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Island Fever: Love In A Time Of Rum, though not a romance, is a love story. Two successful New Yorkers, unbeknownst to each other, move to the tropics, both determined to give love a rest and start life anew. For differing reasons, they’ve given up on happy ever afters. As they attempt to sort out their new lives, they become entangled in an intensely steamy relationship that shocks them both.

Despite the fair tropical weather, it’s not all clear sailing. A series of misunderstandings and some comically bad timing fray their fairytale to the brink. Whether they can sort it out will depend on both of them seeing the truth.

Are they irrevocably in love? 

Or is it just a case of island fever? 

David Stone





“Being deeply loved by someone gives you strength while loving someone deeply gives you courage.” – Lao Tzu.
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Chapter 1: David’s Big Decision
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DAVID

DOMINOES

“What do you mean you quit?” asked Caitlyn, my live-in girlfriend. We both worked for the same company, which is where we met. I had just told her I self-terminated my job there.

“I mean I quit. There’s no other way to put it.” She frowned, but more out of incomprehension than any unhappiness. It would take her time to sort out how someone might not aspire to the Holy Grail of a tech career. For her, tech meant everything, and a life without tech was no life at all. 

“There’s more,” I continued. “I’m moving out.”

“But it’s your apartment.” It struck me as funny she would go straight to the practical details rather than the emotional ones. I was telling her we were through as a couple.

“I’m signing the lease over to you. You can keep it.”

“You don’t want to live together anymore? Won’t that make things harder for us?”

She still wasn’t getting it.

“No. I’m saying we’re not a couple anymore. I’m leaving you and the apartment. I’m sorry. It’s not personal.”

She took a few minutes to sort it out. When she did, her tears, by no means abundant, were pro forma rather than profound. She knew she could tick the relationship box with someone else. Thus reconciled, she continued to consider the practical side of things.

“But I can’t afford it alone.”

“You can get a roommate.” This brightened her mood. 

Quitting my miserable job meant it no longer obscured the other miseries in my life. I could no longer ignore the fact I was unhappy with Caitlyn. Living with her had made my home life a quagmire of depression. There was no point in ignoring it now. 

I couldn’t blame her for this state of affairs. The decoy refrain, it’s not you, it’s me entirely applied to our situation. I didn’t know what true love meant, or how it should look or feel, but I knew there were no fireworks between us. Our lovemaking had become infrequent and perfunctory. It got the job done with zero joy and minimal inconvenience. She wore a T-shirt to bed. She seldom if ever took it off, even for lovemaking. I’d only seen her completely naked once.

And this was the best part of our relationship.

So it was more than the lovemaking that fell short. Though a sweet girl, and kind, we had zero common interests outside of work. Though not self-aware enough to know how painfully dull our life together had become, I suspected our feelings were mutual. As placeholders, we meant nothing more to each other than the second toothbrush in the cup, the extra name on the mailbox, both easily replaced.

If all coupledom resembled what we had achieved, I knew I could do without it. 

I therefore said adios to Caitlyn. I didn’t have any other choice.

Here’s the thing—when you change one aspect of your life, there’s often a domino effect. The other things in your life begin to fall apart. Some call it a ripple effect. One thing affects the next, and so on until your life is upside down.

In my case, my career was the first domino to fall.

Despite my skill as a stellar software developer, my employer, a struggling social media company, had little further use for my talents, but this did not reflect on me personally. Sadly, market saturation meant the public’s budget for new whiz-bang apps had exhausted itself, something our marketing department had failed to notice. Ad revenue had become a black hole, thus making the outlook grim. Without a substantial inflow of cash our company was doomed. 

On the bright side, I could have taken my skills anywhere and made an outrageous living, a minimum requirement for life in New York City. Outrageous expenses required outrageous salaries.

So money wasn’t my most urgent problem. 

The problem was my career. I didn’t like tech’s working environment. It meant ‘rah-rah’ and team building and perky attitudes and energy drinks. It meant being stuffed into small cubicles in a sea of cubicles or being jammed into crowded, endless meetings illuminated by flickering laptops. 

Tech didn’t match my temperament.

The forced camaraderie would have been tolerable if my heart embraced the work, but it didn’t. Hemingway was my hero, not Bill Gates. I wanted to write books for a living, not code. My dream was to become a writer. I wanted nothing more in life. What I lacked was the courage to pursue my dream, and this was driving me mad.

Before losing my ability to cope, fortune struck thanks to a tidal wave of bad news. Our stock price had fallen precipitously and our few remaining investors had exchanged their confidence for panic. In response, our CFO held an emergency meeting. The company needed to let people go to cut operating expenses and improve the balance sheet. He surveyed the room. 

Was he looking for volunteers?

Something clicked in my brain.

I raised my hand. Well, not in the actual meeting. I went to the CFO afterward and asked him to make me redundant to purpose. He didn’t resist the suggestion, knowing I could easily find work elsewhere. We worked out a settlement and a severance package. It meant a week later I would join the great unemployed.

It also meant I was undertaking the biggest gamble of my life. I was going to risk everything on becoming an author.

On my last day, I wasted no time cleaning out my cubicle.

“Are you fucking crazy?” asked Chad, his thick head peeking over the panel separating our cubicles. “People kill to work here.”

“Haven’t you been paying attention? There may not be a ‘here’ here before long.” He ignored my comment.

“What about Caitlyn? Is she pissed?”

“She understands. We talked.”

“I always thought she had nice tits.” Chad, the most filthy and single-minded person I knew, often displayed a tracking problem in conversations. That they all ended with a discussion of tits was a minor issue.

“Lots of women do, Chad.” 

“Let’s see a pic.”

“A picture of what?”

“Caitlyn’s tits.”

Nudie pics were like a currency in nerd-world. Chad was a consummate nerd, so his request didn’t surprise me.

“Sorry. I don’t have any.” Thus ended my final discussion with my fellow nerds. 

I officially de-nerded.

I finished filling a box with my personal effects and left the building.

The severance pay meant I could take my time working out a new trajectory. With no job and no love life, I could now focus on my dream to become a writer. With any luck, I would realize this dream before the severance ran out. My savings, after years of living in New York, were non-existent, and this thought terrified me. 

It also dictated my next move: I needed to find somewhere cheap to live. Along with my career, my apartment, and girlfriend, I had to say goodbye to New York, the fourth domino.

A friend suggested I look around the Caribbean. I did and settled on Jamaica where another friend once lived for a year. Though the resorts could be pricey, rentals were still cheap compared to New York. This other friend also had literary aspirations. He wrote a novel in Jamaica while sitting in a nice ocean view cottage. Though he spoke highly of his experiences there, his book had become an instant non-bestseller. He was now a senior software analyst at Bloomberg.

I didn’t fear a similar fate. 

Nor did I assume it was out of the question.

***
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LESS THAN A MONTH LATER, I landed on Jamaica’s western flank. As our plane descended over Montego Bay, I fell in love with the colors of the Caribbean. I imagined how I might best describe them in a novel, and this tied a knot in my brain. As an aspiring writer, I couldn’t decide whether “cerulean” or “azure” best described the soft powdery blue of the bay. I settled on “soft powdery blue” and jotted it in my Moleskine notebook.

This was my new job—to look and see life’s minutiae and record my searing insights. I was now living my dream! I deplaned with a heart so full of love for my new life I barely noticed the searing tropical heat and molasses-thick humidity. It felt akin to being smacked with an oven and damp mop all at once.

After exiting the terminal, and before I could adjust to the bright sunlight outside, a tap on my shoulder signaled my first encounter with a local, a tall, broad-shoulder man with bloodshot eyes.

“You need a driver?” These words hurdled the brightest, whitest teeth I’d ever seen. “I can take you anywhere.”

“Yes, I need a taxi. I’m going to Negril. Well, north of it.” I gave him the address.

“I take you.” He reached for my bag. “I’m Larry, okay? What do they call you?”

“David.”

“Okay.” I followed him a short distance. “This one.” He pointed to an old Impala, a Sixties vintage, with a peeling vinyl top and a hood finished only in primer. The rest of it was painted brown. The good thing about brown is, when it fades, it’s still clearly brown. Air conditioning proved not to be one of its features but, fortunately, the power windows had failed in the down position.

Ninety minutes later we reached the rental office where I picked up the key to my rented cottage. Five minutes more and I arrived at my final destination, a cozy place I’d rented online. It was painted white with blue accents and neatly landscaped with blooming tropical shrubs and a pair of coconut palms.

“Here you go,” said Larry, handing me my luggage. “You call me whenever, okay? I’ll pick you up.”

“Thanks. I will.”

“You need anything, you call me, okay?”

“I will.” He left after several more assurances I would call if I ever needed a ride or “anything”. I assumed his entrepreneurial interests extended beyond taxi driving.

Once inside the cottage I was pleasantly surprised. It was neat and tidy and well equipped. I unpacked immediately and felt right at home.

The back patio faced a broad and pleasing sandy beach. I was slightly north of Negril, the home to several adult resorts well known for their unmediated debauchery and nudism. Their appeal may be self-evident, especially if you’re an unencumbered male with plenty of unsown oats, but this aspect wasn’t what drew me. I knew there would be reliable internet connections for the international tourists. 

Frankly, I wasn’t a womanizer. I didn’t have those inclinations or skills. I loved women. I adored women. I simply had no talent for meeting them. But I hadn’t come to Jamaica to deal with this particular problem. I had to put all of my energy into the writing. Perhaps, once I became a great and esteemed author, the problem would take care of itself. Women would then clamor for my attention.

But I only needed one woman to love. Not dozens. Not two.

Only one.

But not now... Falling in love could ruin everything.

***
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I WORKED OUT A ROUTINE within an hour of Larry’s departure. I would write all morning, break for lunch and dine on my ocean view patio, then edit in the afternoon. At night I would outline or sharpen the saw by reading my favorite authors.

I had to keep life simple. There would be no deviations from this plan!

The first chink in the armor of my solid plan for success, which would later prove to be yet another domino heeling over, arrived when I noticed I was famished. I had no provisions. The minor detail of stocking up had escaped my attention. I made a mental note to contact Larry for a store run.

But first, I had to eat. I needed to venture out on foot and find sustenance to tide me over.

I discovered a beach hut near the cottage serving excellent yet simple Caribbean cuisine. Its roof, constructed of fronds from the local silver palms, made it blend into its surroundings almost to the point of invisibility. It had a friendly tropical vibe catering to scantily clad tourists who viewed alcohol as a major food group. 

The hut, which had no formal name, served a narrow menu of conch fritters, chicken jerk or fried grouper, and two side offerings, sweet potato and pea mash or crispy fries. I selected the chicken jerk with a mash side and carried my tray to the register. 

When I got there I was stunned. It wasn’t the pricing that did it. It was the woman behind the register. She had to be the most beautiful creature my eyes had ever had the privilege to enjoy, and to the degree I lost the faculty of speech. When she smiled to acknowledge my presence I fell into another dimension, into which her eyes drew like a magnet.

This was new. Never had I experienced this phenomenon with a woman, for which there was no earthly explanation.

I quickly amended my plan. As long as this beauty remained behind the cash register, I would forgo having lunch on my patio and have them here. It wasn’t a big deviation, really, and as she was utterly inspiring to look at, she would function as my muse.

I picked a table near the register and sat facing the woman. This way, I could steal looks while reviewing a notebook I’d brought along. I managed some meaningful work, even inspired work, thanks to my view. Beauty does that to an artist. It’s their nourishment.

I loitered over my meal until her shift ended and she disappeared. Her withdrawal from view produced a strange effect like my life force had been drained from my body and replaced with a void.

I fell into a dysfunctional stew. This woman had lifted me onto a higher plane, from which I now tumbled.

To make the best of it, I thought I might as well investigate the beach and get the full lay of the land. My only other option was returning to my cottage alone, and I didn’t want to return there feeling out of sorts. I needed to clear my mind of this woman first.

This would be my first venture onto a nude beach. Aside from the obvious, I wasn’t sure what else to expect, and would, therefore, be forming unmediated first impressions.

There were naked couples and groups everywhere. Naked as in fully nude. The first couple I passed informed my first opinion: Nudists are very uninhibited. This wasn’t Playboy, circa 1965, nudity, with handy bed posts or house plants hiding the naughty bits. This was internet nudity where nothing was left to the imagination.

Surprisingly, I adapted quickly. At first, I felt as a kid might when walking into Disney World—wide-eyed and breathless. But within minutes, I was no longer startled by each fresh sighting of naked breasts, bottoms, or Lady’s Gardens, many of which lacked their natural foliage. My eyes became less greedy. Within ten more minutes, it all looked normal. Why would anyone wear a bathing suit, especially on a hot beach?

Hastily, I further revised my writerly routine. I would write every morning, break for a visit to the lunch hut to eat and to admire the lovely woman at the cash register, and follow it up with a visit to the beach, perhaps incorporating a siesta after surveying the fresh daily crop of nudists.

But would I also become a nudist? There was nothing to prevent me from becoming one at that very instant. But I felt intimidated, strictly the result of my upbringing. In Ohio, we’d all kept our clothes on pretty much all the time. There wasn’t a single instance of communal nudity in my past. And frankly, I felt an inconvenient stirring at the idea of dropping my shorts and underwear and standing naked right where I stood.

It would take a good think to prepare for crossing this threshold. I left the beach filled with thoughts I wouldn’t have imagined a day earlier. First, there was the woman in the beach hut, who invaded my stream of consciousness like an invading army, and then the prospect of becoming a nudist. Most of all, I couldn’t erase the image of that woman from my brain. Nor did I wish to.

I woke the next morning determined to make no further adjustments to my work routine. As it now stood, I would write every morning, break for a visit to the lunch hut at noon, then enjoy a recuperative visit to the nude beach. I’d be back at work by 2:00 pm fully restored for another shift.

With that settled, I stepped into the shower and shaved my testicles. Frankly, I’d let that regimen go weeks earlier and, with the prospect of becoming a nudist on the day’s agenda, I felt it was the least I could do with an eye toward blending in. My recon the day before had revealed furry balls were not the current vogue among male nudists.

I worked diligently all morning. When noon arrived, I moved with some haste to lunch. Once again, the woman at the cash register stole my breath away, and I sat as the day before facing her so she could fill me with inspiration. 

With lunch complete, it’s termination signaled by the woman’s departure, I moved to the beach.

I picked an uncrowded area, meditated endlessly over what I was about to do, and became impatient with my timidity. Drawing a deep breath, I dropped my towel, my shirt, my shorts and, voilà. I became a nudist.

No one pointed. No one arrested me. 

I laid on my towel propped on my elbows to survey my now fellow naturists. To my dismay, I had a nether-region response to a pretty naked woman. Enjoying a littoral stroll about thirty feet away, she had the temerity to be gorgeous. Though not a problem when wearing shorts or a modest swimsuit, seeing such a naked woman when nude yourself presented a challenge.

I looked and, sure enough, my cock had clued in. It had demonstrated its primal mandate. I rolled to my stomach worrying if it would become a persistent situation, or merely a transitional matter of acclimation that would pass in due course.

It didn’t pass. 

On my third visit, I did my best to ignore it. This only slightly improved my situation but at least it was no longer a preoccupation. I’d seen other men exhibiting similar primal mandates and that settled me down. But not entirely. It was at this point I decided a little tumescent could actually be a good thing. No one would really know the difference as long as it didn’t look like somewhere to hang a towel.

A hundred meters down the shore stood one of the aforementioned infamous resorts known for its frisky, libidinous clientele. My scene, not that I had one, didn’t include swinging, not that it wouldn’t be interesting to observe. Who wasn’t curious as to the sordid depths of humanity? And as a writer, it was my job to be curious. Sadly, Larry had informed me it was for guests only, but, of course, he knew someone who could get me in if properly compensated.

After thinking about the resort and what I might see there, my mind became fixated on the woman manning the register at the beach hut. Dark and exotic looking, but always friendly, she had also been silent during our brief transactions. Only nods and smiles made up her vocabulary. Perhaps she was a local woman. Wherever she came from, and as far as I knew, she had to be the most erotic looking woman on planet Earth. She oozed sex appeal by simply existing. Her movements were full of grace, her features stunning in every way.

When I approached this exotic woman to pay for my lunches, my tongue would twist into a pretzel as my heart performed drum solos. When our eyes met, life would freeze-frame. I would take a quick journey deep into her soul, her pupils being the conduit. In those blissful nanoseconds, my world felt complete. 

It was the damndest thing and left me speechless every time.

She wore nice fitting sundresses that caressed her beguilingly perfect lines while failing to conceal her breasts completely, which were exemplary. When she leaned over to hand me change, I could see their fullness straining at their containment. Once, I became so flustered I told her to keep the change, not due to feeling generous but because I didn’t trust my shaking hands. She put the money in the tip jar, my usual routine anyway.

As hinted at before, I’d never been a ladies man or a flirt. This wasn’t because I lacked sufficient qualities to assert myself. My father had taught me to respect women and be a gentleman. Both my parents were strict on this point and used my sister to add emphasis. How would I want men to treat her? I understood the logic, and when I got to college and saw how most men treated women, I resolved not to be like them.

As it happened, my sister turned out to be a rather loose woman, but it did nothing to change my perspectives.

Fly-by-night encounters didn’t interest me. Being a romantic at heart, I wanted to journey into a land of passion with a forever girl. Alas, my several attempts to find one all failed. I now doubted whether forever girls even existed. Surely, true romance existed only in fairy tales. 

Still, I couldn’t get the beach hut woman out of my mind. She sat on my brain like a beacon, willing me to admire her.

I consoled myself knowing she existed outside my league. A girl like her would never be interested in me, so I didn’t need to worry. My plans would not be further disrupted. I would remain free of falling in love and be able to pursue my dream.

One day, after wrapping up lunch, I headed to my usual spot on the beach. As per my usual, I planned to enjoy a quick swim followed by a naked, sun-worshiping nap after an appreciative scan of my surroundings. There were always fresh tourists arriving. You could tell by their white bottoms they were new to nudism. This meant, regardless of my status as a single man, I might see a dozen new naked women every day. Despite my feelings about love and never finding a forever girl, I still enjoyed looking. In New York, one seldom saw a pretty naked woman ever, and in Jamaica I saw them every day. I viewed this as a plus.

As I wrapped up my scan and prepared to doze, the exotic and beautiful woman from the beach hut appeared. For an unsettling moment, I thought I had slipped into a dream. When she arrived, she had given me a friendly and prolonged smile, a smile meant to be noticed. It couldn’t have been meant for me.

She followed this by tossing her bag and towel on the pale sand less than fifteen feet away, a cozy distance, and one suggesting she intended it to be so. She stretched her back with her arms akimbo, surveyed the ocean, blinked at the sun, and arranged her towel, bending beautifully from the waist, a stunning feat as her legs reached to Heaven.

After another warm nod of recognition, which is how I processed the second lovely smile directed my way, she took off her casual wrap. Instead of a bathing suit, she revealed honeymoon-grade lingerie. She reached around and unhooked her bra, drooped her shoulders to let it fall from her perfect breasts, and pulled off her panties. She did all this at a leisurely, immodest pace. Her next movement was nothing if not surreal, in that her local gravity seemed less acute than mine. She descended to her towel as if in slow motion. Minutes seemed to pass. Every micro movement of her body highlighted her profound perfection. From head to toe she was extraordinary.

Once she landed, she turned to her side with her back facing me, thus revealing a bottom which would have sent Renaissance artists scrambling for their brushes. Not believing my eyes, I’m sure I did a triple take.

My nap now seemed somewhat less important. As long as her backside faced me, I wouldn’t be able to look away. I didn’t have a choice. Her bottom reached beyond the sublime. It demanded my unwavering attention. 

It even spoke to me. 

Literally.

Being so lost in my private rapture, I hadn’t noticed when the tableau before me changed. It therefore startled me when her backside appeared to have gained the faculty of speech. 

“So, where are you from?” 

I had to refocus my eyes to unlock their former vision. When I did, I saw this beautiful naked woman had turned to face me and speak. 

I must have been dreaming.
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Chapter 2: When Life Hands You A Lemon
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JENNY

JENNY’S GREAT ESCAPE

“I’m thinking of popping down for a while. Are you game for some company?” I asked Clive, my favorite and only cousin. 

“Anytime you want, Jen. What’s up?”

Sitting in a Brooklyn coffee shop trying not to cry, I inhaled, took a beat and said, “I quit my job, I quit my man, I want to quit this city, and I want to quit this country. Is that enough?” I cried, but quietly. A tear streamed down my cheek and into my latte. Gross.

“Okay. It sounds like you need to get out of there. What did your man do? Do I need to come up there and straighten him out?”

I laughed. I knew he would focus on the man aspect. “No, Clive. That situation is handled. Can I come?” My asking was a courtesy. I could have just shown up and been welcome.

“Give me your details, I’ll see you get here safely... Hey, let me handle the details. When can you leave? How long can you stay? I’ve got a nice cottage you can move into tomorrow. You’ll have it all to yourself.”

“How about I come next week? Next Wednesday? That’ll work out great. I’ve got loose ends to tie up before I can bounce.”

“You got it,” said Clive. “Don’t worry about rent or anything.”

“I can pay rent, Clive. Money isn’t a problem. I’ve got plenty of that for now. You should know. You handle my investments.”

“Okay.” Clive didn’t dither with money or his generosity. “Maybe you can help me out too when you get here. ”

“I’ll be happy to, Clive. I love you, Cousin.”

“Me you too, Cousin.” 

––––––––
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WHEN LIFE HANDS YOU a lemon, head to Jamaica and drop it into a rum and Coke. Why not? I had the means, and I had freelance work lined up so I wouldn’t miss a beat as far as that goes. As for the rest of life, all of its other toils and troubles, I needed a break.

Clive and I grew up together in New York. When he tired of his job here, he established himself in western Jamaica. His father, my uncle, had worked in shipping and my dad had become a career diplomat. They co-owned property in Jamaica which paid nice dividends and gave us all a nice lifestyle in terms of comforts and amenities. The money side of life wasn’t an issue. 

But money couldn’t fix life’s other meddlesome aspects.

Everyone knows men can be a pain, and careers have their downsides and hiccups and frustrations. Having those kinds of problems didn’t make me special. 

But I was special in other ways.

I graduated at the top of my class and sailed through college and finished with top honors from Columbia. I got hired by a top law firm and thought my career and life would be wonderful from there on. 

Great job, good benefits, and soon, a man who said he loved me. 

I had it made!

And after four years I said screw this. I saw it all as a hoax that had trapped me like a cage rat. 

Foremost, I wanted a life, not a career track involving eighty-hour weeks entombed in a glass mausoleum on Manhattan. It meant soul-sucking work with soul-sucking hours. You think those women running around Manhattan in sharp suits are living the dream? Think again. They’re barely treading water. They’re always drowning. And those men in sharp suits and $300 haircuts? Most of them will treat you like shit. Watch Mad Men. That’s all you need to know.

And the romantic side of life? A complete bust. When you disappear behind textbooks for ten years, you miss a lot of life, especially when it comes to romance. The few dates I had during school were duds, but not because I didn’t try. I opened myself to love and sex and gave it my best shot. I hungered for it. I wanted someone to love me unconditionally. I wanted great sex too.

I didn’t ask for too much in return.

With the sex, I was all in. I went along with everything. But I never, ever orgasmed unless I helped myself along. None of them rang the bell without me giving them a hand. A literal hand. With fingers.

Except for Jason. The first time we made love he rang the bell, and I thought, finally, things were lining up properly. Someone I could love and please in every way who would love and please me back forever. 

It went downhill. I guessed the novelty of being with him the first few times worked the magic. But his attentiveness to my pleasure disappeared soon after I’d lost my novelty to him. After he knew he had me, only his pleasure mattered. I was a checked-box, just one more seduction, expected to stick around until he found his next victim.

After six months on the downslope, I couldn’t take it anymore. Though Jason held a lot of promise in the material world, he was otherwise bankrupt. And if he didn’t care about ringing my bell, I didn’t want him ringing my doorbell. I didn’t need a placeholder. I didn’t want to be his housekeeper. I wanted true love. I wanted at least once in my life to feel like a giddy princess who’d found her prince.

I put it on the line for Jason. When I asked him about our future, his eyes widened and he looked at his feet. He finally said he would never marry me. I didn’t want to marry him either, not anymore, but I wanted to hear his reasons. I asked point-blank and he looked away, then back. His eyes told me everything.

I’m complicated. My family is complicated. My genes are complicated. That’s why.

I got real. Even in the best of circumstances, princes and princesses and happily ever afters were the stuff of make believe. In the real world, love came with complications and true happy endings were rare. Most couples became that way through compromise and wishful thinking, always hoping their love would turn into a fairytale of bliss. If it didn’t go that way, they could bury their disappointments under material comforts and diversions or affairs.

I took the lessons I’d learned growing up. People tell the truth with their eyes. If their eyes don’t say I love you they don’t love you, they’re gaming you. They may want to fuck you, own you, take care of you, but it doesn’t mean they love you. It means they’re checking boxes.

I followed Clive’s lead. He quit Wall Street after four years, married my best friend and moved to Jamaica. He’d made a mint. I made out only okay in comparison. I cashed in my chips with my law firm and said goodbye. 

I didn’t care about the hole I was drilling in my resume.

Clive and I were tight growing up. We were always there for each other. His mother was the daughter of a white man from California and a black woman from New York. His dad was Jamaican. The symmetry between us was clear, except Clive took after his father. When we took our friends home after school their eyes always told us the truth. Our families weren’t like their families.

We were complicated.

A few weeks after saying goodbye to Jason and my New York life, I flew to Jamaica. 

***
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“I ALWAYS FORGET HOW pretty you are. Damn, I wish we weren’t related!” said Clive, laughing. He didn’t mean it, meaning the second part. He loved his wife. His office was the first stop after flying in from New York. He had a driver pick me up. Clive was all work and no play, so he had people handling his other stuff, like giving people rides to and from the airport.

“Thanks, Clive. Yeah, I know... Pretty girl. Exotic looking. Hot stuff... a lot of good it does me,” I replied. “Thanks for taking care of me.”

“Anything you need, Jen, you’ve got it. Let’s go see your place. Julie’s there now getting it ready, even took things from our house to dress it up. It’s one of the premium units.”

