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            NOTE TO READER

          

        

      

    

    
      This story is written in Australian English and told from a third-person, dual point of view—giving you a front-row seat to both sides of the love story. There’s banter, nostalgia, a little heartbreak, and a whole lot of heart.

      So settle in, enjoy the ride … and maybe keep a tissue or two handy.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        Storm Jacobs hasn’t been in love since the one that got away.

        Focused on her rising career in marketing, romance hasn’t exactly been at the top of her to-do list for the last decade. But when she’s selected to beta test the dating app her company is about to launch, she figures there’s no harm in playing along—just for fun.

        What she doesn’t expect is him.

        A match who’s charming, funny, emotionally open—and oddly familiar. His messages stir up memories she thought were buried long ago.

        Could this be fate? A cruel coincidence?

        Or is the past gently knocking at her heart, asking for a second chance?

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            PROLOGUE

          

        

      

    

    
      The sun was far too enthusiastic for moving day.

      Storm wiped sweat from her forehead with the edge of her tank top, narrowly avoiding the box labelled: Kitchen Stuff - NOT HEAVY. Liars. Miles and Sophie barrelled past her through the open front door of their new on-campus apartment.

      “I call the bigger room!” Sophie shouted, already halfway down the hall.

      “There is no bigger room!” Storm yelled back.

      Miles grinned at her as he dumped a box onto the living room floor. “She’ll figure that out eventually.”

      Their new place smelled like old paint and cheap air freshener, but to Storm, it was perfect. A shoebox of independence. She and Miles had talked about this for months—living together, testing the waters of adult life. And even though Sophie was technically the third wheel, it somehow felt like a beginning.

      “You sure we’re not going to kill each other?” Storm asked, eyeing the pile of half-empty boxes. “This is the first time we’ve actually lived together. Our first night.”

      “Absolutely not,” Miles said, breezing past her with another box giving her a peck on the cheek in passing. “We’ll wait at least a week.”

      She smirked and followed him inside. They spent the next hour arguing over where the couch should go—Storm wanted it against the far wall so the morning light wouldn’t glare on the TV, Miles wanted it closer to the kitchen “for snack convenience”, and Sophie just wanted them to shut up so she could test the Wi-Fi.

      Eventually, the couch ended up in the middle, a truce held together with throw pillows and sarcasm.

      They moved on to the pantry next. Storm stacked the instant noodles and Nutella while Miles frowned at the shelves like they’d personally offended him.

      “This layout’s all wrong,” he muttered. “If I were designing this⁠—”

      “You’re not,” Sophie chimed from the other room.

      “—I’d make this entire cupboard a vertical pull-out unit. Maximise use of space⁠—”

      “Yeah, well, unless you’re planning on knocking down a wall, sit back and let me alphabetise the spices,” Storm said, nudging him with her hip.

      Miles leaned in, grinning. “You alphabetised them last time and we still ate cinnamon on our pasta.”

      “No, that was just you,” she shot back. “And not my fault you couldn’t tell the difference between cinnamon and cumin.”

      “They’re almost the same colour?” he defended.

      Sophie just laughed loudly from the other room.

      They kept going until the boxes were empty and the floor was littered with paper and takeout containers. Sophie had disappeared into her room hours ago, claiming she was “studying” which probably meant rewatching the latest Grey’s Anatomy episode.

      Storm lay back on the living room floor, arms sprawled out, hair a tangled mess around her face. Miles had settled beside her, propped up on one elbow.

      He reached over and gently tucked a strand of hair behind her ear. “This is it.”

      She turned to look at him.

      “Our start,” he said softly.

      Storm’s breath caught in her throat. She didn’t need grand declarations or promises. Just this—Miles here beside her, his fingers brushing hers on the floor of their messy, box-filled apartment.

      A beginning.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER 1

          

        

      

    

    
      Storm Jacobs had just finished uploading her dating profile onto the new dating app, Your Next Forever, her company was launching towards the end of the year. She had volunteered to be one of the betas along with 10,000 other strangers throughout Australia. The app was designed to locate your next forever match within a 200km radius—blending AI algorithms, compatibility questionnaires, and a sprinkle of fate to connect people on a deeper level. Unlike swipe culture, Forever isn't about how fast you can match; it’s about how well you’re matched.

