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This book is part two of the Love of a Lifetime series. In order to maximise your enjoyment, I recommend reading Ghost of Timor 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: Welcome Home, before reading the next Love of a Lifetime story.

Prologue

Canberra - January 2000

Camilla had almost melted by the time the courier finally arrived. The late summer heat was so intense that she felt uncomfortable in her dark business suit, even though she had only been standing outside for ten minutes. Dressed to impress and not for a day at the beach, which would have been more appropriate. 

In her defence, Camilla hadn’t been planning to stand outside in the heat when she had dressed that morning. Working in the office of the most important man in the country, she always had to look her best. Not for him, he wouldn’t have cared. But everything she did in public reflected on him. She knew work expected her to present an image of professionalism. Expected if she wanted to keep her job. 

Most days, she wouldn’t have regretted her attire. Her black skirt suit, ivory silk blouse, lacy underwear, and matching stockings suited the office. But in the heat of the outdoors, she wished it all away for a light summer dress and sandals. All this discomfort just to wait for a parcel. All part of her job. 

But she had done it because they had asked her to. Her job required her to do many things that others didn’t: work long hours; smile at people she loathed; wait on those who cared nothing for her time. So, when she’d agreed, standing outside for a few minutes on a sunny day seemed like a welcome change. It was only in the last few minutes when the prickles appeared on her skin beneath her wool jacket that she’d wished she was somewhere else. 

Once she’d collected the small package from the courier, Camilla dashed back inside the building to seek refuge from the heat. She’d had to walk all the way back to her desk before she felt comfortable enough to remove her jacket. Once off, the building’s air-conditioning took its full effect upon her silk blouse. It took a few more minutes before she felt sufficiently cooled down to feel comfortable in her outfit again.

She alerted her boss’s secretary that she had the small box in her possession. Instructed to unwrap it and wait, she just sat there waiting. She thought she might check her emails again, but it was Friday and there was nothing waiting for her that couldn’t wait till the following week. She was ready for the weekend and bringing the box into her boss’s office when he called would likely be her last duty before she could go home. If she hadn’t caught his secretary’s eye minutes earlier, she likely would be home already. 

With nothing more to do that day, Camilla idly looked about her for a momentary distraction. Seeing none on her clutter free desk, she chanced a look inside the small wooden box that had caused her recent mild discomfort and delayed her departure. Inside there were two round gold medals, one larger than the other and each a seven-pointed star topped with a crown. The ribbon was mostly yellow with red chevrons pointing north at regular intervals. The words “For Gallantry.” cast into the medal. It wasn’t the first time that she had seen or handled such things since she’d been working for the Prime Minister. She suspected another old general was receiving a retirement gift, but it may be someone younger, as there was all that business happening up in Timor.  

She had only just resealed the box when the phone rang. 

“Prime Minister’s office, Camilla speaking,” she said. 

“Yes, we are ready now.” Prime Minster Howard said. “Can you bring it in, please?” 

Chapter 1

“Little darling, it’s been a long, cold, lonely winter.

Little darling, it feels like years since it’s been here.

Here comes the sun. Here comes the sun.

It’s alright.”

The Beatles

Canberra - January 2023

The Hotel Realm wasn’t a recognisable Canberra landmark. Even for someone with a tourist’s knowledge of Australia’s capital. The most iconic image of the city is that taken from Mount Ainslie. From that vantage, one looks down ANZAC Parade and across Lake Burley Griffin toward old and new Parliament Houses. If the camera shot was wide enough, you might detect the Realm at the extreme left of the frame. Not that it stood out.

The Realm sat atop the block once occupied by the notoriously cheap Macquarie Hotel. Both faced inward on National Circuit, in the government enclave suburb of Barton. The Macquarie had once been within easy walking distance from both parliament buildings. Despite its condition, it had been much favoured by Australian politicians and their staff until the day it finally closed. Its cheap rates helped them pocket as much of their taxpayer funded travel allowance as they could.

