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FANTASY ISLAND: ZERO REGRETS

 


When Sheila Cartier
discovers she has cancer, it causes her to take a good look at her
life. She’s been pretty satisfied with it so far, but if there’s
one thing that troubles her mind, it’s the way she handled her
divorce. Sheila doesn’t want a do-over with her ex-husband. She
merely wonders if she’d stuck things out, would it have gotten
better. Had she made the right decision all those years
ago? 
If the cancer causes her to meet her Maker, she’d like to do
so with zero regrets. Enter Fantasy Island. Her fantasy: What would
life be like if she and Grant were still married? The problem?
Grant's dead.







 


Fantasy Island Vacation Getaways

For the Romance Lover

  Ever wonder what it would be like to
be the star of a romance novel? Why waste time simply reading when you can be
the lead in your very own story, crafted exclusively for you?
Whether you want to reconnect with the one who got away, see if
friends really do make the best lovers, or give your relationship
with that ex-lover one more chance, we can create it.

You have questions. We have answers. Come,
let your imagination soar.

Call today. Don't delay. Our friendly staff
is waiting for you.

*Prices vary. Terms and Conditions
apply.

 



Dear Fantasy Island,

 


Recently, I was diagnosed with breast
cancer. As you can imagine, it had a tremendous impact. There’s
nothing like facing your own mortality to make you view life
through a different lens. For the most part, I’ve had a satisfying
journey. I have a daughter I dote on, a career I love, and while
not rich, I have enough money in the bank to make life
comfortable.

My one regret, if I have any, concerns the
area of my divorce. We were so young, so foolish. We had the world
by the tail, and no one could tell us anything. Then it all fell
apart, and I filed for divorce.

Sometimes I wonder. Had I acted too hastily?
Could the marriage, the relationship, have been salvaged if I’d
been a little more forgiving and a lot more understanding? What
would my life, and our daughter’s life, be like today if we had
remained married?

There’s no way to discuss this with my
ex-husband. He died almost two years ago. Still, I’d like a chance
to find out what would have happened if I’d chosen a different
road. If we’d have stayed married, we’d be celebrating our
twentieth anniversary this year.

I don’t know if you can help me, but if you
can, it would be worth any amount of money. Should I die from my
illness, I’d like to do so with zero regrets.

Hope to hear from you soon.

 


Sheila Cartier

 



Chapter One

 


Sheila Cartier debarked the seaplane,
nervous and excited. This was, perhaps, the most foolish and
wasteful thing she’d ever done in her life. It went against every
sensible and cautious instinct she possessed.

A date with a dead man. That’s what she had.
Based on the pages long questionnaire Fantasy Island had her
complete, they’d probably hired some actor to play her ex-husband.
It would have to suffice. After all, no one could bring the dead to
life.

It wasn’t as if she wanted a second chance
with Grant. She just needed assurance she’d made the right decision
all those years ago. Settle this one question of uncertainty from
her past so she could have peace.

No one truly realized how precious a
commodity peace was. She’d had little enough of it since receiving
her diagnosis. Cancer. The big C. Despite tremendous medical
advancements, the word still had the power to strike fear in her
heart.

She hadn’t told her family. The only person
who knew was her boss, and he’d only been told because of the time
she’d need to take off from work. Sheila wasn’t trying to be
secretive. Once she wrapped her mind around her illness and had a
clear course of action determined, then she’d share with a few
select loved ones and friends. First, she needed to rid herself of
the fear and the worst case scenarios running rampant through her
mind.

Sheila firmly pushed all thoughts of
surgery, chemo, and treatments aside. There’d be enough time to
deal with that later, when she returned to the real world. The one
thing she’d learned during this last month was to live in the now.
To enjoy life one day at a time and not to be so consumed with the
next thing that she couldn’t savor the current experience.

She turned to view the lovely pacific island
on which she stood and their smiling host waiting on shore. Sheila
closed her eyes and lifted her face into the island breeze ruffling
her hair. The scent of salt and lush tropical vegetation teased her
nostrils, and bright sunshine beamed its heat on her head.

This place certainly lived up to its
reviews. She couldn’t wait to see if her fantasy would, too. Words
like “unbelievable, miraculous, and mind-blowing” had been used.
Not one dissatisfied customer. More than one reviewer had said,
“Don’t try to figure it out. Just enjoy the experience.”

The last person exited the plane, and she
and the rest of the travelers joined their host, who welcomed them
to the island. Once the greetings were made, they were transported
by golf carts to another area. The wide expanse of green lawn in
front of a two-story plantation home was their destination. White
catering tents, which blocked the sun but let in the breeze, had
been erected. Underneath one, a lunch buffet was being served. A
smaller one held a drink station with a bartender for those who
preferred alcohol. Guests could sit in the sun at picnic tables or
lounge in the shade.

Sheila chose the latter. After being cooped
up on planes for most of the day, it felt good to stretch out her
legs. She nibbled on her food but gorged on the papaya punch served
in hollowed out pineapples. Just enough of the fruit remained for
her to scoop out with a spoon.

When she finally finished her meal and the
waiter had collected her dinner remains, Sheila reclined fully in
her chair and closed her eyes, intent on relaxing while she waited
for her fantasy to begin. The Polynesian band playing softly in the
background lulled her into a stupor. She let go of all the stress
and worries of the last few weeks and simply zoned out.

“Wake up, sleepyhead.”

Sheila groaned and rolled onto her side,
away from the hand shaking her shoulder.

The hand tugged her into her previous
position on her back and persisted with its annoying prodding.
“Come on. Get up. We didn’t come all of this way and spend all of
this money so you could sleep our time away.”

Slowly, she opened her eyes. After much
blinking, her blurred vision gradually cleared to reveal a wood
planked ceiling overhead. Bright sunshine flooded the room from
open sliding glass doors, which led out onto a wood balcony.
Turquoise waters and blue skies filled the horizon. She lay on a
platform bed of some kind.

“There’s those pretty brown eyes. Rise and
shine. The resort called and asked if we were ready for the
breakfast I ordered last night to be delivered. I told them to give
us thirty minutes. That should be enough time for you to shower
before they arrive.”

She shifted her gaze to the man seated
beside her. “Grant?”

He appeared briefly amused. “I certainly
hope you weren’t expecting to see some other man on our twentieth
wedding anniversary.”

“No,” she agreed, her voice faint.

She stared, unable to believe her eyes. This
man had Grant’s dark blue eyes, receding hairline, and the same
distinguished touch of gray at his temples. The neatly trimmed
moustache and goatee framing his thin lips was just the way he
preferred. It was like Fantasy Island took a photo of Grant when he
was younger and used age-progression software to see how he should
look now. This imposter was a perfect replica, right down to the
sound of his voice.

His amusement gave way to curiosity. “Why
are you staring at me? You look like you’ve seen a ghost.”

Stunned, she reached out a hesitant hand and
lightly touched his face. The skin and hair felt real. So did his
scalp. This wasn’t fancy stage makeup.

“Ladybug, you’re starting to freak me
out.”

Sheila swiftly withdrew her hand and
clenched it into a fist by her side to keep from reaching
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