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~ ~ ~ ~ ~

Handsome and rich but heartbroken Craig Weston is
swept off the deck of a cruise ship one stormy night and wakes up
alone on a small and remote island somewhere off the coast of the
Bahamas.

After finding a shabby fisherman’s shelter, he also
discovers he is not alone. There’s a frightened young, beautiful
woman who also finds herself in the island but cannot remember her
name and her past. Craig calls her Rowena, and the next tentative
hours turn into the most thrilling experiences as they both
discover how perfect strangers can make an island become like
paradise.

But she keeps getting scared of the feeling that
someone’s after her and her nightmare of being tossed over from the
ship keeps getting more solid as they get rescued and he finds out
who she really is. Craig has to race for time as the woman who has
taken his heart unknowingly faces danger again out of their island
paradise.












ONE

Craig was walking the whole day, alone on the
beach for the second day now, when he spotted the movement on the
edge of the forest.

A moment later, he was sure it was another
person on that beach, maybe stranded as he was, maybe a passenger
in the cruise ship, too. Oh God, another survivor?

“Hey! Stop running! I’m not going to hurt
you. Hey!” Craig called out as he ran. It was a woman in a green
dress and as evidently as the day was, she looked as bedraggled as
he was. She could be hurt, so Craig ran faster to get to her. A
hand twisted the heart inside his chest when he got near enough to
see how scared and lost she looked.

The woman fell to the ground, sobbing. She
lost her shoes and she had a few cuts on her legs and her arms.
Craig picked her up and she started fighting him right away.

“Let go of me! Please, let go!”

“Hey, it’s okay, it’s okay! I’m here to help
you. Settle down, okay? It’s alright, I promise! I promise!”

The woman was looking at him and he couldn’t
help but stare. Even with dirt and sweat glistening on her face,
she was beautiful. He was mesmerized until she whispered. “Please
put me down now. I’m not gonna fight you, just put me down.”

“Oh,” he said, his face feeling flushed. He
noticed that she was staring and he hoped he did not look as bad as
he felt he did. Although why in the hell looking good would help if
their situation right now turned as dire as it already was. “I’m
sorry. Here. Are you hurt?” He lowered her to a shaded part of the
sand. “Why are you running? Are you also from the cruise ship?”

The woman stared at him as he kneeled near
her. She kept twisting her hands on her lap, her movements scared
and very confused.

“I’m not going to hurt you, lady. I’m lost,
too, swept away from the cruise in the storm and I’m guessing it’s
like that with you. How long have you been here? Please, talk to
me. We have to find a way to get off this island.” There were no
other residents there, no electricity, and no drinking water. It
was harsh there, but she did not need to know all the details.
Yet.

As soon as he stopped talking, she started to
cry. Big tears rolled down her cheeks as she tried to speak. She
looked so confused that it broke his heart.

“I have... been here since y-yesterday. I
c-can’t remember how I got he-here! I haven’t seen anyone else and
I wo-woke up on the shore with these... these bruises.” She showed
him her arms, and there were indeed spots that looked black and
blue, suspiciously as if she had been manhandled. But Craig didn’t
want to think that. Those might have been when she fell in the
water. “I don’t know what to think anymore. I feel so scared. I
barely had sleep and there are noises in the woods... I think
someone’s there trying to kill me.”

He stared at her. He didn’t know what to
think either. Maybe she was asleep when he first passed this area
this morning because he did not see her. “You don’t remember where
you’ve been? What about your name? What’s your name?”

“I don’t know!” she replied emphatically.
Dirty hands held her head like she was afraid it would fall. “I get
these headaches but it’s not too much now. Why don’t I remember my
name? What happened to me?” She continued to cry.

“Hey, hey... shh...hey...” He reached for
her, and it must have been a sign of how scared and confused she
felt that she let him hold her. It relieved him somewhat that he
could do this thing to help her – before he became aware of the
softness of her body and the strawberry smell of her hair. He
chased the awareness away, feeling ashamed of himself. Feeling like
a lecher. “Okay, let’s be calm and think about this. I don’t think
anyone’s trying to kill you. I’ve scaled the beach since yesterday
and I’ve been inside a part of the woods. There are animals there
that made those sounds but I don’t think they’re dangerous because
this island is too small for large animals to thrive inside. You
were just so scared in the first place that I’m guessing any sound
could have set you off.”

