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Sometimes, one must go against the tide...

Gabby Kingston is back home in LA and trying to forget about Jake Wolfe, the man she left on the island. She feels bad for leaving without saying goodbye, but thinks it was for the best. 

When she gets a letter from him inviting her to come back to the island in six months for another month-long visit, she’s torn. 

Jake is back home, waiting for news about Gabby. His ex-wife has sued him again and offers to drop the lawsuit if he’ll get back together with her. 

Will Gabby make the decision to reunite with Jake to see where things might go between them?
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Gabby
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It was my first day back to work and for whatever reason, I wasn’t looking forward to it. I did love my job, but ever since I got back from vacation three days ago, I’ve been out of sorts. Nothing felt right. I was supposed to be refreshed and ready to tackle the world after my vacation. Unfortunately, it felt like I was the one who had been tackled. 

I stepped out of the shower and reached for the towel. Even the most basic act of showering reminded me of him. I missed Jake. That’s all there was to it. The man had showed up on my island and ruined my life. Maybe not quite like that, but that’s what it felt like. He wasn’t supposed to be there. I wasn’t supposed to fall for the hunky, drop-dead gorgeous, tall, dark, and handsome guy. 

Leaving the way I did felt right at the moment, but now I regretted not getting to say goodbye. I knew it would be much harder to look him in the eyes and say goodbye, which was why I snuck away while he was asleep. But now I wished I had gotten one last hug with those strong arms. It was hard to imagine I would never see him again. 

I pushed away the sadness that had cloaked me since I left the island. It was a brief, wild romance. That was it. We had fun and now it was over. It was time to get back to the real world. Although, I really felt like I might have short-changed myself a bit. I went to the island to do a little self-reflection while grieving the loss of my father. I didn’t feel like I had grieved him yet. Maybe because I didn’t know what the definition was. I didn’t break down and cry. I didn’t have an emotional outburst or thumb through family photo albums. I still talked to him in my mind and eagerly accepted the advice he was always doling out. 

As I dressed, I decided that was the problem. I wasn’t grieving because I still hadn’t fully accepted the fact he was gone. I was keeping all of those emotions at arm’s length. Jake was yet another distraction. He had kept me from spiraling into grief while I was out there. My father’s death was still a source of pain, but it didn’t feel as sharp as it had a month ago when I left for vacation. Time healed all wounds. I supposed this was the way I was going to grieve his loss. It was a dull ache that I would probably carry for a while. 

I pulled my hair back in my usual way before slipping into my new Nikes. I went through a lot of shoes. I was on my feet a lot and needed all the cushion I could get. Once I was dressed in my usual work clothes, I started to feel normal. I didn’t think the vacation had helped, but I realized I did feel a bit more refreshed. That burnout that had been plaguing me before I left on vacation was gone. Now, I was just dealing with a broken heart. 

“Out of the frying pan and directly into the fire,” I said with a small smile as I quoted something my father often said. 

I shook off the sadness and headed out the door. The sun was bright and the weather was warm, just how I liked it. I had told Jake how much I loved LA. I did love it, but oddly enough I missed the humidity of my little island. I almost laughed aloud when I realized I had just referred to it as my island again. Jake hated when I called it my island. 

I just knew I was going to find myself thinking about him all day. It was probably going to take weeks to work him out of my system. He’d gotten into my heart, and that never happened. Jake Wolfe was unlike any man I had ever met. I was attributing the way I felt about him to that very reason. He was new and different and, of course, that appealed to me. 

The drive to the hospital was fairly easy. Some days it could be a real chore. I wouldn’t have minded a little extra idling time to get my head straight before I was plunged back into work. I was doing a swing shift today, which could really go either way. Given the warm summer day, I was imagining lots of outdoor play accidents. 

“Hey, how was your vacation?” one of the x-ray techs asked when I got out of my car in the parking garage. 

“Good.” I nodded and smiled at the young guy who could be just a little too flirty. “How’s it been around here?”

“The usual.” He shrugged. “Nothing exciting. Glad you’re back.”