Hotel Realm was one of only two five-star hotels in Canberra. The other was the Grand Hyatt on Commonwealth Avenue. The Realm opened in 2008 and had a decidedly ‘business hotel’ vibe about it. When opened, people complained about the Realm’s minimalism. Strips of red metal suspended around the atrium formed a central sculpture. They were a cheap but effective, distinctive and dramatic signature look for the hotel. There was no central expensive artwork, sculpture, or light fixture. Nor was the foyer wreathed in armfuls of expensive blooms. But the interior, full of grey and faux suede, deep piled carpet, rust-coloured furniture, edged with steel and dark wood, was comforting enough.

The outside of the Realm was little different from its interior. Stark glass and concrete in style, the Realm proceeded much of Canberra’s rapid urban infilling from the early 2000s, more function than form. The advantage of this design, however, was that it maximised interior space and views. Floor to ceiling windows in large, well-appointed rooms were standard for the Realm.

And on a mid-January day in 2023, rain streaked those window panes of a Realm’s guest room that looked out towards the Australian Foreign Ministry. Sheets of rain were a more accurate description. A summer thunderstorm was lashing the capital, and from inside that room, the Realm seemed to bear the brunt of it. The ancient oaks and imported deciduous trees of old Canberra were being thrashed by the wind. After a long absence, the storm had broken. 

Like the rain pouring down the hotel windows, perspiration also streaked Alison. Sweat was bubbling up on her skin everywhere. It ran down her back, forming a little puddle on her spine or cascaded down her flanks. She could feel it trickling down her breasts, momentarily cooling them. It flicked off her nipples to the floor as they swayed back and forth, back and forth.

Some respite from the heat, she thought. She hadn’t had a workout like this in years, at least not in this position. Since her separation from her husband two years earlier, she’d run, lifted, cycled and starved herself. She now approximated something approaching her twenties. But her body was reminding her now that she hadn’t done any of this type of exercise, not in a very long time. Marital sex was one thing; a fuck was another altogether. 

For Christian’s part, he couldn’t believe that he was here again. He’d sent Alison a letter months earlier. He hadn’t imagined that the result would be a naked Alison bent over a chair in front of him, taking everything he could pound into her. Maybe he wished it. No, he had definitely wished it. But after twenty-five years, he’d never expected to see her again, let alone rekindle old flames. He’d told himself that he was just trying to get his own house in order. But he wasn’t complaining about this latest development.

After reuniting with Alison two hours earlier, she’d left her room card and a small key on the table in front of him as an invitation. He had taken her hint and, after waiting a whole five minutes, followed her back to her room in the hotel above the Realm’s lobby. 

He opened the door and announced his presence just in case he accidentally startled her. “Alison?”

“Through here,” Alison called. Not that he needed directions. She had left him a trail of clothes from the door to where she was waiting for him; shoes, dress, bra, undies, Alison.

The sight that greeted him in that room was welcome and not entirely unexpected. Alison had left a big enough hint of what would wait for him if he followed her to her room. He was already hard in anticipation by the time she’d left him downstairs. Seeing her now, waiting for him as she had foreshadowed, almost ruined the moment. He wasn’t a young man anymore, after all.

Alison had been stark naked. Her arms resting on the back of a chair that she’d dragged from the desk to the middle of the room and positioned in front of a large mirror. She was staring at him with the biggest grin he had ever seen on anyone. His mind turned back to the touch football match where they had broken the ice twenty-five years earlier. 

“More like ‘please grope me’ football,” he corrected himself. What a way to get someone’s attention.

“Why Lieutenant Holland, is that a gun in your pocket or are you just happy to see me?” Alison quipped. 

Seeing that Alison was in no position to cover herself or escape, Christian returned service. “No, just my mobile phone. I thought I might take a few photos for my blog. And that is ‘Colonel’ Holland to you, Private Benaud.”

“Get fucked!”

“If you insist,” he said, as he removed his tie.

The sweat from Christian’s exertions was stinging his eyes. Whenever he’d played sport, he’d always encountered the same problem, sweat getting in his eyes and obscuring his vision. So much so that he’d been forced to carry a cloth in his pocket during exercise to clear his vision. “Old man” his teammates called him back then, back in his twenties. He was an old man now but, at this moment, he’d been transported back to 1997. 

