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This book is part four of the Love of a Lifetime series. In order to maximise your enjoyment, I recommend reading Patagonian Affair in series order. There are hints and subplots in each book that make more sense if you have read the previous episodes.

Further, the companion series, The Other Woman, comprises a series of short stories that support the Love of a Lifetime timeline. Though not critical to following the main series, The Other Woman provides a different perspective on the events presented in those stories.

After you complete this book, I recommend you read The Other Woman: Girls, Interrupted, before reading the next Love of a Lifetime story.



Prologue

Tonight, the light of love is in your eyes 

But will you love me tomorrow?

The Shirelles

Canberra - March 2003

Camilla had had a restless night. It wasn’t because she was about to leave the country that day for two weeks on an official trip. Her sleep had been getting progressively worse for weeks now. In the last few years, only her need for intimacy had interrupted her slumber. When the mood took her, she just rolled over and touched him. It didn’t matter where or how. Sometimes a kiss, others a stroke. She’d use her mouth or hand, but she found he responded just the same. 

But she wasn’t alone in initiating love. Just as often as her, Christian would seek her out in the middle of the night. His hands or his tongue always finding a welcome home; his stiffness was impossible to ignore. But no matter who started or how long it took, she’d always woke the next morning feeling refreshed and alive.

But this morning was different. They hadn’t had midnight sex for weeks and it had been because of her refusal. Not that she didn’t want him, but there was something keeping her awake at night and she couldn’t work out what it was. 

She supposed it had been nagging her for longer than that. If she had kept a diary, she would have been able to see that it all started almost two years earlier when he went to Perth. Gone for six weeks, she found it difficult to sleep without him next to her. Before, she thought that their relationship was nothing more than convenience, but then she got her wake up call.

Her problem was obvious and if anyone else knew about their secret affair, then they could have told her straight away. But no one else did, so she had to work it out by herself.

Perhaps it was easier to see it now that they no longer worked together. Easier to see their relationship in the light of one who wasn’t perpetually on their guard. One who had become so adept at hiding her feelings from others that she had accidentally hidden them from herself.

So when that morning came, she knew couldn’t wait any longer. She’d stayed over that night hoping an opportunity to talk about them would arise, but it hadn’t. She hadn’t found the courage, and what she knew she had to do scared her. And now they were both leaving for work and time was short. She finally summoned up the nerve when she was in the shower, but when she emerged from the bathroom, she discovered he had already gone.

In a panic, wearing nothing but a towel, she grabbed her keys and chased after him. Clinging on to her cover for dear life, she pursued him down the stairs into the parking garage. As she opened the door at the bottom, she cared not that she was in public and practically naked. She had decided and before he left to go to work that morning; she had to tell him. 

She had to tell Christian that she loved him. 
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I bet you’re wonderin’ how I knew

‘Bout your plans to make me blue

With some other guy you knew before

Marvin Gaye

Darwin - February 2003

The bar’s furnishings looked as though they had been first used in the 1970s. An eclectic mix of faux leather and stained fabric chairs and couches sat amongst various tables of dark red or brown wood. It was impossible to date each accurately because of the many chips and scratches from the rough handling and thousands of drink rings that marked their surface.

Many of the bar’s patrons would pay homage to the reverence of the place. Occasionally, they acted like overgrown children - tipping tables and roughhousing on the floor. Paradoxically, it was typically only on formal nights that the more juvenile behaviour reared its head, the highest. Games of Carrier Landings, Slosh and Cabbage Polo often ended the informal proceedings of such events. The first involved throwing a person along a table to test if they could slow themselves down with their toes before falling off. The second required the participants to hurl pool balls at each other while running around the table. The last, well, that needed no explanation.

Yet, the decor and behaviour of the patrons notwithstanding, the bar had an ambiance that was almost holy. The furniture and carpets were worn out, while the memorabilia on the walls and cabinets were pristine. Each spoke to a tradition of sacrifice that could trace its linage back generations. Prized objects, once destined for disposal, now bore a history of heroism and courage.

