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The tide crashed against the rocks along the edge of the lighthouse.  Rochelle Sanders walked along the edge of the water with sandals in hand as the sand squished between her toes. The moon was full and shimmered off the water. Her beach house was on the secluded end of the beach with no houses around for miles. It was exactly what she needed to start over. 

As the cool air blew, Rochelle walked up the steps to her house. Unpacked boxes filled the front room. Life had not happened exactly the way she had planned but she assumed that it never really worked as planned for anyone.

After hours of unpacking boxes; she was now completely exhausted. She walked into the kitchen to get a nice big glass of sweet ice tea. As she was dropping the ice cubes into the glass a glimpse of something outside caught her attention. I must be tired. She thought but I could have sworn I saw somebody, but nobody would be out here. This is private property. Okay now I’m going crazy. I’m talking to myself.

Rochelle grabbed the blue dish towel lying on the counter and wiped her hands before walking out the door to find out why this person was on her newly purchased land. 

She walked up to the very attractive tall, dark haired, muscular man, who looked maybe thirty,  standing there in what she would call surfer shorts. 

“Excuse me; can I help you with something?” Rochelle quickly looked around to see if anyone was with him. “I just bought this beach house last week so if you are looking for the previous owners I’m not sure where they are.”

“Are you talking to me?” The man looked around behind him with a confused look on his face. She can’t be talking to me. He thought to himself as he ran his hand through his hair nervously.

“Yes. You are the only one standing there.” Rochelle said with a smile.

“I’m sorry.” He said with hesitation in his voice. “My name’s Brandon. I didn’t know anyone lived here. I was just going for a walk on the beach. I love the beach at night with the moon shimmering off the water. Sorry to bother you.” He turned to walk away.

“Wait!” Rochelle yelled a little louder than she had planned. It had been days since she had an actual conversation with anyone. “You don’t have to go right away, sorry if I was overly rude. I’m just really tired from all the unpacking. Would you like to come in for a glass of sweet tea?”

Brandon looked up at the house and then back at Rochelle. “I’d better not. It’s late and I should get going home. It was nice meeting you.” He said as he turned and walked away glancing back once to see if she was still standing there.

Rochelle stood there staring at the stranger walking away. “That’s odd.” She thought as she walked towards the house. She glanced back over her shoulder but Brandon was already gone. 

Rochelle walked into the house tired of unpacking for the night. Being exhausted from her day she decided to relax in a steaming hot bubble bath. As the water ran she went back to the kitchen and poured a glass of red wine to have while soaking in the tub. 

As she was laying there in the hot water thoughts of Brandon filled her head. I wonder if he will come back. She thought. Who is he really? He is certainly easy on the eyes. She laughed to herself. As she lay there the water started to cool off. Rochelle felt a shiver run up her spine and goose bumps appear on her arm. It was time to get out and go to bed. She dried off and grabbed her favorite, white, fluffy robe from the hook on the door. She snuggled up in it getting cozy as she walked from the room.

The next morning she took a walk down by the beach looking for any signs of the handsome man she had seen last night. 

Why she wanted to see him again was beyond her. She didn’t even know him, but there was something about him. His deep blue eyes told a story that intrigued her.  Rochelle looked up and down the beach but saw no sign of   anywhere. With a sigh she finally giving up and headed home to unpack more boxes. 

Nightfall came and the sun setting over the crashing waves was the most beautiful site Rochelle had ever seen. She walked out to her porch and sat down on the swing. She sat there gazing at the water as the breeze blew through her hair. The breeze felt awesome, but the quiet brought many memories flooding back. Sadness fell over her and tears started to flow. She was all alone.

“Are you okay?”

Rochelle jumped as the voice brought her back from her thoughts. As she wiped the tears from her face, a smile suddenly came across her mouth. “Brandon. You came back.”

“Is everything okay? You were crying.” His eyes were filled with concern.

“I’m fine. Just memories. She said as she waved her hand in the air as if to wipe them away.  Do you want to sit and talk for a while?”

Brandon stood there staring at this beautiful woman. She couldn’t be more than a size six with shoulder length brown hair.

“Yeah. That would be great.” He walked over to the swing and sat down beside her.

“So why is it that I only see you at night? You aren’t a vampire are you?” Rochelle said with a laugh.

“That’s funny.” He smiled. “I’m just busy working during the day. I like to unwind in the evenings by walking on the beach. 

“So tell me a little bit about yourself. Where are you from? Why did you pick this house? You know all the basic nosy questions new friends like to ask.” 

Rochelle laughed. “Well my new and might I say only friend as of yet. I’m actually all alone.  My story is a sad one. Are you sure you want to hear it?”

Brandon sat up straighter and rubbed his hands on his jeans not knowing what he was getting himself into. “Yes of course. You can tell me anything.”

“Well my mother and I were driving down a busy highway back where I used to live and a drunk driver didn’t stop at a red light and hit us. We were coming back from having one of the best days together. We had gone to the park and had a picnic just her and I.  My father had passed away  a few years ago from Cancer. Afterwards we got in the car to go home. We had planned on going to watch a movie later that night, but we never made it home from the park.”

“Oh Rochelle. I’m so sorry for your loss.” Brandon put his hand on her knee. “Were you injured?”

A tear fell from her eye. “I actually don’t remember much from the crash at all. It’s all a blur. I remember the crash and riding to the hospital in the ambulance with my mom but that’s about it. Then after that my life was a big haze. It seemed like I lived day after day the same. I got up, got dressed, fixed food. You know just everyday basics like a robot. I stopped talking to my friends and family. I couldn’t bear to see or be around people. Then I decided I needed a change and packed up and came here.”

“I’m sorry, but I’m glad you came here. I’m glad we met.” He glanced down at his watch and then back to Rochelle. “I hate to go but I have to get home. I have to work tomorrow.”

“Oh Okay.” She kicked at the ground wishing he wasn’t leaving. “Will I see you tomorrow? I can cook you some dinner if you would like.”

“Don’t go through too much trouble. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

He got up and walked towards the beach.

Rochelle walked inside again feeling strange after their visit. Her stomach felt as if butterflies were flying all around.  Where did he go? Why did he only stay a few minutes each time? 

Rochelle went to bed with thoughts of Brandon filling her head. Thinking about him brought a smile to her face. She couldn’t wait to see him tomorrow. She wanted to surprise him with  a nice home cooked dinner. 

The next day Rochelle thought she would get up early and finish unpacking all of the boxes. She didn’t want Brandon to see the house in such a mess. After that was all finished she walked into the kitchen to start getting ready for dinner later that night.

Rochelle had planned the perfect meal. She would make baked lemon pepper chicken, with mashed potatoes, Caesar salad, and rolls and to finish it off a triple chocolate cake.

She wanted everything to be perfect for Brandon. It had been a long time since she dated and she wanted to be more than friends with Brandon and hoped he felt the same way.  She worked on their diner for hours. With all the food coming along nicely she started making the dessert. The food smelled delicious.

Brandon arrived just as she was finishing up the frosting on the cake. 

Rochelle went to the door to let him in. “Hi. Come on in.”

“Wow. It smells amazing Rochelle. Thanks for inviting me over.”

“It was my pleasure. I love to cook. Come on in and let’s eat before it gets cold.”

Brandon followed her to the
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