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      Simon Kerrigan stared out the window of his apartment at the family resort, the sky blackened by night, soft lights around Lake Tola making the water glisten slightly with the waves. A storm blew in, the rare winter lightning in the distance illuminated the night sky. It was perfect for the mood he was in.

      His mother was dead.

      Two weeks later, he slumped on his couch, glass in hand full of the top shelf whiskey he kept in the decanter. He didn’t even remember getting it. Simon wondered how many times he needed to remind himself that his mother was dead before his brain believed it. He thought it had been plenty of time. 

      He had finally felt as though he wasn’t working on autopilot anymore. It wasn't easy, but being at work gave him something to occupy his mind. Paperwork was the hardest to concentrate on and he'd admit that was not getting done up to his standards right now. 

      Being around the staff was still hard. They’d loved her, too.

      But the guests at Cypress Bay Manor Resort were what really kept him occupied. He’d immersed himself in customer relations in the last week, and it had been easier to laugh and converse with the guests than it had the week before.

      His mother's death was such a shock to everyone, not just those who worked at the resort. Lauren Kerrigan had her hand in all kinds of projects and committees all over town. And the way she died was even more heartbreaking for them all. She had so much life at only fifty-one and now she was gone.

      The entire family had spent a wonderful three weeks with his maternal grandparents, who were visiting from England for Christmas and New Year's.

      His mother and her parents had moved to the States for her father's job when she was in high school. When she graduated, his grandparents decided they missed England, moving back after she married his father John. They frequently came to visit—more so when Simon and his brother Oliver were kids—but they were close with his mother and visited a couple of times a year.

      When it was time for them to leave, his mother drove them to the airport in Orlando. Something she did every time they came to visit. No one thought anything of it. His mother often handled the drive without any problems. Even at night, as it was by the time she made her way home. But she never made it.

      Simon shuddered at the memory of the day they lost her. 

      "Simon, have you heard anything from your mother?" his father asked.

      "Why would I?" he responded. He didn't have time for this. He was already behind work because of the holidays and his grandparents' visit. And he was tired. So tired with all the paperwork that was piled up on his desk. He shouldn't have taken all those days off.

      "She should be home by now and I haven't heard from her," his father John said, a slight tinge of panic in his voice.

      "You know Mum and how much she hates using the hands free device in her car. She probably ran into some traffic."

      "Right. You're right. I'll talk to you later," John said despondently. 

      His father hung up the phone and Simon got back to work, immediately forgetting all about the call and his parents. He was so involved with his work that Simon almost didn't realize the phone was ringing again an hour later.

      "Yeah, this is Simon," he answered impatiently.

      "Your mother was in an accident," his father said. This perked Simon up and lifted his attention away from his work.

      "Is she alright? Does she need someone to come pick her up?" he asked. "I can leave now and drive to wherever she is to get her."

      "No, there's no need for it. She's gone. Simon she's gone. They killed her," his father whispered, tears choking as he tried to talk.

       "What?" Simon sat in his office, stunned. Gone? His Mum was dead? How could that be? He'd spoken with her that morning before he went back to work. He didn't even get the chance to say goodbye when she left with his grandparents for the airport.

      Simon shook off the memory. They later found out a wrong way driver had hit her head on, killing her instantly. It was worse to learn that the man who was driving drunk only received minor injuries. He wasn't even supposed to be driving, his license revoked because of repeated incidents of driving under the influence. Now he was being charged with manslaughter, though Simon couldn't bring himself to care what happened to him. It wouldn't bring his mother back.

      Now here it was, in the middle of the night, two weeks later, and he was still trying to come to terms with it all. Simon would never forgive himself for the way he blew off his father the first time he called. Or how he didn't get to say goodbye to his mother before she left for what would be the last time he would see her.