We walked into the building with him going one way and me going down to the ED. The familiar sounds and smells greeted me as I made my way to the doctor’s lounge. I put my purse in my locker and made myself a cup of coffee. 

“She’s back!” the morning shift doctor said as he walked in. 

“Hey, George,” I said and accepted his hug. The man was older than dirt but still very vivacious. I hoped I had his kind of energy when I was his age. 

“How was your vacation, kiddo?” 

I forced a smile. I was supposed to be excited to be back. When someone came back after a long vacation, they should look refreshed and tanned. I was tanned and basically refreshed but I was also suffering from a broken heart. “It was great,” I said. “I had lots of time to read and relax on the beach most days.”

“Good for you,” he said. “You deserve it. You’re easily the hardest working young lady I’ve ever met.”

“Thanks, George. How are you? How’s Mary?”

He took off his white coat. “She’s good. She’s still waiting for me to tell her I’m retiring.” He held up a travel brochure. “She leaves these all over the place.”

I laughed at the pictures of Hawaii splashed all over the brochure. “George, don’t wait,” I told him. “You’re healthy and spunky. You should get out and do all those things. You don’t want to wait until you don’t have your health.”

“That sounds like wisdom that comes from experience,” he said.

I shrugged and sipped my coffee. “Chalk it up to thirty days of a lot of self-introspection.”

He chuckled again. “I’ll consider your advice. You do make a good point. Have a good shift.”

I walked to the nurse’s station to check in and see where things stood. It was slow with only one patient needing my attention. I sat down, reading the notes the nurses kept in a notebook about various things that were going on in the hospital. 

“Tell me all about it,” Tammy said and flopped into a chair before wheeling towards me. “Was it amazing? Did you get to go skinny dipping? Were you afraid? I would have been terrified.”

Her enthusiasm made me laugh. I looked around to make sure no one was eavesdropping. “I did go skinny dipping,” I said. “And laid on the beach in nothing but my birthday suit. It was amazing. Absolutely perfect.”

“I cannot believe you stayed on a deserted island all by yourself,” she said with a shake of her head. “You have got some serious balls.”

I wasn’t going to tell her about Jake. Not yet. I wanted to hold onto that secret a little longer. “It wasn’t bad,” I said. “There were a couple of storms, but usually the weather was perfect. I read several books. Put together a couple of puzzles. It was exactly what I needed.”

She cocked her head to the side. “You do look better, but there’s still something about you.”

“What does that mean?”

“You have this sense of sadness about you,” she said. “I noticed it before you left. I thought you were burnt out, but are you sure everything is okay?”

While I’d spent my time getting to know myself and contemplating all of my life decisions, I had promised myself I was going to put myself out there more. I wanted friends. I needed people in my life. It was human nature. We all needed a tribe to survive. “I was sad when I left,” I told her. 

Her expression immediately softened. “Why? What’s going on with you?”

After telling Jake, it didn’t feel so raw. “My father passed away a few weeks before I left.”

Her mouth dropped open. “Gabby! Why didn’t you tell me? Did you tell anyone? When? You didn’t even miss a day of work. You’ve never missed a day of work.”

“I got the call when I was on shift,” I told her. “It wasn’t like I could bring him back. He already had a will in place outlining everything. The arrangements only needed my signature. I had a very small funeral for him on my day off.”

She was shaking her head in disbelief. “I can’t believe you went through that by yourself. I’m so sorry. I know you guys were close.”

“We were, but his health had been failing for a while. He knew it was inevitable. I knew it was coming. It wasn’t like it was a total shock.”

She shooed away the comment. “My mother fought cancer for years and even though we knew it was coming, it was still a punch to the gut. Is that what made you finally take a vacation?”

“Yes,” I answered honestly. “I took some time to process it.”

She patted my knee. “I’m glad you did. I understand you’re a private person and I respect that. However, you can talk to me. I won’t force myself into your business, but I’m here for you.”