Julie, Clive’s wife, also from New York, had been my best friend since high school, though we didn’t see each other much now. I had introduced her to Clive when we finished college. 

The cottage was about a mile away. When we got there, I knew I had scored a deal. It had a great ocean view and plenty of space, much more than I would need alone.

“Hey Jenny!” said Julie. She gave me a big hug and kiss. “Look at you, girl. Wow. I’m glad you’re related to Clive. I’d be worried about having you around him if you weren’t!”

“Thanks, Julie. Clive said he’d marry me if we weren’t related, right, Clive?”

“There you go, already getting me in trouble,” said Clive. “Thanks.”

“Don’t worry Jen. Clive only has eyes for me,” said Julie. “Right, Clive?”

“You know it, honey. I’m as loyal as they come.”

“You’ll find somebody, Jen,” said Julie. “All you have to do is show up and pick. Well, when you’re ready, I mean. There’s no way you have to be alone unless you want to.”

“Yeah? Well, when does that start? I’ve been showing up my whole life, haven’t I? So far they’ve all duds.”

“You just have to pick better,” said Clive.

The cottage was overkill. My needs were simple, but I wasn’t going to complain. The kitchen and bath had been remodeled to five-star standards and all the furnishings were top shelf. It looked like a high-end penthouse suite. From the living room, I could see the ocean and beach. Julie showed me around and explained all the new appliances and gizmos she’d added. I knew the cottage could rent in the thousands per week. Clive charged me $500 a month.

We went out on the patio so Julie could point out the landmarks. Being on a slight rise, the view was supreme.

“Remember our skinny-dipping days, all two of them? They allow nudity from the resort over to the big rock. See it?  If you don’t want to see nekkid people go to the other side of the rock.”

“I don’t mind. Maybe I’ll give it another try,” I said.

“Be my guest, but be careful. By afternoon a lot of those folks are drunk, especially from the resort.” Julie pointed to what looked like a thatched-roofed hut off the beach. “See that? It’s our little place for serving lunch and drinks. It used to be for lunch and dinner, but Clive decided the drunks were too much trouble after dark. Now it closes at five. It still makes Clive a bundle. Well, me too.” 

We had a family sit-down dinner at Clive’s. I met my second cousin, a pretty little girl eleven months old. Clive’s other daughter had turned three, and they were both adorable. Julie said she told them their Aunt Jenny would be coming. “Aunt” sounded better than “second cousin”. I knew having family so close while being so far away from home would make me feel safe.

“There’s a guy from New York moving in near you tomorrow,” said Clive. “He sounded nice on the phone and had excellent credit. Maybe you’ll run into him.”

“I don’t know, Clive. I think I’ll stay low for now. I’m not here to party. I’m here to get some space. No men thank you very much, other than you.”

“I’m only letting you know, Jen. I’m not saying marry the guy. But you’ll want to make a friend or two, won’t you?”

“Yeah. Maybe. I’m a one-day-at-a-time girl now. Until last month I had my life laid out on a spreadsheet with every move planned. Now I’ve got a blank canvas. It’s time to try life another way like you did, Clive.”

“There’s no rush, Jen,” said Julie. “Clive’s saying there are other people here doing what you’re doing, getting away from their lives back home. They’ll stay for a few days or a week at the resorts and some hang on for the full season. You don’t want to get too tangled up with anyone just passing through, but you still want to have fun.” She gave me a wink.

“Maybe it’s exactly what I need, Julie. No commitments, just mindless fun and sex.” 

“That’s not who you are, Jenny,” said Clive. “No ships passing in the night for you. You’re not a party girl.”

My first night alone in the cottage required a true adjustment. Instead of the traffic noises and sirens of Brooklyn, the biggest racket here came from the chaffing of the palm trees in the breeze coming off the ocean. I could also hear small waves licking the shore. The breeze also meant no need for air conditioning. After Julie dropped me off, I sat in the living room and had a glass of wine. There were special temperature controlled wine cases built in off the kitchen, one each for the reds and whites, and they were already stocked. Julie had taped a note on one of them saying, “When Life Lets You Down There’s Always Wine”.

I opened a Chateau Haut Brion, Julie’s favorite. Unwisely, I finished it and went to give my new bed the benefit of my slightly tipsy self.

***
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SO MUCH FOR THE BREEZE, which died halfway through the night. I woke in a sweat. It must have been eighty-degrees in the bedroom. Staring up from the bed I saw a ceiling fan that had been hiding in plain sight. I’d have to remember to turn it on before going to sleep.

I snoozed off and on until ten when the doorbell announced a visitor. DHL had arrived with my lifeline to an earlier life. I’d done some editing for a legal scholar in the past and he wanted me to index his new book. The work would give me something to center my life on when I wasn’t pursuing Jenny 2.0. I answered the door in a flimsy robe that made the driver’s day. When I later stood between a mirror and a window, with the day’s brightness spilling in behind me, I could see the robe was nearly transparent, like it almost wasn’t there. Oh well.

Clive rang up at eleven to see how things were going.

“Great,” I said. “I just gave the DHL driver a thrill.” I had to explain, and he told me to be careful.

I took a shower and dried off on the patio with my laptop to see how the world was getting on without me. Not well, it seemed, but it had nothing to do with Jenny 2.0 so I clicked over to email. Nothing but an urgent message from LinkedIn involving someone I’d never heard of. 

Delete.

I decided to unpack my second suitcase, still standing in the foyer. I hauled it into the bedroom and opened the bi-fold doors to the closet. It looked pitifully empty, despite having already emptied my first suitcase. Room to grow.

I found the three swimsuits I’d packed and set them on the bed. I put away the rest of my clothes properly because that’s how I am. There’s a proper way and any other way would be improper. If you’re hanging eight tops, they must be arranged by color. To do otherwise was simply mad.

I took off my barely there robe and slipped into my one-piece suit, jet-black with a hi-rise leg and low cut front. I adjusted my boobs and viewed the result in the mirror. Very hot. I tried on a two-piece suitable for a family day at the beach or pool. It worked too, but in a more modest way. Next was the second two-piece with the mostly thong bottom and a flirty, spill your beans halter top. This devil-may-care, leave no prisoners suit must be where the expression “top shelf” came from.

The doorbell rang again. From the kitchen window I could see it was Julie, so I opened the door dressed as I was.

“Oh my!” said Julie. “Don’t wear that around Clive. He’ll go British on me and want to marry his cousin!”

“Hey, Julie. Come in!”

We went into the kitchen and I made fresh coffee.

“Thanks for the wine, Julie. I only saw it after I got home last night.”

“Old times, right? We both drank a lot of wine in our day. I don’t see a need for it to stop any time soon. Anyway, drink what you want. There’s more where that came from. Clive is a partner in a distributorship out of Kingston. They supply all the resorts.”

“Is there anything here Clive doesn’t have a hand in?”

“Yeah, the resorts themselves. Too many crazy people to deal with.”

“Is it true they’re swingers resorts? It’s sort of how they advertise them.” Swinging didn’t interest me, but I was curious to know if the rumors were true.

“Not really. Why? Do you want to swing? I didn’t think you rocked that way.”

“No. But it would be interesting to check out as an observer, you know. See what goes on from the sidelines.”

“You mean as a voyeur. You want to watch,” Julie laughed.

“I guess it’s how one observes, isn’t it? You’re watching something.”

“I’m kidding, Jen. When Clive was still an anonymous figure around here we checked them out. We got a little wild too. But you wouldn’t want to meet someone there and get wild. No. You need someone you trust along with you.”

“Okay, how wild?” I asked, genuinely interested.

“We got nekkid. We drank at the bar nekkid. We got frisky. Clive got an erection and we dealt with it. We made love on the beach, you know, off by ourselves, but others could tell what we were up to if they looked hard enough. Talk about crazy, but we were pretty crazy drunk too.”

“Wow!” I said, stunned. “Clive has a wild side? I knew you did, a little bit. But not like that.”

“I’ll tell you, Jen, it’s the best thing we’ve done for our marriage. It turned the temperature way up. We still haven’t cooled down!”

“I could never do it! It sounds a little out there.”

“If you check out the closest resort late at night, you’ll see it’s not so out there. You’ll see folks doing everything. At first, you’re thinking, no way. And then you kind of think, maybe. Anyway, no one else touched us. No one tried to join our little party. They were all too busy with their own.”

“And that’s it? One night?”

“We went one more time but Clive’s getting better known around here meant we had to stop. There’s another resort on the south shore, though. We’ve been there a few times. It’s almost the same story.”

“Well, you’ve got me curious, as an anthropologist might be. I’m not sure I could be as bold as you were, but...”

“I didn’t know it either until it happened, Jen. It’s surprised the hell out of us. We still talk about it.”

We shifted to other topics until Julie had to leave. With plenty of daytime left I decided to explore. From my patio, I could see the beach getting busy and headed there first. It would be a simple walk-a-bout. I took nothing along with me other than ten singles in U.S. currency stuffed into my top. Clive told me not to bother with getting Jamaica dollars. I put on a mini dress T-shirt with long slits up the sides and stepped into my sandals.

The “restaurant” Julie pointed out as theirs was no more than a beach hut with a thatched roof made of palm fronds over plywood. The deck area had about twenty unmatching tables filled with tourists. A few were eating, but most looked settled in for some heavy drinking. I walked past them and went to the beach.

It didn’t look as busy as it did from the cottage due to it now being lunchtime. The resort would have free buffets going for their guests. More than half the people were nude. I took off my sandals and walked along the waterline until I reached the resort property line, marked by a fence and gate with a friendly looking guard. The shoreline curved there and I couldn’t see much of the resort itself.

I turned around to walk back. When I reached where I’d started from I took off my T-shirt and went in for a swim. Though warm as a bath, it felt refreshing. After my swim, I sat at the waterline and took off my top. The fresh air over my breasts felt strange and gave me a tingle. I’d never imagined having my breasts exposed in public. It made me feel daring, which fit perfectly with Jenny 2.0. 

Sitting there, as small waves curled over my legs, it dawned on me for real I’d landed in Jamaica. Until then I’d been in some transitory state, like half of me still in New York, the other half somewhere over the Atlantic. I picked up a handful of sand and patted it on my thigh like you see little kids do playing at the beach.

It felt good. 

Two guys walking the shore passed close by, looked over my assets, hesitated, and moved on. I viewed this as a good sign. Even sitting half-naked on a beach, no one harassed me. When Julie and I went to the nude beach in New York, I wouldn’t take off my suit, but Julie did. Every other minute some jerk would talk us up with his dong staring at us. After an hour on the beach here no one has so much as said hello. I got some smiles, but no one intruded on my space.

I slipped off my bottoms and walked to the other end of the beach naked then back to where I had started. I couldn’t believe how exciting and sensual it felt. It made me giggle in my head. I took a final dip and put my suit on to walk back to the cottage. On the way, when I passed the beach hut crowd in my suit, there were no catcalls but I did catch a few stares and iPhones pointed at me—nothing new there. So, the vibe didn’t match what you might suspect from boozed up tourists in the tropics. They were laid back, which made it perfect. I didn’t come to Jamaica to be hassled. 

When I got home, I showered and got ready to go shopping. Julie would be picking me up for a trip to the local markets and some girl time which, with her, meant at some point we would be opening a few bottles of wine.
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Chapter 3: Getting In The Groove
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JENNY

WHO IS THAT GORGEOUS MAN?

“I went to the beach,” I said, as we strolled aisles at the Hi-Lo grocery in Negril. “I got naked too. No one hassled me. I liked it.”

“You get used to it in no time. I’ll go with you someday. We’ve done it a few times together there. I doubt Clive will mind.”

“You can keep your suit on.”

“I know, but I like the idea of gettin’ nekkid on the beach too,” she laughed. “It’s fun, isn’t it? Being kind of naughty?”

We both laughed. It did feel naughty, but not “bad” naughty.

I loaded up the cart and Julie helped me get it all put away when we got home. When we finished, I opened a bottle of wine and we sat on the patio. As we talked, the sun melted into the sea and the jasmine-scented breeze gave us some relief from the heat. The temperature still sat in the nineties and humidity flirted with a hundred percent.

“So,” Julie said. “Day one is about in the bag. Are you feeling at all settled in? Is there anything else you need? Do you want to come over for dinner tonight? I don’t like the idea of leaving you all alone.”

I laughed. “What question should I answer first? I’m feeling settled. Sitting on the beach it finally hit me I live in Jamaica now. I don’t need anything now we’ve stocked the kitchen. I’m okay alone. After all, it’s why I came down here, to have some time alone to think.”

“Anytime you get lonely give me a call. Are you sure you don’t want a car? We can get you one easy.”

“I don’t see a need, at least not yet. But thanks anyway. I’ve got your number. Tonight I’ll crack open the book I’m going to edit. I want to get into a routine.”

“Okay. Just don’t get too holed up in there. I know how you get sometimes.” 

“I won’t, I promise... Hey, thanks for all the books! Those are our favorites. I teared up when I figured out why they were there. I assumed they were leave-behinds from previous renters until I read the spines.”

“There’s plenty more where those came from. Just let me know.”

“Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Now I need to ask a favor. Clive wants to know if you could fill in for someone. I told him not to bother you but he said it would help you feel settled. It would be for a couple hours at lunch for a few days.” She nodded to the beach hut, now closed.

“Sure. What’s he need?”

“It’s beneath you... Someone to handle the register. His regular girl needed time off. She had her baby. But Clive only needs you until he finds someone else.”

“Babies are so selfish, aren’t they? They arrive and expect you to reorder your life.” 

Julie laughed. “But what I really think is, Clive doesn’t want you to sit at home and sulk. He worries about you. I know it’s only been a day, but he’s like that. The family is everything to him.”

“I know. It’s why you and Clive were the only people I thought of when I knew I’d needed to get away. This is the only other place in the world where I knew I could go with no questions asked.”

“You got it. Well, I should head home and relieve the nanny. You don’t have to finish the bottle, you know. It’ll keep.” She laughed again. “But go ahead if you want to.” I walked her to the door.

I knew Clive had my best interests at heart and didn’t mind helping out at his little beach hut. It’d make me like part of the community. I’d also get a few insights on other people who’d landed here.

The next morning I met Clive at eleven-thirty so he could show me the ropes. There were only eight menu items, a small selection of soft drinks, and a single beer offering, Red Stripe. Customers also had two mixed drink options. Rum and Coke or rum and coconut water. Everything was marked on the cash register. If I could punch the right key I had the job mastered.

I wore a sun-dressy thing over my killer two-piece, thinking I’d go for a swim after my shift, then head back to the cottage for a couple hours of editing. After, I would begin my fiftieth spin through Pride & Prejudice while swinging on the hammock and sipping wine. I’d have a salad for dinner, resume with Jane Austen while falling asleep, and make sure to turn on the ceiling fan beforehand. 

Talk about excitement.

After Clive left it was do or die, but I found the lunch crowd easy to manage and easily kept up. The people were friendly and polite and genuinely funny. Why wouldn’t they be? They were on vacation. Most of the guys were flirty, even when they were standing next to their wives or girlfriends. I smiled and flirted back, knowing the tip jar would fill up and the local girls on shift with me would benefit.

When things slowed down a fresh face appeared. Tall, with dark brown hair and a nice, athletic body, it’s safe to say he blew me away. Instead of a T-shirt saying “Beer Me”, he wore a nice untucked white linen shirt with sleeves rolled up to the elbows, nice, luxuriously worn khaki shorts, and leather sandals. He didn’t flirt, but he didn’t have to. His smile would have melted the coldest heart, or made a girl orgasm on sight. My mind never ventured into that territory, so I now thought this possibility really existed. I mean, I felt it. I didn’t just think about it. If he actually spoke to me I might lose my voice, or like a silly teenager burst into giggles and ruin the whole thing, whatever this thing was. Ruining a simple “Hello”?

I needed to collect myself. After the girl handed him his order of conch fritters and sweet potato mash he’d be in front of me to pay. I prayed to God he would flirt, make the first move and show his hand, and I would nod and handle the transaction showing no emotion whatsoever. I had to be cool so I would have the upper hand. This was my logic, and as I had an advanced law degree from a prestigious law school it was of course infallible.

But wait a minute... I didn’t come to Jamaica looking for love. My head really wasn’t on straight at that moment.

When he got to my station he didn’t flirt. He gave me his killer but muted smile made sure I could see his tray so I would know what to charge, and held out a ten dollar bill. Being so flustered that I hit the wrong keys, I took the bill and returned change having no relation to what he owed. I grabbed a couple bills and loose change and handed it over. He put it all in the tip jar. Before I could whip up a smile he moved on and my heart sank.

He sat at a table on the edge of the deck nearest the beach. After he set out his lunch and ordered a beer from our only waitress, Abigay, he opened a backpack and took out a notebook. He set it beside his food, grabbed a pencil out of the pack and, from his shorts, a small penknife, which he opened and used to sharpen the pencil.

As he ate he would make occasional notes, put the pencil down and stare at the horizon, go back to the notebook, scribble something, and so on until he finished his meal.

Two single women sitting nearby flirted into the breeze hoping to catch his attention. He ignored them or perhaps didn’t even notice them as all of his attention was focused on his notebook and writing. The women were so unsuccessful I worried they might start throwing bread.

When he got up he policed his area and seemed to be the only customer to do so based on the state of the other tables. After returning his tray he walked off the deck and to the beach. I lost sight of him after that.

From first sighting him to his departure I hardly took a breath. I inhaled deep to catch up and restore my oxygen levels. My knees felt weak and I experienced the telltale signs of having become aroused, signs visited so infrequently I couldn't mistake their meaning.

I calmed down. The lunch service ended and they would only now serve their limited menu of drinks. I chatted with Abigay as I ate a plate of jerk chicken and drank chilled coconut water while keeping an eye out for the man with the killer smile. He didn’t reappear, so I assumed he was still on the beach. I said goodbye to the girls and went to find out.

The afternoon beachgoers were spread out, thankfully, so spotting him wouldn’t be difficult. I removed my sundress and walked in my killer suit, which would function as a disguise as he’d only seen me the other way. Why this mattered I couldn’t say. I walked toward the resort. There were naked couples lying out everywhere and only a few single men or women. 

As I neared giving up I saw him. Coming out of the surf nude, the water streamed over his flanks as he flicked his head back in movie star fashion. It looked like an intense, erotic scene in a film when the heroine spots her man for the first time. Two seconds later I realized I could be the heroine and he could be my hero. Why not?

But why was I thinking this way at all?

My pacing meant, if I didn’t adjust my rhythm, we’d cross paths in another few seconds. I turned on my heel and pretended to spot something in the sand, bending from my hip to have a closer look. I saw an uninteresting and common seashell, so I picked it up and pretended to be fascinated. I turned toward the sun and therefore the sea to look at it. From the corner of my eye, I saw him lying on a towel about thirty feet up from the shore. After another thirty seconds, I saw him place an open book over his face to block the sun. Nap time, possibly. I turned to walk by him, taking my time.

I slowed my pace continuing to pretend the sand contained interesting treasures. When I got close to him I stopped. He hadn’t moved since putting the open book over his face. I studied him. His body suited my tastes exactly. He had a nice “V” shaped torso, strong pecs and shoulders, muscular, trim legs and a nice flat stomach, I didn’t care about abs, thinking they were a bit excessive, but he had a few of those too, or maybe just right amount. A strong hint.

And what a nice package. I didn’t normally give them much attention but in his case, I made an exception, mainly because I couldn’t stop staring. Most men’s genitals were not what I would call attractive. Though I couldn’t claim to be a connoisseur, I knew what I liked. This man’s package looked friendly and inviting with all the right proportions, like something you would want to caress and admire and say sweet nothings to. 

I knew right then I was losing my mind.

I almost wanted to go lay my head on his chest and stare and never leave. If he wanted to massage my head as I did so life would be absolutely perfect. Who doesn’t like a good head massage?

My thighs were feeling twitchy and an itch brewed where they met and I knew my only recourse laid in a dip into the ocean to cool things down. I tossed my sundress on the sand and walked into the water, settled to my neck and stared at the horizon. 

The Jamaican beach, so white under the brilliant sun, almost bleached the color from my vision, so the cooling emerald and turquoise hues of the Caribbean were soothing. I restored my equanimity, then gave it all a good think. Seeing this man had undermined my resolution to abandon ideas of love and happiness ever after. Just three days out of New York, away from those things I wished to put behind me, the idea of a new beginning had already transformed into the new beginning. 

I realized it had begun.

This man was rocking my boat. My well-laid plans seemed to fly out the window. 

As my mind drifted here and there, so did my body in relation to the shore. I hadn’t noticed the slow current had invited me along a for a southern tour of the shore. I didn’t tune into this unraveling situation until reaching the rock marking the end of the nude beach.

Retrieving my sundress, now a hundred yards further up the beach, meant a return visit to this new object of my desire. I got out of the water and walked toward the resort. I decided if up from his nap I’d give him a broad smile and say “Hi”. If he responded, I’d walk up and mention we’d already met at the lunch hut. Though not exactly true, I had handed him his money and given him change, so it wasn’t a complete lie either. We would talk and before long we would be married and I would be having his babies.

The tide had come in, and I saw my sundress riding the tiny waves of its encroachment across the sand. Making matters worse, only an impression in the sand remained where my new hero once laid.

I wrung out my dress, slipped it on and walked back to my cottage with Charlie Brown sad piano music playing in my head.

***
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I GOT HOME AND SHOWERED and walked to the patio naked to dry off, feeling clothes should be optional in this heat and humidity. Once dry I went into the kitchen and made a salad, ate it standing up, and decided to text Julie.

“Come see me if you’re free tonight. Blue.”

She texted back, “Blue’s not good. 8:00.”

I sat to make headway on my editing assignment and ended up reading Jane Austen for three hours when not napping. At ten minutes to eight, Julie rolled up the driveway. 

“What’s up, Jen. You still blue?” she asked while walking in. She noticed the sheer robe. “You running a brothel here? What is that anyway?”

I laughed and said, “I ordered it after watching Borgia on Netflix. It looked so elegant. This was during Jason, so...”

“Got it. It is pretty, but it’s a little slight, you know.”

“I know. The DHL delivery guy seemed to like it.”

“There you go making friends... So, why blue?”

I opened a bottle of wine and we retreated to our now usual spot on the patio. A bright moon meant we could see the ocean right out to the curving horizon.

I told Julie about my day, excessively detailing the guy I helped at the lunch hut and subsequently saw naked on the beach. I didn’t hold back any of the details, especially the part about seeing him naked.

“You see, that’s why I like a nude beach. You don’t have to wonder about certain things,” said Julie, unruffled by my graphic appraisals of the man with the killer smile.

“It kills the mystery.”

“Some mysteries you’re better off not having, especially over the what’s what,” said Julie, indicating with her hand where one would locate a what’s what.

“I know... Anyway, I want to get his attention if he comes back.”

“I wonder if he’s the guy Clive talked about, the American from New York,” said Julie. “The one with good credit.”

“Could be. Maybe Clive is my lead-in, ‘Hey, you’re renting from my cousin’.”

“You sure you want to dive in again, Jen? You came here to get away from all that.”

“I’m still away from all that. This would be new, wouldn’t it?”

“It depends. Are you running from Jason or love? Love isn’t new. Anyway, how much time do you need to put Jason behind you?”

“I don’t know. It’s been a month since we split, and I’ve been here three days...”

“If you say so.” Julie suppressed an eye roll “So, what’s your plan?”

“What do you think I should do?”

“Well, if he’s shy, you’ve got to take the lead. Make sure you say something if he comes back. Use the bit about Clive and you both knowing him. There’s the other thing too. There’s no way he didn’t see you today, you know, notice you. He may think you’re not within his reach. We’ve talked about pretty girls being the loneliest ones. Show him you’re approachable.”

“Maybe he thinks I’m not in his league. He’s only seen me working the cash register in a beach hut. He may see me as a local and dangerous, or something like it.”

“This is where people say ‘Don’t over think it’.”

“You’re right. I’ll try to keep my cool and wait and see if he comes back. Where is the American guy’s cottage?”

Julie stood to look around. “I think it’s the one on the corner, with the coral breeze block fence. The lights are on. He may be in there right now writing poems about you.”

“Yeah. He’ll tack them on my door in the morning.” Saying those words gave me a shiver of déjà vu. Or could it be a shiver of premonition? 

Julie left after we killed the bottle and I poured myself into bed, realized I hadn’t turned on the ceiling fan, got up to turn it on and climbed back into bed. By morning the fan had developed a squeak.

I showed up for my beach hut shift at eleven-thirty and ten minutes later he showed up. He looked as sublime as the day before though a little more tan. A knot formed in my throat. Despite this, I had a surge of courage. As I couldn’t be sure he was the American renting from Clive, I decided I would say, “Hey, are you the American renting from Clive?” If so, it also meant we had the New York connection. I knew I could get at least two sentences worth of conversation out of that.

When he got to my station I had “Hi” on the tip of my tongue when one of the serving girls exclaimed, “Hey! Your bread.” He turned to face the serving girl as I swallowed my eloquent greeting. I couldn’t un-swallow it when he turned back with his money. I decided I could say something when I gave him his change, maybe letting my fingers tickle his palm. When I gave him the total he smiled, hesitated, and fished in his pockets. He came up with the exact amount required, handed it over, said thanks in a nice, deep voice, stuck two dollars in the tip jar and went to his usual table. I didn’t have a game plan for this scenario.

He performed the same routine as the day before with the notebook and pencil. He ignored the admiration from women at the other tables. When he finished his meal, he policed his area, put his tray on the stack, and hoofed it to the beach. I decided I would hook up with him there. I knew he would recognize me. He’d just given me his delicious smile and said “Thanks”!

About a half hour later a squall darkened the skies and people started leaving the beach as the wind picked up. I frowned but one of the girls said the sun would be back in ten minutes. This prospect brightened my mood, but I saw the object of my desire cross the deck and head up the hill to his rental cottage, likely one owned by Clive. Why not?

I felt blue again. After my shift, I went home to bathe in the glories of legal case studies, at least until Darcy and his crew pulled me back into the 19th century. I’d always found solace there during similar mood swings.

After dinner and half a bottle of wine I called Clive.

“Hey, Jen. What’s up?”