      Lauren Kerrigan was the life of the family. A mere five foot two inches with a big personality and plenty of sass. She taught her boys the 'proper' way to speak, using words like cheeky, gobsmacked, and wonky. Those went over really well at school. His friends loved it, his teachers not so much. He often saved his British colloquialisms and slang for family, though they sometimes popped out when he was tired, angry, or not thinking about what was coming out of his mouth.

      He heaved out an enormous sigh. Maybe going back to work would help. It was all he seemed to do these days. Of course, it wasn't as if he didn't work too much before. He was currently in charge of the family resort—so much so that he lived on the property in the private family quarters—and always considered himself to be on call.

      Glancing down at his glass, Simon determined he didn't have too much to drink. Barely a sip at all. Setting down the glass, he walked out the door, letting it lock behind him. 

      He would check with the night crew first, make sure they had everything under control, then go to his office to finish up some of that bloody paperwork. He hated all the paperwork. And at the same time, it did keep him busy. Even if he'd rather be doing anything else at the resort.

      Walking through the corridor to the employees' only door and out into the lobby, Simon walked with purpose through the lounge toward the front desk. He always loved walking through the resort. It gave him a sense of pride that his family made it, and here he was, years later, carrying on their work and legacy. It also had his mother's sense of savvy design all over it, which made him both sad and comforted.

      Approaching the front desk, he witnessed the night clerk, Tiffany, talking to a decidedly frazzled family of four. Simon arrived in time to catch the end of their conversation.

      "Thank you so much! I'm not sure what we would have done if you didn't have a room available," said the father of two young and—to Simon's eye—unusually well-behaved boys.

      "You're very welcome, sir," Tiffany told the man. "Here are your keys. You'll find the elevator down this hallway and to your right. Your room is a family suite, located on the second floor."

      The man thanked her again before gathering their luggage and walking toward the elevators.

      "Any problems, Tiffany?" he asked.

      "No. It's lucky for them that this is the off season and we have a room. Said they traveled from Michigan to go to the parks, but decided at the last minute they didn't want to stay in the city. They wanted to give their boys a less 'metropolitan' vacation — his words, not mine," she said with a chuckle.

      Simon gave a small smile that didn’t quite reach his eyes. "Well, I hope they enjoy themselves. Not as much to do in January here. Lake Tola Beach isn’t even open for swimming, though I suppose they can take a blustery boat tour with Joel."

      "What do you want to bet they check out in a day or two and head back down to Orlando?" she asked.

      "We can probably count on it," he said.

      Simon said his goodbye's to the desk clerk and made his way down the hallway behind the front desk to his office. He unlocked and opened the door, looking around as though seeing it for the first time.  

      Bookshelves in a deep mahogany lined the back wall, filled with books and trinkets his paternal grandparents, parents and he added from various sources and travels. Awards for the resort adorned a glass-doored cabinet on the other side of the room. They frequently had the newest awards and other recognition given out in the lobby. This held past accolades, of which there were many thanks to the work his family put into the resort over the generations.

      In the corner sat a small table with a couple of chairs for impromptu meetings or a meal. He admitted he enjoyed drinking his tea during the midday break. He even had a small cart with an electric teakettle and a couple jars of loose leaf tea, courtesy of his cousin Hailee.

      And finally, in the center of the room sat his desk—again mahogany to match the bookshelves—disheveled with stacks of papers, pens, and other office supplies surrounding the spot where he kept his laptop. A comfortable office chair sat behind the desk and two other chairs positioned in front of it.

      Simon sat down in his chair and thought about the family who had just come into the Cypress Bay Manor Resort.

      He always wanted a family of his own, someone to spend his life with and watch their children grow into adults together.

      With his mother's death, he had an idea of how it felt to have someone he loved so deeply in his life, only to lose them. He wasn't so sure he was willing to go through that again.

      It hurt that it was his mother who died—it should have been the eejit who hit her. Eejit. Though the word for idiot was more Irish than British, his mother loved that word and used it often both as an insult and a term of affection. It left a big hole in his heart, remembering. 

