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        Former lovers turned internet celebrities find themselves unexpectedly stranded during a storm. Will this unexpected twist bring them closer or drive them further apart?

        

        Amidst the hustle and bustle of social media stardom, I'm forced to take a break. However, my plans for a relaxing getaway at a private resort take an unexpected turn when I come face to face with the man who once shattered my heart.

        

        Stranded on a small island together, we're forced to confront our shared history while we await rescue from the storm. We finally clear the air and all things point to a possible reconciliation, but now it's his present predicament that might threaten our chance to reunite.
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      “You need a wife, Shaun. Or at least a special person to send time with. You can't spend all your days and nights at work.”

      And here I thought relaxing on a lounge chair for a few days at my own boutique resort in the Thousand Islands, with a view of Lake Ontario in front of me, under a gorgeous sunny sky, I could take a breather from all my stressors.

      The weather this September has been particularly warm, without much rain. But thankfully, not a heat wave. Unlike July.   “Aunt Eloise, as I've told you many times, I enjoy my job. I’m happy.” Not quite the truth but will do for now. “I don't have time for dating.” Not with my medical business, this resort, and my issues with my business partner all keeping me tied to an office. This week is the first vacation I’ve had since last winter, and I really can’t afford even five days.

      “I think I've found the perfect woman for you.”

      I sigh. 

      “Don't give me that, young man. She's perfectly lovely. The daughter of one of my dearest friends.”

      I glance over at Aunt Eloise. For a woman in her seventies, she looks at least ten years younger with her silver hair tucked up in a bun under her wide-brim beach hat and a white lace coverup over her stylish turquoise one-piece bathing suit.  She’s always on trend with her clothing, works out twice a week, and eats far healthier meals than I do. I love her as much as I would my own mother, but this is a familiar conversation we've been having since the day I entered medical school. She increased the pressure when I started my practice after completing my residency. And piled it on the moment I became social media famous. 

      When I asked her to come with me to Wolf Island, I encouraged her to bring a couple of friends along, hoping they could distract her from focusing so heavily on my love life. But she insisted the two of us spend time alone.

      I can't deny my aunt anything. I wouldn't be where I am today if it weren't for her. Now, I just want to do my work, run this small boutique resort, and maybe, one day, find a woman to share my life with. 

      Unfortunately, after I posted about a procedure I used on a young girl, my newfound fanbase took it upon themselves to start a campaign to raise funds for the little girl and her family that I highlighted in that video. I didn't need or want the exposure, but the little girl and her parents could use the money, making all the crap I deal with worth it. 

      I sweep my gaze around the pool area, and it takes my breath away like every other time I gaze at it.

      The Frontenac Island region is beautiful in the summer. My aunt started bringing my sister and me here as kids to give us a reprieve from everyday life in Kingston after our parents died. Whenever the school held Mother or Father events, we'd spend the day or the weekend on Wolfe Island, usually on the secluded beach at Big Sandy Bay. Sometimes, she would rent a cottage for a few days, and we'd spend hours in the water or exploring the area. We loved the fact that you could only access the island by ferry. 

      I’d jumped at the opportunity when a pair of side-by-side lots became available near that beach. I'd always thought this would be the perfect spot for a small boutique getaway. And a short trip from my home and office in Kingston. I knew immediately I wanted the primary view to be Lake Ontario. Hence, the buildings create a privacy circle around the gardens and pool area. I built a few quaint cabins and a main building with a game room and dining room. I added a small coffee bar, a pool, and hot tub the following year. During the winter it's slow, but I use it as an escape whenever I can, which sadly isn't often enough.

      “I don’t want to meet anybody right now, Aunt Eloise, I really don’t have the time to invest in a relationship at the moment.” Besides, getting a date isn't the problem. Since that one video went viral, I've become an overnight social media mogul. The attention is undoubtedly good for business, but it also brings out all the weirdos searching for their own minute of fame. Or those looking for pro-bono reconstructive surgery. 

      “Everybody needs somebody, Shaun. Even if it's just a confidant.”

      The warmth of the sun on my skin feels like heaven. The summer could have been better this year—lots of rain in August, steaming hot in July—so the temperatures this month is perfect, warm enough to wear shorts and thanks to a heated pool, we can still enjoy a nice swim in the evenings. I can't remember the last time I sat in the sun for longer than a few minutes. 

      The trees haven’t yet turned to fall colours, flowers are still in bloom, and birds can be heard calling to one another from high up in the trees that sway in the breeze. 

      It's hard to believe that winter will take over in just a few short months, covering all of it in a blanket of white and ice. 

      “Her name is Kimberly, and she's very pretty.”

      I reach for my beer and tip the neck to my lips, letting the cool amber liquid slide down my throat. Nobody's as pretty as Marika. Don’t have time to think about her either.

      “I could call her and have Kimberly join us for a few days.”

      “I wish you wouldn't.”

      “Your mother wanted you and your sister to be happy, Shaun.”

      As I've gotten older, I sometimes struggle to picture my mom's face without a photograph to remind me of her pretty features. Losing my parents in a car crash at eight changed me forever. “I am happy.” Or I hope to be once I deal with my business partner.

      “It can't all be about work. You need somebody to come home to at the end of the day. I promised your mother before she passed that I would do everything I could to ensure you and your sister would find the perfect partners.”

      Marika's images pop into my brain. I have no trouble remembering what she looks like. It's not only the way she looks. The way she played with a strand of hair when her nerves got the best of her, that bright-as-sunshine smile, the way she arched an eyebrow when she thought I did something silly, and the way her eyes turned the darkest shade of midnight when we kissed.

      My cell rings, and I glance at caller ID. “Sorry, Aunt Eloise, but I need to take this.” I reach for the phone as I stand, and then take a few steps away to speak with my business partner. “Hello.”

      “Shaun, we need to talk.” My partner's tone is pleading, but I won't be swayed. 

      “Ben, I'm on vacation. I don't want to talk about it right now.”

      “This affects me as well, Shaun. You can't just decide this on your own.”

      “It's time to go our separate ways.”

      “We're partners,” he growls into the phone.

      “And we've had a good run. Now I want to do different things—on my own.”

      “What things? We can do them together.”

      “No, Ben. I've already made my decision.”

      “Without talking to me first? You can't do this.” There's the anger. I knew it would appear. 

      “We'll talk when I get back.” I end the call. 

      Ben and I met in school and became fast friends, deciding to pool our resources to start a practice when we graduated. 

      I shake my head. Sometimes the people closest to you hurt you the worst. That's twice now I've been burned. 

      A young couple strolls hand in hand, goofy smiles on their faces as they gaze at each other. I envy them. I had that once, a long time ago. Before med school, before my practice, before social media. I trusted her as well, and she also let me down. It's a shame I can't get her out of my mind. 

      God, it's been ten or twelve years—no, fifteen years—and her face still pops up in my dreams. Visions where I wake up with my cock in my hand, remembering the sweetness of her lips as though I just kissed her. The roughness of her tongue on my dick the first time she went down on me.

      Rubbing a hand over my face, I clear all the memories away. I need to focus on me right now and my business. Dealing with Ben requires my attention. Finalizing the sale of the new building and starting over requires my attention. 

      But it can all wait a few days while I clear my head. The private investigator I hired is doing his thing. The lawyer is doing his. My office manager is preparing a letter to my clients. 

      All I need to do right now is relax and spend a few days of quality time with my aunt. At the same time, I’ll avoid her matchmaking games and get myself mentally prepared for some of the most significant changes in my life.
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