“The ceiling fan in the bedroom is squeaking like mice on a sinking ship.”

“There’s WD 40 under the sink in the kitchen. Here everything squeaks if you don’t oil it.”

“Clive, I’m 5’8”. The ceiling fan is about ten feet high isn’t it?”

“I’ll have someone come by tomorrow. Or I can come over now if you want.”

“No, tomorrow’s fine... Hey Clive, I have another question. You know the American guy you rented to?”

“Why? Is he bothering you?”

I laughed. “No Clive. What’s he look like?”

“I don’t know. White.”

“Clive...”

“Okay, White, tall. Dark hair, or dark brown. Clean shaven. He looks athletic. He spoke well. Why?”

“I don’t know... I think I’ve seen him at lunch.”

“Well, he sounded professional on the phone. Seemed solid, polite. Good credit.”

“Thanks, Clive. Luv ya.”

“Take care.”

I trusted Clive’s judgment. If I could meet the guy for real, I’d hold the Clive link back. I could get more out of the New York connection.

I laid on my bed naked. Due to its annoying squeak, I didn’t turn on the ceiling fan. I fantasized about the American. I couldn’t get the image of him rising out of the surf naked out of my head. The way he smoothed his hair back, the way his arm muscles rippled, the way his cock hung proudly in front of him as he walked up the beach, swaying back and forth. I didn’t even write “cock” in my journal when I kept one. Now I loved the word. It meant his cock. Maybe the tropical air loosened me up or made me more primal.

I massaged this thought into action as the image played in a loop in my head. Though a hands-off girl generally, this was an emergency.
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Chapter 4: Desperate Measures
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JENNY

SEE ME, HEAR ME

On day three of my temporary beach hut shift, the normal ocean breezes failed to materialize and the sun had a fit. Standing in the shade should have offered relief, but the grill, without a breeze, made our station a pizza oven. I put my hair in a ponytail to keep if off my shoulders. Though not my best look, it beat withered hag.

The American didn’t show until three-quarters through my shift. He appeared in the serving line looking cool as could be. Everyone else looked like Wile E. Coyote having an even worse day than usual. I prepared myself as he moved toward the register. He smiled a hello; I smiled back, rung up his order, and said $7.20, please. He put a tenner in my hand and told me to keep the change. He left before I could say any of my prepared pleasantries.

It must have been the ponytail. It really wasn’t my best look. Or maybe the sweat pouring from every pore of my body put haste in his steps. I looked at the money he’d handed me. Did he think I needed $2.80? He’d always waited for his change, and he always put it in the tip jar himself. Why should today be any different?

I put the change in the communal tip jar.

He did his usual routine with the notebook and the pencil. Why did he use a penknife to sharpen his pencil? Didn’t he own a pencil sharpener? They worked much better. Why didn’t I walk over there and give him his change back, saying I didn’t need it?

My core temperature must have hit 105 degrees and it clearly affected my thinking, now nearing border-line crazy girl. I grabbed a can of coconut water and downed it in one gulp. I grabbed a second one and held it to my forehead. My “sexy” sundress now hung like a damp sheet. 

Okay, I wasn’t having a good day.

After he finished lunch and returned his notebook to his backpack, and much to my relief, instead of heading to the beach he went back up the hill. I looked and smelled like bait left in the sun too long, all shriveled and stinky. As we weren’t crowded, I asked one of the girls to take over and walked to the beach, stripped everything off and dove into the ocean. After a half hour, I’d restored myself to normal.

I got out of the water and laid on the beach naked but with my suit draped over my crotch. Couples kept passing by and had to walk around me. They always got silent as they approached. I hoped the silence meant they were so stunned my body they’d lost their voices. I didn’t have self-esteem issues, but who didn’t like admiration?

I rolled over on my tummy tripoded on my elbows to survey the beach scene. They were all couples now. Some of them were getting rather familiar with each other, or maybe it looked that way because they were naked. On a normal beach, couples smooched all the time. As a teen, I did. It felt naughty doing it in your bathing suit. 

Imagine being naked.

One guy, about fifty feet away, definitely showed his enthusiasm for his wife or girlfriend. Seeing an erection didn’t interest me, but you couldn’t deny the novelty of seeing one in public, though a nude beach hardly qualified as a normal public setting. Still, if the penis didn’t belong to the man I loved, I had no interest in seeing it.

Seeing so many happy couples made me lonely. Without deadlines and stuffed in boxes and meetings to go to, my mind wandered. It didn’t handle idleness well.

This meant I had to be more proactive.

Why not grab a bottle of wine and go knock on the American’s door and introduce myself? I quickly dismissed this idea. Maybe he wanted to be alone like I thought I wanted to be. Maybe he didn’t like women. This possibility bummed me out, like a rush of reverse adrenaline, or having all your endorphins sucked out of you by mutant endorphin loving vampires.

Could he be gay? Well groomed, athletic, tidy, I knew those were stereotypes and, though averse to them in principle, I couldn’t deny the evidence.

Julie would view this as a case of overthinking.

Even so, I thought about it a little more. Maybe a way existed to test this possibility.

***
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I HAD ONE FINAL DAY at the beach hut. Clive said he found a replacement, one not pregnant or in any danger of becoming so. I told him not to be mean and he told me to chill. At sixty-five, pregnancy did not exist as an option for the replacement. I said “Sorry”.

Though not entirely true, I looked at the day as do-or-die. I would have to make sure the American really noticed me, one way or the other, provided he showed up at all. If he stuck to his routine and moved on to the beach after his lunch, I’d follow. I’d pick a spot near him and strip. The idea excited me. It was something New York Jenny would never have considered doing.

Once I knew I had his attention, I would be sure to smile and show myself as a friendly type. A small smile, not a “come hither” smile. Something polite but non-aggressive. No “sly-eyes” as Julie called them. I’d take my time getting my clothes off and look calm as could be.

Him being naked, I would know in a jiffy if he “responded” to women. I viewed this as the fair way to go. I’d already seen him naked and made a summary judgment, so why not let him have his turn? Wherever it went after I knew I’d be safe with him. I don’t know why. His eyes had already me I had nothing to fear with him.

To dial things up, I’d skip wearing a suit under my dress and go with a nice panty and bra, something ultra feminine and not too utilitarian. I sorted through my lingerie drawer and picked out a sexy but not overstated white bra and panty.

I jumped in the shower and, while shaving my legs I thought, well, let’s keep going. I shaved all my pubic hair. It took longer than anticipated and added about ten minutes to the shower, long enough to drain the hot water tank. Once done I dried off and examined myself in the non-misted bedroom mirror. Damn. How more exotic looking could I be? When I applied moisturizer, I liked the new “feel” so much I had trouble moving on.

I put on my underwear and went to the kitchen to make coffee. I saw a guy in work clothes coming up to the cottage. I guessed he’d come to fix the ceiling fan. I went into the bedroom and, without thinking, grabbed my robe and answered the door.

He gave me a good look-over and smiled but his lips didn’t move.

“Are you here for the bedroom fan?”

He organized a response and I showed him to the bedroom. He went out to get a ladder and I returned to the kitchen to make the coffee and found Julie standing there.

“You left your front door open. Damn. That thing looks even more transparent today. Maybe it’s the light.”

I didn’t clue in until realizing I’d done it again - answered the door in my sheer robe. It made me laugh. 

“Hey, Julie. Want coffee?” A noise came from the bedroom.

“Have you got your man in there? Way to go, woman.”

“No. It’s the repairman for the bedroom fan.”

“And you’re walking around like that? In your underwear?”

“It’s the same as a bathing suit, isn’t it? We’re in the tropics after all.”

“If I were you I’d dial up the modesty if there’s a workman on the premises.”

“I guess my brain isn’t all there... I’m a little preoccupied. Today is the day. I’m going to meet Mr. Right even if it kills me.” 

The workman finished and left. Julie and I moved to the living room with our fresh coffees.

I had known Julie for a long time. We went to the same high school, became best buds, lost each other for a while, and caught up again halfway through college. We’d helped each other through some sticky romantic situations and knew everything about each other. We didn’t keep secrets.

“So today’s the day,” said Julie. “I’m sure you’ll do fine. But don’t be too needy. You don’t need him. You want to get to know him and have some fun, right?”

“I think I want him to have my babies.”

Julie snorted. “Okay. Well, in that case, definitely don’t be too needy. And don’t get yourself pregnant either. It’s not our way.”

“I know. I’m kidding. There’s something about him I can’t describe. He makes me calm and exhilarated all at once. I’d never felt this way with anyone before.”

“You’re reminding me of how crazy I got about Clive when you introduced us. I wanted to shop for wedding dresses that afternoon.” She laughed. 

“I’m going like this, I mean, under my dress. No suit.” I stood and took off the robe. “I was going to wear a suit under the dress but decided why bother? It’s a nude beach. I mean, it really is the same as a bathing suit. But, the fact I’m in my underwear dials it up a bit.”

“You may as well go all the way... You’ve got a spot of blood on your crotch. That’s not so sexy.”

I looked and saw a dot of blood on the front of my panty. “I shaved my pubes this morning. I must have nicked myself.” 

“So, you boarded that train, huh? It’s too high maintenance for me. Anyway, you’ll knock him out when he sees you like this. I definitely noticed. I’m sure your workman noticed. He’s going to sneak back in and start breaking things so you’ll have to call him back.”

I went to the bedroom to change my panties. The only other pair matching the bra was even lacier and exotic looking.

“Yeah, you’ll get his attention in those,” said Julie.

“It’s not too much?”

“Of course it is. You could catch his attention in your suit just fine. You’re talking about doing a striptease and getting naked with a guy you don’t even know. You’ve got a fever going for this guy.”

“Yeah. I’m really stepping out of character, aren’t I? All we’ve exchanged is hello and I feel I like I know him better than any other man on earth. Anyway, it’s a nude beach, isn’t it? I’ve already seen him naked. Am I crazy?”

“Let’s call it Island Fever. You’ve got limited time and you don’t want to waste it. It makes people do crazy things. But no, you’re not crazy. I think you think you’re in love. That doesn’t come out of nowhere for women like us. You saw something in him. He makes you feel something inside. Otherwise, you wouldn’t be standing there in your underwear planning to seduce him on the beach. You don’t want to lose this one.”

“I want him to take me on the beach like a mad bull, Julie. I’m going nuts with desire here. If I can get this guy to kiss me I might orgasm right on the beach.”

“Maybe you should take him to the resort. No one will mind there.” She laughed. “I’ve got proof.”

“Right... Oh well, I’d better get to work. I don’t want to make Clive angry by being late.”

“There’s nothing you could do to make Clive angry other than be untrue to yourself.”

Julie left after giving me a warm hug. I finished dressing and walked to the beach hut for my last day of work.

***
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SURPRISING EVEN MYSELF, I managed a “How are you?” in addition to “Hi” when he paid for his lunch. When he took his change I let my fingers drag over in his open palm.

“I’m well, thanks,” he said.

I melted hearing his voice. Our eyes met as before and I sensed a surge of recognition, an odd feeling of homecoming, a puzzling mix of knowing we were meant to be. His eyes took me somewhere, to places I really belonged.

Things were slowing at my station as he got up and headed to the beach. I worked another five minutes before getting a girl to cover for me, then freshened up and followed. My heart beat faster. I meant to exude calm confidence and beguiling eroticism, but the excited schoolgirl in me, a remnant of an earlier life, took control. Fortunately, before I could break into a full sprint, I saw him right in front of me.

Already naked, he had propped himself on his elbows to scan the beach and horizon. A steamy current of heat rose through my spine seeing his nude body. Like a kid at Christmas seeing a gift that would soon be mine, except in this case not wrapped, I nearly giggled with glee. Rather than calm me down it added weight and tension to my next moves.

When I got near him, closer than strangers would choose to be on a nude beach, I tossed my towel and bag on the sand. My motion caught his eyes and he looked over. I shot him a quick smile. Taking my time, I stretched and nonchalantly looked around, shot him another smile, and slowly, oh so slowly, unwrapped the tie to my dress and dropped it to the towel. Acting as cool and self-assured as I could manage, I reached around and unhooked my bra, tossed it over my bag and pulled down my panties. After another long stretch, I gently descended onto my towel and rolled over on my side. I wanted to give him the opportunity of enjoying the view without worrying I would notice.

After a few minutes, I rolled over to see his eyes fixed on my ass, or where my ass had been before turning over. He looked like he had drifted into outer space. I couldn’t be sure, but it also looked like he was aroused. At least, I thought I saw a hint of arousal. So, not gay. Or if he had been, my ass had just converted him. Feeling both extraordinary relief and emboldened, I finally mustered the courage to speak.

“So, where are you from?”
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Chapter 5: Rum & Cokes
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DAVID

DAVID MEETS JENNY

“So, where are you from?” 

The words arrived as if through a crack in the space-time continuum. I heard them plainly enough, but it took a moment to resume normal consciousness and comprehend their meaning. I had to review the facts: Lying naked on a beach in Jamaica, a beautiful woman had stripped and assumed a prone position very near to myself. Lying on her side with her back facing me, I had become fixated on her lovely bottom. It spoke to me in a variety of ways. For a very brief moment, I meant this literally as well—due to my failure to register she had turned over to face me.

After a further moment, I gathered my faculties and organized a response. I kept it simple.

“New York. You?”

“Brooklyn,” she said. So, not Jamaican after all.

I became acutely aware of the state of my affairs. I was naked, and at risk of exposing certain biological instincts beyond my control. Though fond of my penis, I could seldom reason with it. Pleased with its dimensions and general performance record to date—not that it had much to write home about—I wouldn’t have listed self-control among its features. I could sense the pumps working.

“So, I guess you work here now,” I said.

“You mean the lunch hut? I’m helping a cousin while I stay in Jamaica. Some of my family is from here.” So, Jamaican after all, at least as far as origins, though to what degree would remain a mystery for now.

She brushed sand off her breast. As much as I tried, I couldn’t deceive my cock into believing this did not just happen. A nude woman had touched her breast, and both the woman and breast were lovely. This is the telegraph my brain sent to the frontier. 

As I contemplated my choices and feared a perfect storm of biological embarrassment, she magically levitated to her knees, gathered her things, and said, “Mind if I come over? It’ll be easier to talk.”

“Sure. Come over here,” I said. “Or should I move over there?” She laughed because, being already on the move, my proposal lacked usefulness and exhibited poor timing. 

Seeing her full-frontal and in motion encouraged me to make a strategic move to my stomach. I didn’t land right and had to make conspicuous manual adjustments.

“What do you do?” she asked, as she settled into her new location. I detected not an ounce of modesty in her movements. She rested on her towel with elbows supporting her wondrous upper torso. Less than four feet now separated us.

I drew a momentary blank. My brain buffered, throwing a momentary veil over my occupation and life trajectory. I’m not a particularly suave person and being naked didn’t help matters. This woman—stunning, exotic and unquestionably out of my league—seriously tested the limits of my ability to appear calm and level-headed.

Relief came when she forfeited my opportunity to reply by informing me of her occupation.

“Right now I’m a book editor,” she said. “Freelance. I came here for a change of pace, to kind of clear the pipes. I’m not sure about my next move.”

I gathered my cool. “I’m doing the same. Until recently I worked as a senior software developer for a social media company. You wouldn’t have heard of it. Anyway, the time came for me to move on. I’m not sure the company will make it.”

“That must be stressful. Or are you set? You don’t seem too stressed when I see you at lunchtime.”

“They gave me a nice severance package, so I’m set for a while. I’m saving the real stress for down the road when it runs out.” I admired her thoughtfulness, which proved she could be empathetic. The world didn’t revolve around her.

“What will you do when it runs out?” she asked.

“I hope to have something else in the works by then, one thing or another.” I didn’t want to mention my writing ambition, which many viewed in the same light as telling them you wanted to be an artist or rock star.

“What’s your next move?” I asked.

“I haven’t decided. I’m set up work wise so I have plenty of time to figure things out.” She examined something apparently nibbling her left breast, squinted at it, and brushed it off much more brusquely than I would have thought comfortable. This breast action was becoming hard to deal with.

“Sand flea,” she said. “It’s the season but they’re only bad when there’s no breeze.”

This made me thankful for the breeze, both for its cooling effect and its power to dim sand flea activity, especially in my naked state. Her nakedness meant it took all of my energy to avoid having greedy vision. I wanted to be nonchalant about the nudity, but my eyes kept misbehaving.

She smiled again. “It’s crazy, isn’t it? Nude beaches? Have you come to them often?”

“No,” I admitted. I had never experienced anything even remotely Bohemian. I’d rarely been naked around anyone, even my ex-girlfriend Caitlyn.

“Have you been to nude beaches before?” I asked.

“I skinny-dipped with some girlfriends on Long Island one summer, and visited a nude beach near the city with a friend, but I didn’t get naked.”

“What made you decide to be a nudist now, or at least give it a try?” I asked.

“I came here the second day after I landed to check it out. I planned to keep my suit on. After I saw how happy and friendly everyone looked, I thought, what the hell? When I noticed how nice it felt I stopped being nervous. No one bothered me either. That’s not what I expected. Plus, I saw a few other solo women naked too.”

“And after a few minutes you forget you’re nude,” I said, though it was not entirely true as I remained keenly aware of my nudity and hers. I had meant it generally.

“Are you okay?” She dealt with another sand flea. “I don’t want to intrude on your space.”

“No, I mean yeah. I’m fine.” 

“I’ve never met anybody this way,” she said, laughing.

We talked about New York for quite a long time, possibly forty minutes. As we did so, I would notice every millimeter of movement in her body, the way her breasts swayed and jiggled when she spoke or brushed sand off her skin, how her naked belly bounced when she laughed, the alertness of her nipples. It all struck me as both entirely wholesome and erotic. 

Each time our eyes met, an ethereal form of communion seemed to bridge the gap between us. Our natural chemistry soon exceeded earthly limits. It felt like we’d known each other our entire lives.

Still lying on my stomach, my erect penis became the lesser of two problems now facing me. The two beers drunk at lunch needed my attention. As I considered peeing into the sand beneath me she sidetracked me with an offer.

“Want to go for a dip? I’m feeling a little toasty. You look like you could use a dip too.” She laughed and smiled at her comment.

I reflected on my situation before replying. The prospect of frolicking in the waves with a naked woman I’d just met sent mixed signals to both my bladder and penis. I decided honesty presented the best way to handle my dilemma as my options were limited. I was overheating and needed to empty my bladder. Two birds, one stone, with a minor complication.

“Sure, I’d like to, but let me honest. I have a bit of an erection going on here, plus I have to use the bathroom.”

Of course, she laughed again, suggesting her agreeability knew no limits.

“Hey, I’m flattered!” she joked. “But I’m sure it’s a nude beach hazard for most men. Don’t worry about it. Look, I’ll go ahead and you can follow. I won’t see a thing” (more laughter). “You can pee in the ocean.” 

With this she stood, in slow-motion of course, and walked to the waterline. She resembled grace in motion. Her muscles rippled throughout her body as her hair swayed with a lovely suggestiveness. When she reached the shoreline, she bent over from her waist to splash water on her upper torso. 

She palmed the water over herself suggestively, or so it looked, as if offering me instruction should we later decide to share a bath. She dove in. This caused a hopeless situation on my end as my near full erection began leaking wishful thinking. My mind issued a “screw it” command and I followed her into the ocean covering my erection.

She graciously left me alone for about five minutes, then swam over like a playful dolphin with water gleaming off her exotic back. When she arrived at my location she submerged. As she surfaced, she held her her head back to sort out her long and luxuriant hair. She pinched her nose and with a big smile said, “Can you believe this ocean? It’s like bath water.”

As it was warmer than any ocean I had been in, maybe eighty degrees or more, I didn’t fear shrinkage, a definite plus when nude.

“It’s great,” I said. The warm water streaming around my genitals made it feel like we were sharing a bathtub, and we’d only just met.

We tread water doing circles around each other as we talked, and though shallow enough to stand half out of the water, we bobbed with just our heads above the surface. A few times she did stand, and each time her breasts appeared anew my excitement rose. At one point, her leg brushed my still avid cock. In response, she gave me a sly look and laughed, her eyes indicating the object of her mirth.

“I’m ready to go back in,” she said. “How are things shaping up down there?” She grinned and nodded once more toward my submerged dilemma.

“Either way, I think I’m good to go now,” I said. “It must be a newbie nudist thing.”

“Well,  now I’m a little hurt,” she joked. “I thought maybe my naked body did it, made it difficult for you to control yourself.”

She started back to the shore, the water slowly performing a striptease as its depth decreased. She had the world’s most perfect buttocks.

I ignored my hopeless tumescence problem and followed. I’d now seen other nude men with near erections walking the beach and the sky didn’t fall on them. When I got back to my towel, I sat with my knees up and my arms around them. It partially concealed my situation, but not entirely. The sun, now angled from behind, beat hard my back. I could feel minor protests erupting between my shoulders.

“Do you like rum and Cokes?” she asked.

I didn’t, so I said, “Sure.”

“Wait here.” She stood, skipped the underwear and slipped into her wrap, a sundress type thing made of a super light fabric that tied in front. She scampered off toward the lunch hut at a brisk pace. Her bra and panties laid on her towel staring at me. I loved white underwear on women. My first girlfriend’s mother only let her wear white panties and bras from JCPenney. The bras were modestly lacy and matched the panties, which were on the conservative side. Little did her mother know she’d set my preferences in stone for life. 

Cup sizes had always intrigued me but, thankfully, I defeated an impulse to inspect the labels. Seeing her naked, which reversed the course for how these things generally go, muted my mild fetish for knowing bust sizes. Or perhaps the time had come to just let it go. 

Usually, you had a few dates before the clothes came off. I still didn’t know her name, what TV shows she watched, or anything about her cell plan.

She returned in five minutes carrying a dark bottle of Jarumba Rum, two red cups and a six-pack of Coke. The Coke in Jamaica had real sugar making it much sweeter than at home. She didn’t bring any ice but, the Cokes were cold and dripping with condensation.

She made two drinks, handed one over and said “Cheers!”
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Chapter 6: Getting Comfortable

[image: image]


DAVID

––––––––
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THINGS MOVE QUICKLY

“CHEERS!” I TOOK A LONG gulp. Rum, though not my favorite spirit, flowed like water in Jamaica thanks to being so cheap. My taste for it hadn’t grown but I could handle a few rum and cokes.

Though the sun had become ferocious, in every other way the day exhibited perfection. A beautiful beach, an emerald sea, booze–and a beautiful naked woman. Clearly, I had slipped into living a dream, one I had never imagined living. Had I imagined it, I would have included outdoor air conditioning.

As a formerly pale northerner, the sun’s mid afternoon’s rays were creating a real problem. I could feel the extra crispy occurring on my back and knew I would pay for it dearly if I didn’t change positions.

“I still don’t know your name,” I said. “Mine is David.”

“How did we skip that?” She laughed. “Hi David. I’m Jenny, short for Jennifer. If you’re going to put me in your diary, the Jenny is spelled with a ‘Y’.” 

We talked much more, broadly and elaborately. When we finished our drinks Jenny prepared two more. The first one’s effects had come on strong. Feeling much looser, sitting naked on the beach with a naked woman seemed almost natural now.

“You’d better lie down or your back’s going to get really nasty,” Jenny said, with a genuine tone of alarm and concern. She used her wrap to wipe perspiration from beneath her breasts. When men fantasize about women, they all have Jenny’s breasts.

Though feeling more self control in the nether regions, the idea of lying face up with my penis flopping about gave me some concern. Finally, I thought what the hell, balled up my shirt like a pillow and laid on my back. As I resettled, my cock flopped over and, still slightly tumescent and hopeful looking, pointed at Jenny

“I’m sorry,” I said. “It has a mind of its own. I bet you’ve never heard that before.”

“You can chill. I think I can handle it,” she said, smiling with a tone veering on the suggestive. I can handle it could be interpreted in various ways. It didn’t help my situation to imagine them.

After a short while I turned on my side and rested on an elbow. My neck hurt from straining to look at Jenny as we talked, plus I missed seeing her breasts jiggle, which her arm obscured when lying flat. She sat half facing the ocean in a near lotus position, her spine straight as an arrow.

An increasing afternoon breeze whisked the ocean into tiny whitecaps as dark clouds formed over the far horizon. Several hundred miles due south, drug runners from Cartagena, Colombia were preparing for their evening runs to Panama City. Several hundred miles east, Haitians worried over their suppers, while a near equidistance west billionaires smuggled their millions into the Caymans.

Aside from its tourism, Jamaica seemed isolated and largely Third-World. Neither the best nor the worst of Western Civilization had really made an impression. 

“Your back!” said Jenny, drawing me out of my revery. “You’ve got it in the sun again. Move to my other side.” 

As I did so, she immodestly shifted her legs. I hadn’t noticed she shaved her pubic hair—how I hadn’t noticed I don’t know. I could see what I took to be a hint of enthusiasm peeking out from her netherworld. The owner’s manuals said it involved the circulatory system.

This emboldened me. 

I asked her why she said hello when she arrived on the beach and offered to come over. We already talked like old friends with a mutual past, which now included having swum naked together in Jamaica. I felt I had earned the right to ask the question.

“You’ve been coming by the beach hut for what, a week? You never hit on me. I think you’re the only guy there who hasn’t. So I assumed you were cool. And safe. When you spoke you sounded well educated, and you only spoke while paying for your food.” She chuckled at that. “Plus, you’re good looking, fit, you’ve got some ab action going on there, nice strong legs. Your torso has a ‘V’ shape I like. Is that enough?”

“Me, cool?” I asked. “No one’s ever mentioned it before. And thanks for those other comments.”

“Cool, as in not hitting on every woman you meet. It means you’re not a player. You don’t come-on to women. You’re respectful.”

After this comment, she took a deep breath and appeared contemplative. She now sat with her knees raised facing me. It added to the intimacy that had been building between us all afternoon. We were now completely open to each other, and in every possible way.

“Have you ever been with a black woman?” she asked.

I hadn’t, so I went with the truth. “No. Never. It’s never come up as a possibility, I guess.”

“No bucket list?”

“I’m not following,” I said, also the truth.

“Some men go after black women, or Asian women, whatever women, so they can say they’ve been with one.”