      But seeing what his father was going through, the deep and never-ending grief. Simon was grieving, too, but it couldn't compare to the pain his father was going through. His father lost the love of his life, someone who he expected to grow old with, spending every moment together after they'd done their job of raising Simon and his brother.

      Simon couldn't imagine living his entire life without the love and joy of having his own family. It was all he had ever dreamed about. At thirty-two, he was ready for the wife and family. Yet he didn't want to risk losing her once he found her, either. It conflicted him. He had hoped that someday it would be his children who ran the resort. Now he wasn't entirely sure if he cared about that anymore. 

      And even with that, Simon still had work to do. The resort would only run itself for so long without him managing it. Not that he thought he was the only one who could run the resort, but he was the one currently in charge and so it fell on him to carry on. And wasn't that so British.

      His mother would be so proud.
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      About five months later.

      

      “Why did you need to go to Florida to finish your book?"

      Aylin Miller relaxed in her cabin, sinking into the couch while talking on the phone to her friend and editor, Angeline. Getting away made her feel safe again. Her whole body sighed in relief once the tension she had been gripping in it had eased away. It was like all the worries of the last few months were suddenly wiped away.

      "You know why I needed to leave. And coming to Florida was your idea, remember?"

      "Of course, I know why you left. By why so far away? What was I thinking when I said Florida? It's so hot you're going to melt!"

      Aylin laughed, "They do have air conditioning, you know."

      “Yeah, but you'll need to go out sometime.”

      Not if she could help it, Aylin thought. She had to finish her book. After everything she’d been through these past several months, she was ready for some peace and quiet, with no disruptions—or someone stalking her. The stillness in the cabin gave her exactly what she needed. 

      Finishing up her conversation with Angeline, Aylin studied the cabin, picturing herself in the space for the summer. The cabin was simple, no frills. Its two-room layout meant fewer distractions, not that she was easily distracted.

      Once she got into the zone, it was hard for her to escape it. All she needed was an area to work. Of course, it also meant she frequently forgot to stop for food. That could be a problem. She reminded herself to call over to the resort to have her meals delivered to the cabin. 

      The main room contained a galley kitchen on one side of the room, a small round table with two chairs under one of the front windows, and an island with two stools. It separated the kitchen from the living room area, which held a loveseat couch and two comfortable looking chairs positioned around a coffee table.

      The space for the television was empty because Angeline asked them to remove it when she made the reservations for the cabin. She knew Aylin well. The view would be enough for her as it was—she didn't need the constant droning from late night programming ruining her schedule. 

      As for the view, the cabin had a sliding glass door across from the front door that almost took up the entire wall and could be opened completely. Once open, it left an incredible view of the woods and lake, as well as access to the square patio. It was like living in a forest, the glistening of the sun bouncing off the water, like diamonds sparkling, cutting right through the slight foliage. A path led to the lake, the small sliver of beach seemed like a great place to lie around, if she was into that sort of thing.

      Turning toward the other room, she walked into the cabin's bedroom. Aylin needed to finish unpacking if she wanted to set up her work area and get back into her book. The bedroom was sparse, but well decorated. The king-sized bed took up most of the room, facing a set of windows with that fabulous view again. With the two suitcases and computer bag she brought with her spread over it, the sage green bedspread barely seen beneath them. 

      On the other wall sat an armoire, where she started putting her clothes before she remembered to call Angeline. Of course, she only hung up a couple of shirts, so her suitcases remained unpacked. Tucked into the corner was the desk and chair she requested. It was small, but she only needed enough room for her laptop. And maybe some of her office supplies, the portable printer she managed to cram inside one of her suitcases, and the books she used for reference.

      Finally, a door next to the bed led into the bathroom. Again…not much there, a basic toilet, sink and shower, done in a lovely creamy peach color. White towels stacked on the open wall shelves, along with a variety of supplies, soaps, toilet paper, and other bottles she would inspect later. Overall, the cabin was clean, nicely decorated, and well-suited to her needs.