She had stopped crying as she listened to
him, intent on believing him. The poor woman must have been so
terribly scared that she would believe anything to take a break
from it. He must do his best to relieve her of this fear.

“Now, given that you remember waking up on
the beach yesterday as I did, I am guessing that you, too, came
from the cruise ship. We hit very bad weather off the coast of East
End Point. I was a bit drunk at the time and I shouldn’t have been
on the deck. I was thrown out.”

“I d-don’t remember. But if that’s true, by
this time some people should have been looking for us.”

“Or they think we’re dead,” he said, and was
instantly sorry when her face crumpled for another crying spell.
“Hey, just trust me, okay? We’ll leave this island. We’ll figure
out a way. We’ll both be able to leave this place and come back to
our families.” He showed his hand to her to help her up, noticing
when she took it that she had no ring on her finger or any paleness
on her ring finger that indicated she ever wore a wedding ring.

Great. She was single as he was, though he
really should be thinking about food more than her marital status;
or none thereof.

“Come on,” he said more gently. “I found a
shelter over there. I think it’s used by fishermen when they visit
the island. It’s shabby and almost bare, but serviceable. I also
found wild fruits and bananas in the woods this morning. I’m
guessing you must be hungry.”

They were walking and she was calm enough by
then to notice his limp. “You’re wounded?”

He grimaced. “I landed hard on the water so
there’s a bit bruising and I think, a little broken something in my
rib cage but I’m managing.”

She nodded reluctantly, like she wasn’t sure
she agreed. But she walked beside him until they reached the
shelter. He made a clean space for her on the floor and brought her
food, which she instantly took. She was blushing a little when she
looked up from her third banana and saw him smiling as he watched
her.

“I haven’t eaten anything since this morning.
I got some berries and bananas from the woods yesterday but the
noises in there scared me the whole night so I couldn’t get back
there this morning. I ate up everything I got yesterday.”

He nodded. “There’s really no need to
explain. These will last us throughout the night and then I’ll get
more tomorrow morning.” He looked over at the water. “I’ll need to
rehash on my fishing skills, though. We’ll need more than just
fruits if we stay here longer.” He was also thinking of water. The
island was so small it was hard to find fresh water. Or he might
not have explored the woods that well. He’s only been able to
penetrate the part near this side.

“You think we’ll be here very long?” she
asked worriedly.

“Oh, no, not very long,” he assured her. “If
there’s this shelter here, it means the island have regular
visitors. And if there are rescuers, they’ll reach this island when
they can.”

“But what if this island is too remote for
them to think we’ll get here? Or of this shelter is not of
fishermen but of... pirates?”

“I’ve thought of pirates... but if that is
true, it wouldn’t be this kind of shelter. I imagine it would be
bigger, more comfortable, and there should probably be gold coins
instead of old nets and broken fishing rods.”

She smiled as she nodded, looking relieved
and foolish. “Then I guess I shouldn’t think of pirates.”

He smiled, too. “I guess we shouldn’t think
of pirates.” And he guessed he better not tell her that tomorrow,
she would probably be eating snake or turtle, whatever he would
find, if he still couldn’t fix that rod. He could always tell her
it’s just wild bird.







TWO

When it got dark, Craig made them a bonfire
to keep them warm. She was beginning to shiver. They made the best
they could with an old blanket and rugs he found inside and they
sat beside the bonfire. Craig tried to bring her memory back. He
told her how a fire caught somewhere in the ship as it was being
hauled by giant waves so all the passengers were told to stay in
their cabins. He knew the fire was put out right away, allaying her
fears for the other passengers of the ship.

“And then I got drunk and stupid and I was
swept off the deck.”

“I’m sorry but I just gotta ask... why did
you get that drunk?” she asked.

“Oh... I was supposed to be on that cruise
with my fiancée. She got married to another man and well, I went
through what we initially planned for our honeymoon to reminiscence
on how stupid I was that I didn’t even get a clue that she’s
cheating on me.”

“I’m sorry,” she said softly, somberly. She
gulped. “For what it’s worth, at least you have something to
remember. Can you believe that I can’t even remember my name?”

He smiled then pointed at the pendant she had
on her gold necklace. “You have an R there. That must be the first
letter of your name.”

She reached for the pendant and caressed it
with her thumb. “Yeah... and I
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