From where he stood behind her, Alison was still a catch. Not the limber 21-year-old he’d first met years ago–age had come to them both–but for a 46-year-old with three children, she was in remarkably good condition. She was a knockout from the front too. No longer the short blonde bob of her youth. Her hair was longer now, falling down past her shoulders. She was leaner too, her arms were more defined, biceps and triceps clearly visible as she held herself between the chair and his thrusts. 

He hadn’t been slack either. The gym had given him strength that’d he hadn’t known in his twenties, and he’d discovered running later in life. He would not break any records these days, but at this moment, he was very grateful for the path he’d chosen. And it was definitely better than sitting on his arse watching TV in to an early grave.

He started to the feel the end coming about twenty minutes in, the change in his breathing signalling to Alison that their dance was ending. She couldn’t do much more from her position but turn sideways and look in the mirror, but he could tell that she was happy with how it had gone... so far.

He came in the usual way, Alison giving her approval earlier that there was nothing to worry about; trust going both ways. But he had one more surprise in store for her that day. Instead of collapsing over her and resting, Christian used his new posture to reach between Alison’s thighs and find her clitoris. She was already flush with excitement, so the sudden attention of his hand didn’t cause her to flinch as it might have if she had been ‘cold’. Finding the right spot, Christian stimulated her; causing an instant reaction. He didn’t ask her for permission, and she hadn’t wanted him to.

Pinned beneath him and unable to move, Alison was effectively his toy. From there, he could do anything to her he wanted to. But again, instead of thinking of himself, he now only sought her pleasure. She could have protested, but she didn’t want to. After all, no one else had tried to get her off in almost a decade.

As her pleasure built, Alison could feel Christian’s cum sliding out of her and slowly trickling down her leg. She didn’t care; this wasn’t a job interview, and she was pretty sure that she had already passed the physical. The wrongness of her situation just made this moment even more right.

Where have you been all my life? She asked herself rhetorically. She knew full well that answer to that one. And although there were no do overs in this lifetime, she questioned the reasons for some of her decisions that she had made in the last century. Her rising feeling of pleasure snapped her out of her introspection and brought her back to reality.

Reflect later, her body told her. Right now, we’re a little busy.

When Alison came, it wasn’t in the usual way. A decade of self-service when her husband had been out on the town at night with his mates had been just a matter of survival. Something to relieve an itch or help her get to sleep at night. This was something different. It was heaven. This was a fuck. 

And when it happened, she thought she was about to faint. The feeling was intense. Akin to when she was fifteen, the first time she had ever cum. A sensation so pleasurable and foreign that she hadn’t understood what was happening to her. A confusion of guilt and ecstasy had overwhelmed her pubescent mind then and now she was feeling it again.

“I guess it’s not like riding a bike after all.”

Alison felt her legs beginning to give way. She cursed Christian for having so much stamina despite him being on the wrong side of fifty and her punishing post-marriage fitness regime. Then she cursed herself again for her ingrained competitiveness. But it wasn’t fatigue that was causing this loss of function; it was fornication. This was involuntary, and no amount of willpower was going to keep her upright. She was cuming; she was cuming hard, and she was cuming now and she could do nothing to stop it.

With a low guttural moan, Alison finally let go and gave over to ecstasy. She crumpled to the floor, still clinging to the chair which had been supporting her. Christian followed her down, his fingers refusing her pleas to stop. When he finally decided that she had had enough, he ran his hands up her steaming torso, over her breasts and along the length of her outstretched arms and back down. Each hand repeating its journey as she panted in front of him. 

She was like a statue come to life, he pondered. A statue that could only be appreciated by touch. He ran his nails down her back, causing small parallel red welts to rise on her pale skin and Alison to shiver. He let her pant a few moments longer, then turned her face toward him and kissed her.

Recovered, Christian stood up and left Alison against the chair. He walked over to the bar and picked up the Tanqueray 10 and Nolly Prat that he spotted earlier when he was ploughing into Alison from behind. 

“You came prepared,” he said.

“I couldn’t find our blindfold,” she said cheekily.

Christian mixed two martinis and carried them over to the lounge, closer to Alison, sat down and drank. “Can I get you anything?” he said sardonically.

“The key might be nice.”