“No. I don’t have those ambitions. To be honest, I’ve only been with a few women. But I find you to be very beautiful. I noticed this the first time I saw you working at the beach hut. I’d never seen or met a woman like you, ever.”

“Thanks for the compliment and being honest about everything. I’m like you. I haven’t been with a lot of men either. I noticed you too, by the way.” Her eyelids went to half-mast, accenting her statement.

“Have you ever been with a white guy?”

“No.”

She became quiet, clearly thinking about this recent bit of conversation. Her reply had an indecipherable tone. An undeniable magnetism filled the space between us. Eye level with her breasts, and well within their reach, my now chronic difficulty at not staring at them continued to hamper my self-control in other areas. My entire body responded to both our conversation and her nudity, to the no that could quickly become a yes, and the carnal possibilities implied and which now hung in our local atmosphere.

I looked sternly to the ocean for some relief.

Couples from the resort passed by, most of them naked. The promontory of rock a few hundred yards further on cued them to turn around. They would get to the rock and turn back, so we saw them twice, coming and going.

Breaking the silence, Jenny released an “OMG,” put a hand to her mouth to suppress a laugh, and pointed discreetly to a naked fat man passing with his wife or girlfriend.

“That guy doesn’t have a dick,” she said, nearly whispering. “Well, not much of one... I’m sorry for being crass. That’s not my usual style.” She laughed at herself. “It looks like a mushroom without a stalk. With his gut, I doubt there’s much he can do with it.”

Indeed, his toolbox looked a little empty. It made me wonder how she sized me up as she had now received all the information required to draw a conclusion.

“Yeah,” I said. “I’ve wondered how obese people do it. I don’t mean to cast aspersions but it’s an interesting engineering problem, don’t you think?”

“Oh, I don’t even want to think about that. Poor guy, it’s not something he can’t not know about himself. I wonder how she feels. She’s not bad looking.”

For what seemed like several hours, we continued communing over the other couples passing by, and our observations were proving mostly in sync. We agreed on the men or women who would be considered “hot” without discussing those who were not. In comparison, I felt better about myself.  A man passed with a penis about my size and Jenny said he looked pretty good, referring to him generally. I wanted to ask what specifically qualified him as “pretty good” but let it go.

We had drunk about half the rum. She now poured heavier on the Coke so there would be a tie finish with the rum, which struck me as sensible.

We were both loosened up thanks to the alcohol. Curious to know about her current circumstances, and sufficiently emboldened thanks to the rum, I asked.

“Do you have anyone back home? A guy?”

“Nope. I’m free as a bird. You?”

“I broke up recently with a woman I’d known for a few years. We were living together. When I left my job, I also lost interest in the relationship. I’m not sure why they were connected, but they were. We parted friends.”

“Would you tell each other you were in love?”

“Yeah. We were in love at one point, or what some people called love. I suppose we meant it. Why?”

“It’s funny how that goes,” she said. “You’re in love with someone, and then you’re not anymore.”

“You’ve been there, I guess.”

“Once. Life is easier without falling in love. There’s less pain.” Jenny stared at the horizon. She raised her arms over her head and stretched magnificently.

Her last statement didn’t fully compute. Though I agreed with her, I thought having a good life eventually meant finding someone to love. When you weren’t in a relationship, you looked for a new relationship, for someone new to love. Maybe, like me, she was giving it a rest. How did I fit in with Jenny’s new trajectory? What objective did she have in mind for me?

There were lots of similarities in how we processed things, meaning the events in our lives and the trivial life unfolding before us on the beach. We covered a lot of ground in the few hours we’d been together. It made it feel very cozy between us, almost like we were already a couple. The rum definitely helped. We had compressed a few months of dating into an afternoon.

“Have you been to the resort yet?” she asked. “I’m told it’s crazy over there.”

“Not yet. I’m curious, but when I arrived someone told me only paying guests could go in there. It disappointed me.”

She laid on her tummy so her rump made another appearance. Every inch of her body took my breath away.

She fished in her bag, a stretch to reach, so her buttocks tensed while holding her upper body. Her hand came out with a bottle of lotion.

“Baby oil. Would you mind putting some on my back?” She handed me the bottle.

I decided I wouldn’t mind. I took the bottle and squeezed a large pool of oil into my cupped hand. I divvied it up with my other cupped hand and started on her back. It already looked well hydrated and smooth with no help. She pulled her hair over to expose her neck. I rubbed the oil in up and down her back and sides to the top of her buttocks. Above them sat two cute dimples. I loved those dimples on women.

I squirted out more oil and started on her legs.

“You missed something,” she said, as she jiggled her bottom.

This encouragement pleased me. I massaged the oil into her buttocks, but not the crevice between them. Some oil dripped there and she squeezed her cheeks together and jiggled again.

“That tickles... You don’t have to be shy, you know. We’re already naked.” She separated her legs a few inches to offer inspiration. 

I poured oil up and down each leg and massaged it in using both hands, one leg at a time. When I got back to her buttocks, I moved my hands inside her upper thighs. On one pass, the side of my hand brush her lips, but only barely. She let out a quiet moan to assure me all was fine. I poured more oil and massaged it into the crevice between her cheeks. She clenched her bottom over my hand while letting out a long sigh, relaxed completely and spread her legs a little more.

I put the cap back on the mineral oil, laid it beside her, and sat back on my towel. I would hold the memory of her bum in my hands forever.

“Emm,” she hummed. “Thanks. You have nice hands.”

“No charge.”

“Do you want to go to the resort with me tonight? I know somebody who can get us in. It won’t cost anything. Drinks are free. There’s music every night and those white folks go crazy with the rum and reefer.” She offered a big smile to show I shouldn’t take offense at the “white folks” comment. I didn’t.

“Won’t that be a date? I’ve never dated a black woman.” I hoped my observation sounded ironic, or something similar. Wry, perhaps.

“What’s this we have going on here? We’re both naked, drinking rum, you keep getting erections, and you just had your hands all over my ass. That’s a date in my neighborhood.”

“If you put it that way I have to agree with you. I’m sorry about the erections. I’m doing my best here.”

She rolled on her side, put a hand on her hip, and scissored her legs. Smiling, she said, “My body’s responding too. Don’t worry.” 

With that, she leaned over and kissed me full on the lips. I had the sensation of being utterly absorbed. This deep, smothering kiss lasted far longer than most first kisses do generally. Packed full of information, this kiss meant to telegraph we were heading into a new territory.

She scooted onto my towel and locked me into a rolling embrace ending with her half on top of me. Of course, my erection glistened with anticipation. Jenny did a quick scan of the beach, then wrapped my cock in her fingers. She held it up straight and gently squeezed, causing the tip to glisten even more. She played with it, swirling it around the tip of my cock and down the sides. She laughed, looked at me and said, “Yeah. This is a date.”

She rested my cock on my stomach and laid her hand over it. We kissed some more. She lifted her head and looked into my eyes and said, “Aren’t you going to touch me?”

Occasional couples still walked the shoreline. One of them had most likely seen Jenny holding my cock like a joystick which clearly described it. They were now further down the shore and the next approaching couple was a few minutes away.

Jenny pulled my free hand to her free breast and moved it around to show me what to do. It felt delicious, as if my hand was lined with taste buds. I pulled on her nipple and she moaned, and cupped her breast again, this time not holding anything back. She had signed over the deed. I pushed Jenny over so I could taste her nipples. She let out an impatient groan but just as quickly tapped my shoulder and signaled for me to look at something. The approaching couple must have accelerated to double-time as they were now in front of us. Jenny whispered another laugh and pulled me back over, pressing my face into her breasts for a brief moment before releasing me.

“This will give them something to talk about,” she said.

I kissed her again and this time she moved my hand to her now slightly open legs. I explored with my fingers and her eyes rolled back into her head as she moaned. I didn’t know how far to go. I lightly stroked her up and down, only slightly penetrating her lovely wet lips. I could sense her resisting the urge to rock her pelvis in response. Her legs closed firmly together, arresting my hand.

“We’d better control ourselves now, don’t you think? Maybe we can finish this another time, okay?”

Of course, I couldn’t disagree. We had already taken a step beyond prudence. I rolled onto my back and she put her head on my chest. We stayed like this for a few minutes to collect ourselves.

She lifted her head and said, “Okay. We’ll meet up later and go to the resort. Does this sound like a good plan? Let’s consider this a warm-up date for tonight.”

We wrapped things up. The sun had already dipped a toe into the horizon. Jenny stood, brushed off what sand she could find, and put on her underwear and dress, all with the grace and pace of a woman who knew how to work a crowd.

Seeing her fully dressed excited me as much as seeing her naked. I couldn’t wait to see her naked again, and she’d only been in her clothes for a minute. Men all wondered how a girl will look naked. It’s all vice versa when you see them naked before you see them dressed. And as soon as they’re dressed you can’t wait to see them naked again. 

We agreed to meet in one hour at her place, a little up the road from my rented cottage. I would need a shower and some think-time to get in shape for the evening. I know I needed to process our afternoon together. My tropical escape had entered a new trajectory and I needed to understand its full dimensions. 

Would there be consequences?
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Chapter 7: Laura Linney Dance
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JENNY

JENNY REFLECTS. HAD SHE GONE TOO FAR?

When we parted to get ready for the evening, I did the little Laura Linney dance from Love Actually, when she thinks she is about to sleep with the man of her dreams. In her case, it didn’t work out, but knew in my bones David and I were on the express train to making love soon. But too soon? I’d never, ever, just met a guy and felt this way. Never. I had to keep telling myself to slow down, which made my body angry and my knees shaky.

When he touched me on the beach, I could have climaxed with only his fingers on me. I had to clamp his hands between my legs to stop him. I saw a couple approaching and knew if I erupted it would have been a spectacle. People would have dialed 9-1-1, or whatever number they had in Jamaica for emergency services. Anyway, I didn’t want my first orgasm with David to happen on a beach. We needed a proper bed.

And of course, it would have been entirely inappropriate. I hadn’t completely lost my mind. We were both drifting into an unknown erotic territory, and we both needed to keep our wits.

His erection “problem” struck me as adorable. He tried to manage it. I really didn’t mind. It took self-control to not help him out. I could have gladly taken care of it right there with a little discreet maneuvering. When I got up to take a dip and he said, look, I have a situation here, David proved he wouldn’t play games or lie or make things up. He told it like it was. When we were swimming, my leg brushed his erection. This “first contact” sent an electric shock through my system like I’d stepped on a moray eel. I gave him a sly glance to tease him. I looked down and asked how things were going. I already knew. In water so clear he couldn’t hide anything.

I felt like celebrating, so I offered to get us rum and Cokes. I went to the beach hut and the girls giggled when I grab a full bottle of rum and four Cokes. They knew about David and what I was up to. 

I mixed us drinks and we talked naked on the beach.

Until this point, I had been reserving some modesty but decided to let go. He moved over to my other side and I turned to face him letting my legs spread open. I could see the intrigue in his eyes. He could see my arousal. We were on the same level there. We were both feeling it.

And we were both feeling the rum. He asked why I approached him on the beach and I gave him part of the story. I told him the truth but didn’t mention what Clive had told me.

I asked if he’d ever been with a black girl. He knew my asking put the cards on the table. We talked about it and I could see the effect it had on him. I knew we were moving fast, but I’d been thinking of him for so long it felt like we were on our tenth date rather than having our first true meeting.

We talked about the couples walking by. David’s comments were so dry they cracked me up. I love a dry sense of humor. He knew how to summarize any situation with three or four choice words. One guy strolled by with a sad situation going on beneath his paunch. I said something about it and David replied, “That’s a shame.”

I knew the source for this one. “That’s Seinfeld!”

David laughed and said, “Got me.”

We talked about the shows we loved and our wrath for the ones we didn’t. One by one, we knocked it out of the park for synchronicity. We couldn’t find anything we disagreed on.

Later I got a little scared. David asked if I had anyone back home and I thought of Jason and that train wreck, about love and my need to get away from New York. This is when I knew I had fallen head over heels for David for real.

I chased away the scary feelings. I decided to commit to David and see where it led me, where it led us. Though elated with my decision, I couldn’t bury my fears.

My body ached for him to touch me. I grabbed lotion out of my bag and tossed it to him. He started on my back but skipped my ass, and I wanted desperately to feel David’s hands there. I wiggled my bottom and told him not to be shy. I knew this raised the stakes. I offered him my body in an unmistakable way: Touch me. Touch me there.

He did. When his hand lightly passed over my rectum, I almost shrieked. My bum involuntarily squeezed his hand. I wanted him to mount me from behind right there, but I calmed myself down.

Instinctively, I felt safe to ratchet things up. I suggested we go to the resort. Unlike my place or his place, it would have a more neutral vibe. Julie told me the vibe there said don’t be afraid of your erotic impulses. They’re welcome here. But what did it really mean?

Talking about the resort and going on a real date made me antsy. I wanted a preview of what I suspected would be happening later. I rolled over to his towel and just inhaled him. I let it all out. He responded in kind and we went to la-la-land.

It went beyond there too. I saw his painful erection. I had to hold it. It leaked on my fingers and I wanted to clean him up in a most familiar way. I didn’t, but I had the urge, an urge that didn’t come easily.

Still, though he had an arm around me and we were kissing, he didn’t take any liberties. I wanted him to touch me more. My breasts were aching for his hands to caress them, my most tender lips were dying for his fingers to explore them. I put his hand on my breast, then down to my wetness and my head exploded. I nearly burst, but I forced myself back. I told him we had to save this. We both knew it would come. We knew we’d get there. 

We calmed down, got dressed, and walked hand-in-hand until we came to the road leading to his cottage. I kissed him. In another hour we’d be together again.

I jumped into the shower. I washed the sand and oil with a tropical soap blend. I dried off and applied lotion everywhere, again feeling my new smoothness between my legs. I rinsed the fine delicates I had soaking in the sink, wrung them out and went to the patio and hung them to dry. I prepared and drank a strong cup of coffee to knock out the rum fog. I put on some reggae music and went to my closet to pick an outfit. This activity warmed me up. I turned on the ceiling fan. No squeak. I laid on the bed to cool off and accidentally dozed.

The doorbell startled me. I didn’t have time to get dolled up for the night as I had planned. I answered the door wearing a towel. Why not? We’d spent the afternoon naked together on the beach. Wearing only a towel hardly mattered at this point. In fact, it was a step up.

I couldn’t wait to feel his lips on mine again, but the next play I left up him.
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Chapter 8: Stinging Scorpions
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DAVID

RUMINATIONS

I sun set by the time I got home. In the tropics, sunsets last about a minute. I felt both tired and exhilarated. I had been doubting myself over this Jamaica sojourn and now thought it one of the best decisions I’d ever made and my boldest move ever. All my prior life I’d stuck with the standard script for becoming an adult. Writing my own script now, my life felt terrific. I’d spent an afternoon naked on a beach with a beautiful woman. This part didn’t fit the monkish lifestyle I’d first envisioned for my Jamaican sabbatical, but I saw no reason not to be flexible. 

But could I amend my new script and still succeed?

I worried about this. I had to stick to my writing plan. It’s why I came to Jamaica. But one night with a beautiful woman wouldn’t sink my ship. Even if it could, at this point I had to see Jenny again. I had no choice in the matter.

She guessed the resort dress code was come as you are. Receiving this instruction while sitting naked on a nude beach meant taking it literally could be a risk. I surmised she meant to imply “casual”.  The rum had now drifted into headache territory. It made it difficult to think things through. 

I stepped into the shower and the hot water felt like an army of stinging scorpions. I turned it to cool, finished up, and sat on my small cement patio to dry and attempt serious thinking.

Less than an hour earlier, an exotic woman I’d only just met held my cock in her hand, and in a very friendly way. The memory of this brief moment had the predictable effect. I wondered if I should masturbate to settle down but decided to save the energy in case I would need it later. 

I didn’t know what the evening would bring. I didn’t even know what “normal” couples viewed as normal expectations for first dates. What happened earlier with Jenny didn’t strike me as the normal dating template for first encounters. Would this be true for Jenny too? Would it matter? I frankly didn’t know what to think. I had lived most of my life in a corn-fed, Midwest bubble of conservatism. Not once did it involve meeting people naked.

As I have said, from my first sightings, I found Jenny to be exotic. In New York I lacked the confidence to approach a woman like her, me being a dumb cracker from Ohio. She appeared to be in full control, and her looks meant she could do as she pleased. She held the upper hand with men and all matters related to them. Her figure and smile and easy manner would mean she had faced no shortage of interested suitors. 

How could a woman like this be single? And how did things really stand between her and other men? On the beach, she gave an outline of her prior love life. As she did so, I looked at her naked body and imagined what her other men must have imagined. They would have done anything to have her even if it involved murder. So why did they eventually let her go?

Frankly, my ex-girlfriend in New York had decent looks, but in a plain, generic way. She had a nice body, but her passions were weak. She was not adventurous in bed, even when drinking. If I suggested anything even remotely erotic, she became annoyed. 

She went along with the sex as long as it was straightforward but seldom instigated it. Being “compliant” is not a feature one associates with avid lovemaking. She came to bed every night wearing a T-shirt and frayed pajama bottoms.

Her weak personality meant our dinners felt like going out with a blank stare. She would respond to questions or make light chat but never had curiosities of her own to ponder over food and drink. If I didn’t make the conversation, we would sit in silence.

It didn’t get any better at home. We drifted into our media or binged-watch TV. We might cuddle, but if I tried to play with a nipple or fondle her breasts she became cranky.

I asked Caitlyn if she could sex-up her lingerie. She wore horrible, sculpted bras that had the sex appeal of a cup holder. She also preferred “boy” panties, or whatever they called them, and they did nothing to enhance her femininity. Obviously, I placed great importance on lingerie. It’s one of the layers of mystery surrounding a woman.

Oral sex did not appear on her list of thing to enjoy, receiving or giving. She claimed women didn’t like it generally, viewing it more as a male fantasy than a regular feature of a true couple’s love life. I had no reason to doubt her. My prior experiences did nothing to contradict her statements.

I wondered if our relationship represented all relationships. You worked, you went home, shared your space, and agreed to be agreeable without expecting much in return. As Caitlyn was my first live-in girlfriend, I had nothing else to go on. I’d only been with three other women in my life. 

I didn’t miss any of them.

But at that moment I missed Jenny.
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Chapter 9: We, Us, Ours
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DAVID

INTO THE NIGHT

I got dressed, selecting shorts and a plain Hawaiian style shirt from Banana Republic (I know). I bought the shirt in New York thinking it’s what people wore here for dinner. I soon discovered no one else possessed this opinion. I put it on anyway.

I made and drank a quick coffee to lighten the rum smog, checked for any messages, buttoned up the cottage and headed for Jenny’s.

I found her cottage to be grander than my own, just a short walk up the lane. Reggae music streamed from the windows. I knocked on the door and she opened it wearing nothing but a towel. Seeing her in this context, at the front door, tall and dark, with her slender and beguiling body, almost made me faint. Her towel failed to conceal her bottom, which flirted at me as she turned to let me in.

“Hey there,” she said.

I went inside. Decorated Caribbean style, with lots of flowery cushions, dark wood case goods and nice tropical accents mixed with less geographic-specific decor, I found it warm and inviting, and also intentionally tidy. It pleased me to see books on the coffee table. Bookmarks in the form of sticky notes hung from one. Off the living room a patio area looked inviting. On it stood a drying rack with lovely lingerie hanging and fluttering in the breeze in a coquettish way. No sculpted bras. No boy panties.

“You find me okay?” she asked, drawing my attention back.

“Yeah. You’re right where you said you’d be, and yes I find you better than okay, if that’s what you mean,” I hoped this sounded suave. I didn’t want her to think my being a non-player, non-womanizer didn’t also mean I lacked savoir-faire. 

“It’s always a good sign when a woman gives you the right directions to their house or their correct phone number,” I said. “It means they like you.”

“I like you so far,” she said, with a smile. “I’ll keep you apprised if the situation changes. Drink? We’ve still got some rum.”

I noted the “we” as in ‘us’ as in “ours.”

“Sure. With some ice if you have any.”

“We’ve got ice.” 

Again with the “we.” I felt at home after three seconds. I could have turned on the TV, I supposed, if one existed. She had a nice Bose stereo in view and a closed MacBook Pro on the coffee table. Everything about her cottage and accoutrements seemed upmarket compared to mine.

She returned with two drinks and pointed to the rich looking floral sofa. As we sat, her towel dropped from her breasts and she casually restored it.

“Cheers!”

I said cheers and leaned back, feeling relaxed. We hadn’t skip a beat in the short time we were apart and wearing clothes made it easier. It made me feel more secure and less prone to erectile mishap. Her comfort wearing only a towel must have been due to how we met unless, of course, it reflected her usual attire when entertaining company. I strongly doubted it.

“I didn’t know if I should kiss you when you came in, so I decided to wait to see if you kissed me,” she said, with no emotion, aside from the sly look she gave me as she sipped her drink. The sly look involved more half-lidded action and a brief sidewards glance. 

“I didn’t even think of it,” I said. “Should I have kissed you?”

“It would have been okay. Nice. We’re both on new ground here. I don’t usually pick up naked men on the beach and invite them over. We covered a lot of ground for a first meeting.” She gave me another one of those beautiful looks.

“Well, I wouldn’t call it a pickup. You said hello, and it made sense to come over if we were going to talk.” I had simply stated the facts.

“It may have appeared casual, but I’d scoped you out a bit. You rented your cottage from my cousin, Clive. He said you signed a six-month lease, so I knew you were sticking around for a while.” She sipped her drink. 

“I didn’t want to hook up or whatever with someone passing through. So, I started checking you out when you came for lunch every day. I hoped you might say something aside from ‘Thank you’ when I handed you your change.”

“So, Clive is your cousin. He’s a nice guy.”

“He wouldn’t say anything nice about you if he didn’t mean it. Anyway, I wouldn’t land in Jamaica all alone and just go pick up a white dude on the beach with an erection problem.” She smiled with her usual mirth.

“Again, I’m so sorry. I usually have complete control over that situation unless I become infatuated.”

“So, you’re infatuated, huh?”

“I hope that’s not a problem.” 

In response, she fanned her face using her hand. “I think we can say it’s mutual.”

She chuckled, stood and said, “I’ll go get ready now. It’ll only take a minute.” She crossed the room to her bedroom, dropping her towel before completely out of sight. Her buttocks worked the same magic as before.

She returned two minutes later wearing a casual, titillatingly sheer white dress and looked stunning. As far as I could tell, she wore no makeup. She looked great dressing in two minutes flat whereas Caitlyn took a half hour to look passable. I could see the faint outlines of her bra and panties, both white as before. She must have had access to my secret diary.

“You ready for another drink? We’ve got time.”

“Sure, if you’re having one. I’ll follow your lead. If I get drunk, I’ll blame you.”

“No, I don’t want you drunk, just happy and relaxed.” She laughed. “And functional too.” I followed her into the kitchen and saw our reflection in the window and it made me smile. I looked forward to being seen with her in public, this time dressed. 

It was a chef’s kitchen with the latest appliances and gadgets. I poked around and saw a cellar’s worth of wine in special cases.

“So, you’ve never had a date with a white guy?” I asked.

“No. They’re all too afraid to ask. Men generally are, black or white.”

“I can understand why. My first thought when I saw you was, she’s way out of my league, meaning ‘above’ it. When I saw you on the beach today, when I saw you getting naked, I worried I’d step into some other dimension where I didn’t belong.”

“See, you’re prejudice, and I’m not talking about color. You’re prejudice against pretty girls.” She laughed and gave me a kiss. “This is how we end up all alone in Jamaica.”

“Well, I’m not prejudice anymore, and I’m glad you came Jamaica.”

“Me too.”

We moved back to the sofa with our fresh drinks. Jenny flipped open her laptop and clicked around. A few seconds later smooth jazz replaced the reggae coming out of the stereo. 

“So, Clive is your cousin,” I said. “He owns the lunch hut too as well as my cottage?”

“About everything you see around here except the resorts is owned by Clive. He’s a hard worker, and smart. After he got his MBA from Whartons he worked on Wall Street. After a few years he said bullshit to that. He came to Jamaica and hasn’t looked back.”

I noticed a book titled Securities Case Law on the coffee table with dozens of sticky notes hanging at random. I nodded to it and said, “You like reading about legal matters?”

“I’m editing and indexing that book for the author.”

“It can’t be easy.”

“It’s pretty light, just case summaries. I’m also an attorney, but not at the moment. I do the editing to keep tuned while I’m in limbo. I’m only helping out Clive because his regular girl had a baby.”

“You’re an attorney... Didn’t you like it?”

“Not where I landed, no. I’m like Clive, I guess. Big firms are bullshit unless it’s the lifestyle you want. I didn’t. It’s not a life.”

“I’m impressed nonetheless.” I was more than impressed. Most lawyers couldn’t introduce themselves without mentioning they were attorneys. Being hired by a big firm meant serious talent. It meant top of the class.

“Don’t be impressed. Just give me a kiss.”

Thinking this was a good idea, I leaned in for a kiss. Had my free hand not held my drink I could have also fondled her breast and would plan better in the future. Her dress had a low-cut bustier top which buttoned up the front. The top two buttons were open. This exposed the top third of her breasts in a most tasteful manner. Despite having seen them liberally all afternoon, and held them, confined in the dress they were driving me nuts. They were gorgeous.

From the bottom, the dress opened up to mid thigh. Sitting, it broke a little higher and revealed a triangular flash of panty when she crossed or uncrossed her legs. I usually filtered out sightings of this nature on principle, but in her case I made an exception.

“You like them?”

“Sorry, what?” 

“My breasts.” She gave them a show-girl shake and laughed. I must have been staring at them.

“I admit I do very much. I love your dress too. I like everything about it. You’re as beautiful dressed as you are naked.”

“It’s not a talent, you know. I was born this way. Lucky me.”

“Lucky me too.”

We kissed again and her hand rode my thigh to just inside my shorts. At this point I felt screw the resort. We didn’t need to go anywhere.

Jenny leaned back. “Okay now, David. We’ve got a long evening ahead of us. Let’s pace ourselves.”

“You ask too much,” I said. “But I agree. Tell me more about yourself if you’re in the mood.”