Despite the decor, the members felt at home here. Like so many similar places around the country and the world, the alcohol was cheap, and the friendship was true. Each knew that whatever personal misgivings one’s neighbour may harbour, they would have his back when it counted.

The noise coming from the back corner of the bar had been growing for the last hour. Some of the other patrons had already moved away. Not because of the language used, or the subjects discussed, but for the volume being projected by the two men responsible. Every topic they discussed or anecdote they dropped was the funniest thing they had ever heard. And they weren’t rolling drunk; yet.

Tom was famous for being able to hold his booze. He could drink most men twice his size under the table and appear to suffer no ill effects. He was drunk, it never made him feel ill. He just got louder. Sometimes he would laugh so hard he would lose balance and fall off his chair. And when he’d had enough, he’d find a dark corner and pass out, often waking up in strange places. The next morning he might still be drunk, but he had a power to just keep going.

Bruce was the opposite. He couldn’t hold his drink like Tom and if he tried to match him, he would end up bent over in the gutter. When it all became too much, he would take himself away and be sick. Returning later, he would be quiet but he never refused a second round of drinking. In the morning, he would also be fine.

They had not seen each other for years. The last time had been at their military graduation almost a decade earlier. That night had ended as so many had before during their training; both drunk almost to a stupor and regretting they’d ever heard of alcohol. They were rarely ill, and the hangovers they nursed had little impact on their appetites for future booze. But they weren’t alone in drinking to excess. At least half a dozen of them had regularly regretted the previous evening’s antics of their youth, including Christian.

While Christian had stayed working for the government, fate had led Tom and Bruce to embrace their military interests and they had both become professional soldiers. It was a wise choice for both, as Australia then began its greatest tempo of military operations since Vietnam almost twenty-five years earlier. 

Their military adventures didn’t prevent life from continuing. Tom had had several girlfriends before settling down while Bruce, ever the country boy, had married his first love out of school. Both had had children, and they eagerly swapped war stories of fatherhood; equally proud of their children while despairing of their lost freedom.

Now, their increasingly raucous behaviour had drawn the ire of some and the mirth of others around them in the bar. As Tom drank, the pitch of his laughing raised an octave, increasing its range. And, while considered the more polite of the two, Bruce’s drinking let out his darker, more perverted sense of humour. While some words that came out of his mouth were unarguably funny, others caused even his closest friends to look away in disgust. 

When they finally exhausted stories about themselves, they turned to the subject of mutual friends. Tom and Bruce were an hour into their catch up before Christian’s name came up.

“I last saw Christian just over a year ago.” Tom said. “You will never guess where.” 

“A brothel?” Bruce quipped. 

“I’ve only been in one whorehouse in my life. I mostly enjoyed it, but he definitely wasn’t there.” Tom replied. “Guess again.” 

“I dunno. Up the top of an iceberg?”  

“Oh, nice guess.” Tom said. “Almost, but not quite. He was on the Tampa when it was thick with Afghani refugees. But true to form, Christian had managed to land the only reasonable bit of tail within 100 nautical miles and was banging a six-foot Norwegian goddess on the side!” 

“What, on the ship?” 

“No genius, at Luna Park. Of course, on the fucking ship.”

Tom was referring to what had become known in some circles as the 2001 ‘Tampa Incident’. The Norwegian flagged merchant ship, Tampa, had rescued hundreds of asylum seeking Afghanis originating from Australia’s nearest neighbour; Indonesia. When the Tampa attempted to take them back to Indonesia, the Afghanis threatened to jump overboard. The ship’s captain ultimately agreed to their demands and attempted to offload them at the Australian outpost of Christmas Island.

Coincidently, Christian had been aboard the Tampa as a paying passenger. He’d contacted the Australian government and kept them one step ahead of the Norwegians, the Tampa, and her owners and the United Nations. To do that, he’d seduced one of the ship’s officers, a very tall, striking blonde woman, into letting him use the Tampa’s radios.