“All in good time.” Christian sipped his drink and looked her over, smiling.

“Well, if you aren’t going to uncuff me, then you could at least tell me what you have been doing for the last twenty-five years.”
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Chapter 2
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“I never dreamed that I’d love somebody like you

I never dreamed that I’d lose somebody like you.”

Chris Isaak

1997-98

When Alison left me, I was gutted. To say that I wasn’t expecting to be dropped when I called to wish her a merry Christmas would be an understatement. Of all the things that she could have said to me that day, “we are breaking up” was the last thing that I ever expected to hear from her. Only a week earlier, she had handed me a letter, which read:

I couldn’t have imagined a better ending to my year than being with you than if I had written it myself. You are the greatest thing that has ever happened in my life. Now stop reading, put down this letter and fuck me as hard as you ever have!

Alison’s change of heart was so unexpected I felt as though a train had hit me. I sat there holding that phone, amid my family Christmas, seeing my life ending in front of me. I simply couldn’t process what I was hearing. And while her explanation of why she was breaking up with me may have made sense to her, it truly broke my heart in every way. 

In my mind, every appeal to logic and love should have been enough to convince her that this was simply unnecessary and so very wrong. We loved each other, were so happy, we were together. I was prepared to give up everything to be with her. How could she not see that? What had happened? What had I done that she could become so cold, so fast?

I didn’t sleep that night or for many days after. Running through endless arguments in my head, hoping I could convince her to change her mind. But all I kept hearing in response were the words she said again and again that day, “I’ve made this decision.” They would be the last words I heard from Alison for the next twenty-five years. If she had just called once in that time telling me to come back, I would have dropped everything I was doing, run to the airport, and gone straight to her. 

“I’ll be there in 24 hours.” But the call never came.

To make matters worse, my transfer to Sydney was granted just a few weeks later. That made the loss even more crushing because I would now be within a few miles of Alison. I would now live a fifteen-minute drive from her flat. Not our current three hour trek. We could have spent every night together for the next three years. She could have moved out of her flat and lived with me rent free.

But the suddenness of the breakup caused me to wonder what she hadn’t said. I wanted her to be telling me the truth about her career goals and how she didn’t want me “waiting for her”. But I was terrified that she used that as a smokescreen for some other reason. If I tested the waters and let her know I was close and told her I still loved her, and she rejected me again, then I think that I would have been done. I didn’t have drink or drugs to turn to-that was never me-I just had pain.

And thus begun a grim period. I wanted to walk up to Alison’s door and surprise her with my news, hoping that we would reunite, but I couldn’t be the one to make the first move. Rejection at that point, or worse, seeing her in the company of another man, was my constant nightmare. I didn’t want to turn over that rock and find something that would, more or less, kill me.

So I didn’t. I moved to Rose Bay in Sydney, just over the hill from Alison’s flat, and avoided Randwick for the next two years. I didn’t even go to the Sydney Cricket Ground-the scene of our first-date to see my team play, for fear of being accused of stalking if bumped into her. 

But I had one lucky break when I moved to Sydney. My army reserve posting wasn’t automatically transferred to Brigade HQ in Randwick. That was the closest unit to my residence, and also where Alison paraded. No, for my sins, they sent me back to Bardia Barracks in southern Sydney to earn my captaincy. When it rains, it pours.

I say “sent back” for good reason. Since the first day of my army life, I’d been returning to Bardia with increasing frequency and less excitement for training and misery. In the late 90s, there were many clapped out facilities in the army inventory. But none more so than Ingleburn’s Bardia Barracks and Heraklion Lines, that just lay just across Campbelltown road in southern Sydney. People rightly complain about some of the third world faculties at Singleton Infantry Centre and other such places. Glorified camp grounds for reserve units coming from and going to the field. Ingleburn was supposed to be a barracks.

The problem with Ingleburn was that they had built it in the 1940s as the army ramped up its recruitment for the Second World War and nothing had changed since. The entire place was falling apart and barely functional. I suspect that the only reason that the reserve put up with being given the place was it was close to Sydney. As a bonus, no regular army soldier wanted to be seen dead in the place. 

