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                       Chapter One


“Gillien’s Island is down there, just to your right.  It’s sort of shaped like a ‘D’,” the pilot shouted above the half buzz, half whine, and too loud sound of the plane’s engines.
Arms folded across her travel sensitive stomach, Alexis Calhoun bent over sideways to peer down at the tiny patch of green mostly surrounded by the beautiful blue-green waters of the Atlantic Ocean and Gulf of Mexico.   There were other small irregular patches of green dotting the water like periods, broad dashes, and variations of circles.  
With her gaze still glued to the island, she pushed back into the seat.  Alexis hated heights and hated riding in this puddle jumper of an airplane, but it had been necessary.   Her latest book was due to the editor in two months and barely half of it was done.  Five books in the last two and a half years and the last three had hit the New York Times Bestseller list, resulting in breathtaking advances and even higher expectations from her publisher, Pennington Press.  She should have been thrilled.  She was thrilled, but she was also going crazy.  There was little time to spend with her boyfriend, all she could think about was the damned book, and her well of inspiration had run dry.  
Closing her eyes, Alexis concentrated on keeping her stomach calm and corralling her scattered thoughts.  She was a mess.  Maybe I should be sitting in a shrink’s office instead of marooning myself on some damned island.
The bottom fell out of Alexis’ stomach as the plane zeroed in on the tiny patch of green and came down.  Her feet pressed hard into the bulkhead in front of her feet, helping him brake on the tiny runway.  She sighed gratefully as the plane finally coasted to a stop and the engine noise finally ceased.  
Her door opened and the pilot helped her climb out.  Glad to be on solid ground once more, she examined her surroundings.  The air was steamy.  They were in a grass covered clearing.  Tall, graceful palm trees surrounded it, waving gently in the breeze.  Coconuts littered the ground beneath some of them.  Near one of the palm trees a small path winded into an area thick with exotic plants and flowers.  The place looked like something out of a Fantasy Island show.  
The pilot lifted her two large cases from the cargo area and placed them on the ground.  Handing Alexis her small carryon luggage, he pulled the handles on her cases and tilted them.  “This way, Miss.”
No transportation for them or the bags?  This is roughing it!  Rolling her carryon bag, Alexis followed.  When fellow author Miranda Gillien, her new best friend, had described her island, she’d used words like lush, remote, and solitary, and an ideal place to write uninterrupted.  Hard up for inspiration and impressed with the very productive and successful La Miranda, as most people were, Alexis had happily snapped up the opportunity to finish her book at the place where Miranda completed many of her best selling novels.  
The path through the mini-rain forest was surprisingly smooth and teaming with wildlife.  They went around a bend and came face to face with a gray, contemporary styled cottage surrounded by a covered lanai.  Rolling waves gently slapped the sandy beach in front of it.
“Wow!”  Alexis stopped to stare.  The place was gorgeous.  
The pilot kept going.  Alexis tore her gaze away from the sun sparkled ocean to see that he’d mounted the steps, opened the door, and was rolling her bags inside.  She hurried to catch up.  
“The refrigerator and cabinets have been stocked per the list you provided, Ms. Calhoun,” the pilot explained as he led her to the modern kitchen that looked like a downsized version of Emeril Lagasse’s.  “Email the grocery and supply list to the same address and we’ll send new supplies on Saturday mornings.  Per your request, there will be no boat available and no phone, but I understand that you have a cell phone.  We have a generator for electricity here, so charging it should be no problem.  If there is an emergency, we have a radio you can use to contact the coast guard.”  He showed Alexis the radio and went over the instructions.  “Any questions?” he asked, when he was done.
Alexis shook her head and thanked him.  Her brain wasn’t working too well right now.  She knew that she should have questions.  They’d probably descend as soon as the man left.
With a nod and a grin the pilot turned and headed for the door.  “See you in two months.”
Two months.   Alexis followed him for a short distance, arguing with herself.  This place was beautiful, but was she really going to be okay all alone for two months?  You don’t have a choice.  You’re not giving back that advance.
Swallowing hard, Alexis watched the tiny plane take off.  Then she walked back to the cottage with the whispering sound of the ocean filling her ears.  “Write, write, write, Alexis,” she chanted under her breath.  Then she caught herself.  There was no one around to hear.  Then she threw back her head and screamed, just for the hell of it.  
The sound filled the air, shocking her.  The scream strained and cracked with self directed anger and frustration.  Then it disappeared into the perfect landscape as if it had never existed.  Alexis stomped into the cottage, grinding her teeth.  She was going to make this work. 
In the roomy bedroom with the large, pillow covered bed, she took in the picturesque beach from the large windows as she opened her largest suitcase and searched till she found her new bathing suits.  She hadn’t been swimming in years for a variety of reasons.  Long ago, she’d been an accomplished swimmer, competing at college.  Now all she did was write, worry about writing, and scout around for high concept ideas to use for her books.  
I need to relax.  I won’t be able to write until I do.  Resolutely, she selected the baby blue bikini with the ruched bottom and the beaded strap top.  Stripping quickly, she donned the suit along with her favorite beach sandals, a hat, towel, and a little sunscreen.  Then she took the steps and headed for the private beach.