Bruce laughed at the thought of Christian balls deep into Kate Winslet on the brow of a containership while firing two submachine guns into the air simultaneously. He didn’t know why his mind went to such surreal places when he drank. If he cared at all, then he thought he should probably seek help. 

“I can top that,” he said. 

Tom doubted Bruce’s chances, but indulged him. After all, he was here to drink for as long as he could, and another story would only help pass the time.  

“Proceed,” Tom said. 

“Well,” Bruce replied, pausing for dramatic effect. “The last time I saw him was in Timor back in 2000. I went to his office one evening for a drink and ended up getting thrown out by some naked air force chick who he’d been screwing in there for months!” 

Bruce explained that while he had been deployed to the East Timorese capital city of Dili, he had bumped into Christian. Christian was working out of an air-conditioned shipping container as a communications officer. Using his equipment, Christian had been running a side hustle, delivering emailed love letters all around the task force.

Bruce had entered Christian’s office one night in the hope of a drink and a chat. But the naked woman that Christian had been secretly sleeping with for months turfed him out.

At that revelation, Tom’s last sip of his drink came out his nose and he coughed uncontrollably, drawing even more attention to himself. People in the bar turned to look at the commotion, including the contingent of sailors who had been sitting next to them the entire time. 

“Fucking hell,” he spluttered. “That is priceless! Was she hot?”

“Kinda cute in a girl-next-door sort of way. Pale skin and long black hair. She looked a bit like a mermaid.”

“Did she have a name? I might have to get her number.”

Bruce thought for a moment. “He told me, but I can’t remember. Something beginning with an ‘S’ I think.”

“Sally.” 

Bruce and Tom turned as one to look at the dark-haired speaker sitting with the other sailors. 

“Yeah, Sally. That was her.” Bruce said. “Do you know her?”
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I walk along the city streets you used to walk along with me

And every step reminds me of just how we used to be

Naked Eyes

Bathurst - March 2023

The thumping of Alison’s heart was barely audible over her breathing. Both had been steadily rising since they had begun and as her excitement grew, her metabolism followed. Her skin tingled with each touch, and she became heady with the waft of each new aroma of flowers and cut grass.

The bark of the tree she hid behind was rough on her palm. The grass under her feet equally tickled and pricked her with its soft blades and fallen twigs. The slight breeze on her skin when they moved whisked away any heat from the summer night air, but at any pause, she could feel her temperature quickly rise.

Absent the neighbourhood lights and passing cars, they were in total darkness. Clouds masked the waning moon and distant stars. If it hadn’t been for the occasional dog walker or late-night strolling couple, there would have been no need for the tree’s camouflage. The couples were easy to avoid, but the dogs were a constant menace. A hound could easily detect them, even if they had had time to hide from its human owner. With luck, they would be mistaken for a possum or a cat as they hid behind parked cars or in garden beds. She knew that eventually their luck would run out and someone would spot them and then she had only one plan; run.

But for now, the tree was enough to shield them from the group of young men who wandered down the path toward them. The three were chatting amongst themselves, lost in the screens of their phones, playing some game that involved walking from place to place. Walking while staring at their palms, all in the name of exercise. If they had turned their heads and looked a few metres to their side, the men would have seen something they would not soon forget. A live version of something that their phones likely provided them when they were home alone in the dark of their bedrooms.

With that realisation, Alison felt a rush of blood and a tingle between her legs. She was doing it again. Living out her fantasy. Her fantasy of being naked outside. Naked and vulnerable in-public. Exposed for the world to see if anyone but looked up from their phones or turned out their home lights. 