      Storm was the head marketing director, and it was her job to make sure this app had all the success when it launched. Hence why she was a beta. She strongly believed that in order to market a product, you had to understand it. Inside and out. And how else to know if it would be successful than to sign up herself. That way, she could catch any bugs or glitches before it hit the marketplace. Plus it wasn’t like she was seeing anyone, so she didn’t have to feel guilty about fake flirting online. She wasn’t betting on finding her next forever because she wasn’t looking.

      Storm was seated at one of the bar benches that ran along the front window of her local café, overlooking the beach across the road. Her laptop was open, and she was lost in thought. It had been a few months since Storm had even dated. There hadn’t been anyone serious since Miles Allen back in her university days. Back then, she had thought he would have been her forever, but that was a long time ago. It had been a while since she had thought about Miles.

      “Wow, Miles, can you actually believe that we’re here?” Storm was grinning ear to ear as the eighteen-year-old version of her spun around in their small two-bedroom, open-plan apartment that stood currently empty.

      “And parent free.” He grinned, pulling her into his arms. She wrapped her arms around his neck and stared lustfully into his pale blues.

      “Just don’t forget that I am living with you two, please,” Sophie voiced from the door. “I don’t need to walk in on anything I don’t want to see of my brother and best friend.”

      “Just don’t enter our room and you’ll be fine.” Miles smirked.

      Storm punched her boyfriend on the shoulder, scolding him and going crimson red. This was the one thing she didn’t share with Sophie—her sex life, because it was her twin brother and that would just be weird.

      “Same goes for me,” Sophie retorted, smirking back at her brother.

      Miles clamped his hands over his ears. “La, la, la … nope. You don’t do that. You’re still a virgin.”

      Sophie rolled her eyes and Storm chuckled. She knew that Sophie wasn’t. She didn’t sleep around, but she had two different boyfriends in high school and was a knockout. Sophie had long, brunette locks—unlike her brother's dirty-blond hair. They both had the same pale-blue eyes and similar facial features. You could tell they were related. If Sophie cut her hair short, you would almost mistake them for identical just with different coloured hair.

      “Whatever helps you sleep at night, little brother,” she quipped, chewing her gum.

      “You're only a couple minutes older,” Miles pointed out. Storm was still in his arms, her back pressed against his front. They were both looking in Sophie’s direction. Miles had his head resting on her shoulder, and she felt safe, loved, and whole. “That would be you,” she heard him whisper into her ear.

      Storm bit down on her bottom lip and wiggled her bottom against his crotch area, knowing it turned him on. She felt his lips latch on her neck and start sucking, and warmth washed over her.

      “Gross, you two. Find your room and finish there!” Sophie exclaimed.

      Storm chuckled as Miles turned her in his arms and looked into her eyes. “That’s not a bad idea.”

      

      “Matcha Latte,” a young male in his late teens said as he placed the green beverage in front of her. She smiled and thanked him before her gaze went back to the view. She loved living on the Sunshine Coast, managing to put a deposit down on her town house five years ago before the market went stupid crazy. Good luck buying anything around here for less than a million now, she pondered.

      Storm watched as morning joggers passed, couples rode their bikes, and families headed down to the beach for the day. Even though it was mid-April and the end of autumn, the weather had only just started having a slight chill in the air. This was actually her favourite time of year, temp wise.

      Ping!

      Storm glanced down at her phone and saw a notification from the Your Next Forever app. The beta version had been out for the last twenty-four hours, so she shouldn’t be surprised it had found a possible match, even though she had only just activated her profile. Was AI getting that quick?

      “Well, here we go,” she muttered to herself.

      
        
          
            
              
        Iworktoomuch

      

      
        Hi Doingthisformyjob. Looks like you’re as keen to jump on the beta train as much as I am. I am going to take a guess and say you work for the company.

      

      

      

      

      

      Storm quirked an eyebrow at the screen. She glanced at his username and a smile twitched her lips. He sounded like he had a sense of humour. She let her fingers do the talking as she watched the words come to life on the screen.