“Thanks, Tammy.” I smiled. “I appreciate that. I’m going to do a better job being more open with people. I might even go out.”

She burst into laughter. “Baby steps.”

The rest of the shift was uneventful. It felt good to unburden my soul a bit to Tammy. She was a good lady and was always inviting me out or over to her place. I was going to do my best to be more open to being friends with some of my coworkers. I needed to get a life. Despite the distraction of work, Jake was never far from my mind. I wondered what he was doing. Was he thinking of me?

I grabbed my mail from the box downstairs and stuffed it in my large purse without actually looking at it. I headed up to my apartment and went through my usual routine. I dropped my purse on the table in the front entry and headed directly for my bathroom to shower. I always showered after work. Doing what I did required a shower. Often times, I had to shower at work. 

After a nice, hot shower, I poured myself glass of wine and popped a frozen dinner in the microwave. It was late or early depending on how one looked at it, but I always liked to have a drink to unwind. I collected the mail and sat down to go through it. I never got much more than bills, junk mail, and the occasional invitation to a seminar. 

One letter stuck out. I dropped the stack and stared at the return address written in a shaky scrawl. Captain Oleg Macdonald was the name in the corner. I opened the letter to find another envelope. There was a small piece of paper with the same shaky scrawl on it. 

“Hello Miss Kingston, this Captain Oleg. A friend asked me for your address. I couldn’t give it out but agreed to forward this to you from him. Take care.”

I picked up the envelope with my name written on the front. Initially, I thought it would be from the family who owned the cottage. It was likely a quick thank you with an invitation to return. I was inclined to let them know they needed to be more attentive to their reservations. The first two weeks on the island, I had penned letters in my head expressing my disgust and irritation with their faulty reservation practices. Obviously, I never sent the letters. Their egregious mistake had changed my life. For the better. 

I slid my finger under the seal and pulled out the letter. My heart dropped. It was from Jake. I immediately put the letter down. I couldn’t read it. I got up and grabbed the dinner from the microwave. The letter sat on the couch begging to be read. What would he say to me? Was he pissed about the way I left? Of course he would be. But there was nothing to do about it. It was done. We both knew there was no way a relationship would work. The letter was a cruel reminder of what I couldn’t have. 
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Jake

––––––––
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I couldn’t focus. My gaze was on the pool in my backyard. Swimming in my pool just wasn’t the same anymore. I couldn’t get in the water without thinking about swimming naked in the ocean with Gabby. No matter how many times I told myself it was just never going to work out with Gabby, there was always that little voice in the back of my head saying I had to try. Try what, I didn’t know. I couldn’t move across the country. My life was here. My business was here. She couldn’t move. But maybe she could. 

“No,” I muttered. She loved the west coast. I couldn’t ask her to leave. 

She had not responded to my letter. I was going to assume that meant she wasn’t going to. It stung a little, but it wasn’t exactly surprising. She told me as much. I was the one who couldn’t just accept it for what it was. It was who I was. I was persistent. I couldn’t give up on anything. It made me a good competitor, but not great at things like this. My unwillingness to admit defeat was what kept me in my loveless and ultimately sexless marriage with Amanda. I kept thinking we were in a rough spot and if we tried a little harder, we could make our marriage work. 

It made me think I might be pushing this thing with Gabby a little harder than I should be. I needed to leave her alone. She was going back to her life and accepting that fact would help me get over her a little faster. It wasn’t going to be easy, but I would be fine. Maybe I needed to start dating. It was time to dive back into life, dating, and all of that stuff. 

I forced myself to turn back to my work. I was going over some final details for the new location we were going to be opening and I couldn’t afford to be distracted. This was a big deal. This was Darren’s first time opening a new location as the COO. He was overseeing most of it, with me overseeing him. I believed in dotting my I’s and crossing all my T’s. We weren’t exactly a huge chain, and one bad opening could negatively impact my business. 

I grabbed my pen and made a few notes on the yellow pad next to my laptop. They were random thoughts about what we needed to make sure the opening was a success, along with a few notes about the supplier and their sudden need to increase their shipping fees. 

