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Chere is surprised to get a phone call
from John.

It had been months since their
startlingly sensual ‘brief encounter.’

What could he want with her
now?
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​ Surprising
Turn

The chirping sound surprised her. In fact,
it took a few seconds for Chere to realize the source of the sound:
her laptop. She’d watched a video earlier, of a puppy trying to
play with an uncooperative turtle, and apparently she’d forgotten
to turn off the sound afterward.

Thus the unexpected chirping that signaled
an incoming message took her by surprise.

Crossing to the desk, Chere glanced at her
in-box on the screen. She didn’t recognize the sender name on the
new message, and was about to click “delete” when she noticed the
subject line... and stopped cold.

Hi its John can I call you? n/m

She sucked in a breath.

It had been three—no, almost four months
since the day she’d met John Randolph. She hadn’t really expected
to ever hear from him again (had she?)... although now she
acknowledged it had always been a possibility.

And here it was.

Chere opened the e-mail and hit reply.

Hi. When?
—Send.

He must have been sitting at his keyboard,
as her laptop chirped again within seconds.

She turned off the sound and clicked on the
new message.

Now if possible Please

Apparently the man didn’t bother with
punctuation.

Chere’s mind raced,
running through all the possible scenarios, considering all
possibilities, determining all conceivable consequences of this
conversation. This time when she clicked reply again, she
responded: Give me 10 minutes and call
this number. She typed in her cell
number.

After hitting send, Chere sat back and let
out the breath she hadn’t realized she’d been holding.

What could he want? Why was it seemingly so
urgent that he wanted to talk right away?

John was an actor who,
more than twenty-five years ago, had starred in a television show
in which he’d played one of two young doctors—brothers—who staffed
a clinic in a small town in the middle of nowhere. John and his
equally-handsome TV “brother” had become teen idols, regularly
appearing in the fan magazines of the day. When Doctors Wilde went off the air, John
moved on to other roles in movies and TV, but still, his years
portraying a carefree, adventurous medical man resulted in his
being forever recognized, by an entire generation, as Derick
Wilde.

She’d met John at an Emergency Medical
Association conference, which she crashed in order to attend an
autograph session. Even though he wasn’t a doctor in real life, he
regularly spoke at medical-industry events on the importance of
emergency medicine and medical care in remote, under-served
areas.

All she’d wanted that day was an
autograph... and not even for herself; she’d been there on behalf
of a friend.

But once that simple goal had been achieved,
circumstances took things in a very surprising direction.

And now John wanted to talk to her.

~ ~ ~ ~ ~

 


 



 


Bottle It and Sell
It

​ Chere picked up her phone
and made sure it was on. She then attempted to go on with what
she’d been doing before the e-mail came in, but found it difficult
to concentrate. Why she should be nervous, she had no idea.
It’s not like he’s going to be here in person.
It’s not like he could possibly have ‘bad news’... or
any news, for that
matter, that could affect her life. It’s not like—

She jumped when the phone
rang, then laughed a little at her own ridiculousness.
Get a grip!, she chided
herself.

“Hello?”

“Hi. Chere, it’s
me.”

Um, yeah, she could tell. His voice wasn’t
quite the same as when he’d been on Doctors Wilde, but it was
definitely the same man she met a while back. She’d recently caught
one or two of his guest-star appearances on some TV dramas, and
this was assuredly the same remembered voice.

“Hi, John. How are
things?”

She heard him give a small laugh. “Things
are... well, things are good, for the most part. I’m keeping busy.
And you?”

“Yeah, same here. You know
how it is—same ol’, same ol’. So, what’s up?”

“Well, for one thing, I
just got tapped for a role in a TV movie... filming starts in a few
weeks. It’s about that Brent Clifton murder.”

“Oh yeah,” Chere replied,
“I’d heard there was going to be a movie about it. What’s your
part?”

He sounded distracted. “Um, I’m gonna be
playing a judge. You know, in the trial scenes.”

“Ooh, that’s a meaty role;
the trial was in the news every day for weeks. And you have a very
distinguished voice; you sound very judicial.”

John laughed. “You think so? That’s
encouraging.”

After a very slight pause, she asked again,
“So what’s up? Something on your mind?”

He paused briefly, as well. “Yeah. You.”

“What?”

She heard him sigh. “Yeah,
like I said. You’ve been on my mind.”

“John...”

“No, Chere, it’s not what
you think—at least, not quite
what you think.”

“What? I don’t
understand.”

A louder sigh. “You remember when we met and
had our... brief encounter. Afterward, when you dropped me off at
my hotel, I couldn’t stop thinking about you. Just like when I
first met you, for some reason I—well, you remember.”

She did. The afternoon in question, all
she’d done was walk up to the table at which he sat, said hello,
and asked for his autograph. Not long after she’d walked away, a
convention staffer handed her a note... from John... asking her to
stick around for a few minutes as he wanted to talk to her.