I rag on the regulars, not as part of any healthy rivalry, but to point out that fact that they despised the reserve and made no secret of it. And the lower the regs were in rank, the more they hated us. 

I am not trying to intimate that the reserve came anywhere near the regulars in terms of professionalism, fitness or discipline. But the history of the Australian Army clearly showed that in times of war, conscripted civilians and the reserve always answered the call. They also paid the ultimate sacrifice and won the day. Which meant that the regular army wasn’t that special as, given time, anyone could be a soldier. All the regulars had over us was that soldiering was their only profession. A high school dropout working full time at McDonald’s would always be better at flipping burgers than the weekend shift.

But the fundamental problem for me in being sent to Bardia again was that this would be the third year out of the last six that I had had to spend all my time in that dump. I believe the government sold the land a few years ago, and made a pile of money in the over inflated Australian property market. Perhaps that is what they had been holding out for all those long decades. And why they put so little money into maintaining that place over that period? They knew that the whole place was going to be bulldozed into the ground one day.

The one saving grace this time around was now I was an officer, not a cadet. Which meant that, despite my low rank, I was now considered one of them. People had to salute me, say yes sir, and leave me alone. All I had to do was turn up to training and not fall asleep, and the army treated me like an adult. I was so glad not to be an “other rank” anymore.

Captain’s training comprised relearning all the things from five years earlier that we’d endured as trainee lieutenants. Mostly administration, military law and endless TEWTs. A TEWT is a Tactical Exercise without Troops. To understand a TEWT, imagine standing on windswept hillside in the worst weather an Australian summer or winter can throw at you. Then having to think about how to defend that hill from some imaginary enemy coming toward you. Or attack the same imaginary enemy on the next hill, then stand up and tell your assessors how you would do it. That was my weekends for most of 1998.

If there was any redeeming feature of that twelve months at Bardia, it was the mess life. As much as I complain about Ingleburn’s crumbling facilities–and they were literally crumbling–there was always cheap beer to be had at the end of each day. And I mean, very cheap beer and at the end of every day. No one expected you to drink yourself into oblivion every night–we weren’t in the navy–but having a few beers at the end of each day definitely took the edge off. And those that did bonded closer than those that didn’t.

So it was with much relief that I finally passed Captain’s school at the end of ’98 and prayed that they would never send me back to Bardia Barracks again. The last twelve months had taken their toll on me and I was sick of my life, which included everything to do with the army. So, without a second thought, I collected my promotion and my pay and promptly resigned my commission.

I had made captain. No one could take that away from me.
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Chapter 3
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“The last plane out of Sydney’s almost gone

and it’s really got me worried.

I’m going nowhere and I’m in a hurry

you know the last plane out of Sydney’s almost gone.”

Cold Chisel

Sydney - 1998

So, from early 1998, I was living in Sydney at the taxpayer’s expense. My job in Sydney was to act as the liaison officer between the Australian Defence Force’s (ADF) overall headquarters (HQAST) and my office back in Canberra. The job itself consisted mostly of shuffling reports from Canberra to the military planners in Sydney. I also peered over people’s shoulders to make sure that they weren’t about to start World War 3. Any time an illegal Indonesian fishing boat got accidentally “lost” in Australia’s territorial waters, some of the ADF thought it was D-Day.

Australia had an interesting relationship with its northern neighbour. Separated only by the relatively small Timor Sea, both countries may as well have been at opposite ends of the Earth. Geographically, they were completely different. One was an island continent while the other an archipelago of ten thousand islands. Australia was brown and barren, while Indonesia was tropical and lush. Culturally, the same differences applied. They shared no common language, history, customs, traditions, or outlook. Australia looked over Indonesia and saw the rest of the world, while Indonesia looked inward and never to their south. Darwin, Australia’s northernmost city, was nearer to Jakarta than to another Australian city. And Darwin’s population of ninety thousand faced Indonesia’s hundred million. It was only the odd stray fishing boat from the north or drug smuggler from the south that reminded each country of the others’ existence.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg
JL COLLINS

GHOST
OF
TIMOR

PLEASURE CAN KILL

FROM THE CORRIDORS OF POWER TO STEAMING JUNGLES
LOVE IS A DANGEROUS GAME





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