My phone rang and I immediately reached for it in the hopes it might be her. I had included my phone number in the letter. The chances of her calling me were slim to none, but slim was better than none at all. 

“Hello?” I answered. 

“Jake, I’m sorry to bother you, but we’ve got a situation,” Darren said. 

“A situation?” I asked. 

He cleared his throat. “I’ve got the manager of the Buffalo store on the other line.”

“Yes?”

“Amanda is there,” he said, and I could hear the dread in his voice. 

“Why?” I asked. 

“She’s in the office demanding to see the financials,” he said. 

“What? Why?” I asked, and got to my feet. 

“The manager says she’s going on about being cheated out of the money she’s owed,” he said. 

“I don’t understand why she’s there,” I said, as if he would know the answer. 

“She’s making quite a scene,” he said. “I could hear her yelling in the background. I tried to talk to her, but she refuses to talk to me. The manager said she was rambling on about you hiding money and she was going to find it.”

I rolled my eyes and slapped my hand against my forehead. “I’ll call her.”

“Good luck,” he muttered. “What should I tell the manager?”

“Tell him—” I stopped. I wasn’t going to make her their problem. She was my problem. “I’ll handle it.”

I ended the call and immediately called Amanda’s cell. “I’m going to find it,” she answered. 

“Find what?” I snapped. “Get out of my damn store. You have no right to be in that office or pawing through my financials.”

“Oh, yes I do,” she said. “You owe me.”

“You’re out of your damn mind! You’ve got everything you wanted from me.”

“No, I got half of what I thought you had,” she hissed. “Then I find out you were hiding money from me.”

“What the hell are you talking about?”

“I got to thinking about the settlement you agreed to,” she said. I could hear her heels clapping against the floor, which told me she was walking. I hoped it meant she was walking out of the office and ultimately the store. 

“The settlement you demanded,” I corrected.

“The settlement I thought was fair because I didn’t have all the information,” she snapped. “You hid your earnings! I’m so taking you back to court. You owe me, Jake.”

“What makes you think I owe you a single penny?” I asked. “Seriously, you got more than your fair share. My attorney said I didn’t even have to give you what I did.”

“Exactly!” she shrieked. 

“Exactly, what? You sound like a lunatic.”

“Your lawyer knew how much I could get if we knew about all the money,” she said.

“No, my lawyer said you weren’t owed shit,” I shot back. “I started the business with my money. I managed the business. You had no part of it.”

“The hell I didn’t! I advised you. I showed you how to make your tiny little investment into a lot of cash.”

“You were also paid to do that,” I reminded her. “You were paid as an advisor. You don’t get to double dip.”

“Yes, I do,” she scoffed. “I get half. Half of your wealth because I was married to you. I quit my job to support you.”

“Support me?” I questioned. “Please, Amanda, tell me what you did to support me.”

“I helped convince investors to give you money,” she said. “I hosted dinner parties and talked you up to everyone. You would never have the success you do if it wasn’t for me. People thought you were some dumb, washed-up jock. I convinced them otherwise. You wouldn’t be opening a new location if it wasn’t for me.”

That’s when it dawned on me. “You think the money that was earmarked for the new location is part of my wealth?”

“I think that, and you are going to earn more this year and I deserve half of that.”

I had to know. I shouldn’t have asked, but I had to know. “And why do you deserve half of a store that’s not even open yet?”

“Because the money you are using to open it is half mine,” she said as if it made perfect sense.

“Why don’t you try doing things the old-fashioned way?” I asked. 

“What things?”

“You want to be rich, get a damn job!” I shouted. 

“I don’t have to get a job, I was married to a wealthy man,” she said with a laugh. “I get half of everything, and I mean every little thing. You owe me half the start-up cost, or you can pay me half the revenue for the next five years.”

“Why five years?” I asked. 

“Because I know how this works,” she said. “Remember, I was a part of this business from the very beginning. You won’t start turning a real profit until after the first couple of years. I don’t want half of nothing. I want half of the real money.”