It had been two weeks since she’d actually been trapped outside, naked. And despite thinking that it was her ultimate fantasy, the reality had been a nightmare; at first. It ended with her seducing her soon to be ex-husband so she could raid his house for clothes. That deception and the journey there had become her go to fantasy when she lay down each night after or let her mind wonder during the days which followed. Each highlight of the memory was better, or more outrageous or depraved. She relived it, adding extra details while omitting others, all the while praying she could do it again.

And now she had convinced Christian to join her.

Alison was brought out of her fantasy when Christian’s tongue probed into her. Until then, he had been silently working his way down from her lips to her thighs as she fantasied of being exposed once more. 

As she opened her eyes, her dream of running naked outside with him gave way to the reality of her bedroom. The lace curtains waved above her head as she stared at the ceiling above. Another wave hit her as he lapped between her smooth lips. She looked down at Christian’s forehead and his speckled crown just as his teeth nudged against her clit. She buckled at the waist as he found his mark, toes curling and fingers digging into the sheets. 

Alison arched her back when Christian wrapped his tongue around her clit; around her little dick. As her arousal increased, she knew her labia swelled and her clitoris grew. Grew so much she imagined it was something else. She imagined it was a little dick, and she wanted to fuck with it. She wanted to fuck his face.

She drove her flaccid tool into his mouth with repeated thrusts of her hips. He gripped her arse and pulled her toward him. His tongue circled in a frenzy as he nibbled on her lips and kneaded her behind. When she could take no more, she screamed and lifted her backside off the bed and finally begged him to stop.

Once Alison had come back down to earth, she opened her eyes and rolled her head to look at Christian.

“Oh, my god man! What do you do for an encore?”

Christian smiled at the compliment. “A gift,” he said. He rolled off the bed and scooted over to his weekend bag. Alison checked out his firm arse and defined back as he crouched over his possessions. She wondered at the miracle of men’s anatomy that they could keep their legs together that way without crushing and popping their testicles. 

As he ferreted through his bag, Alison could see his arse hole. She flashed back to the moment a few weeks earlier when she stuck her finger in it as she pulled him off in the shower. Judging by his reaction, she had given him an incredible orgasm. Her reward was to be splattered with his cum; her first ever facial. She regretted now that he hadn’t taken a photo.

She wondered idly if it was worth another crack this weekend to see if she could get the same reaction or better. Maybe she could film it. Then she remembered his comment about being fingered before by someone else. When was it? Who was that? Why was she so fixated on Christian’s bum and his previous lovers? It shouldn’t matter. He was hers now, wasn’t he?

“Here you go!” he said triumphantly as he stood and turned. As he spun, his relaxed genitals swayed briefly. He caught her staring, and she turned her head to look away, which amused him. “See anything you like?”

“Obviously,” she replied. Regaining her composure, she said, “Just wondering when you were going to hurry up and stick that in me.”

“In a minute. What is the rush?”

“Well, if you don’t, I might get bored and end up sticking something in you!”

“Promises, promises,” he said as he climbed over her and back onto the bed.

Interesting, Alison thought. No hint of embarrassment on his part.

Christian handed her an envelope. Rolling on to his side, he stroked her skin with his fingertips as she opened it. Inside were several photos. Their appearance momently threw her, having gotten so used to looking at everything digitally in the last decade.

The first was of a military aircraft waiting on a tarmac. Although overexposed, the shot remained focused. It took her a moment before she spoke.

“Was this our plane?” She asked excitedly, remembering the flight back to Sydney where they had chatted non-stop; all the while wishing she could fuck him before they landed. 

“Not quite,” he replied. “It is the one we went up to Queensland on. We weren’t supposed to have loose items on us as we boarded. But I was hanging back, and I used my rank to flout the regulations. I figured it was worth the risk of taking a photo.”

It had been over twenty-five years since that flight. She could barely remember any of the details, let alone what the day had been like or who anyone else in the shot was.