      
        
          
            
              
        Doingthisformyjob

      

      
        Hi, Iworktoomuch. Maybe, or it could be a similar line of work. I am guessing you’re a workaholic. What do you do that you feel like you need to give future suitors fair warning?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iworktoomuch

      

      
        Future suitors? How old are you? My sister thought I needed a love life and signed me up without checking with me. She then set up my profile and submitted it before telling me about it over dessert last night.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Doingthisformyjob

      

      
        Old enough *Smirk Emoji* Sibling interference - I get it. I have a best friend who also suggested that doing this wouldn’t just be beneficial to my job but also to my love life. My lack of one is apparently affecting her. So, it looks like we were both forced to do this beta app. How many matches did you get?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iworktoomuch

      

      
        Old enough! What kind of answer is that? Are you collecting a pension, or have you just finished school? So far, I’ve only matched with you. Our answers in the survey must have been similar which is surprising since my sister answered it. You may be her perfect match, though her husband might disapprove.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Doingthisformyjob

      

      
        Over thirty, under forty. Does that help? *grinning emoji* She’s taken? What a shame. She could have been the love of my life. Oh well. I guess I will have to leave my love life in the hands of this app. So, did your sister tell you the rules of the app? What is allowed to be discussed and what isn’t? No sharing personal info or photos until you’ve chatted for at least 7 days … Oops, sorry. You’ve already broken the personal info rule. I know you have a sister. I do work for the company, so I’m very familiar with all the guidelines. But hey, that’s a pretty general piece of info. I’m not spying on you or anything. *laughing emoji* So, tell me, how’s your sister finding it so far?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iworktoomuch

      

      
        Haha, nice try! You almost made it through without breaking the rules. *winking emoji* And yeah, I suppose your handle does give you away. I’m starting to think the app might be more ‘personal’ than we initially thought. Guess I’ll have to trust it to work its magic … or at least see how far we can get with 7 days of ‘non-personal’ chatting. So, tell me, Doingthisformyjob … If you work for the company, I’m guessing you’ve tested this thing out a fair bit? Or are you just a beta tester like the rest of us?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Doingthisformyjob

      

      
        Okay, we both have one strike against us. Moving on. Since we can't discuss our location or anything personal – what can we discuss? I might have to chat with the tech writers about this. What are you up to today?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iworktoomuch

      

      
        Working. I was just making my second coffee of the day when I got matched with you.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Doingthisformyjob

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        You’re working on a Saturday? Your handle fits. And a second cup of coffee? It's barely 8 a.m. How do you drink that vile stuff?

      

      

      

      

      

      Storm stared at her screen, waiting for his response. Unlike the others, there wasn’t one right away. Did she strike a nerve with the coffee comment? Was he one of those coffee snobs? A couple of minutes passed before she typed out another message.

      
        
          
            
              
        Doingthisformyjob

      

      
        Hey, you there? Did I offend your coffee-loving soul?

      

      

      

      

      

      A few minutes passed before the typing dots appeared again, indicating he was replying.

      
        
          
            
              
        Iworktoomuch

      

      
        Sorry, zoned out for a moment. You just reminded me of someone I used to know. She wasn’t a fan of coffee either. What are you up to today?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Doingthisformyjob

      

      
        Just sitting at my local café, watching all the morning joggers and families enjoying the beach life.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iworktoomuch

      

      
        So, you live near a beach? Or is that breaching personal territory?

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Doingthisformyjob

      

      
        The beach is pretty vague, since Queensland’s full of them. I’m guessing we’re both in Queensland because of the 200km radius on the app. Unless one of us is on the border, I suppose. *laughing emoji* I’m getting too in my head.

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
        Iworktoomuch

      

      
        You really don’t like coffee, do you? Anyway, it sounds like you've got the beach life sorted. If we weren’t on this ridiculous app rule thing, I’d be asking you for the name of your local café. But, I guess I’ll save that for later. *winking emoji* And yes, drawing. A bit of a clue about what I do. But I’m sure I could throw you off if I keep giving vague hints. *grinning emoji* Deadlines are killing me though. Anyway, I’ll take a break later and finish catching up with you. Hope you're still able to think after all that beach-watching. Talk soon, Doingthisformyjob.

      

      

      

      

      

      A smile played on Storm’s lips as she stared down at the phone screen. This could be more fun than she first anticipated.

    







This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.





