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I saw Cord’s smiling face. It was the day we first met at the state fair. My friend, Sandy and I had decided to go at the last minute. She had just gotten her license and borrowed her mom’s car. Hungry, we were standing on line at one of the snack bars.
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After Claudia Rybeck’s mother passes from cancer, she goes on a well-deserved cruise. She meets a handsome guy, Blake Henry, but loses his attention to a wealthy woman named Abigail Arnold. She doesn’t have long to feel sorry for herself before she meets the Dean of Students, Charles Roberson. They date and soon become a couple.  

Nearly a year later, Claudia reads an article in the newspaper about the accidental death of Abigail Arnold and her grieving husband, Blake Henry. She recalls Blake telling her that his first wife had died in an accident, as well. This stokes her curiosity and she contacts a childhood friend in law enforcement. But is she prepared for what she What discovers and its consequences?  
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When Marisa Martin tells her husband, Paul she is pregnant, he is thrilled. Only after the baby is born, it isn’t long before he resents the infant. He complains that Paul Jr. is annoying and high jacking his time away from Marisa. Their relationship soon suffers, and they grow apart. Paul files for divorce and shocks Marisa by suing for custody of the baby. With no source of income other than Paul, how will she fight to keep her son?
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When Jamie Connelly receives a call that her mother was hospitalized and critical, she purchases a ticket for the first flight out of Newark heading to Minnesota. At lunch when her husband, Michael sees a special news broadcast concerning the crash of the plane Jamie had taken, his entire world stops revolving. And when the official word came that there were no survivors, he is devastated. He is filled with hope, though, when he discovers that for reasons unknown, Jamie wasn’t on that flight. However, that hope is quickly extinguished when he is notified by the police that Jamie had been killed in an auto accident.

Michael can’t move on with his life. No woman could ever fill Jamie’s place. Then a friend asks him if Jamie had a sister. He encountered a woman resembling Jamie recently. Jamie had no sister which brings Michael hope that somehow she is still alive. However, is this just false hope or could Jamie still be alive?
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When Rachel Taylor ran away from her hometown six years earlier to forget the guy who hurt her and the father who disowned her, she never expected the one phone call out of the blue that could make her return to the place that brought her such grief. A classmate, now a nurse, informs Rachel that her father is dying from cancer. Does she have the strength to visit him in the hospital— especially if he may turn her away? And face her other demons?
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Marlene Greene finally decides to sell her house after her husband Ron dies and move into a new assisted-living complex. The day she goes to sign the lease, she runs into her first love, Rich Flynn, who abruptly dropped her for someone else. The devastation she’d buried deep in her psyche comes rushing back at her so severely that she wants to back out of her lease. Will she find the strength to remain there despite seeing the man who’d hurt her so or choose to run away?
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It was both a curse and a blessing. I couldn’t believe Mom was gone after having been the center of my life for such a long time. We’d always shared the good and bad times together, though some would say our relationship had been more parasitic with her keeping me from living my own life. Perhaps. The jury is still deliberating. What I am certain of, is that her death left a gaping hole in the fabric of my very existence. I’d never married, so there was no husband or children to help me fill it with love. And every passing day, which I managed to live through, it was a constant reminder. Even going to the supermarket was Mom’s thing. She’d love running into neighbors to chat. 

I eventually went to the supermarket out of desperation. I hated to go food shopping, but there was nothing left to eat in the house. Much to my dismay, I ran into Mrs. Bloch, a total busybody. I knew she’d want to talk about Mom and I really didn’t want to.

“Claudia, how are you doing? Such a shame about your mother.”

“It was inevitable. She’d been sick for so long.”

“Poor woman suffered so.”

“She’s at peace now,” I said, wishing the damn busybody would give me some peace.

She was about to say something else when she noticed another woman she knew passed. I’d just caught a lucky break. 

“Oh, there’s Beverly Watson. You do take care now and if you need anything, call,” she said, practically running from me in order to catch up to the other woman. “Oh, Beverly... yoohoo... wait...” 

Watching the short, pudgy little woman scamper away made me chuckle. She hadn’t even given me the chance to thank her for her concern. In her own weird way, I knew she meant well. My mother had known her for years. I just didn’t have the patience for her or the constant parade of people who often cornered me much in the same way. I needed a change of scenery—a vacation, perhaps. Then ultimately, maybe I would move to another place where I could start a new chapter in my life.

The next day I drove to the nearest travel agent. I had no idea where I wanted to go. I hadn’t gone away or had any relaxation for such a long time that I couldn’t remember where I vacationed last. The final few years were the worst, especially after Mom had been diagnosed with cancer. Originally the doctors were confident they had caught the disease in time to contain it. And for a while, it looked as if they had been right. Then, suddenly without warning, the nightmare started again. This time the cancer spread quickly. Mom deteriorated rapidly and her quality of life had been reduced to constant pain and suffering. 