“I think that is you there.” Christian pointed to a figure amongst the others. Identically dressed in camouflage uniforms, the only thing to distinguish anyone was their height and hair. The air force forbade hats near their planes just in case one got blown away and fowled an engine. The figure had short and straight blonde hair and was easily shorter than most of the men in the photo. Alison squinted at it for a few seconds before agreeing that it probably was her. She didn’t remember that any of the other girls from the camp had had blonde hair.

The second photo was an entirely different proposition. It was definitely her, though Alison had to suppress a laugh seeing how much she had changed since 1997. Short hair again, but the uniform was gone, and she wore a beige cabled sweater with a small gold chain around her neck. She seemed to be in a restaurant, likely sitting opposite Christian.

“Where was this taken?” she asked.

“Kalinka restaurant in Dickson. It was Russian food. I took you there one day to impress you.”

“I think I remember. Is it still there?”

“No, it closed about a year later. The food was excellent, but the owners wouldn’t compromise their cuisine for Australian tastes. Shame really, but small businesses rarely last ten years, let alone twenty-five.”

Alison looked at herself in the photo again. It was before she had a full-time job and money, so she grudgingly forgave her younger self for not wearing an expensive, sexy dress all those years ago. 

Flicking to the next photo, she had to clasp her hand over her mouth to stop from laughing out loud. The image before her was of a slightly out of date, bronze coloured BMW. It was probably third hand by the time Christian took possession of it in 1997. 

“Was this your car?”

“Yes, excellent memory!”

How could she forget? Though the car had faded from memory, what it had meant to her during her brief affair with Christian was another thing. Badly muffled, it used to roar like a Ferrari at the slightest acceleration, though that was barely audible from the inside. She could remember it echoing in the underground basement of her student accommodation on the first weekend Christian came to stay. The noise it made when he finally left her two days later, feeling like she’d run a marathon and having trouble walking, was tremendous. There were also sex sessions in secluded spots in Sydney, Bathurst and Canberra that came to mind.  And was also her infamous “slut drive” to pick him up from the army depot in front of his fellow officers.

“All that history! It does seem a shame now that you had to leave it sitting on that dock in Perth to rust.”

“Oh, that’s right. I didn’t tell you, did I?”

“Tell me what?” Alison said, putting down the photo.

“The car in Perth. That wasn’t the end of it.”

“What happened?”

Christian sat up and smiled. “You might want to have a shower or have a drink first, because that is a long story.”
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It was the time of the preacher 

In the year of oh one

Now the preachin’ is over 

And the killin’s begun

Willie Nelson

Canberra - March 2003

It is a bit of a cliché to say, “I remember it like it was yesterday.” So many details fade over the years that events can become confused and have entirely new meanings assigned to them. I remember one moment in my life, thinking about how life may have been different if things had panned out a different way. I only found out years later that I had recollected the sequence of events out of order. Diaries really come in handy. 

However, having made that point, I recall 23rd March 2003 like it was just yesterday. Problem was that I spent most of that day unconscious.

That day started like so many others had back then. I woke, ate, said goodbye and headed off to work. My office had a gym attached, so, as per my routine, I planned to do an early work out before hitting the showers and walking into my office. I didn’t leave any clothes at work, which meant that I had to carry my gym bag and suit with me to my car. I also had a dodgy water bottle that leaked and I carried it separately so it didn’t wet the contents of my bag. Added to that balancing act were my car keys dangling on my finger. By the time I walked out the door, I was an accident waiting to happen.

In 2003, I’d long since left the Prime Minister’s employ and had headed back to my old agency, which I had last set foot in four years earlier. When I returned, there wasn’t a position waiting for me, so I shopped around a little until someone suggested the area of export control. I won’t bore you with those details in this story, but I landed on my feet amongst a bunch of nerds and mathematicians and had a whale of a time. Turns out that maths guys and girls can be just as much fun as normal people once you get to know them. I could go into that in much greater detail here, but that is another story.