Lying on the beach with the morning sun warming her skin felt good.  Alexis lounged for a good hour.  Then, unable to help herself, she walked along the beach, digging her toes in the sand and splashing in the water.  Not far away she saw a tiny strip of verdant green.  That had to be Sailor’s Island, the place Miranda said the locals sometimes used for picnics.  
Alexis eyed it curiously.  Except for size and strutures, it looked a lot like the island she was staying on.  With her eyes, she judged the distance.  She could swim there easily.  Adding a swim to Sailor’s Island to her list of things to do when she just had to get off the island, Alexis dipped deeper into the water.  For a while she swam short distances out and then back to the shore.  Then, longing for more of a challenge, she headed for Sailor’s Island with the thought that she would turn back at the first hint of fatigue.
Three-quarters of the way, Alexis felt the first signs of fatigue.  Her arms were tiring.  She eyed the landmass up ahead.  She could make it, but she would need to rest.  Mentally, she berated herself for wasting time and energy swimming in circles before swimming out to the island.  Gathering her strength, she focused her energy, pushing harder with her legs and switching to a different stroke.
Gasping, muscles bunching, and her legs shaking, Alexis made it to Sailor’s Island.  Despite her exhaustion, she was tentative as she stepped up the sandy beach incline.  Warm water sloshed her legs, urging her forward and drawing her back with the action of the waves.  
A border of rocks ringed the top of the incline.  She stepped over it, her legs threatening to quit.  Shifting her weight, she slipped.  Her ankle wobbled right, left, and back again.  With a painful shriek, Alexis went down.
Sharp pain brought tears to her eyes.  Checking the ankle she saw that it was already swelling.  Now how was she going to swim back to Gillien’s?   “Damn, damn, damn, damn!” she cursed between sobs.  Then she had a pity party and outright bawled.
The day wore on with no sign of anyone.  Alexis crawled to the base of a palm and sat.  Along with the pain her head swam with negative thoughts and possibilities.  How long would it be before someone came by?   Would she be awake and conscious enough to call for help?  What if she was stranded her for the rest of the week?
In the moist, oven-like heat she lost track of time.  For small periods of time she dozed fitfully, awakened by the throbbing pain or pesky flies and mosquitoes.
The loud lawnmower-like sound of a jet ski penetrated the air.  Alexis licked dry, cracked lips and forced a swallow.  This might be her only chance.  She stood, yelping in pain when her weight momentarily rested on the foot with the swollen ankle.
Hobbling to a better vantage point she saw a deeply tanned hunk of a blond man with dark glasses on a Jet Ski.  Water arced into the air behind him and the water vehicle like a clear, crystalline tail.  He only wore a pair of swim trunks.  Unwillingly, her eyes focused on his naked chest, broad shoulders, trim waist, and strong thighs.  The man was fine, fine, fine.  Eye candy of the highest caliber.  “Help!” she screamed, wishing she’d remembered to bring her emergency whistle.
The man lifted his head from the view of the sparkling blue green water, searching the area.  As soon as he spotted Alexis he pulled into a rocky area at the bottom of the incline.  Their gazes locked and she felt the earth shift.
“You all right up there?” he called.
“No!”  she yelled back.
“What’s the problem?”
“I hurt my ankle.”
He got off the water vehicle and took the sandy incline easily.  Alexis felt the masculine gaze behind the sunglasses cover her tear-streaked face, her new bikini and the rich brown skin it left exposed.  Then it dropped to her swollen ankle.  It was three times its normal size.
“Sit down,” he ordered as soon as he reached her.  With an arm around her shoulders he helped her to the ground.  Then he examined her ankle with gentle expertise.  “I used to be a PA, physicians assistant,” he explained, “and based on that experience I’d say that it’s just a minor fracture or a sprain.  If you want to see a doctor I could take you over on the Jet Ski or go back for the boat.”
The last thing she needed was a doctor visit complete with mind dulling drugs.  Alexis found her voice.  “Thanks.  I’ll take your word for it, but shouldn’t it be wrapped or something?”
“Actually you need a cast or a splint and yes, and I can do that.  Are you here on vacation?”
“Actually, I’m here working,” she admitted.  “I’m a writer.”
“I didn’t see a boat out there,” he said looking around.  “How did you get here?”
“I swam.”
“The closest island is Gillien’s and that’s at least a mile. You’re a good swimmer.” 
“Not good enough.”  Alexis glanced at her ankle.  “I’m out of shape.  I was so exhausted that I slipped, coming up from the beach.”
He grinned.  “That could happen to anyone.  By the way, I’m David.”
Pain and all, Alexis found herself returning the infectious smile.  “Glad to meet you.  I’m Alexis.”
“Alexis, where are you staying?”
“Gillien’s.  Miranda thought it would help me get my book finished.”
Considering that for a moment, he shrugged.  “No one will bother you.  That’s for sure.  But it’s a bit isolated for someone in your condition.  You should probably spend the night at my house.”

