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  I hate this place.




  No, I wasn't trying to swim away from the island we'd been stranded on for the past six weeks. I just wanted a few minutes alone. Besides if I tried to swim away I'd either be cut to pieces on the sharp coral off shore or be eaten by sharks. Never mind the very real possibility of drowning.




  With my head bobbing in the rolling blue-green surf surrounding me, I gazed at the sand of the beach that stretched out before me like a golden line in the ocean. The palm trees and ragged under brush beyond the beach seemed to stick out of the ocean itself.




  Valentine and Alice sat with their hands flat in the sand behind them watching me from the beach on the small island where we were shipwrecked six weeks ago. The flesh of their exposed faces, arms, and hands now glowed red from the long exposure to the blistering tropical sun.




  The roar of the wild pacific striking the razor sharp coral five hundred yards behind me made communication with my wife, or our new friend, impossible. At any moment a moray eel, great white shark, or some similar monster of the deep, would swallow me whole and they would be unable to help me. Not that I was particularly worried. We’d not been fortunate enough to see such creatures in the lagoon in the time we’d been stranded here.




  I’m not a strong swimmer, so my arms and legs were beginning to ache from the exertion, and my skin was beginning to wrinkle like some orange that has been in the sun too long. Too much desk time in my old life, I mused.




  With my belly hanging over my faded gray shorts, and salt water invading my mouth, ears, and eyes, I began my methodical stroke, stroke, stroke toward the shore.




  Not that I wanted to go back, I just had very little choice.. 




  Finally I was able to stand in the lapping waves. I dropped my feet to the wet sand as schools of tiny red, green, and blue fish tickled at my ankles and my feet. My legs felt heavy beneath me as I wadded ashore. Once I was out of the water the hot sand burned the soles of my feet as I made my way, complaining with every step, toward the spot where the two women watched me, their eyes bored, their expressions listless.




  Alice offered me a weak smile when I sat down beside her with a grunt. My wide butt caused a mini-shower of sticky sand that doused her hair and clothes. Lately our relationship had been more rocky than smooth sailing. As our chance of rescue diminished so it seemed did our marriage.
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