      "That's enough time wasting," she told herself out loud. "It's time to unpack and finish setting up the desk. How else am I supposed to work?"

      Shaking her head, Aylin finished putting her clothes away in the armoire. Haphazardly hanging her shirts, thinking she should probably iron them, but knew she wouldn't. From her luggage, she pulled the stacks of jeans, undergarments, and socks and placed them in the open drawers. 

      The toiletry bag was the last item she pulled from her suitcase. Aylin dumped it on the bathroom counter, then walked back into the bedroom to take care of the empty suitcases. She closed them up and shoved them under the bed so she wouldn't trip over them.

      The computer bag came next. Aylin grabbed it and walked over to the desk to set up her workspace. Placing the bag on the chair, she opened it to remove a laptop, which she carefully set on top of the desk. It should have been set up first to charge, but what was done was done, she thought as she plugged it in. 

      Aylin continued to pull out what she considered her tools of the trade. An external hard drive, a handful of flash drives — she could never have too many backups — notebooks of various sizes and pens to jot down ideas, and two piles of index cards bound by rubber bands.

      Letting out a big breath, her shoulders drooped at the thought of not having her board with her. It was too big to fit into her bags, so she had to leave it at home. The board was a forty-eight by thirty-six inch bulletin board where she put up her index cards. Seeing all her cards in some semblance of order in front of her helped keep her on track when writing her books. She should have bought the one that folded in threes instead.

      Maybe the hotel had something? If not, she’d just look around town. Or…eyeing the walls around the desk, Aylin thought she may be able to tape her cards to the walls. Damn…now she needed tape.

      With her desk in order and everything in its place for her to begin, the last thing Aylin felt like doing was sitting after her long flight from Philadelphia.

      A three-hour layover in D.C. before catching the plane to Orlando made her cranky. If it wasn't for the last minute plans, she would have found a direct flight. She was lucky to find one at the last-minute. All the direct flights were booked, and she found the only flight with one layover stop.

      But again, what was done was done, and she wasn't going to let it bother her. 

      It was probably why she was cranky. All she wanted to do was whine, flop down onto the bed, and take a nap. 

      The airports were crowded, and she hated crowds. It was one of the many reasons why she loved her job. She stayed in her apartment—or cabin, in this case—and wrote without having many people around her. Unless she chose to be around a lot of people.

      That this cabin was even available for the whole summer was even more lucky. Tourist areas in Florida were usually booked months in advance—especially those that were this close to Orlando. Apparently, the resort recently completed the finishing touches on remodeling this cabin and had not booked it yet when Angeline called to set it up for her. 

      Even with a lot of tourists around, she would be able to concentrate on her work. Living and working in Philadelphia, she often got so into her work that the background noise of the city fell away. Occasionally, way too much traffic or other chaos going on made it hard to block it out. 

      Here, she wouldn't even need to worry about that. It was so quiet the wind blowing through the trees made soft, whooshing sounds as they moved against each other. If she was the type to pay attention to it.

      At this point, Aylin would be happy with anywhere as long as it was away from where she was. She loved her city and apartment, but after what happened, she needed to leave. Shaking herself out of her thoughts, she decided to get out of the cabin and find out if the resort had a board or at least some tape she could borrow.

      Stepping out of her cabin, Aylin locked the door and headed down the path toward the main resort building, which the resort called Cypress Manor—a shortened version of the whole resort name of Cypress Bay Manor Resort. It was a mouthful, so she understood why they shortened it when referring to the main building. 

      There was a cabin on her right with a couple leaving with their luggage. It looked like she would get a new neighbor soon. Hope whomever took over the cabin was too busy with their own vacation to bother her. On her left, a man was entering the third cabin the resort had available. He turned his head, staring at her before closing the door. Aylin shivered. Well, that was creepy, she thought and continued on her way. 

