanted a public place. Here, the patrons would be privy to everything the couple said. Shannon shrugged; it seemed they couldn’t even agree on a venue for a meaningful discussion. When Andrew entered the shop, Shannon waited for him to approach, but he delayed their meeting by stopping by the counter. With his drink in hand, he approached the table, and his lack of manners in not ordering her a drink angered Shannon. Once Andrew arrived, Shannon let him make the opening statements and see where the conversation went.

“Shannon, my mother talked to me about
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