“You really are sweet, you know. You’re not pushy and you go slow. You don’t assume anything.”

“I guess it’s due to my upbringing. I have a sister and know how men can be.”

“That makes two of us,” she said.

“You have a sister?” 

“No. I know how men can be.” She leaned over and gave me a slow kiss. “I’m not sure what to tell you about myself.”

“You’re from New York?”

“I am, I guess. My parents moved there from London.”

“They’re English?”

“My mother is. My dad’s from Jamaica. They met in London. My mom’s parents were white and black. I take after both my parents.”

This information put me into another unknown territory. I didn’t know if a proper retort existed for this situation. Her parentage added to her exotic looks, which I loved. Nothing else mattered, meaning not where she got them.

“My parents are both Ohio born and raised. Sort of boring compared to your international background.”

“Not boring or not not boring. It’s information. Data.”

“That’s Buddhist, the data comment. The information out there is just data. It’s what your mind does with it that counts.”

She signaled her agreement. “Are you a Buddhist?”

“I agree with a lot I’ve read, but I’m not a Buddhist or anything else.”

“Me too, on both counts. We’ve got time. Do you like wine?”

“Yes. I saw you have quite a selection. Did you get it here?” My single trip to the store revealed wine selection in Jamaica lacked abundance and variety.

“Julie, Clive’s wife, set me up with the wine. She and I used to kick back with a lot of wine in New York. I’m the one who introduced her to Clive. We go back a ways.”

“Sounds like a good friend. Sure, let’s have wine.”

We went into the kitchen and looked at the selection.

“This is my favorite, Chateau Haut Brion,” I said. “I haven’t seen it anywhere for less than $500 a bottle. It must be for special occasions.”

“This one is a 2010 Le Clarence vintage. It’s not so much, and this is a special occasion, isn’t it?”

“Yes, it is.”

“Here, open it for me. There’s a gizmo in the drawer over there to pop the cork. I’ll get glasses.”

We took the bottle back to the sofa and Jenny poured. She toasted and we sipped the wine, perhaps the best I’d ever tasted. We leaned into the sofa. Her dress conformed to her curves in a splendid harmony and in a most elegant way. It didn’t try hard. It didn’t have to. No doubt anything Jenny put on would have the same effect.

“I’m not sure how to say this,” she said. “But I think I’ve fallen for you in a big way. I’ve been tracking you all week, you know, trying to get the courage to talk to you. I’m not telling you anything new, not after this afternoon.”

“I noticed you the first time I walked into the beach hut. You were stunning. You are stunning. I thought in no way could you be interested in me. You had to be taken anyway. How could you not be?”

“And you were too shy to find out?” She took a sip of her wine. Her tone didn’t suggest teasing. She hoped for a serious response.

“Yes. Shy is the word. But I also assumed no one like you would be interested. My dating life hadn’t been exactly stellar. I kept my head on straight in school, seldom dated, and after school I dove into my career.” I took a long sip of wine. I needed to sort out the next bit. 

“I did meet a woman and we lived together. There weren’t any real sparks. We went through the motions. I suspected that’s how it went with couples. You kind of entwined yourselves into this numb existence. It made me feel dull. Inside and out. Dull men don’t go after stunning women like yourself.”

“You’re not dull at all, David. You’re charming and funny and handsome. And you have a nice erection,” she laughed. “How could you not know it?”

“I guess I missed it. Anyway, here we are. If what you say is true, I’m flattered. You know, being around you is awakening something in me. You’re exciting. I’ve never felt this way with a woman. I feel like a panther around you, always panting. I know this speech needs work...”

She laughed again, this time heartily, and kissed me.

“What’s with the notebook? Every time I saw you at lunch you were reading or writing in a notebook.”

“I’m writing a few stories, or let’s say I’m trying my hand at writing. It’s no big deal.”

Jenny leaned forward and put her glass on the coffee table. She put her hands together and looked at me thoughtfully. Did I now appear as an unserious dreamer?

“What kinds of stories?” she asked.

“Well, literary ones I hope. There’s no genre per se. I’m a big fan of Hemingway, Austen, Cheever, Carver, Tolstoy, Gogol. I suppose I could go on with names, but the gist is, I’m writing fiction. I’m not claiming to be as good as them.”

“Follow me,” she said, rising from the sofa. She took me into her bedroom to a shelf beside her dresser. In it were books by assorted authors, all of them familiar.

“Julie lent these from her library. They’re some of our favorite writers. She put a few new ones here but I’ve read and reread most of them, some a dozen times.” She pointed to an open space on one of the shelves. “Look, there’s room for one of yours.”

I gathered my ambition did not put her off but rather opened another line of symmetry between us. We liked books. We returned to the sofa. We kissed again and this time I felt I would know these lips forever.

When we came up for air she refilled our glasses.

“What’s with the pencil and penknife? I noticed every time you sat for lunch you had a ritual going with the pencil and knife. I figured out the school notebooks. Hemingway used those.”

“Now I feel silly but, both Hemingway and Nabokov used pencils and sharpened them with knives instead of sharpeners. They had little rituals so, I borrowed them. The thing is, it works. When you’re shaving your pencil your mind knows it’s time to get to work.”

“And what about the other thing, your software career?” she asked.

“If I have any luck with the writing I’ll let it go. The writing is the main reason for coming to Jamaica, to see if I could make a go as a writer. I’ve got less than six months to find out.”

Revealing my path forward might not be full of riches didn’t seem to matter to her. What we each did for a living had barely come up, and it only came up now as an aside. In New York, you couldn’t sit for two minutes with anyone and not know their full resume and their plans for amending it later. 

A comfortable lull followed before I resumed. “I know it’s not sexy to talk about. I’ve always known my true path meant writing, regardless of whether it paid anything.”

“Are you kidding? I’m sitting here naming our children.” Once those words left her mouth, she lunged and pushed me down on the sofa. We embraced like teenagers in heat. Without thinking, my hand roamed up her dress and under her panties and for a moment I assumed they would come off. 

Instead, she composed herself and sat up. “How do you feel about it? We’ll have a boy and a girl.” She smiled and stood.

Jenny straightened her dress and hair and grabbed my hand. I stood next to her. “If we don’t get out of here now, we’ll be making babies in two minutes.”

Though a joke, she seemed to like the idea, and I liked the prospect of making babies with this woman and all the rest having children implied. Foreverness? Togetherness? The air seemed filled with magical possibilities.

Jenny turned off the lights and we headed out the door. After we descended a few steps she paused, grabbed my hand and gave me another kiss. She beamed a great smile and laughed.

“Now we’re on a proper date. We’re both dressed.”

We wandered into the tropical night under a smiling moon.
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Chapter 10: Anything Goes 
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DAVID

LIKE DISCOVERING A NEW WORLD

We could hear the resort’s music and see its lights well before we reached it. It gave me a sensation of heading into a school dance with the most beautiful girl in town. My heart beat a little harder as we got closer. I imagined what we looked like as a couple and suspected we would be greeted with envy, all thanks to Jenny.

“You might not believe what you see here,” she said. “Julie told me these people drink all day and really cut loose in the evening.” 

“I’m not sure I’m ready for this, for all these people.”

“Think of it like going to the zoo to look at the animals, or whatever works to relax you.” She laughed.

“I’m not sure it’s an improved point of view. Honestly, I’m here to focus on you, Jenny. I’m not sure I’ll notice anyone else.”

“Me too, but I thought we should slow things down, don’t you? I don’t normally move this fast. I mean, like never! I’m talking again about on the beach. Well, the beach, and a few minutes ago on my sofa.” She squeezed my arm to add emphasis.

“Something tells me this isn’t the place to slow things down if I’m reading the vibe correctly.”

The reception area swarmed with guests, but in a languid, tropical way. Faces beamed various shades of pale pink and deep red. New check-ins had arrived to form congenial lines, behaving as if they’d been drinking all the way here, starting in airport lounges around the world.

The dress code resembled what one would expect at their local mall in August, not an upscale tropical resort. T-shirts for men and a variety of tops, most extremely immodest, for the women. Two were topless. One was dressed like Jenny though not as dazzlingly. So far, Jenny stood in a league of her own.

She got us “checked-in”. I guessed Clive used a connection to get us a pass. It took a few minutes to get the lay of the land. The general milling headed toward the resort pools and beach, and almost like a current. Signage pointed to various bars and other entertainments spread over the property. Call me prudish, but I didn’t get the appeal of nude rock-wall climbing, especially if not holding a leadership position.

“Let’s go to the beach bar,” Jenny said, taking my hand again.

We passed a busy pool. It had a bar in its center with couples in suits, semi-nude or all nude hanging onto it. A short trail lit with torches took us to the beach bar. As busy as the pool bar, we only scored a single stool. I gave it to Jenny, stood beside her, and gave her a deep kiss. It relaxed us both and let me lay claim to the woman all the other men were staring at.

About half of the women were topless and a quarter nude and attended by similarly attired men. The lighting meant you were out of luck if you didn’t want to see the amazingly wide variety of willies hanging off their owners. After a couple minutes I no longer noticed, but it took real effort at first. Fitness levels varied from not-so-much to gym-shaped. Those immune to self-control produced mental images one wished to dismiss at once.

“Rum?” asked Jenny, once she had the bartender's attention.

“No, I’ll give the rum a rest. I’ll try a dry vodka martini.”

She ordered, and soon two rums and Cokes and two vodka martinis sat in front of us.

“They assume we’re in it for the long haul,” said Jenny. She took a sip of her rum and Coke.

I opted for a big swig of my martini, draining it by half. The concept of “dry” was not a familiar one to the bartender.

“Whoa cowboy,” said Jenny. “You’re not a secret lush, are you?” I knew she was jesting but did detect some tone and didn’t want her to worry.

“No. Not really. But tonight’s special. I’ll keep it under control.”

“Good. I don’t want to leave you on the beach passed out. I want to get you home safe and relatively sober.” Her eyes spoke of other intentions as well.

If reading her correctly, I knew a blissful, long night lay ahead of us. Just a few minutes into our resort adventure I also knew we’d stepped into an erotic playground where anything could happen.

She had an arm around me and my hand rested on her shoulder. It landed there without premeditation as if it knew where it belonged. 

I couldn’t stop my eyes from appreciating her cleavage. She pulled her top open and said, “They’re still there” and laughed. We kissed again. I could feel the martini working. I realized we hadn’t bothered with dinner.

Sitting on the stool, her dress rose to the top of her thighs and once again exposed a triangular flash of white panty. As we talked and looked around at the crowd, her movements made her dress ride up and down her thighs, exposing more or less of this precious triangle. The gentleman in me had checked out for the evening. I couldn’t help but to look. The panties were semi-transparent, and the thin fabric revealed her intimate details. For a while, she leaned with her elbows on the bar, and this posture pushed her cleavage up and out even more. I couldn’t decide where to look. 

We talked about personal things. Nothing came up concerning politics or investment accounts. We seemed to have a great interest in each other’s private musings about life and being in transitions.

As we talked, Jenny lowered her arm from my shoulders and put a hand on my exposed thigh. She moved it up and down, going under my shorts but not far. I reflexively opened my legs and her hand moved further north. This familiarity, this unconscious petting, was something I’d never experienced before.

Both the music and the general crowd sounds grew louder. We ordered another round of doubles. A couple came in from the beach buck naked and stood a few feet from us, a strange proximity given their lack of attire. The other naked people around us did not seem to mind brushing shoulders or other body parts. I noticed a man’s penis bending on the bare back of the woman sitting on a stool in front of him. She didn’t seem troubled by it. I wasn’t even sure they knew each other.

Jenny poked me and looked across the bar at a topless woman. She whispered in my ear, “I think she’s holding the men’s penises on either side of her.” The topless woman’s arms, akimbo as they were, could only be landing on the men’s crotches, both of whom looked happy. Jenny’s use of “penises” in this case almost seemed out of context as in prudish. One of the men fondled the woman’s breasts and she kissed him and laughed. Seeing such things going on around us loosened the screws.

I turned to Jenny and said, “Should I pull out my penis too? I don’t want to be putting on airs by not having it out.”

“You want me to drop my top?” Jenny said. “This is one of the few places in the world where I could do it not get arrested. Or at least paid for it.”

We both chuckled. However, the prospect of her dropping her top, removing her bra, and sitting at the bar with her breasts exposed drove me a little mad. Yes, I’d of liked her to do this very much, even though only a few hours before, she laid breathtakingly naked on the beach in front of these same people. It all got down to context, I concluded. It would be different here in the bar. More than that, it would be perfectly permissible to stand here naked ourselves.

Even though we’d already seen each other naked and cuddled nude, and she’d briefly held my cock in her hand along with our kissing, I didn’t know what my liberties were. Could I touch her breasts without an invitation? Could I slip a hand up her dress and fondle her there? I never used words like “pussy” or “cock” with any regularity, and these words now hung in my mind book-ending my thoughts.

“You know what I said earlier about moving too fast?” Jenny said into my ear. “I think it’s out of our control now, don’t you?”

“I had the same thought. It’s clear we can express our feelings here. I was just wondering how that applied to us. I’m having strong feelings right now.”

Jenny’s hand roamed my thigh again and went high enough under my shorts to reach my underwear. When she got there, she lifted her pinky to tease my testicles.

I slipped my hand off her shoulder and beneath her armpit to stroke the side of her breast. She took a deep breath and closed her arm over my hand to signal approval. We pressed together a little more.

“Kiss me,” she said. I kissed her and our tongues mingled and she seemed ravenous for more of this. We finally broke and took sips from our drinks. She noticed a wet circle on my shorts, tapped it with her finger and said while smiling, “Me too.”

It became too noisy to talk. We occupied ourselves watching the crowd as we gently fondled each other, teasing here and there.

More people arrived and the atmosphere grew more flirty and lecherous and carnal. There were hands landing on breasts and gales of laughter from the women thus abused. A man with an enormous erection two stools from Jenny faced outward, possibly advertising. Within moments, Jenny and I were poking each other every other second to say look over there, or over there. We were witnessing what some might view as a pre-orgy, or at a minimum the meet-and-greet part of one.

It became contagious, plus the drinks were having their effect. I felt bolder now. Jenny and I kissed and I moved a hand to her thighs and swiftly up onto her panties. She moaned and thrust herself into my hand, arching her back, and moaned again as her head tilted heavenward, like someone in a church having an epiphany. I pulled my hand slightly away and she pushed back into it. I meant to tease her, give her a brief introduction. She almost fell off her stool chasing my fingers. I removed my hand and she buried her head into my neck and laughed and gave me a crushing hug.

By now, we’d finished our third or fourth, maybe even fifth drink, and the temperature was rising as the evening breeze dissipated and a jungle night settled fully upon us. Our skin glistened. I asked if she wanted another round. 

She said yes and asked for water too and I ordered. Jenny stood and waved her elegant hand in front of her face. Moving to the music, her hips swayed seductively. I sat on the stool facing her, and she turned so her back faced me. I reached through her arms and pulled her in close and she ground into my thighs and beyond. She lifted my hands to her breasts and pressed them in firmly. They filled my hands. I unbuttoned her top button, and the slack made it easy to slip my hand into her dress and cup her breasts over her bra. She pressed my hands in again and ground harder into my crotch.

Her bra clasped in front so naturally I unhooked it. I pulled the bra away and held her breasts. If I took my hands away, her breasts would be in full view, and this idea excited me and I suspected it would excite her. We were both willing ourselves to step out of character. Maybe the tropics were to blame.

I dropped my hands and undid another button and pulled her dress wide open. This made her grind harder and moan as I kissed her neck and turned up cheek. My hands were now on her hips, her hands were on mine, and she swayed back and forth, her breasts fully exposed to the bar. She made no attempt to cover up. I noticed both men and women admiring them. This made me proud beyond measure.

We stayed like this for a while, then she turned to have more of her drink. This caused her dress to close, though technically it remained opened almost to her navel. She leaned over and kissed me, then followed my eyes. She looked at herself and said, “Oh, my, look at me, I’m all undone.” She pulled her bra back over her breasts and hooked the clasp and closed one button of her dress.

“Gee, I was starting to get excited.”

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I like it when you undo me. This way you can do it again.” I agreed with this logic. I liked undoing her too.

“Do you want another round?” I asked.

“Let’s get it at the pool bar,” she said. “We can cool down there.”

This could only mean getting Adam and Eve naked now, or jumping in with our clothes on.

“How?” I said. “It’s in the middle of the pool.”

“We’ll take our clothes off,” Jenny said. “No one else will have clothes on.”

“Some will be in swimsuits.”

“Did you bring your suit?”

“No. Neither did you,” I said

“I guess we’ll get naked then. We may as well join the crowd, right?”

She took a final swig of her rum and Coke and stood. I drained the last of my martini. She put an arm around me and led us up the path.

Just hours before I laid naked with this woman on a nude beach and now we were dressed. We were going to take our clothes off again, this time in a crowded resort. Resort public didn’t match beach public. I viewed them differently, not that I could adequately explain the difference. Despite her breasts being exposed only moments earlier, the idea of her getting completely naked added nuclear fuel to the erotic fire already burning between us.

Jenny wanted us to take our clothes off surrounded by strange men and women within indiscreet proximity, as if in a crowded subway. She would stand by the pool in a moment, unbutton her dress, unhook her bra and remove it, and take off her panties. Fifty or more people would watch this intimate act, one normally witnessed only by boyfriends or husbands.

In fifty more steps this public disrobing would occur. This prospect excited me beyond measure and I could not hide the fact. 

We reached the pool bar. There were couples in all forms of embrace or entanglement, including in the darker recesses a few clear demonstrations of oral proficiencies. Most were now naked, meaning those in suits before had apparently lost them. Jenny found an empty lounge chair under a torch and undressed. The torch worked like a spotlight. Without vying for it, she had everyone’s attention. There were men passing between us, behind her, or sitting in chairs a few feet away as others idled nearby in the pool. We were all watching Jenny undress. 

My Jenny now.

She delicately dropped the dress to catch it with a raised foot, pulled it off, and calmly folded it before putting it on the chaise. As we all knew would be the case, she unhooked her bra, let the straps slide down her arms, removed her panties and gracefully stepped out of them. She folded those articles neatly on top of her dress. She shook her hair out and looked at me. Being frozen by the spectacle of watching her undress, I hadn’t removed a stitch.

I had an erection, a personal Everest, and Jenny expected me to get naked. The prospect of sharing my erection with the general public made me panic. Jenny must have sensed my difficulties. She came over and lifted my shirt, grabbed my zipper and slowly pulled it down.

“Don’t you want to get naked with me?” she teased. She pushed my shorts down and knelt on one knee to remove my briefs. She gently maneuvered the fabric around my penis so it could escape with dignity, and with her palm held it against my belly. She kept her hand there, twisting it around as she rose, and gave me another one of those deep inhaling kisses. 

“It looks you’re happy to see me naked again.” She laughed and took my hand to lead us into the pool.

The water, warmer than the air, settled me a bit. It rose to my upper thigh. Jenny led us to a slender opening at the bar. Submerged stools surrounded it, which I discovered with my toe. Jenny told me to take the only free one and stood beside me.

She put an arm around my shoulder. Her deforested and prominent mons veneris glistened under the close bar lights, which added to the already powerful eroticism of her being nude with me in public. The bartender and bar patrons were unequivocal in their admiration of Jenny’s splendid figure, her exotically pretty face, her magnificent breasts, which my large hands could barely cover. 

I ordered drinks, same as before. In contrast to the beach bar, everyone here dispensed with suits, and now Jenny and I were naked too. We were part of the tribe now, having mastered an initiation of some kind. Jenny rubbed against me in slow, rhythmic waves in sync with the music. We guzzled the drinks and ordered another round, which the barmen provided with supernatural efficiency. I assumed he didn’t want to be absent from Jenny’s proximity for long.

Jenny took a sip of her fresh drink, set it down and swung her bottom sideways into my lap, careful to align my cock her precious lips. She delicately let out a deep breath as if exhaling strong peppermint vapors or slipping into a too hot bath. I again become fully, ruthlessly erect. Swaying to the music, she picked up her drink and took a long pull this time. Turning back to me, she held my head in both hands and kissed me.

“How does this rank with your other dates?” she asked.

“I don’t think I’ll ever top this.”

“I feel you, you know,” she said, wiggling her bottom. “What are your intentions?”

“I honestly don’t know. One wrong move and we’ll be screwing right here at the bar.”

She moaned and pressed her breasts into my face. I feared I would ejaculate if the music’s beat picked up a single notch and caused her swaying to increase.

She rocked over my cock and I could feel her lips riding along its shaft. With my hand over her thighs, I pressed her into me. She ground more aggressively, or as much as one could in this position. As she rocked back and forth, and I pressed into her, scared I might slip inside her at any moment. We fell into another dimension, one full of liberties. I sucked her nipple without thinking. She moaned as her pace quickened over my lap. Her legs opened as she drew my hand and fingers into action. We abandon the temporal world and slipped into an infinity of blissful harmony, just the two of us now in our own private dimension.

She moved ever faster, her precious, hungry lips slipping back and forth over my cock as if it were a vulva slip and slide. White caps formed in the agitated water around us. I held her tight and followed her motions, steadying her. She picked up the pace doing her best to stifle moans. Now trembling, she grabbed and pulled my hair as the nails of her free hand dug into my side. She became ridged before erupting into a final lap-based convulsion and melted into me as the final tremors shot through her body. She finally came to a full rest, limp in my arms. Once again I heard the voices around us and re-entered the world like a spaceship returning home. I feared if I looked around I would see signs of disapproval. Did anyone else know what had just happened here?

Of course, they did, if they had been paying attention, but more likely, they were all lost on their own planets too. It didn’t matter either way.

I hadn’t come, so I owed no apologies to the pool maintenance personnel. There was no question that Jenny now basked in post-coital bliss. She gave me a deep, soulful hug and kiss. Her eyes lost their piercing control as if floating free. She gave me another kiss and rocked in my lap a few minutes more. I asked for another round and the bartender smiled and signaled his comprehension without editorializing.

Jenny rested in silence until the drinks came.

“I think I better get my bearings,” she said, lifting off my lap and ever-present erection. She looked at it and smiled.

“You’ll have to give me a minute. I’m not Wonder Woman!” She kissed the top of my head and swam away to collect herself.

I stood despite my obvious erection. I should have congratulated it for its endurance. I took a dip myself then reclaimed the stool. The frenzy of activity among the other resort guests hadn’t subsided. Having joined the tribal ranks, its novelty had worn off. Seeing many attractive naked women around me no longer appeared abnormal. Abnormalities abounded in the outside world, not here. We were living by our natural instincts.

How had the other guests ended up here? They were normal people, more or less, until they got here and let it all out. They would forever have their memories of having let their inhibitions go. Memories were all you really kept from any journey, but in this case, they would be erotically charged, and the couples would draw useful excitement from them into their old age.

Jenny swam up and propped on my lap and took a sip of her drink. 

“I can’t even begin to tell you...” she said.

“What?” I knew what she meant, but I wanted to hear her say it out loud.

“I never, never, ever could imagine doing what I just did. Maybe you really do have magical power over me.” She planted another deep kiss.

“I think it’s working both ways, the magic. I’ve never even fantasized about this sort of thing. Well, not exactly this sort of thing.”

“You mean, having a woman you just met orgasm on your lap in public?” She kissed my cheek. “No, I wouldn’t imagine so.”

“I’d never defined the ‘public’ aspect exactly. All I know is, seeing you naked here and having you touch me the way you do is magical, and I think it’ll work anywhere, even in bedrooms.”

“It’s worth a try.” She gave me a naughty girl face. “But how about the beach first?”

“Sounds a bit sandy, doesn’t it, especially when we’re wet?”

“Don’t worry. You’ll see. They’ve got canopy beds there for the guests. It’s crazy. I guess people like to go to the beach and lay in bed. Let’s finish these drinks and get a couple more to take with us.”

Jenny ordered another round to go. When they came, we headed for the beach. I had no idea how far this evening could go. It could have ended right there and still been the best evening of my life. 

I felt like Columbus. I had discovered a new world.
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Chapter 11: A Night To Remember
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DAVID

FROM HERE TO ETERNITY

Jenny led us down the beach path. Torches lit the dense foliage making it feel like we were traversing a jungle or primitive rainforest. We passed other naked couples which gave the tribal atmosphere added depth. I now viewed Jenny as my warrior priestess. 

A low moon illuminated the sea, now calm due to the lack of breeze. Tiny waves kissed the shore sounding like a muted water feature in a secret garden. There were twelve canopy beds spread along the seafront. One held a large party. In two others couples engaged in various degrees of coupledom. It surprised me to see the rest were vacant. A few intrepid couples swam, watched over by other couples sitting or lying in the sand at the water’s edge.

Jenny found fresh towels and a clean coverlet in an untended cabana. We walked to the furthest bed. I held our clothes and drinks so Jenny could prepare it for us. She put on the fresh coverlet and replaced the cases for the roll-shaped pillows. She shook out another coverlet I supposed would function as a sheet though the heat and humidity made it superfluous. 

“I admire your concerns for hygiene,” I said. “I don’t want to think about what these beds have witnessed.”

Jenny laughed. “What about the pool? I don’t want to think about what’s floating around in there.”

“This isn’t very sexy talk, is it?”

She laughed again. “I’m not worried. I’m sure we’ve both got good insurance.” She patted the finished bed indicating I should lay on it. I set the clothes down, handed her her drink and climbed on the “bed”.

Jenny took one small sip and set it on the wood frame surrounding the canopy. “I don’t need any more of this.” She cuddled next to me, her head on my chest and her hand on my stomach. I hoped it would be exploring soon.

“We can’t see the stars with this canopy there,” I said.

She looked at me, smiled, and pointed to the sea, “Look that way. The sky is full of stars.”

Without the lights of the resort intruding, we could see stars twinkling across the horizon. We relaxed and absorbed the celestial spectacle, gently fondling each other.

Jenny broke the brief silence. “I want you to know this is all new to me, David. What happened in the pool—I’ve never done anything like this before, ever. I don’t think I can say it enough. I’ve also never, ever had an orgasm like the one you just gave me. You must think I’m insane.” She giggled. “It wasn’t my intention when I sat on your lap. I wanted to cuddle, but when I felt how well you were lining up, well.” She held my cock, indicating which part of “you” she referred to, though I knew exactly what she meant.