      Entering Cypress Manor's lobby, she asked the desk clerk if she had what Aylin needed. They didn't have exactly what she wanted, but she was able to come away with some tape. It would do for now. She may want to check in town for a store with something better later on. 

      Satisfied she had done what she set out to do, Aylin decided she still didn't want to go back to her cabin yet. She needed to shake off this restlessness before writing. Besides, it was so nice outside. Well, it wasn't exactly nice. It was hotter than anything she was used to, but the breeze coming off the lake helped take it down a notch and the shade during her walk from the cabin made it tolerable.

      She would walk around the resort grounds, checking out the beach and lake, then walk back through the woods to her cabin. Wandering always helped her flesh out ideas and who knew what would happen at a resort by the lake in her mind. 

      On her way down the path surrounded by manicured lawns, she passed by a fenced in pool area and eatery before coming to the lake. Facing Lake Tola, her back to the resort, Aylin glanced to her right. There was a dock with a pontoon boat tied to it, Madris Boat and Lake Tours lettered boldly in a bright blue on the side. Next to the dock was a dock house, huge barn-like doors opened in the middle of the building, where she assumed people would go to get information and schedule a boat tour.

      Turning her head in the other direction, she spotted a long pier with a covered gazebo at the end that was sitting over the lake. That could be a good thinking spot. A person would feel like she was in the middle of the water, standing at the end. Though the people that were walking up and down the pier and hanging out in the gazebo may dissuade her from attempting it.

      Further down the beach, Aylin noticed a man standing off by himself. He was tall...six feet at least, if not more. He was taller than her measly five foot six, that was for sure. By her estimation, she would barely come up to his shoulders, which would suit her just fine.

      He had his light brown hair styled back off a face that had a sharp, angled profile. She made out some scruff around his jawline and chin. Aylin imagined what it would be like to feel that scruff on the palm of her hand as she caressed his face. He looked so lost in thought that she wondered what would happen if she went over to him and gave him a hug. 

      The man suddenly shook his head, as if trying to thwart some wayward thought. Turning away from the water, he walked back toward the resort without checking out his surroundings. He was probably someone who was used to the beach, lake, and all the people. So much so, he didn't even notice them anymore; she thought.

      Girl, what are you doing? Aylin chastised herself for thinking about the man. This is not the time to get involved with anyone. Her only goals for this trip were to finish her book and figure out how she could safely go back home. 

      And that was it! No time for romance. 

      She couldn’t let anyone else get involved in what was going on. It was bad enough that she had her friend and parents worried about her, though her parents thought she should let the police deal with it and continue with her life as usual. They didn't understand why she had to leave Philadelphia for a while. Not that she told them everything.

      Priorities firmly back in place, Aylin quick marched back toward her cabin. It was time to get back to work!
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      At the edge of the lake, Simon reflected on the last few months. He needed this time away from the resort for a little while, where no one would find him. Not that he was hiding or anything. He was still standing out in the open, but most wouldn't think to look for him on the beach. Unless he was with his family, it wasn't something he normally did, especially in the middle of a workday.

      He only needed a moment to decompress before getting back to work.

      His father was driving him crazy in the time since his mother was killed. His father's intense grief started easing up a little about three months in, not that his father had stopped grieving altogether. He lost a piece of himself when Simon's mother died. But it was lessened enough to have him wanting to be more involved. The man was becoming impossible to deal with. 

      This was supposed to be his semi-retirement. Instead, John Kerrigan, Jr., decided he needed to be involved in everything at the resort, inserting himself into projects that were already firmly in the works. He was disrupting their employees and making a commotion they couldn't have with all the tourists staying with them right now. 

      Simon knew it was only a matter of time before his father tried to worm his way into other areas of the resort. All he needed was for his father to try to take over his job or his brother Oliver's, who was a chef and managed the kitchen and food services at the resort. He couldn't let him carry on like this. Simon had been running interference all week, trying to redirect his father so their employees could work.