“No.”

“Excuse me?” she gasped. “What do you mean no?”

“No,” I said again. “I’m not giving you shit. You’re only coming after me because your little boyfriend ran out on you.”

“He didn’t run out on me,” she said with disgust. “I caught him cheating.”

“Yeah, he ran out. You thought he was going to be your next victim. He was supposed to be your next bank account. He’s out of the picture and now you want me to pay for the house.”

“I’ll sue you,” she said. 

“Perfect, my lawyer was just telling me about a new boat he wanted to buy,” I said dryly. “I’m sure you’ll be buying it for him because once I win this lawsuit, you’re going to be paying my attorney fees.”

“The hell I will,” she replied. 

“You have my attorney’s number,” I said. “Call him. You’re officially trespassed from my stores. The memo will be going out within the hour.”

I ended the call and stared outside. Before I could do anything stupid, like calling her back and threatening to sue her for harassment, the doorbell rang. I would not be the least bit surprised if it was a process server. She was probably already suing me. I stomped to the front door, ready to get really pissed. I opened the door to find my neighbor, Scott, who was probably the only person I could actually call a friend. 

He held up a six-pack of Corona. “I need a drink and Kate says I’m not supposed to drink alone before five. I need you to drink with me for the next hour. Then I’ll go home and drink alone.”

I laughed and opened the door wider. “What’s up?” I asked him. “Don’t tell me, you lost a case?”

“I lost a case,” he said with a sigh. 

We walked out back and sat in the shade of the umbrella erected over the table on my patio. It was where we always shared a drink. “What happened?” I asked. 

“The case fell apart,” he said. “It was thin to begin with, but my idiot client ran his mouth over text. Why do these assholes do that? The ex-girlfriend ran right down to the prosecuting attorney’s office and turned them over.”

“Ouch,” I said. “You can’t defend stupid.”

“Nope,” he said, and used the bottle opener that was always on the table for moments like this. “What about you? Hear from your lady?”

“No,” I said. 

Scott knew all about Gabby and the letter. I had poured my heart out after sharing a bottle of Jack the weekend I came back. “You know, I know a guy,” he said. 

“You know a lot of guys,” I laughed. 

“I’ve got guys that find people for a living. I can get you her number. I think calling her would be far more effective than a letter. What if she didn’t get it? You said the captain wasn’t exactly reliable.”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I don’t think I can just call her. If she did get the letter and she didn’t reply, I don’t want to stalk her. She might be done with me. Not might, I know she is.”

“She might be thinking about it,” he offered. “Give it some time.”

“I think I just have to move past it,” I said. “I’ll get over it. It just sucks. She could have been the perfect woman for me.”

“You don’t exactly have a lot of experience in this department,” he said. “Go out with a few different women. Maybe you’ll find another Mrs. Perfect.”

“I don’t think so,” I said. “There’s no way I’ll meet another woman like her. I screwed up. I should have told her how I felt.”

“You said your lives are on different coasts,” he reminded me. “You were doing her a favor. It sucks for you because now you have to wonder what if, but for her, she gets to go back to her life with an amazing experience under her belt. It’s like one of those movie endings that is a little dubious. She gets to make her own ending.”

“I don’t think we agree with the ending,” I muttered. “I’m not ready for it to end.”

“Then let me call my guy,” he said. “I’ll get you her number and you decide what to do with it.”

“No,” I said again. “I don’t want the temptation.”

“All right, but I think if you’re still thinking about her in a month, you should let me find her for you. You can check in on her and let her know you’re thinking about her.”

“We’ll see,” I said. 

We drank a couple more beers before he went home. I didn’t want to lay awake all night again. I’d been doing that the last few nights, and I needed to sleep. I figured the only way that was going to happen was if I busted my ass on the treadmill to the point I wore myself out completely. Scott’s offer to find her was extremely tempting. Maybe a grand romantic gesture would work. I could show up at her door with a huge bouquet of flowers. I would tell her I was wrong to let her
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