I found myself standing in front of a rack of brochures. All the travel agents were busy, so I began to browse through some of them.

“May I help you?” a pleasant voice behind me asked.

“I’m not sure. I’d like to take a vacation, but I have no idea where I want to go.

“Cruises are very popular this time of year. You can go to so many different places.”

“I’d be going alone...”

“Single persons go on cruises all the time. It’s a great way to meet people.”

“It’s a thought...”

“Have you ever been to the Caribbean?”

“No.”

“That’s a nice 7-day cruise. Here’s the itinerary for a couple of cruise lines that go there.”

I briefly looked through them and they both sounded great and very exciting. After what I had been doing for the last few years, most anything would sound exciting, though. I picked one.

“You’re going to love this cruise,” the travel agent said, as she keyed the information into the computer. 

“I need to get away and relax.”

“There’s nothing more relaxing than a cruise. I go on one every year.”

I paid for the trip, got a confirmation and left. The next few days were spent on buying clothes to wear on the cruise. The prospect of meeting men both scared and excited me. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d even been on a date. 
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I arrived at the Port of Miami with a little time to spare. I found the ship I would be cruising on and was glad it bore no resemblance to the Titanic—or the Poseidon—not that I was superstitious, or anything. I got on the end of the line and watched as the people ahead of me boarded. They were of all ages and some had families. I guess I was automatically scanning the crowd for those men in my age bracket, the middle thirties, and early forties. Deep in my heart, I knew I was running out of time to marry and have children. And honestly, I didn’t want to spend the rest of my life alone.  

Looking at all the couples, I began to get cold feet, wondering why I’d come by myself in the first place. I should have asked a friend to accompany me. But whom? Most of my friends from college were married. The single ones had their own agendas. When my mother took her turn for the worse, I practically dropped out of life, in order to care for her.

I had boarded the ship. There was no turning back now. All I had to do now was convince myself I was going to have a wonderful time. Perhaps I’d even meet a guy...

“Hello, Ms. Rybeck. Welcome aboard!” a good-looking young man in a uniform greeted me.

“Thank you,” I said and shook his hand. What is it about uniforms? They made men look so attractive in them, I thought as I went in search of my cabin. The ship was tremendous; elevators and stairs were available leading to countless decks. We were preparing to sail soon and the bon voyage parties were winding down. I passed an open stateroom where such a party was breaking up.

“Have a terrific time, Blake. Meet a beautiful woman.”

“That’s what I’m here for, Sis, right?” 

The woman didn’t answer the handsome man’s sarcasm. He was by far the most attractive man I had encountered thus far. 

I walked a little further and found my cabin in the next corridor. It was a small stateroom with two double beds. The cost difference between the cabin I was in and a smaller one was minuscule. I wanted to be comfortable, so I pulled out all the stops. My luggage was already there, waiting for me. I began to unpack. The ship’s horn blared notifying all guests to disembark. 

I locked my cabin and rode the elevator to the main deck where I could watch the boat set sail. Everyone was throwing out streamers and waving. It was a noisy, happy time. For the moment, I wished that I’d someone to wave to. With a sigh, I pushed the depressing thought from my mind.  After all, wasn’t I here to have a good time?

“Excuse me,” a man said, interrupting my thoughts, “would you be so kind and snap our picture?”

He was a timid looking little man with a mousy-looking wife. He had a slight accent. I judged it to be Midwestern in origin. They made a cute couple in their matching Bermuda shorts. I was delighted to take their picture.

“Thank you so much,” the man said as I handed back his camera.

I eventually found my way back to my cabin, hoping to see the handsome man again. His stateroom door was closed, so I walked on.

I had chosen the early seating for dinner. My table was comprised of all single people, six, counting myself. As usual, there were more women than men, though one of the men acted more like a woman with his incessant chatter. Of course, I’d hoped the handsome man I’d seen earlier would have been seated at my table. But after scanning the dining room and not seeing him, I surmised he must have chosen to dine at the second sitting. 

The incessant talker spoke about topics I’d the least interest in. I wasn’t alone in my thoughts, for the others looked just as bored. Everyone, being polite, let him drone on. I thought he resembled a barrel. His beige leisure suit added credence to the image. He continually emphasized what he was saying with his hands and knocked over the salt shaker twice. The only other man sat on my left. From the expression on his face, I could see the barrel-like man was a distraction to him as well.

“He’ll sleep well tonight
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