“Me either... I mean, I’ve never done anything close. Or like this, laying naked with a beautiful woman on the beach under the moonlight. There’s no other woman I’d want to be here with either.”

“Me too.”

“If I told you about the extent of my love life, you’d laugh.”

“We still haven’t made love, David.” Jenny’s hand cupped my balls and rested there. “I can’t imagine what it’s going to be like. You’ve already sent me to the moon.”

“I can guarantee you no one has ever told me I sent them to the moon.”

She kissed my chest and lifted to kiss my lips. “When you come inside me I may disappear, love.”

Hearing her say “love” made me giddy like a lottery winner. I knew she meant all the sentiments the word implied.

“May I be honest?” I said.

“Of course.”

“The other day, or maybe yesterday... I’m losing track now. Remember when the breeze never came, and the unrelenting heat?”

“Yeah. I melted.”

“You were standing in the beach hut with your hair back and I could tell you were miserable. Sweat poured off everybody, but on you, it looked exciting. When I could, I would sneak a look and, despite how hot and sweaty you may have been, I saw you as beautiful. I went home and fantasized about giving you a bath. I wanted to wash every inch of you. You’d be lying in one of those old-fashioned bathtubs with claw feet with your hair up. I would drizzle water over you with one of those big sponges...”

“David, you can give me a bath anytime. Can I give you one too? I like the sound of that. Giving each other long baths on Sunday afternoons.”

“This relationship seems to have a water theme. We were bobbing in the ocean the first time you touched me. Your leg brushed me.”

Jenny laughed. “I know. I think I did it on purpose. Did you mind?”

“No. Far from it. I’d given up trying to control myself and got the impression you didn’t mind.”

“I didn’t mind. I love your cock. It’s so friendly looking.” She held it tenderly and seemed to be thinking. “David? I want you to relax now. You don’t need to do anything, okay?”

She kissed the tip of my cock and swirled her tongue around the crown. She made an hmm sound as her mouth slowly inhaled me, her lips sliding gently down my shaft. I did as instructed and laid back, letting the sensations engulf my entire consciousness, though I had trouble believing this was happening. Feeling the heat of her tongue meant my world focused entirely on her mouth as it slowly and rhythmically took full control of my body. 

With one hand she held me steady in her mouth as the fingers of her other hand teased and tickled my balls or stroked my shaft. She increased the pressure and pace. I couldn’t help but lift my head to watch her bare back as she leaned over me, her beautiful bottom moving in syncopation to her upper body. Jenny lifted her head to say, “Now relax. Remember, you don’t have to do anything...” She resumed and I relaxed. She took me to the edge and brought me back. It felt like a tender, warm wave bringing me slowly to the shore but resisting at the last minute.

I had never experienced anything like this. Though not the first time someone had given me pleasure this way, Jenny alone seemed to savor this oral intimacy, this tender expression of her deepest desires for my pleasure. She wanted me to enjoy it for as long as possible. When she took me in all the way I knew she had only one thing in mind—my pleasure. She moaned, and this earthly sound massaged my soul.

Not touching her became unbearable. I needed to touch her everywhere. I wanted to be inside her. I wanted her beneath me with her legs wrapped around my back.

Jenny sensed this and lifted her head. She drew her tongue along my shaft and licked my balls, again with a savoring aspect, her movements slow and deliberate. 

“David, I’m going to make you come now. This is what I want tonight. I want to save the rest, okay? You can come in my mouth. I want you to. Don’t hold anything back.”

I put my hand on her back and stroked it and rested my head. She took me back into her mouth and now everything went much faster. She sucked and stroked me harder and this introduced a whole new sensation. Lights were going on and off in my brain like sparks. A tidal wave swept me away followed by a blissful release. My hips bucked and she stayed with me, inhaling every last drop until my body no longer spasmed and went limp. She slowly released my cock and gave it a tender kiss, then rested her head on my stomach, riding it as I settled into normal breathing.

Once I recuperated, she laid on top of me and looked into my eyes. “Is it okay if I kiss you?”

I kissed her, holding her as tight as I could. We rolled over to our sides and came up for air.

“Yum,” she said. 

I kissed her again. “You mean?”

“Yes, I mean.” She licked her lips.

I looked around outside the canopy. “Are we in Heaven?”

“Yes!” She giggled, burying her face in my neck.

“I’m glad it’s warm. I’m glad you’re in it.” I meant the last part especially.

“Me too. Are you happy?”

“Way more than happy. Let’s do this every night.”

“Somewhere let’s do this every night, I agree.”

“Agreed.” I sat up to find my drink and Jenny did the same. There were more people wandering the beach, and a couple had moved into the next canopy. I had no idea when they got there. Had they watched us? I didn’t mind. I just wondered. The entire world could know for all I cared. Why not? A beautiful woman had just given me an otherworldly orgasm. Me!

“Ah, so...,” said Jenny. “So, you’re my first.”

“You mean?”

“The last bit, yes. You’re my first. No one has ever come in my mouth. It means you can never leave me now.”

“I don’t want to leave you.” 

I didn’t want to leave her, ever. But being on such unfamiliar ground, experiencing things I’d never experienced before, I didn’t know what anything meant, and it scared me. These emotions were all new. No woman had ever had this effect on me. Could any of this be true? I didn’t doubt her so much as not trust in my ability to understand how, in such a short span of time, I could be so impossibly in love with this woman.

“You okay?” she asked.

“Yes, I am. I’m dazzled, I guess... What happened today–it feels like we’ve been together a month. I mean it in a good way. You’ve taken me places I’ve never been, and we’re still within a half mile of where this all started.”

“I know. It seems like a week ago we were sitting on my sofa. It’s only been a few hours.”

“One thing’s for sure. I’ll never tire of seeing you naked. Every move you make is beautiful to behold.”

“I don’t want you to tire of seeing me naked either.”

“Not possible.”

“How about if I’m nine months pregnant? How do you think I’d look then?”

“You’d be nine months more beautiful.” I meant it. Imagining her carrying my baby filled my heart with delirious love for her, a love I’d never known before.

Jenny laughed. My cock had reacted to the idea of her carrying my baby. 

“Ah oh,” she said. “Didn’t I satisfy you? Or are you some kind of Superman?”

“With you, maybe I am.”

She picked up my cock and playfully slapped it on my belly. She kissed it and spoke to it, “I hope I can keep up with you.”

“He said not to worry about it.”

Jenny laid alongside me and put an arm over my chest.

“Do you work out?” she asked.

“I do a little routine every other day, you know, push-ups, lunges, squats. Let’s say I do the minimum required to not embarrass myself naked.”

“It’s working. What about sports? Do you do any?”

“We really don’t know much about each other, do we?” I said. 

“You know, there are no wrong answers. I’m just curious.”

“I like tennis but don’t play much. I like skiing but haven’t in a while. I love swimming. I do like hiking around the woods but I’m not what you would call an adventure type. Mostly, I like books, writing, nice dinners, a good movie now and then. After tonight I’ll have a few things to add to the list.”

She thought for a moment. “I played tennis in high school. I love skiing but haven’t been for the past two seasons. No time. Swimming, check. Hiking, I wish. Dinners, books, check, check. I can write a hundred page legal brief in a couple hours but haven’t tried writing anything creative. I admire those who can.”

“Well, we’ve completed our dating profiles. Do you think we’re a match?”

“I’m developing that impression but you know what strikes me?” she asked. “There’s lots of other stuff I’ve always wanted to try but had no one to try it with. Don’t ask me what I mean about other stuff. I don’t know yet.”

“New stuff you haven’t tried. It would be a long list for anybody, but I know what you mean. You think of doing something, then think, well, it will have to wait until I have someone to do it with. Chess is boring alone.”

Having a true partner who shared my interests, and me hers, until that day had seemed improbable. Now we were filling up with possibilities for a happy future together. 

Or were we only talking?

“This is going to sound kind of high school,” I said. “And I know we’ve only known each other less than a day, but what are you thinking about us? Musing about all this stuff we could do together got me a little scared, thinking I shouldn’t be thinking this way. Should we be talking this way?”

“It’s not only today we’ve known of each other's existence. You said you noticed me before and you know I noticed you. What I mean is, you’ve been my head for a few days now, but I’m been dreaming of meeting someone like you since I was a girl. Everything I guessed you might be, you are. So I’ve been living with you as part of my life longer than today. How many hours have we been together? Ten? Twelve? That’s five dates for some couples.”

“Or five weeks, if they dated once a week.”

“And I’ve had you on my mind for five days,” she said. “I’ve had the imaginary you on my mind forever.”

“And I’ve been giving you baths in my fantasies.”

“But I think what you’re asking is, is this a fling?” Jenny organized her thoughts. “Not for me. I’ve never had one, and I don’t want to be the type to have them. What happened today wasn’t a fling. If it turns out to be one I’ll be devastated.” 

She looked at the ocean to reflect. I could tell her words were coming from somewhere deep inside.

“David, I didn’t give you ‘date Jenny,’ I gave you Jenny Jenny. I’ve already shared things with you I’ve never told anybody, not even Julie. I’ve done things with you I would never have imagined doing with anyone else. There’s a reason for it. Your eyes told me there would be.”

“No, this isn’t a fling,” I said. “I believe everything you’re saying. I think you now know more about me than anyone else in the world.”

Jenny gave me a lover’s kiss. “This feels like the start of something. I wasn’t kidding when I said you had me thinking of babies.” She laughed, both defensively and because she viewed it as funny to be having such thoughts so soon. “No man has ever made me think this way.”

“I like thinking of you being pregnant with my child.”

“It’s crazy, isn’t it? I look into your eyes and I know everything there is to know. And when you look into mine, my breasts heave like I’m in a steamy romance novel. By the way, why aren’t you touching them?”

I filled my hand with her breast and she put her hand over mine. “Your eyes have the same effect on me. When you look at me it’s like our souls are connecting. Now lie flat so I can let my hands wander all over you.”

She laid on her back and I let my free hand explore.

“I know this will make me sound like a novice, but do women really like having their nipples pinched?”

Jenny arched her back putting her breasts on prominent display. “Try it.”

I lightly pinched a nipple.

“Oh, you can do it harder if you want to.”

I pinched harder and she moaned agreeably. “Hmm, nice.”

“My ex-girlfriend hated it.”

“Did she not like sex? Some women don’t.”

“She went along with it. She never instigated it.” I stopped pinching her nipple and tickled under her breast.

“You can suck on them too, you know,” she said. “Don’t be shy.”

I kissed and sucked on her right nipple, then the other one. They responded wonderfully and prominently.

“See, they like it.”

“I like how they look when they like it.” I kissed them again and Jenny moaned. I started circling her tummy with my fingers. I broadened the circle. “You’re so smooth. It’s like a baby’s bottom, as they say.”

“It’s for you, David. I’m afraid you’re going to have to touch me now.” She opened her legs a little more while raising her knees.

I let my fingers explore. Her wetness inspired me. I teased her up and down and penetrated lightly with the same motion. Her pelvis followed in the opposite direction, exaggerating my strokes.

I gave her breasts another kiss before making the obvious move to do so elsewhere and she stopped me. “David, oh David, I want it so bad, but please let’s save it. I want you inside me too but I want to save that. We’ve gone so far today already. Don’t you agree?”

I kissed her. “But I have to touch you, is that okay?”

“Oh God yes, David. Don’t stop touching me.”

“Lean back then and relax, like you told me.”

She complied, and I continued to stroke and tease her lips and slowly circled my finger around her lovely center. I pressed and stroked and teased. She moaned and rocked her pelvis into my fingers to increase their penetration. She felt warm and liquid and inviting. When I bit and sucked on her nipple again, she held herself still, frozen in time. The ground nearly shook as she released all of her tension in violent jerks. She whimpered and rocked back and forth holding my hand in place and, after her final tremors subsided, she went limp. I kissed her and laid beside her, pulling her over my side. 

With her head nestled under my chin, we fell asleep. 

An hour, or perhaps hours later—I hadn’t kept track of time—I woke. She had put the coverlet over us. She saw I was awake and smiled.

“Did you get some sleep? I did.” She gave me a tender kiss.

“You covered us.”

“A breeze came up and I got a chill. It’s warm again now.”

I sat up. The western horizon showed signs of waking up too. The couple next to us had left and there were no signs of other activity on the beach. 

Jenny handed me a bottle of water. 

“Where did you get it?” I asked. “The bar can’t still be open.”

“There’s a cooler in the cabana where I got the linens. The ice all melted so it’s warm. Sorry.”

Parched, I drank it in one gulp. She handed me another bottle and drank one herself.

“When did you get the water?”

“A few minutes ago. I think I woke you when I got back on the bed. Sorry.”

“No problem. What’s on the schedule? I guess we can conclude the nighttime festivities are over.”

Jenny laughed. “A good rest is in order. We didn’t fall asleep until about three. It must be around six now.”

“A night to remember,” I said. I drank the other bottle of water.

“So, that’s it, I guess. The night is over. It makes me sad.” 

“The day is just beginning. Look at it that way.”

“It does sound better.”

Jenny put on her bra and panties and slipped into her dress, and all I wanted was for her to do it all over again. 

When my ex-girlfriend condescended to make love, we were done in minutes. We could go a couple of weeks between bouts, which is no doubt how she saw them. This would be considered a painful situation for most men, but my girlfriend did nothing in the interims to excite me. I didn’t even think of sex most days, but nature knows it has to keep you in shape in case the world needed repopulation someday.

So, seeing my girlfriend get dressed in her usual graceless fashion gave me no inspiration whatsoever. With Jenny this wasn’t the case. Her smooth movements, her grace, her beauty, all worked together in a divine harmony.  

“Let me watch you strip so you can get dressed again.”

Jenny laughed and said sure. Once naked again, I pulled her back onto the canopy bed. We kissed and fondled each other until she noticed a couple walking up the beach.

“It looks we have some other early risers here.” I assumed she meant my burgeoning erection before noticing the couple as they passed by.

Jenny said, “Nothing they haven’t seen before, I guess.”

We got dressed and left the resort. When we arrived where I would leave her to go to my cottage we hesitated. We knew we needed more sleep, and the chances of it happening were less assured if we remained together. We agreed to meet for lunch and go to the beach after. 

Once in my cottage, I tore off my clothes and fell into bed. I knew I’d miss another day of writing and suffered a moment of panic. Too tired to think about it properly, I fell asleep in minutes.
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Chapter 12: A New Woman
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JENNY

––––––––
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JENNY 2.O

HOLY HELL. I DIDN’T realize Jenny 2.0 was going to be such a loose woman. After I left David so we could both rest I stood at my washing machine and stripped. Standing naked, I looked at myself shocked to think it’s how I’d more or less spent the night at a crowded resort.

Not to mention what I did there.

Holy hell, woman. You really cut loose.

When David exposed my breasts at the beach bar, then rode my hips with his hands as I swayed to the music, I felt like the most erotic, exotic woman on the planet. I could see the crowd staring and closed my eyes to let them drink me in. I’d never had a stripper fantasy, but this had to be close to what that was all about. Now I understood. It wasn’t like other women weren’t chasing the same vibe. A month ago I’d never have imagined it, let alone thought of doing it. I’ve never once projected having that kind of character or style. No one would suspect it of me. Ever.

But I had to face the facts. How many other female attorneys who billed $600 an hour ever showed their naked boobs in a public bar? Okay, the resort wasn’t exactly public in the usual sense. The point is, I was not the woman you would ever have imagined doing that sort of thing.

And yet...

I laughed. The world didn’t end. It gave me a thrill, and it took me to a place I’d never been, a place most women with good sense keep buried. And I was with David. We went to that place together, safe in each other’s arms. We had said “Yes!” and, oh my God, I may never be the same again, not that I ever have to go there again. I’ve been. There were new places to go now.

With David.

Now I know love isn’t a fairytale. It’s real. David and I found out together. Who knew the sex would be so great? And we still hadn’t made love.

All was good. All was great. I wasn’t making this up to console myself. I was accepting the truth. I was in love, and I never knew it could feel so good.

I crawled on my bed naked to sleep. Some stupid person forgot to turn on the ceiling fan. I took care of it.

***
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AFTER A COUPLE HOURS sleep I felt revived and eager to see David. It’d only been, what? Three hours ago that we separated? I took a  quick shower, made coffee, and dialed Julie.

“How’d it go?” she asked, without saying hello.

“Like you said it might.” I laughed.

“Okay. Sounds like you have a story or two to tell me. Now’s not a good time. I’m off to help Clive with a few things.”

“It can wait.”

“What are you up to later?”

“Meeting David for lunch, then the beach.” Julie was quiet, so I spoke again. “You can join us if you want.”

“I can’t do lunch, but I can do the beach later. What do you think about that?”

“Join us!”

“You’re going to the nude beach, right?”

I hadn’t thought about that part. I assumed that’s where David and I were headed, but we could go to the prude beach instead, though I was looking forward to the other one. It was now Jenny 2.o’s favorite beach in the world.

“We don’t have to,” I said.

“Oh, I don’t mind.” She laughed. “Clive won’t either.”

“You mean you’d get naked around David?”

“Hell, I don’t care if you don’t.”

I told her to look for my pink top and we hung up. I decided a picnic would be nice. I didn’t really want to eat at the beach hut or have to dress for a restaurant. I fixed a nice basket, put it in the fridge and stared at clocked until it was time to go.
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Chapter 13: Life’s A Beach
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DAVID

DAVID MEETS JULIE. OVERTHINKS. A PROMISE IS MADE.

After my bliss filled night with Jenny, I returned to my cottage and fell promptly asleep. Soon I was dreaming. My younger sister and I had cornered a butterfly and were intent on netting it. Neither of us, she in a sweet summer dress with a blue ribbon in her hair, me in fancy dress shorts and shirt, resembled how might have looked on a typical summer day back in Ohio. For some reason, I also had freckles. So much for accuracy in dreams. Regardless, it had a blissful vibe until the doorbell intruded and ruined it.

I woke drenched in sweat. The sheets were clammy. Fortunately, my head showed no signs of damage from the previous night’s alcohol. Perhaps the drinks were spaced enough to avoid a hangover. That or my current happiness left me immune to suffering.

The bell rang again and Jenny’s voice seeped through the window. My heart skipped as I grabbed a towel and let her in.

“This must be our thing, answering the door in a towel,” she said, after giving me a peck on the cheek. “You look like you just fell out of a nightmare.”

“A pleasant dream, actually. My current looks reflect the heat and humidity, not the state of my mind. How are you feeling?” Jenny’s fitted, mini dress-length T-shirt looked sexy as hell on her. I didn’t know if I detected bathing suit bottoms or panties underneath. She came through the door smelling like a fresh morning breeze.

“I’m feeling better than I guessed I would be. I got a few hours sleep. I guess you haven’t eaten?”

“No, and it occurred to me we hadn’t had dinner. My last meal occurred at the beach hut. Fried grouper and fries.”

“I packed a lunch for the beach. Do you want to dig into it now?”

“That sounds yummy, but I can wait. Let me have a quick shower and we can go.”

“May I watch?”

“If you can, ah, give me a minute, then yes, of course.”

Jenny laughed. “I’m kidding. You go ahead. Is it okay if I look around?”

I thought for a moment. I had a manuscript lying on the kitchen table. Would it matter if she saw it? I decided it would not.

“Help yourself... Hey, would you mind making coffee? There’s a drip machine in the kitchen.”

“Strong, medium or what?”

“I like it strong. I fill the filter halfway and make two cups out of it.”

“Got it.”

I took care of my morning rituals but skipped the shave and slipped into a fresh pair of shorts and a T-shirt. 

I found Jenny sitting in the living room with the coffee looking through a book of Carver short stories.

“Thanks for the coffee,” I said. “How did you know I took cream?”

“You have half-and-half in the fridge.”

“So you used logic... Do you like Carver?”

“Yeah. I wrote a paper about him in high school on Short Cuts. I saw the movie before I read the book. I’m not sure if I wrote a book report or a movie review. I got an ‘A’.”

I liked both the book and the movie and both were in my yearly rotation. I sat next to Jenny and she gave me a true “couples kiss”. I still didn’t feel there as in knowing if every time we met, it meant we would kiss or a simply say hello. Kissing on the fly was another conundrum. My former girlfriend never bothered with either. Compared to Jenny’s general ease I felt like a clod.

“This is a nice place,” she said. “My guess is, Julie did the decorating.”

“It’s a notch or two below yours. I gave Clive my price point, and this is what he came up with.”

“May I ask what he’s charging you?”

“Sure.”

“David!”

“$900 a month.” 

Jenny contained a snort, reducing it to a minor guffaw. 

“What do you pay, if I may ask?”

“I’m afraid to say... $500 a month,” she said. “Family discount?”

“That’s great. I don’t mind. I assumed he meant a week when he quoted me and I thought, well, okay. My apartment in New York cost $5500 a month, and it looked over an air duct and a rear courtyard consisting of a cement slab. The neighbor’s dogs called dibs on it.”

“No rent control I guess. What did you do with it? Your place?”

“My ex-girlfriend got a roommate to share it with. I didn’t have to worry about the lease.”

“So, you really are free and clear of all that. What about your stuff?”

“I left everything in the apartment for her. There’s a storage cubicle in the basement she let me leave my clothes in. Otherwise, what you see here is all I have.”

“I’m about the same. We’re both free as birds, it seems.”

I did like the lightness of my new arrangement. My “what you see” business spoke the truth. Six months before, I sat around my stuff feeling like a prisoner. Now post-stuff, I did feel free as a bird. Jenny and I were riding the same wave. 

I finished the coffee, and we each had a tall glass of orange juice before heading out the door. Though feeling guilty for skipping my writing routine, I couldn’t let it prevent me from having more time with Jenny. Being in her presence now I knew no other option existed. So, not a single sentence made it to paper that morning. My daily goal of one thousand words would have to wait until evening. I could also double up the next day, but I still felt guilty. 

As we passed the beach hut Jenny waved at the staff. They erupted into bright, Jamaican smiles. We crossed the deck to the short beach trail and picked a spot near the water. Jenny spread an oversized towel and we settled in. She handed me a sandwich and a bottle of water from the neat picnic basket she’d somehow procured from her well-equipped cottage, the kind you saw in movies when Brits went on picnics.

“It’s whole wheat with avocado, tomato, sprouts, lettuce, you know, a veggie sandwich. Is it enough? I can get some meat from the beach hut if you want.”

“No. This is great. I prefer healthy when I can get it. But I’m surprised you didn’t bring any wine.”

Jenny reached into the basket and produced a bottle. “Just in case. I didn’t feel like having alcohol today but you never know.”

“Wise. I adopted my dad’s rule. Never two days in a row. That’s what he decided after having to deal with my uncle. He has a bit of a problem in that area.”

“My parents don’t drink much. My mom does a little more than my dad.”

The number of nude bodies occupying the beach seemed to have increased exponentially from the day before, but the nudity now seemed normal. Still, Jenny remained in her T-shirt, and I hadn’t removed my clothes. We were about the only ones not nude.

“Julie might come by,” said Jenny.

“Oh. So I’ll be meeting your friends out of the gate, though I guess she’s family too. A twofer. I look forward to it.”

“She had to see if she could a sitter. She’s got two young girls. I told her we went to the resort last night.”

Did that mean Julie knew everything about the night before? I doubted it. I couldn’t think of anyone with whom I’d share the full details. They wouldn’t believe them if I did.

“She doesn’t know much about our visit other than we had a few drinks, in case you’re wondering. She knew about you before that. I mean, she knew I had been stalking you.” She laughed.

“That’s fine. I didn’t think you would have mentioned anything too intimate.”

“No.” She gave me a sly smile and leaned for a kiss. I put my arm around her.

“Finally!” she said.

“I’m sorry. I’m still learning the ropes. When I saw you this morning, I wanted to take you straight into the bedroom.”

“You could have, but you really needed a shower, you know,  so...” 

I enjoyed her teasing. 

I knew I had to loosen up and accept that this woman, for unfathomable reasons, desired me. We kissed and held each other for a few minutes. My hand explored under her shirt and became enamored anew with what it found there. Her breast filled my palm perfectly like they were meant for each other. 

We ate our sandwiches and chatted like old friends catching up after a long separation. Jenny had a wonderfully dry and occasionally dark but not cruel sense of humor. Some of her comments were so dry, several minutes might pass before I fully clued in. I’d chuckle out of the blue and she’d give me a puzzled look. 

Beads of sweat navigated my eyebrows. I wanted to swim but didn’t know if nudity remained an option if Julie meant to drop by. Perhaps this explained why Jenny hadn’t stripped when we got here. 

After another few minutes, I couldn’t take the heat and decided to swim in my shorts. I stood and suggested we have a dip. 

“Are you going to wear your shorts? You don’t have to.” 

“I assumed with Julie coming by I should keep them on. I thought it might be why you hadn’t taken your stuff off.”

Jenny laughed. “I told Julie to look for my pink top. That’s why I’m wearing it. You can strip. She knows this is a nude beach. It’s probably why she’s coming. She’s hoping to see you naked.”

“Do you want to come?”

“You go ahead. I don’t want to miss her. If she’s not here soon, I’ll join you. Now take off your shorts. I want to see your nekkid ass walking away from me to the water.”

Thinking I could be the object of her desire excited me, but I soldiered on. My cock behaved more or less well. Feeling self-conscious, I tried to keep my buttocks clenched as I walked away but it proved too difficult. I gave it up, reached the water and dove in. I swam straight out a ways before paralleling the shore. I wanted to make it a real workout.

Once achieving a rhythm, my mind wandered to Jenny. Everything I’d learned about her in the past twenty-four hours made me want her more. Could I truly be falling in love? I wanted to tell her in a more serious way but feared I’d sound like a fool. Who falls in love in two days?  

At best, my romantic history would make a very sad novel. I didn’t think my not having found true love reflected on my merits or worthiness to be loved. I simply lack the skills required for courtship. 

On the plus side, this also meant I’d never lost a true love. No woman had ever broken my heart.

That was the big risk with Jenny.

Regardless, I had to stick with my plan. The hard work that put me in a position to enjoy a writing sabbatical couldn’t be squandered. I couldn't blow this opportunity. If I did, it would take five years to save enough money to fund a repeat performance. 

