
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          A Blissful Distraction

        

        
        
          Yolande Kleinn

        

        
          Published by Yolande Kleinn, 2025.

        

    


Copyright 2025 Yolande Kleinn

ISBN 978-1-946316-60-8

––––––––

LICENSE NOTES

Thank you for purchasing this ebook. This book remains the copyrighted property of the author, and may not be redistributed to others for commercial or non-commercial purposes. If you enjoyed this book, please encourage your friends to download their own copy from their favorite authorized retailer. Thank you for your support.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


A Blissful Distraction 

[image: ]




by Yolande Kleinn

––––––––

[image: ]


"This," Gail says, in a tone full of affection and humor and breathless incredulity, "may not be the brightest idea you've ever had."

"Shut up," Owen retorts, but what he really means is, I love you so much my chest hurts every time I look at your stupid face. Gail knows it too, cocky menace that he is. And yes, this probably is a terrible idea. Wandering off into the woods wearing expensive shoes and fancy suits isn't the most inspired choice Owen has ever made.

But he keeps hold of Gail's hand anyway, dragging him stubbornly along through a thick stand of trees. And when he risks a glance over his shoulder, he finds Gail's handsome face shining with a maddeningly smug smile.

Owen tries to scowl, but he can't make the expression stick. He's too grateful that Gail didn't even protest Owen dragging him off into the scattered woods surrounding the lodge. They won't be missed for a while. It isn't their wedding, after all, and neither of them is a member of the wedding party despite being acquainted with both brides. Or. Well. Not just acquainted. Gail used to date Joan. Owen used to hook up casually with Holly.

It probably makes sense that neither one of them was up for Best Man.

Weird enough to be attending at all, when Owen considers the situation in this light. But it was still inevitable that he and Gail would show up for Joan and Holly's wedding. They're all still friends, their vast and complicated social circle being a messy network that makes it difficult to hold a grudge after a breakup.

With deliberate effort, Owen shoves thoughts of the wedding from his mind and focuses on his surroundings—not just the warmth of Gail's hand or the steady sound of Gail's breathing as they maintain an impatient pace through the forest, but also the forest itself. There are plenty of clearly marked trails and lookout spots, but it still won't do to get lost, when all Owen craves is a moment alone with his sort-of-not-quite-boyfriend. He can only imagine how humiliating it would be, to get turned around in the underbrush and require rescuing, all while wearing their fancy suits and probably worrying the handful of people who notice they've disappeared.

It's not that Owen has a destination in mind. He doesn't know this area, or these paths. But the endless spread of trees gives off a friendly and inviting air, narrow birch and sturdy walnut and reaching oak, all creating a shady canopy over the mossy ground. Sunlight flickers through, dappling the forest floor and casting visible streaks of brightness through the soft shadows. Every step Owen takes along the marked path makes the music of the wedding reception recede farther behind them.

When at last the only sounds are from the surrounding forest—bird calls in the branches above, an occasional territorial rasp of a squirrel protecting its tree, the rise and fall of buzzing cicadas—Owen finally slows. Gail stumbles obligingly to a stop beside him, squeezing Owen's hand without letting go, turning his head to take in their immediate surroundings.

They're standing in a clearing just above a quiet inlet of the larger lake, the open ground positioned at the top of a rambling slope that leads right down to the water's edge. The trees stand more sparsely along the bank, allowing for a stunning view of sunlight glittering across quiet water. A dizzyingly bright sky stretches above, with only occasional puffs of cloud to break up an otherwise endless canvas of perfect blue. There are a couple old benches at the edge of the clearing near the water, and some even older fallen trees lying across the ground, covered in moss and mushrooms, being slowly reclaimed by the forest.
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