“The next morning,” he
continued now, “it was the same thing: all I could think of was
you. I sat in on a panel discussion at the conference, and I could
barely keep my mind on the topic at hand. No offense, but I thought
I was going nuts!”

“Yeah, none taken,” Chere
muttered.

“And it was like that
until I got on the plane to go home. Once we were in the air, I was
finally able to relax and—well, forget about you. Again, no
offense.”

“Again, none taken.”
Although she couldn’t quite prevent the edge of sarcasm in her
voice. “So you were okay when you got home?”

“Oh, yeah, by the time the
plane landed, I was back to my old self. I was busy working, happy
to see my wife... everything was great.”

“That’s wonderful. So...
what happened? I mean, here we are, with you asking to talk to
me.”

“Yeah, I don’t know. Like
I said, everything’s been going along just fine for all those
weeks—months, actually—and I hadn’t thought twice about—well, you
know. But suddenly, yesterday... yesterday you just popped into my
head, and now I... I can’t get you out.”

“So yesterday you suddenly
thought of me?”

“Yes, and I don’t know
why.”

Chere frowned in thought. “Where were you
when it started?”

“I was in a meeting,” he
replied, and his tone suggested he’d already boarded this train of
thought. “It was a meeting with some business associates; we meet
on a regular basis, so it’s nothing new. There were the same people
in the meeting who are always there. And before you ask, there’s
nobody named Sherry in the meeting, we didn’t mention the alcoholic
version of sherry, and there was no discussion of any medical
conferences, like where we met.”

He knew that even though
it has an unusual spelling, her name was pronounced
Sherry.

“What about smells?” she
asked. “Any scents that might have reminded you of that day?” It
was kind of a moot question, as she hadn’t been wearing any perfume
when she met him, so if there was a scent that John associated with
her, Chere had no idea what it could be.

“No, no, nothing at all. I
have no idea what triggered it, why you suddenly popped into my
head, along with thoughts of... well, you know, our time
together.”

Yeah. Their ‘time together.’ It had been
memorable, all right. Now and then over the past few months, Chere
thought about that day. That evening. Well, actually it was only a
couple of hours. But yes, they’d been memorable hours.

Chere had surprised herself that day, in a
number of ways. She’d surprised John, too.

Now, she shook her head, although of course
John couldn’t see that. “I don’t know what to tell you,” she said.
“I have no idea why I popped into your head. I’m sorry if it’s
distracting you.”

“No, no, it’s not your
fault. I didn’t call you to find out why it happened—obviously you
can’t know that any more than I do. I just thought.... Well, I
guess I thought that talking to you might help somehow. Maybe get
it out of my system.”

She had to smile at that.
“Oh? The way that kissing me that day got that out of your system?”

There was a low chuckle on
the other end of the line. “Touche’. You’re right. But at the same
time, I couldn’t not do it—kiss you, I mean. That need I felt, that drive... it
was more like a compulsion... I’d never felt anything like that
before. I felt like I had
to kiss you—out of necessity.”

“And so you did. And a
good time was had by all.”

John laughed, with more than twinge of
embarrassment. “Yeah, but.... I just wish I understood it.”

“Hey, I’d love to know,
too. If I understood what could make handsome men feel compelled to
kiss me, I’d bottle it, sell it, and make millions. Not to mention
being able to drive any man wild.”

He laughed again, and Chere asked, “So, is
it working?”

“Is what
working?”

“Talking to me. Is this
getting it out of your system?”

“No. Actually... it’s
making things worse. Just hearing your voice is making it
worse.”

Her voice? Really? Last time Chere heard her
own voice she thought she sounded like Minnie Mouse on helium
fumes. Of course, that had been years ago, so maybe she sounded
different now. Or at least sounded different to someone other than
herself.

“I’m sorry,” she said
again.

John sighed. “Don’t be
sorry. None of this is your fault. It’s my problem. I mean really,
it’s my problem.”

She decided to change the subject. “Where
are you, anyway?”

“I’m in my office, at
home.”

“Are you sure calling me
is a good idea?” The man was, after all, married.

“Yeah, it’s not a
problem.”

A thought occurred to her. “When you say
that talking to me has made it worse, do you mean....” She wasn’t
quite sure how to finish the sentence.

John must have read her mind. “Yes, that’s
what I mean. Now, not only are thoughts of you in my head, but that
need—that compulsion I talked about... well, let’s just say it’s
manifested itself in another way. A physical way.”

Oh, good lord.
“Oh. Well, I know you said I shouldn’t apologize,
but I can’t help but say I’m sorry about that....”

“Well, it doesn’t help
that I keep thinking about last time. You know: in your
car.”

Chere closed her eyes. It figured that that
topic would, er, arise, considering the similarity of the
circumstances.

“Yeah, maybe it’s best if
you try to think of something else. You know, to try to, uh...
alleviate... the situation.”

He laughed. “Don’t worry,
it won’t last. I’ve got an appointment
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