I shouldn’t be having a picnic on the beach. I should be writing. Anyone tuned into my private thoughts would by now surely have given me a smack on the head. I was becoming tiresome to myself.

After five laps up and down the shore, my muscles tagged out. I headed in feeling fully invigorated. I dialed up my inner adult and decided to enjoy the rest of the day. Later, I’d punch the reset button and get back to work.

I started toward Jenny before seeing she had company. A quiet panic erupted like I’d mistakenly gone to school naked. I hesitated until Jenny waved me in. I said what the hell and tried to ignore my nudity as I joined them.

“David, this is Julie,” said Jenny.

“Hey, Julie. How are you?” Meeting someone when your cock is dangling in front of you struck me as an odd situation, especially when their eyes signaled an inspection.

“Great. Nice to see you.” This made Jenny snicker.

I picked up a towel and dried off as nonchalantly as I could before sitting next to Jenny. 

“Look at your fingers. You’re a prune. You were out there about thirty minutes,” she said. 

“Really? I had no idea. It felt so great to just go for it.”

“How’s the cottage?” asked Julie. “I hope it’s working out okay.”

“It’s great. Thanks. It’s exactly what I needed and more.”

“I’m glad to hear it,” said Julie. “You let us know if there’s anything you need.” 

“Hey!” said Jenny. “I could go for some wine now. You guys want some?” She opened the picnic basket.

“Isn’t it going to be about a hundred degrees in there, Jen?” asked Julie.

Jenny held up a soft cold pack, “I wrapped it in this. It should be okay. It’s a red.”

“Sure,” I said. “I’ll have a glass but cut me off after one.”

“We can’t do too much damage with one bottle and three people.” Jenny brought out three red wine glasses. I expected to see plastic cups. She poured us each a glass and it about emptied the bottle. They were big glasses.

“Jenny said you live here now with your daughters. Is it full time?” I asked Julie. She could have been Jenny’s twin. Her tasteful and extraordinarily sexy two-piece suit left little to the imagination.

“We came here two years ago so my husband, Clive, you’ve met him, could get started in business. He worked on Wall Street before but hated it.”

“Jenny mentioned it.”

“When the girls are older, we’ll go back to New York for the school year and spend summers and holidays here. So, this is our sabbatical from New York. I miss it every day, even the noise and winters.”

“The first night here I couldn’t sleep,” said Jenny. “I’d gotten too used to the lullabies of sirens and traffic noise, and the loons hollering in the streets.”

I’d notice it too.

“Do you mind if I take off my top?” asked Julie. “I want to get sun on these babies. Clive won’t mind. I told him I might join you and he just said, ‘Be careful. If those resort dudes see you naked and they’ll be all over you’.”

“I don’t mind. I’m sure David doesn’t. I’ll join you.”

Having a towel around me now seemed a like a good strategic move.

They both removed their tops and applied lotion to their breasts. Of course, there were naked breasts all around me, but I didn’t know the women who owned them on any level. Sitting with two topless women I knew had a different energy. They had both deemed me worthy of seeing their naked breasts.

“That’s better,” said Julie. She leaned back on her arms to give her breasts full sun. They were in fact quite pale.

“It’s funny how fast you adjust, isn’t it?” said Jenny. “I’m looking at all this nudity and thinking, meh. Of course, you should go naked at the beach.” 

“How are you adjusting to it, David?” asked Julie. Jenny gave her a swat for teasing me.

“He’s getting used to it, Julie. It takes time.”

“I’m only kidding. Clive never got used to it. He can’t seem to control his excitement.”

We all chuckled. I couldn’t think of any good nudist beach humor to add to the conversation. I now felt more comfortable but kept the towel around me.

When you go to a nude beach solo, as I had initially discovered, you arrived with anonymity. No one knew you from Adam, so stripping and dangling yourself out there didn’t harm your dignity or reputation. If you saw no one you knew, it never happened. This logic powered me through my first nudist experience.

Sitting naked with Jenny’s friend changed the dynamic. I lacked anonymity now. Fortunately, after ten minutes, all seemed normal and as it should be. I quit staring at their breasts.

Julie told funny stories about different problematic renters and what they got up to. She and Jenny reminisced and shared tales about their New York days. I mentioned a few of my New York stories, about my life there and work, and the company I’d left and its likely forthcoming doom. They were happy I got out in such good shape. 

New York existed as a Mecca for “look at me” types, but neither Julie nor Jenny exhibited any signs of it. They were down to earth and very pleasant company, but also very bright and articulate.

Several times Julie made future references and said things like “You guys should...”, suggesting this or that thing Jenny and I should do or see, including New York in the picture. Already she saw us as a couple.

When I got here, I wondered if I’d ever go back to New York. Now I wondered where Jenny and I would live when we moved back there together.

“I’m ready for a swim. How about you, Juls?” asked Jenny.

“I’m up for a quickie but I have to get going soon. I need to cool off first.”

“David?”

“Sure,” I said. I wondered about the next few moments. Would their bottoms come off? I tried to ignore the possibilities, fearing a reprisal of my continuing susceptibility to arousal.

Jenny stood and dropped her bottoms, flicking them with her foot over the picnic basket. Julie likewise stood and unceremoniously removed hers.

“David,” said Julie. “You don’t mind, do you? I don’t want to walk around with wet bottoms on. It’s not healthy for anyone, boy or girl.” 

“No, of course not,” I said. I stood holding the towel in front, sensing a new wave of shyness in front of two nude, non-anonymous women, but found my courage nonetheless. I dropped the towel and we walked together to the water. Julie dove in ahead of us and stayed under for a while. 

Jenny looked at my cock and smiled. “You seem to be getting the hang of it.” She laughed and dove in and I followed. We swam to where our toes still reached bottom and idled there. 

Julie pointed to the far end of the low hill where our cottages sat. “That’s our place, the one with the crossing palms.” There were two palm trees forming an “X” on the hill. It looked about a quarter mile from my place. “There’s a Dutch couple moving in next to you, David. Two pretty women. Jenny, you’ll have to keep an eye on them. They’ve been at the resort and decided to stick around. You may have seen them already.” Julie laughed.

Julie’s comment got Jenny’s attention.

“David, you’re not going to run off with some Dutch girls, are you? It could be a problem.” She put a hand on my head and dunked me.

When I surfaced they were laughing. I liked Jenny exhibiting the potential for jealousy even if kidding. It meant something.

When we got back to our spot Julie left to relieve her babysitter. Jenny and I laid next to each other to dry off. We were quiet for a long while, and Jenny’s breathing soon indicated a nap in progress. I looked at her wonderful, long body lying naked beside me and enjoyed an immense surge of pride.

But into my mind crept a renewed sense of panic. I could go all out for this woman and put aside my private and essential ambitions, have a wonderful time in Jamaica for however long it lasted, but where would I be if she dumped me in the end? I would have blown my other opportunity. I would end up back in New York working another tech job I wouldn’t enjoy with no book to peddle to publishers.

Jenny stirred, yawned, and gave me a sheepish kiss. I rolled to my side. Her naked body with its warmed skin invited me to melt into her. I got an erection. She put a hand on my cock and gently stroked it. The picnic basket provided a notion of privacy. I cupped her breast and once again became amazed at its firmness and fullness. I circled her nipple with my finger and discretely kissed her nipple, now pertly attentive to my touch. 

She moaned and we kissed some more. She rolled on her side and put a leg over me. I slipped my hand between her thighs and felt her excitement, running my fingers along the groove between her legs and lips. Her hips gently rock back and forth following my motions.

“David, don’t tease,” she said. She lifted her head to scan the horizon before looking into my eyes. “Oh, God, David, please touch me, please...” Before she could finish speaking, my fingers spread her lips and she released another seductive moan.

We heard voices closing in so we pulled apart. A couple passed within a few feet. The woman smiled at us.

“David,” Jenny said. “What you were doing there—another minute and I would have exploded, simply from you touching me. You know me better than I know me.”

I laughed. “I definitely know there’s magic going on here. If you had stroked me any harder, I would have come on your belly.

“Hmm,” she said. “That would have been fine by me.”

“I’m definitely dreaming, aren’t I? In a minute my balloon’s going to pop and I’ll find myself sitting in a New York subway station masturbating.”

“No, this is real, David.” She smiled and slapped her belly, making a noise to prove her point.

I kissed her again.

“I know I can trust you. You’ll never hurt me. This is all real.” she kissed me again. “Have you had enough sun? I’m afraid you’re going to burn.”

We gathered our stuff and started walking home. We hadn’t discussed plans for the evening. A state of sensory overload hung above my shoulders and I knew my brain needed time to process everything. Being a brooder and a thinker, my curse, also meant I needed space to process things, but I didn’t want to leave Jenny. Still, I knew I had to face the reality of my situation.

“So, how did you like Julie?” she asked. We were walking hand in hand up the hill.

“I liked her,” I said. “It surprised me when she took her top off. It blew me away when she took off her bottoms. She barely knows me.”

“David, you were already naked.”

“I know, but she still had the option.”

“She wouldn’t have done it if she didn’t like you. Anyway, they live here so they’re used to it. Plus, she asked me if she could take her suit off when you were walking back from your swim. Don’t worry. She’s not coming on to you.” Jenny laughed. “She would never do that. You should be happy. She’s pretty.”

“Yes, very. I had my usual difficulties being around you too.”

Jenny laughed again. We got to the spot where I would go my way and she hers.

“So, what do you think?” Jenny asked. “What are you up for? How about we cook dinner together, something special.” Her eyes looked hopeful.

“I’ll tell you what. I’m a little worn out and I still need to do some catch-up. I made a deal with myself to get a certain amount on the page every day. I’m afraid if I skip two days it’ll set a precedent.”

“Oh, I understand,” she said, though her tone suggested she didn’t. She took a few seconds to gather her thoughts. “I respect that. I’ve got some catch up to do too. I told my author he’d have his book back in a week and I’m a little behind.”

“So, see you tomorrow?” I said, lifting the final syllable. 

Jenny’s eyes narrowed and I detected a frown. Maybe she hoped I meant to do some work and catch up with her later that night. She collected herself, warming to the idea.

“It’s a promise, right?” she said. “We’ll see each other tomorrow then. Maybe we can do some exploring, see a little more of Jamaica. I’ll get a car from Julie.” 

“Count on it,” I said. “I just need the rest of today and tonight to get caught up. Then I’ll be able to relax.”

“You promise, right?”

“I promise. We’ll pick up tomorrow.”

She gave me a long kiss and stared into my eyes, probing, perhaps looking for some assurance. I smiled and gave her another kiss. She smiled back, and we both walked to our separate cottages alone.
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Chapter 14: A Brush Off?
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JENNY

SEE YOU TOMORROW? WHAT THE HELL?

After saying goodbye to David, I walked home in a state of shock. He said we wouldn’t see each other until tomorrow. His reasons made absolute sense, of course, but I assumed his world had become as upside down as my own. Meeting him had changed everything. I’d fallen in love. I didn’t mean to. I didn’t want to. It was nothing short of crazy to fall in love so quickly, but I couldn’t deny it. I fell into the emotional state of a rejected middle-school girl.

I’d gone full throttle into thinking we’d do everything together now, or at least be together while we did the other things life demanded. He could have brought his work up to my place. He could write while I did my work. We could take breaks and smooch over a cup of coffee. Why didn’t this cross his mind?

Instead, he needed to be alone. I didn’t want to be alone, not when I had him. Or did I have him? Had he decided something on the beach to make him reconsider? He had drifted a few times getting lost in his thoughts. Maybe everything had changed in his mind.

What was going on?

Maybe I was to blame. All along, men seldom felt secure around me. It wasn’t a mystery, not anymore. My family was different, I was different. I looked different. Exotic is what they often said. Even David said it. Something about my heritage, my looks, really stood out. That’s what did it for Jason. Maybe he did love me, but he couldn’t handle what couldn’t be known. What would our kids look like for one? He didn’t say it out loud, but his eyes told me his mind went there. When he decided he couldn’t handle the unknown that was it.

Julie knew all about the other thing. Pretty girls were often the loneliest, especially the ones that didn’t have to try at all. A person has to be pretty full of themselves to think this applies to them, but I thought it anyway. A woman just knows. It wasn’t the boon people may think it is. But I knew it didn’t mean a thing. Looks said nothing about character, trustworthiness, honesty—those are the things that mattered. That’s all I worried about. Looks didn’t mean anything if they shielded an empty shell.

David didn’t feel he was in my league. It made him think he couldn’t approach a woman like me. That worked both ways. I told him my tongue tied into a knot every time he approached the register at the beach hut. Surely he connected the dots by now. We were in the same league, he just didn’t know it yet. 

Not before, at least. Maybe he knew it now. Maybe I offered him the proof, and now he wondered what else was out there.

Maybe that was it.

Or had I moved too fast? Jesus, the things we did at the resort, and on the beach—he must think I’m a loose woman after all. He told me no one had ever let him come in their mouth. I did, just ten hours after meeting him. 

God, what was I thinking? Of course he thinks I’m a loose woman. I was, with him. There’s no denying it.

Except it’s not really true. I never let Jason do that. In my mind, I had thought, well, someday, maybe. I only got close with two other guys in my life and decided no way. Not them. They weren’t worthy, and I was just killing time. We all did that. I still liked the sex. I’d sleep with them, but that was it. I saved the rest. I knew it wouldn’t happen until I met the right guy. I would know deep in my heart he was the one. 

And I knew I could trust my heart. It spoke when I saw David. It shouted in my ear when I first saw him naked. I wanted to own every inch of that man! I wanted him to enjoy every part of me, any way he wanted! We would do it all and make each other happy forever!

So I let go. And then...

See you tomorrow.

I started crying, and when I stopped crying, I called Julie. She said she’d be right over.

***
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“AH OH. YOU’VE GOT YOUR ice-cream face on... Or is this a wine situation?”

“Both,” I said after Julie came in. We sat in the living room. I already had the bottle open.

“So, what’s going on? You seemed so happy when I left you earlier.”

I filled her in.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Julie said. “Maybe he meant what he said. He just needed to catch up, that’s all. Clive is a mess when he gets behind. That’s when I know to leave him alone. You’ll see. Tomorrow you’ll see David and everything will be fine.”

“Maybe.” I took a big sip of wine. “I just wonder if I went too far, you know, for having just met.”

“Too far? How far? Where’d you go too far?”

There was no way around telling her the whole truth, not if I wanted her feedback. I told her. She listened, her face alternating between a smile and one of being somewhat taken aback, especially when I told her about the pool bar.

She thought for a few minutes, released a tiny laugh and shook her head like she was dismissing a memory.

“Hell, Jen. I could tell you some stories about me.” She laughed for real this time. “I don’t think you have anything to worry about. I told you that place killed your inhibitions. You do crazy stuff when that happens. Clive and I did.”

“But you already knew Clive. You were married to him.”

“Yeah, well. Crazy is crazy anyway you look at it, right?”

“I suppose so. It sounds like you have some stories you haven’t told me.”

“Another time, Jen. This is about you and David now.”

“Okay.”

“Look, I think David is sincere about his work, and he’s worried you’re going to sweep him away. I mean, you’re already talking about babies. That’s not how things usually go. You two both got Island Fever real bad, that’s all.”

After a little more chat I felt better and Julie went home. 

I slipped into bed and thought about seeing David naked for the first time when he came out of the water. I got the same tingle I felt standing on the beach, felt my body responding, my womanly self aching for him. I flowed with it and let myself go. I was a hands-off girl but not when David filled my head.

Then I waited for sleep.

I knew I had over thought everything. I knew David and I were fine. He’d see me tomorrow, and I’d know.
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Chapter 15: Don’t Blow It
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DAVID

DAVID OVERTHINKS, MEETS THE BLONDES

After telling Jenny I needed to catch up on my writing, I walked home and splashed cold water on my face. It didn’t do the trick, so I stepped into the shower and rinsed the ocean salt and ran cold water for ten seconds. I stepped out of the shower chilled.

My notebook sat on the table undisturbed, exactly how I’d left it two days before aligned with my pencil. Jenny hadn’t looked at it, a sign of respect which pleased me.

I sat on the sofa and read my most recent work and marveled at the quality of my prose. Whether others would I couldn’t know for sure. I didn’t know how to judge with the same eyes that watched the words fall onto the page. I needed proper feedback.

Could Jenny offer it? We read the same books, but could her affection interfere with an objective analysis? It most likely would. I needed someone ruthless, who could edit and spill blood and scar the pages with notes and not care how I felt.

But it wouldn’t matter if I couldn’t get the words on the page, and lots of words. Being such a slow process, I’d barely begun to understand it. You sat at your writing table at seven in the morning and wrote your heart out. You read what you wrote, second guessed yourself and made corrections, tore sheets out of your notebook and started over. You wrote it all again hoping for improvement, and when you finally exhausted yourself and came up for air, you saw hours had passed and only two hundred words sat on the page, half of them crossed out. 

While struggling with this reality, I’d discovered a beautiful woman a short walk away standing behind a cash register. I knew if I took a break for lunch I could see her. I could also write or edit while I ate and sneak peeks and let her breathtaking beauty inspire me. After, I could go lie naked on the beach with her image filling my head. I would return to the cottage restored, empowered to write more. As my silent muse, she would enrich my process.

This was the change in my routine that led me to Jenny.

But being a clod with women also meant being susceptible to having my life turned around by them. I had no confidence in my romantic abilities. Why the hell not? I saw lesser men scoring left and right, often with nice looking women on their arms. Where did they get their confidence? 

Maybe those other men had found their true path in life, and it’s what gave them the confidence they needed with women. They got things in the right order. Follow your bliss and doors will open, including doors with beautiful women on the other side.

Could finding a woman first interfere with or subvert the process?

Despite being way out of my league, Jenny had chosen me. She let me come in her mouth! No woman had ever done it before. Beautiful, articulate, with a great sense of humor and the sexiest body I’d ever seen clothed or naked, by every measure Jenny exceeded every man’s wildest dreams. 

We’d already spent more time naked together than I’d spent with any other woman, including my former live-in girlfriend.

It didn’t make sense.

I’d seen other women in New York who looked in the ballpark and they never gave me the time of day. Or maybe they did, and I didn’t notice. I didn’t know how to read the signs. Had I been missing out all along by delisting myself from the big leagues?

These were crummy thoughts to be having, but they needed analysis. I needed to disarm them.

When Jenny arrived on the beach that first day, clearly picking a spot near me, and stripped naked, I thought lucky me. I never in a thousand years would have expected she did it on purpose. I never would have interpreted it as a sign she wanted to meet me. If she hadn’t asked about my origins we would never have talked, at least not if left up to me.

How many times had I not read the signs correctly in the past? How many relationships did I fail to have because my radar was so poorly tuned? Maybe there had been a lot of Jennies crossing my bow and I never knew it. My lack of confidence or self-knowledge fogged all the windows. I couldn’t see through them to read the signs correctly. 

Did any of this matter? 

No.

I wanted to be with Jenny and no one else. I needed to purge these crummy thoughts so I could see clearly and know our feelings for each other were true.

I’d met my ex Caitlyn through work. We often went out with friends from our neighboring cubicles before we hooked up as a couple, so we were first part of a group. One night the group narrowed to the two of us. We were sitting in a bar. We looked at each other and simply agreed—nothing better existed out there for us. This summed up our initial attraction. We had no other prospects. There were no dreamy bits at the beginning, only the dull facts.

We made “love” on our third date. We were at her place, which had the atmosphere of a Bed, Bath & Beyond clearance table, sitting on her Ikea-style sofa. She didn’t have much left on her mind after two dates and tired of talking to myself, I leaned over and kissed her. In return, she delivered a blank stare, the first of many to follow. I took this as a neutral response and kissed her again. I noticed her lips were extraordinarily dry but forged ahead. After the kiss ended, or simply just stopped occurring, she asked if I wanted to spend the night.

I told her I did. She stood and disappeared into the bathroom for half an hour. I heard the shower running, followed by gargling and a potty stop. I didn’t view this as encouraging but my drought of experience meant I didn’t know any better. Perhaps spontaneity only occurred in books. 

Wearing a long t-shirt, she exited the bathroom with the toilet gurgling behind her and grabbed my hand. I followed her into the bedroom. She had an unopened box of condoms in her dresser instead of the more handy nightstand. She used a fingernail to slice the cellophane, handed me a rubber, and crawled into bed still wearing the T-shirt. I removed my clothes, picked up the condom, and went to the side of the bed. She pushed the covers over and spread her legs, keeping them flat. 

I asked if she wanted to take off her T-shirt. She said no due to being chill. The calendar indicated mid-August but her A/C had ignored the memo. The stifling warmth made in her bedroom feel like a summer attic. With nothing to be done about it, I unwrapped the condom. I was barely prepared to put it on. It reminded me of pulling a clean pillowcase over a goose-down pillow. However, the manipulation clued in my penis and it eventually cooperated with only a passing regard for enthusiasm. 

I got in bed and centered myself. She didn’t pull up her T-shirt, so I did. Her lady’s garden was still wet from the shower and looked matted, or like a refugee from a Seventies hippie commune. Regardless, we managed to connect. She made appropriate sounds which weren’t convincing or encouraging, but I came in short order and collapsed on top of her. She tolerated this for about a minute, got up, and returned to the bathroom. When she came back, she asked if we should move in together.

I know first-times are often not magical or noteworthy but this experience provided an exception. It had noteworthiness due to it’s being utterly unmagical, or the antithesis of magic. This scene had already made it into one of my notebooks.

About two weeks later we were sharing my apartment.

It did get better for us. She did loosen up though never by much. Aside from our unexciting sex life, I did find her to be a sweet woman, and for a while, I did love her. We grew familiar to each other, and our love grew from this simple fact. Sitting with other couples, we could say “we” things and sound convincing. There were no sparks, but we grew accustomed to each other’s habits and routines. As far as I knew, we were like all the other couples who stared blankly at each other and lived similar lives.

This summed up my pre-Jamaican love life. How could I now be involved with someone as beautiful and together and as magnificent as Jenny? I couldn’t see the logic. It made no sense.

Reviewing these facts put my mind in knots. I needed to sleep. 

I did so while listening to the indigenous Osteopilus Ocellatus tree frogs bellowing for mates. They were known locally as “the laughing frog”. Were they mocking me?

***
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I WOKE THE NEXT MORNING with a surfeit of clarity and energy. I needed to corral all of my thoughts and get them on the page. I had nowhere else to go with them. The storm that tormented my brain the night before had slipped into my fingers overnight. I needed to grab a pencil and let this tempest escape into a fury of prose.

I didn’t wash or shave or eat. I made a pot of coffee and hovered as it brewed. My fingers drummed the countertop. When it stopped brewing, I poured a cup and began to write. A fever took control as the sun yawned and stretched over the horizon. 

By the time I came up for air the sun had retired. The entire day had slipped by. I immediately thought of Jenny and panicked. Starved, I stood at the fridge and ate everything ready to go. It settled like a lead balloon. Utterly exhausted, I sat on the sofa to recuperate. I meant simply to regain my steam. I thought of Jenny, not knowing what to do or say. I only needed ten minutes rest, maybe twenty tops. Then I would go see her.

Instead, I slept through the night. 

I woke like Rip Van Winkle rising from a twenty-year sleep. I didn’t have a proper grip on reality. I had told Jenny I would see her “tomorrow,” and that tomorrow occurred yesterday. I would make it up to her, but first, I had to follow my streak and get back to work. I needed to prove I could uphold the bargain I made with myself and write before doing anything else. My success depended on it. After, I would walk over to Jenny’s place and explain everything. She would understand. She would be excited to hear of my creative outburst and know the muse had arrived. 

My muse. Jenny.

I sat and read everything I had written the day before, the over nine thousand words which had spilled from my mind in a torrent. They were good words. Their clarity astounded me. I knew I couldn’t be objective but what I saw on the page pleased me. My anguish had untied a knot. There were connections drawn in those pages never made before. I spent several hours making minor corrections or changing a word here and there. Fresh ideas poured from my brain on how to continue. I grabbed a new notebook, sharpened several pencils, and began writing again.

Another four thousand words flowed from the sheathed lead onto the page. In another couple of hours, exhaustion suspended my extraordinary efforts.

I looked at the clock. It had taken me longer than expected, but I could do nothing about this. I had now earned the right to see Jenny. I’d kept my bargain. I jumped in the shower, shaved, and put on fresh clothes. I tidied my writing area for the next session and left the cottage.

I knew Jenny might be upset with me for skipping a day, but it had gone like a blur and as I had gotten so much done, she would get it. She would see the results of my efforts.

Close to six o’clock, I knocked on her door. No response. No sounds came from the cottage, no reggae or jazz seeped from her stereo. She could be napping. I went around back, which required hopping a low breeze-block wall. The back windows were open for the breeze but the patio door was closed. I peered into her bedroom window. The bed showed no signs of having been occupied. I knocked on the patio door and no one came. 

Where could she be?

I walked back to my cottage hoping she’d simply stepped out on an errand or to visit her cousin. I would check back later. I knew if she had really gone away she would have left a note knowing I would come by.

But why would she think it? I’d told her I’d see her the next day and blew her off. I told her she could count on seeing me. She may have waited all day and into the night and all the next day. Over forty-eight hours had passed since I’d said see you tomorrow. 

I decided not to panic. Surely she would get home at some point.

A squall arrived shortly after my walk, marked by a momentary violence of wind and lightning and tropical rain. Soon, the sun escaped to resume its duties elsewhere. Days and nights in Jamaica were of nearly equal length, and sunsets occurred in the blink of an eye.

I could find nothing to occupy my mind. I didn’t have many books. The storm had knocked out the internet. I didn’t have a TV. I didn’t want food or drink, so I sat in a stew for a full hour.

I walked back over to Jenny’s. No response.

Two hours more made no difference.

At eleven o’clock I tried again. I saw no lights or evidence of occupation of any kind. I went around the back and, slightly terrified, looked into her bedroom window, afraid she might have company. The idea filled me with jealousy, but for naught. The empty bed hadn’t been touched.

I walked home and climbed into my own bed but sleep didn’t come for a long time. I woke to a bright sun streaming through the window. The bedroom, already muggy and hot, felt like a swamp. I’d forgotten to turn on the ceiling fan. 

