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Jack pulled hard on the
sturdy wooden oars, straining his muscles until they burned
underneath his tattered cotton button-down shirt. He felt the
emotion stinging his eyes as he gulped down the lump forming in his
throat. "Fucking idiot!" He spat at himself, pushing his tiny
lifeboat further and further away from the charred remains of his
sinking sailboat.

The unrelenting sun beat
down on his shoulders, cutting through his shirt like a branding
iron. During his furious scramble to abandon his flaming vessel,
Jack had the wherewithal to check his coordinates. If his
calculations were correct, he had five more miles to row until he
found safety.

His face was as red as a
beet; his cheeks puffed out like a trumpet player as the waves
began to assist with his efforts. Glancing back over his shoulder,
the shipwrecked captain could see a tiny patch of land appearing on
the horizon. It was small, no bigger than a half a mile long, but
Jack didn't care, at this point, beggars couldn't be
choosers.

Giving his last shreds of
energy to the ocean, Jack felt the bottom of the boat scraping
against the jagged rocks just beneath the waves. He hoisted his
exhausted body over the side, feeling the shock of cold water
stabbing like knives against his burned skin.

His arms felt like rubber
flailing against the waves as he choked and sputtered the seawater
out of his lungs. Jack had never felt so close to death before, not
even when his sailboat caught fire. He had nothing left to propel
him toward shore; his body simply refused to cooperate with his
brain's commands. Jack's head bobbed at the waterline, he saw the
coast, it was so close but yet just too far. He had no choice but
to let go.

Beams of light from the
vibrant auburn sunset pierced the water around Jack as he sank to
the ocean floor. His body settled into the rocky sand, and his eyes
fluttered shut. He thought of home and of his dog Lucky, and how
his stupid lust for adventure had finally cost him everything. The
darkness settled behind his eyes, and Jack accepted his fate,
staring death in the face.

A whooshing whirlpool
encircled Jack's limp body, lifting him effortlessly toward the
surface. A blanket of bubbles whirred through the inky sea around
Jack, as two arms wrapped tightly around his limp, lifeless frame.
His head breached the surface, dangling from his neck like a
ragdoll as the rest of his body was delivered to dry
land.

Jack's eyes remained firmly
closed as his body settled into the soft, cool sand floor of the
cave just off shore. Waves crashed just beyond the opening of his
shelter as a warmth settled upon his lips. A blast of air exploded
past his tongue, raising his chest beneath his tattered shirt,
filling his lungs with oxygen. His eyes parted, and his pupils
dilated as he began to come to, Jack struggled to make sense of
where he was when another mighty push of air expanded his
ribs.

Turning his head, the
sailor choked and retched into the sand, gasping as the water in
his lungs was replaced with live-saving air. He blinked his eyes,
acclimating to the darkness of the cave, catching a glimpse of the
shadowy figure that had saved him.

Reaching in his back
pocket, Jack groped for his flashlight, praying it still worked. He
flipped the switch on the handle, and nothing happened. Jack shook
the flashlight out of desperation, and to his surprise, it
flickered to life. His heart pounded in his chest as he scanned the
cave with his light, nearly jumping out of his skin when he saw
her.

"You saved my life, thank
you so much," Jack said through his deep, cleansing coughs, trying
to clear the last of the sea from his chest.

The narrow beam of light
from the flashlight captured only her face as his female savior
smiled and nodded her head. Her long blond hair sat in pretty waves
around her flawless face.

Jack was utterly
gobsmacked. He wasn't sure if it was just because she was his
personal hero, or not, but he found her the most beautiful creature
that he had ever laid his eyes on.

"I'm Jack, by the way," He
continued, sitting up straighter on the sand, catching his breath
as he jutted his hand out for the woman to shake. "Who are you?
Where did you come from? I didn't see a boat out here for miles."
He asked, his hand hanging in the silence between them.

The blonde bombshell
grinned, moving closer in the sand, taking his hand in her own.
Jack looked at her puzzled, wrapping his fingers around her
delicate digits. She felt so petite next to him; he had no earthy
idea how this dainty woman dragged him from certain death on the
ocean floor, and why she wasn't answering him.

The closer the woman came
to Jack, the more of her body came into view. His eyes couldn't
help but pan downward, gazing upon the ample cleavage that his
flashlight illuminated. Small white shells clung to the tips of her
round, full breasts; they were the only things that covered the
beauty's voluptuous mounds. Jack felt himself reflexively stiffen
below his sopping wet shorts and quickly crossed his
legs.

"Are you able to understand
me?" Jack asked, keeping her hand firmly grasped in his palm. The
woman only responded by moving even closer, her hip nudging against
his foot. "Do you speak English?" He pointed to his mouth, shaking
his head as he tried to communicate with the woman who saved his
life.

The blonde mimicked the
sailor, shaking her head, tousling her long blonde hair as she
opened her mouth. Instead of the words that Jack expected, a stream
of melodious chirps flowed from her lips, filling the cave with
song.

Jack shook his head again;
this time harder
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