      How was he supposed to manage his own grief, the resort, and his father on his own? Oliver should step up with their father, too. Simon knew his brother was also grieving, not that anyone would notice. 

      They always teased Oliver that he kept a stiff upper lip, as his mother would say, showing no emotion, but he understood his brother well. While Oliver kept everything internalized, he could only hold it in for so long. Simon was just waiting for the day when he'd blow. All that intense emotion would come tumbling out at once and for anyone in his vicinity…watch out! 

      He remembered as a child it would come out in the form of breaking or throwing toys. As a teenager, he would get into fights. As an adult, Oliver so far had been pretty good at keeping a lid on, but Simon really didn't want to see what would happen with all the grief he was holding in.

      Perhaps he should talk to his uncles and have them run interference with his father. His father had three surviving brothers. Add in their wives and kids—his aunts and cousins—and there sure were enough of them to handle his father. They were his family, too, damn it! Why shouldn't they be involved? 

      Giving an internal sigh, Simon knew why they would not interfere. This was resort business now. Each one would support his father outside of work, but they all turned over their shares of the resort over to their children. It was their turn to handle any problems that arose. Including John Kerrigan, Jr.'s grief induced need to insinuate himself into everything at the resort.

      Simon took one last look at the lake, thinking how lucky he was to live in a place so beautiful and relaxing. Now if only he could have some of that beauty and relaxation in his life all the time. Yeah, like he would ever relax. He had a business he ran practically twenty-four seven. He even lived at the resort, so the staff figured he was available and always on call. At any moment, his free time could be disrupted.

      And as for beauty. Well, it was around him every day. The resort, the lake, the beauty of them were all around him on a daily basis. But he wanted more than that. Simon wanted to share in the beauty of what was around him with a wife and family. Or he did. Maybe. He wasn't sure what he wanted anymore.

      Loving, then losing someone you loved was hell!

      They had lost his paternal grandparents, John Sr. and Marinda Kerrigan,  a few months into the pandemic, victims of the early wave of COVID-19. His grandmother fell ill first, his grandfather followed soon after—almost as though he couldn’t bear to live without her. Their deaths were a heavy blow to the family, a tragic end to the lives of two people who had poured everything into building the resort from the ground up. But their legacy lived on, carried forward first by his father, and then Simon with help from the rest of the Kerrigans.

      Add in the sudden loss of his mother almost six months ago, and it was just too much for him to manage.

      Perhaps someday he'd find what he was looking for, though he wasn't sure how it would happen if he never left the resort. Thinking of the resort, he realized how long he had been gone. He really did need to return. Who knew what his father was getting into now!

      Simon shook his head at that thought, turned without looking around. Walking back toward the resort to continue the rest of his day, he examined the building in front of him as he trudged up the small hill to where it stood. 

      The Cypress Bay Manor Resort had been in the Kerrigan family since his paternal grandparents, John and Marinda Kerrigan, bought the old dilapidated building and renovated it with help from the town. They put in a lot of hard work to change the building from its plain exterior to one with a slightly Victorian-like flair, painted in a soft yellow. A wide wrap-around porch and added decorative trim around the windows and doors were painted in a creamy white.

      The interior was also immaculately designed and decorated. When guests first walked in, they entered the lobby and lounge area, one open room decorated in creams and a muted soft green. The many front windows lit up the room during the day when the sun came through them. The wood floor warmed the space, keeping it from becoming washed out.

      Comfortable chairs and sofas flanked two fireplaces at either end of the room, encouraging guests to sit, mingle, and relax. The lobby’s front desk was built into the wall, giving it a seamless look so it didn't detract from the overall decor of the room. Carpeted stairs on the left of the front desk brought guests to the upper floors. While going right led to the entrance to the offices, a commercial kitchen to accommodate all their eateries, and his private living quarters.