I was still living in the inner Canberra suburb of Kingston, so my drive to work was less than ten minutes. By design, most of the Australian Government agencies were headquartered within the nearby Parliamentary Triangle. That covered an area, obviously triangular, bounded by Parliament house, ANZAC Parade and Kings Avenue. The area was very popular with politicians and newly arrived public servants because of its proximity to their work and the Kingston night scene. As a local, the outer suburbs held no fear for me, and I’d only moved to Kingston in the interim after returning from Timor in 2000. I’d stayed because it was so convenient for life and work and I’d gotten used to the short commute.

That I drove to work that day rather than walk was nothing special. Public transport in Canberra was abysmal and still is. If I didn’t want to arrive at work sweaty, I could not ride or walk. It was lazy, but that was my thinking that day.

So, without a second thought, I had collected my things and made my way down to my apartment’s parking garage. I could have taken the lift but, at only three stories, I didn’t see the point waiting for it to arrive. Every bit of exercise helped, especially if your job was manning a desk and talking on the phone to exporters all day long.

I made my way into the garage via the stairs and walked to my car, which was parked close by. It was still 2003, so not every car had a keyless remote then and mine certainly didn’t. At about the same point, most days, I would have to juggle the stuff in my arms and manoeuvre my keys into my right hand and at the right angle. 

I am not a clumsy man, but neither am I the most dextrous. I could occasionally drop things for no reason, and that day I did. As I juggled my suit, bag and bottle onto my left arm, I noticed that water had leaked out of the bottle and on to my suit. As I swore at my ill fortune, I lost focus on the task at hand and felt my keys slipping off my finger, down to the garage floor. Instinctively, I lunged downward to catch them, and it was precisely then that it happened.

As I bent over, I heard the wind rush behind me, then a tremendous crack of pain in my shoulder and the back of my head. With my ears ringing, I crumbled to the ground, only to hear a muffled male voice swear behind me.

“Fuck!” my unknown assailant moaned.

As I rolled over, I thought I could hear metal ringing from somewhere in the darkness. Despite my blurred focus, I could perceive the masked man, unmistakably a man, grabbing at his own wrist while locking eyes with me.

He seemed to be confused because he looked back and forth between me and some point behind me where I thought the metallic clang came from. It was probably only a few seconds of indecision, but it seemed to last forever. After his initial hesitation, his eyes then grew with hate and the next thing I knew, he was drawing back his leg then thrusting it forward into my ribs.

My gym bag and tangled suit took much of the force of his first strike, but not all. I guess we broke even on that one, as he seemed to get tangled in the straps of my bag and in my suit’s hanger. As he swore at his ineptitude, I had enough time to inch away and brace my shoulders against the door of my car. Incapacitated, with my head spinning and my focus blurred, I knew I was in no position to fight back. Yet some instinct told me that time was on my side if I could survive his first few blows. My most primitive of responses screamed at me to get off the ground. I had to get higher.

So, as he cursed and threw my possessions away in a pink fit, I raised myself up on my car’s door and did my best to curl into a ball. If I could protect myself long enough, I hoped someone would come and intervene. My darkest fears were that he was not alone and had someone contriving with him would strike me next from an unexpected direction. But I had no choice. If I was to survive the next few minutes, I had to protect my head.

When his next kick came, it was to my thigh. His aim had been off, yet the pain was real. Having played contact sport for years, I was used to being struck with force, but sport has rules. Unless you are fighting in a ring, you may never deliberately strike at an opponent in any sport I know. But this man was not here for sport. He was trying to murder me.

If he wanted to make me drop my defences by kicking me in my body so he could get to my brain, his plan may have made sense. But he was in a frenzy, so his blows kept missing their mark. They struck home, to be sure. But mostly they hit my thighs, butt, shins and forearms. Every blow hurt, though surprisingly less than I expected. They say that in a fight; you don’t feel most of the blows once your adrenaline has kicked in. Despite that unanticipated development, my survival instinct kept me from letting down my guard. No matter where he kicked or how much pain I felt, I kept my arms over my face and my back to my car. Then he kicked me in the ribs.
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