      Beyond the stairs, a hallway led to the elevators, restrooms, a restaurant they named Tola Dining after the lake, conference, and event rooms, a fitness center. A tavern added by his parents called BritSip Tavern, frequently known as 'The Tavern', was also on that side of the main building.

      The commercial kitchen was set up in a zone-style layout. It not only provided food for Tola Dining but also for BritSip Tavern and the poolside eatery known as The Basin. Occasionally, they would be tasked with providing food for larger events that took place at the resort, though often they would request those events to be catered by other companies. Those catering companies would still need a place to set up, and so they had a space for them in the kitchen as well.

      The second and third floors had varying types of guest rooms. Five guest rooms with either a single king bed or two queen beds were located on the second floor, all with their own bathrooms. The second floor also had two family suites on either end of the hallway, which each had a king bed and two twin beds in slightly larger rooms, also with their own bathrooms. 

      The third floor was where their suites were located. Three two-bedroom suites, each with their own bathrooms and parlors, occupied the entire third floor. Each suite had windows that gave their guests a view of both the lake from one side and the historic town on the other side.

      When his father took over the resort, he added the cabins near the wooded side of the resort. The three cabins all had a peaceful quality to them that let their guests have privacy and yet still had easy access to the main resort building. The cabins all had a lake view and a wooded view, but were not easily visible from Cypress Manor or the beach area. Simon was planning to add more cabins, but was still working on the plans and where exactly to put them, so it didn't appear too crowded in the woods surrounding the resort.

      His parents also renamed the main building of the resort into simply 'Cypress Manor'. It was yet another nod to his British mother. As if the entire name of the resort wasn't posh enough. Cypress Bay Manor Resort already sounded as though it belonged in an English countryside rather than next to a lake in the middle of Florida. But since that was a mouthful, Cypress Manor was born.

      Now all the Kerrigan cousins owned a piece of the resort, though not all wanted to work the resort as their primary job. Simon was proud and privileged to be the one who managed it as the resort's CEO. 

      His brother Oliver was a chef. He managed the kitchen and everything food related—the kitchen, dining room, tavern, and poolside eatery. His cousin Marinda was in charge of customer relations and coordinated the staff for the hotel. Her sister Ryleigh was in maintenance. She split her time between her own jobs around Cypress Bay and the resort, working on maintenance issues or building something for them as needed. 

      The remaining cousins had jobs of their own. Katia owned a sandwich and deli shop. Hailee owned a book and tea shop. Luke was the county sheriff, while his twin brother was a doctor. Noah spent a lot of his time at the hospital in Pine Grove—the town directly to their north—and some working with Dr. Mancera at the clinic in downtown Cypress Bay. When he wasn't busy with either of those, he was often found hanging around Luke or relaxing in his apartment. 

      Climbing the wide steps that led to the veranda, Simon gave a smile. Every time he entered the building, he felt his family close by and wasn't that what life should be all about? 

      If only they were all still around to enjoy each other and the resort they built together.
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      Two days later and Aylin was finally deep into her writing. The first day she spent getting her index cards organized on the wall in front of the desk. It made her miss the board at home, where she would pin her cards up and move them around easily. Tape was all she had, so she would make it work. 

      Taping them on the wall wasn't too bad, and she could still look up to immediately see where she should go in her story. Though it was a pain when she needed to reposition a card around. 

      Now where did she put that damn tape? 

      Yesterday was the first day where she was able to do any real writing. Just being able to get the words out made her feel like she was finally accomplishing something. 

      Still, the deadline she set for herself was looming and she was horribly behind on it. It wasn't like she was going to be in trouble with her publisher. At this point, she had built up enough of a reputation that they knew she would complete what they wanted on time. 

      The deadline was one of her own making and something she always put in place to make sure she had time for all the other things she needed to do. Writing wasn't the only thing she had to do as an author. She also had to make revisions after it came back from her editor—sometimes more than once—and do all the
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