I went to my patio to let the breeze cool me down. A fresh squall brewed on the far horizon but did not look threatening. I took a shower, got dressed and looked at the clock. Well passed eleven, I’d missed my early prime time for writing and didn’t think I could start so late and still find a groove. 

And I had to see Jenny.

I walked over with hope in my heart. No one came to the door. Her bed remained undisturbed. No lingerie hung on the rack on the patio. I would have given a thousand dollars to see a bra or panty fluttering in the breeze. After this coursed through my mind I felt like a pervert as my behavior now seemed like stalking. If Jenny wanted me to know of her whereabouts, she would have told me.

I walked home and stared at a blank page hoping something would come. It didn’t. I grabbed a towel and headed for the beach, knowing a long swim might reset my mind and get me back on track.

As I crossed the lunch hut’s deck on my way to the beach, a girl working the counter waved. I waved back, curious if she waved because she had seen me with Jenny. It would have made the wave familiar as in you’re Jenny’s friend and I recognize you. If I were her former friend would she still have waved?

Once on the beach, I passed two beautiful naked women engaged in animated conversation. Maybe they were French. I thought, well, if I’m in Jenny’s league now, maybe they’ll notice me and ask where I’m from. However, my existence didn’t impress them, and they let me pass unmolested by greetings of any kind. Good. I wasn’t interested in other women. 

Only Jenny.

I stripped and dove into the water. Once again, the warm ocean passing directly over my genitals felt erotic, delivering a sensual experience denied to you when your favorite bits were jammed into a suit. This forced me to recall Jenny’s first touch when her leg brushed my cock during our first swim. It made me ache at the uncertainty now engulfing our situation.

I swam fifty meters out and turned parallel to the shore, then back and forth along its full length half a dozen times. Once exhausted, I sat at the water line and let small waves lap over me while my mind wandered pointlessly. This meant people walking the shore had to step around me. 

Many pretty naked women walked by and many who should have given nudism a pass. I knew they all tried their best. In observational mode only, I took mental notes, thinking they might be useful in my writing. This was my job, after all, to see things, even on nude beaches.

Growing up, and until recently, I’d seen exactly four naked pairs of breasts in person, meaning, of course, four naked women total. Now, within a short week, I’d seen hundreds, but none as beautiful as Jenny’s, which must have been the point of this parade. It meant to instruct me. No other woman in the world would surpass Jenny’s beauty.

Now forced to only imagine how wonderful it felt to cup her breast in my hand, and hear her moan in response, gave me a sublime feeling, despite the past-perfect tense. She had responded to me. David. 

These ruminations inspired an erection. I pulled my legs up and wrapped my arms around them to hide evidence of my mind’s preoccupation. 

Thinking of Jenny’s divine bottom didn’t help.

The first time I touched it, my hands slippery with oil, it felt like holding the curvature of this beautiful Earth in the palm of my hand. This may not sound sexy but these feelings reached beyond sex. We can see beauty, but seldom can we hold it in our palms. And feeling this beauty, the sort of beauty that inspired great art, had filled my heart with passion.

I left my towel and clothes and walked the beach naked. Maybe I would see Jenny, perhaps sitting with Julie on a quest for girl time and catching up. I got to the resort checkpoint and turned around. I walked to the other end of the beach. 

No Jenny in sight. 

I returned to my cottage, rinsed the salt, and put on the same clothes I’d worn earlier. Nearing the point where I needed to do laundry didn’t put me in the mood to do it. I looked at my watch. Four o’clock. I decided to make another pass by Jenny’s house. She’d be there and we would kiss and hug and make plans for dinner. I would tell her about my work and she would be pleased.

Knocking on her door did not produce a response.

I returned to my cottage and opened bottles of vodka and vermouth, both cheap brands, and made a wince-inducing martini. Due to an oversight, I didn’t have olives. Unwisely, I chugged and made another.

In no mood to work or look at what I’d written, I picked up the Carver book and mercifully fell into his world for a while. I didn’t find his world attractive so much as I loved the simple way he wrote about it, which required no effort to read.

At seven I would give Jenny another try. When the hour struck I walked over with the same hopeful anticipation only to get the same result.

I returned to my cottage and made another martini. I drank it on the patio. A slight breeze meant if I listened carefully, I could hear music coming from the resort. Could Jenny be there having another wondrous night with someone new? The martini and its effects did this wondering. I simply went along with it. The idea of Jenny sitting naked at the pool bar with another man overwhelmed my good sense. 

I went to the resort. 

The lobby bristled with half-naked guests. The main dining area, which I could barely see, looked busy. I decided to start there. As I neared the entrance, which required leaving the lobby and crossing a small breezeway, a security type had other plans for me.

“I’m sorry, sir. For registered guests only.” How did he know I wasn’t a registered guest? Looking around, I saw everyone but me wearing a green plastic bracelet, something I hadn’t noticed during my previous visit. Jenny and I hadn’t been required to wear them.

I turned around and as I re-entered the lobby saw a bartender from the other night, the one from the beach bar. He smiled as I approached.

“Excuse me,” I said.

“How can I help you, sir?”

“You might remember me from the other night? I sat at your bar with a woman?”

“Hell yes. You like martinis. Dry.” He laughed at the recollection.

“That’s me. Do you remember the woman?”

“Yes, of course. Very beautiful.” His eyes assumed a dreamy look. He’d stretched beautiful into three long beats.

“Is she here by any chance? I mean, at the beach bar?”

“No, I haven’t seen her. Is she local?”

“No. A tourist, like me. We’re from New York.”

“Try the Rock Bar. It’s up a bit from here. There’s a bus outside to take you.”

“For guests?”

“Guests, you, anybody. The driver doesn’t care.” He walked me over to point out the bus. “There it is. It’s going in ten minutes. It stops at the Rock Bar on its way into Negril.”

I thanked him and got on the bus, full by the time it left and similar to vans taking you to rental car lots at airports. About fifteen minutes later it pulled into the Rock Bar down the coast from the resort.

It took a few seconds to figure things out. A large, uncrowded outdoor area on several levels ended at abrupt cliffs facing the sea. It also featured a small pool full of younger people milling in bathing suits making frat house noises.

I headed into the bar. Though improbable, everyone appeared a few martinis ahead of me. I ordered one for myself and surveyed the crowd. No Jenny. There were two winsome blondes standing on my left flank, both tall and pretty. One of them smiled briefly when our eyes met. Being my old self, it didn’t register as an opportunity. I drank my martini and ordered another, a not altogether prudent move.

“Excuse me,” said one of the blondes.

“Yes?” I said.

“Do you know Bourbon Street?”

The other blonde corrected her. “Bourbon Beach.”

“No,” I said. “Is that where you’re staying?”

“No. It’s a bar with dancing,” said the first blonde. “We thought this place had dancing, but it doesn’t.” She surveyed the bar to confirm no dancing had erupted during our brief conversation. 

“No. I don’t know it. I haven’t explored much.”

“Where are you staying?” asked the second blonde. She spoke with the precise speech I associated with northern Europeans.

“I’m at Seven Mile Beach. I rented a small cottage there.”

“You mean Seven Mile Cottages? That’s where we’re staying now. We were at a resort but our reservation ended.”

“I guess it’s where I am,” I said. “I rented from a ‘Clive’.”

“Yes. Us too. Seven Mile Cottages. Those are Clive’s.” 

I didn’t know the cottages had a name. “I’m in Number 7 there, on West End Lane.”

“We’re in Number 9. We moved in yesterday.”

“Oh,” I said.

The first blonde talked to the bartender.

“He said we could take a taxi to Bourbon Beach. It’s up the road.”

“Oh, good,” I said.

“You want to come? We can split a taxi there and after to go home. We’re not staying out late. We just want to have a look, maybe a few drinks. The resort was all-inclusive, so you don’t go out much.”

Due to the noise, I caught half of what she said, which didn’t prevent me from nodding. The martinis, along with not having eaten dinner, were having an effect on me.

“Are you alone?” the second blonde asked.

“No,” I said. “I mean, I’m looking for someone.”

“You mean the dark woman?”

“Yes. How did you know?”

“We saw you with her the other night at the resort,” said the first blonde. “But we never saw you there again.”

“No, we only went there the once.”

“She’s pretty. Very exotic looking too.”

“Yes,” I said. Hearing her say this exacerbated the panic I felt over the possibility of losing Jenny. “Where did you see us?” I worried about her forthcoming response.

“You sat next to us at the bar.”

“Which bar?”

“In the pool.” She smiled, indicating her response might be full of other information too. 

Oh, Lord, I thought. They’d seen me naked with an erection with a naked woman in my lap enjoying it. I guessed I’d seen them naked too but their faces didn’t register. I doubt any of the faces I saw that night registered. Anyway, what a small world.

“We saw her at the aerodrome. She left,” said the second blonde.

This information sent adrenaline coursing through my fine motor systems. She hadn’t said anything about going anywhere. I could no longer sort out the calendar. How many days had it been since I last saw her? Three? This didn’t seem possible though I sensed it to be true. 

“When did you see her there?” I asked.

They consulted each other. “Yesterday. In the afternoon. We were saying goodbye to friends, and she walked in with a bag. Anyway, I’m Bret and this Gerdi. Do you want to come with us?”

Further stunned by the information they shared with me, I didn’t hear the last part.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “What?”

“I said, I’m Bret and this is Gerdi, and do you want to come with us to Bourbon Beach?” She used a much louder voice which highlighted her accent. I guessed Danish or Norwegian.

I thought long and hard. Did they simply want me along to help with the cab fare? This didn’t seem probable. Were they picking me up? Had they seen me with a beautiful woman and this magically made me attractive to them? Maybe it put me in their league as well. Too many martinis were flowing through my bloodstream. I couldn’t give it a proper think.

“My name is David... No, but thanks. I’ve had enough for tonight. I hope you enjoy yourselves.”

“Okay. See you around.” 

They left, making me wonder what I had just given up, but also glad I had, despite learning Jenny had flown the coop. Alone again in Jamaica, I’d let two pretty women slip away. If I’d somehow been elevated into their league, would more women like them come up to me in the future? Had I miraculously transformed into some new, improved form of David with irresistible curb appeal?

Doubtful. 

I quit listening to the martinis.

I looked at the thinning crowd, all couples now, or at least paired up for the night, and they were all having a great time enjoying their vacations. They were tan and healthy looking and not alone. My singledom felt conspicuous. 

As I exited the bar the two blondes were getting into a taxi. The resort bus wheezed nearby. I got on and waited. Thirty minutes later I walked home from the resort in a funk.

Of course, I took a minor detour to see if the lights were on at Jenny’s. 

They were not.

***
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I WOKE THE NEXT MORNING with a mild hangover. A cool shower took care of it. I ate a big breakfast and sat at my table and opened my notebook. I saw no point in thinking of Jenny. She had flown away, perhaps back to New York. Maybe I’d broken her heart, though how this could be remained beyond my comprehension. She could snap her fingers and a dozen men would kneel before her. She could take her pick.

I forced the first hundred words out and a flow began. Flow, a state where time didn’t exist, meant escape. I needed only oxygen and a comfortable chair. I had to make due with just the oxygen as comfort did not feature in the chair’s benefits.

I powered through the morning. When it came time for a break, I prepared a pot of coffee. While it brewed, I stepped out on the patio for a stretch and look at the view. If I had had a telescope, I could have zoomed in on the nude beach. Fortunately, I didn’t have one as it would have rendered me unproductive.

Voices drew my sight to the patio attached to the cottage next door. I saw the two blonde girls from the night before sunbathing topless. They had lovely bodies, making it hard to believe I missed seeing them at the resort, especially if they were seated right next to me. The owner of the larger breasts noticed me and waved. Though embarrassed by my peeping, I waved back in a neighborly fashion.

I returned to the kitchen imagining what I might have missed the night before by passing on their offer. Those two were all a man needed to have a good party. I was only guessing, as I didn’t have a party scene of any kind, the exception being my night at the resort with Jenny. No doubt, my adventures with her were playing on a loop in the security office. Surely, they kept the entire resort under camera surveillance.

Over the course of the morning, I’d thought a dozen times of walking over to Jenny’s. Each time I gave myself a mental thwack. It would have only increased my pain. No doubt she’d met a billionaire alpha male with Navy Seal training who flew her off in his private jet. 

But I doubted that sort of man appealed to her and thinking this way only turned the knife in my gut. 

I sat in the living room to avoid staring at the blondes. This made me feel like a prisoner and also foolish. I could walk to the beach and stare at a hundred naked women. Having only two next door qualified as a step down.

I got a second cup of coffee and pondered returning to the patio, thinking the topless blondes could be a useful distraction. Somehow, it felt like cheating. Why? Wasn’t I once again a free man? 

If this didn’t work, I’d walk to the beach for another long swim and look at naked women there. Despite my current misery, I still had two good options on the table, both involving bare flesh and women. It couldn’t be cheating to look, not that anyone existed in the picture who would care one way or the other—not if Jenny had left Jamaica.

I returned to the patio and took off my shirt. This action must have intruded on the peripheral vision of the blondes as they both looked over and waved. I waved back, smiled, and turned my head to the sun and closed my eyes. I wanted it to appear obvious I had intentions other than to ogle them.

This lack of attention seemed to offend them, as I soon heard one of them say, half shouting, “David! Why don’t you join us for coffee?”

I looked over to see Gerdi, the one with the larger breasts, smiling hopefully. I held up my coffee mug to show I was already equipped with the said beverage, and she confused my show and tell with a toast. She held up her mug and lowered it to take a sip. With her other hand she waved me over.

Her interest bewildered me as much as Jenny’s. I almost did one of those comic routines of looking over my shoulder to see if she meant someone else should come over. I signaled an affirmative and got up to socialize with the topless sirens. It gave me an uneasy feeling. Though unnecessary, I put on my shirt and went to join them.

Their cottage sat lower on the hill, perhaps ten feet fewer elevation-wise, which is why I could peer down on their back patio without obstruction. Bret, who now wore a robe, answered the door. I said hello and walked in. Letting the robe dangle open, she took me into the kitchen and poured a fresh coffee from a French press. I never had success with those and expected disappointment.

“Did you have a good time at Bourbon Beach?” I asked.

“Not really. They were all kids, or too old. It didn’t have a good feeling.”

“Ambiance?”

“Right, ambiance. We say sfeer.” she handed me coffee and led us to the patio. “Do you mind?” She had her hands on the upper lapels of her robe, showing she intended to remove it. “We’ve seen each other naked already.”

“No. I don’t mind.” Gerdi had removed her bottoms and laid naked on her tummy.

“You can join us if you like,” said Bret. Though not a command, it had the sound of one.

“I’m good, thanks.” Compromising, I removed my shirt. Their patio lacked the breeze I enjoyed from my cottage and therefore natural cooling. “You know, I don’t remember seeing you the other night at the resort.”

“You were preoccupied,” Gerdi lifted her head to say this, smiling.

“Yes, that’s true.”

“Did your friend show up last night?” asked Bret. “Maybe she came back?”

“Not that I can tell.”

“Were those her kids we saw at the aerodrome?” asked Gerdi. “They were very cute.”

Kids? She must have been with Julie, who saw her off with her children in tow.

“No. They could have been her cousin’s kids, two small girls.”

“So, the other woman’s then,” said Bret. “She was pretty too, like your friend. They could be twins.”

It must have been Julie with her kids. “Did you notice what flight she boarded, the woman you saw me with at the resort?”

“No flights. They just charter planes there. They all got on a tiny one. It said Island Charters on the side.”

This information brightened my mood. Jenny went somewhere with Julie and her kids. This eliminated earlier fears over Jenny having escaped with an alpha billionaire.

“You don’t know where the plane flew to?”

“No. But surely not far. It was a very small plane.”

This made me giddy.

“Is the woman your girlfriend?” asked Gerdi.

“Well, we only met the day you saw us at the resort. That was our first date.” 

Bret said something to Gerdi in a foreign tongue. I now made the connection they were Dutch, the girls Julie told me about when we were bobbing in the ocean.

Bret translated. “Gerdi said ‘Island Fever’. Things move fast in the tropics. We met people too, but they left already.”

“You met some guys at the resort?”

“A couple,” said Bret.

“It was wild,” said Gerdi. “I let the guy screw my...”

“Gerdi!” said Bret, cutting her off.

“Oh,” I said. Island Fever all around no doubt.

“So, you like this woman?” ask Gerdi. She consulted Bret to find the right word. “Or she’s just a fling?”

“Yes, I mean, not a fling. Yes, I like her.”

“When will she be back?”

“I waiting to hear.”

“You’re lucky,” said Bret. “She was so beautiful. Gerdi wanted to marry her.”

Gerdi said something in Dutch and Bret laughed. She moved another lounge chair into the sun and laid a fresh towel over it.

“Come on, you may as well relax while you wait for her. We won’t trouble you,” said Bret.

I took this to mean she wanted me to strip and join Gerdi in the nudist sunbathing though Bret remained in her bottoms. A sirens metaphor definitely fit my current situation. These two attractive blonde women were sent by the island gods to test my affection for Jenny.

“Thanks,” I said. “But I’m comfortable this way.” I kept my shorts on. The invitation to strip had a predictable effect, and I struggled with an erection now proving itself disloyal to Jenny.

We chatted about Holland and New York, which is where they’d come from before hitting Jamaica. They appeared in their mid-twenties, and were taking brief sabbaticals from work and school. They came to Jamaica intending to stay a week and opted to remain after seeing the cottages listed online.

“You said you met a couple at the resort?” I asked.

“Yes, from Atlanta. A man and his wife. Both good looking.”

“So, they were nice,” I said. I didn’t know what else to say.

“Are we speaking frankly?” asked Brett. “We may as well. We saw you the other night.”

“By all means,” I said.

“The wife was a bisexual. She hooked up with us, and the husband came along too. She had never been with a woman. Gerdi and I had never done this before with anyone else, I mean with a man too.”

“Island Fever,” I said. I imagined the scenario of a man sleeping with three women at once. It seemed out of my reach, both to imagine and do myself. I also better understood what Gerdi meant to say before when Bret cut her off. Gerdi meant to share her anal sex adventures, proving how friendly and open the Dutch truly are. Or maybe discussing anal sex was a European custom, like how Americans discussed the weather.  

“I guess the same thing happened with me too,” I continued. “What you saw at the resort wasn’t my normal behavior. Nor hers. We both agreed on this point.”

“We understand. No judgment.”

“Right,” I said. “No judgment.”

“When we saw you last night, we wanted to take you home, but you said you were waiting for the woman, so...” Brett laughed and spoke to Gerdi in Dutch again. They went back and forth a bit before Bret continued. “Gerdi said she hoped you would have the woman with you too.”

I smiled and laughed. Their forwardness didn’t fit the siren routine, which depended on faux subtlety for effect. I accidentally knock over my coffee cup while shifting my chair.

“Don’t worry. I’ll make some more,” said Gerdi. She stood, and I now saw her naked Dutch body in motion. If the gods were testing me, they were now showing their cruel side.

“She’s pretty, don’t you think?” asked Bret.

It took me a moment to clue in. “Gerdi? Yes, very pretty. You both are.”

“And you are handsome,” she said. “Gerdi and I both think so.”

“Thanks. I never felt that way about myself.”

“You’re not full of yourself. Most men preen like the bird, you know which one?”

“Peacock?”

“Yes, a peacock, a pauw we say. You’re quiet. You don’t come on to girls.”

“No. I never learned how.”

“Don’t. Just be yourself. It’s better this way. When women get older, they don’t want flirts anymore. They have got burned too many times.”

Gerdi returned with a refreshed beaker of coffee. When she bent to fill my mug, her breasts swung inches from my face. I must have blushed. Gerdi spoke in Dutch again.

“She says you seem to like her breasts.” She looked at my shorts. They both laughed, and I decided not to worry about my obvious problem with erectile enthusiasm. They’d already seen it in the flesh.

“If your friend comes back, maybe we could all have dinner together,” said Bret.

“Her name is Jenny. To be honest, I think she and I had a misunderstanding, all my fault. So, I’m not sure what’s up there.”

“I’m sure everything is fine. She seemed to adore you. Both Gerdi and I noticed. The way she looked at you, the way you looked at each other... It was sweet. We were jealous.”

“I can’t say at this point. I hope I’ll know soon.”  

“Why don’t you call her?” asked Gerdi.

“We never exchanged numbers.”

We chatted well into the afternoon. Gerdi got up and down a few times to move her lounger as the sun progressed purposefully across the sky and put more of their patio in shade. It now seemed natural to see her naked and I no longer noticed Bret’s toplessness.

While sitting with them, I had heard several vehicles going up the road in Jenny’s direction. Maybe she’d returned and would soon be dropping in. It occurred to me she could walk in my unlocked door, not find me indoors and check the patio. If she did, she’d see me sitting here with one naked and one topless blonde. She might get the wrong impression from such a scene.

This made me anxious. I got up and told Bret and Gerdi I had to check my email. No one challenged you when email was concerned. Bret said I could come back later for daiquiris. She put on her robe and showed me out. As I stood at her door saying a final goodbye, another car passed in front of the cottage. 

I couldn’t see its occupants.
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Chapter 16: Waiting For David
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JENNY

TWO DAYS EARLIER

I finally calmed down. After our night at the resort, and our day on the beach with Julie, David needed to catch up on his writing. He’d said, “See you tomorrow.”

That meant today. Julie was right. I’d made a mountain out of a molehill.

He needed to work and I didn’t really mind. It showed strong character. I knew his schedule meant writing all morning. He probably got himself caught up the night before, so maybe he would drop in around noon feeling good about work and we would spend the rest of the day together. He would be in a good mood and relaxed.

I cleaned up and attacked my editing, working on the patio until it got too hot, then in the living room with the ceiling fans humming. I knocked off two hundred pages in no time. The hours passed quickly and soon it was noon. I wasn’t sure if I should expect David for lunch. The only way to know meant walking over to his cottage. Incredibly, we hadn’t shared contact information. I didn’t know his last name and this made me laugh. I had performed oral sex on a man and didn’t even know his last name. Maybe I was a loose woman after all.

I made two sandwiches, covered them in plastic wrap and stuck them in the fridge. By one o’clock I was too hungry to wait any longer so I ate my sandwich. By two o’clock David hadn’t come. Was he having a creative streak? I thought about taking him the sandwich and decided it might be intrusive. He might be the type to slip into a zone and not want to be interrupted. I was that way.

At five o’clock I ate David’s sandwich. I wished we had made firm plans. See you tomorrow, if he kept his word, meant there were still seven hours left for him to keep his promise. He said I could count on it. Or was it not a promise and instead a brush off? I started to spiral again, my head taking me places I didn’t want to go.

Maybe we should have consummated our relationship on the canopy bed at the beach. I almost told him at the pool bar to expect it. But when we got there, I wanted to save it. We needed to be in his or my bed. We’d had already experienced so much that was erotic that day. We took interim measures. We satisfied each other in other ways.

At eight o’clock I opened a bottle of wine. I stood in the kitchen looking at the walk to my front door hoping to see David. He would knock on the door and fall into my arms. He would tell me what a brilliant day he had writing and thank me for being understanding.

At eleven o’clock I went to bed and cried myself to sleep.

***
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BY NOON THE NEXT DAY there was no sign of David. My spine turned to ice. I knew what this meant. No more tears. In a weak moment, I thought I would run over to David’s cottage on the pretense of seeing if he was okay but decided it was a desperate, amateur move. The professional move would be to move on. I was known for my decisiveness at the law firm. I may as well use it now.

I called Julie and gave her the update: David had blown me off for real. She said I was being hasty but understood where I was at.

“You need to get your mind off him, that’s all. Let’s go somewhere. We can take the kids for a mini vacation.”

“Being in Jamaica is a vacation, isn’t it?”

“I mean someplace where we can go get pampered and have daycare for the children. Let’s fly over to the Goldeneye, you know, where Ian Fleming wrote James Bond novels. It’s a whole thing now. Five stars and massages on the beach. Could you go for that? It’s a thirty-minute hop by plane. But you’ll have to keep your suit on. If that’s a problem...”

“I could definitely go for that, and I’m happy to keep my suit on. When can we go?”

“How soon can you be ready?” Or we can go tomorrow if that’s better. It’ll give you another day to see if David shows up.”

“Today works for me. I can be ready in an hour.”

“Let me call you back.”

Ten minutes later we were all set. We’d fly across the island at three o’clock. We’d be sitting on the beach sipping cocktails by five.

***
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“ARE WE GETTING ON THAT thing? It seems kind of small.” The plane didn’t look big enough for four people plus two pilots.

“It’ll get us there, don’t worry,” said Julie. “It’s a private charter.”

“You chartered a plane?”

“Would you rather drive all day to get there? Over mountains? Or be sitting on the beach with a fru-fru drink at the cocktail hour? Don’t worry about it. This is on me.”

We had a beautiful short flight which thrilled the kids and we checked into a five-star resort an hour and a half later, slightly longer than Julie’s estimate. We changed into our suits in our private bungalow and headed for the beach.

This resort made the one in Negril look like a Motel 6. Everything looked spanking new and much more upmarket. It had a private lagoon with an island in the center. A huge saltwater pool spilled onto the beach. There were no naked people or topless women.

“Aren’t all the beaches Jamaica topless?” I asked.

“No, only a few attached to adult resorts, like the beach back home. They own it, but they don’t maintain it. It’s for spillover during the high season. Why? You feel the need to get nekkid?”

I laughed. “No. I’m now think getting naked was a mistake. Look what it got me... I’m fine wearing a suit.”

“It doesn’t cover much. You had eyeballs all over you walking over here.”

“What else is new?” I said. “I’m sorry. I don’t mean to sound full of myself. When all people notice is you’re pretty it can get kind of annoying. I’ve got brains too.”

“I know all about that. Don’t worry. But you didn’t make a mistake back in Negril. You went to a nude beach. You got naked. David was naked, wasn’t he? I got naked.”

“Yeah.”

“You went with the flow. Anyway, nudity isn’t a big thing anymore. Have you heard of the internet?”

“Yes, I have. It’s shocking,” I laughed. Nudity wasn’t a big thing to the world, but it was to me. I had a say in who could see me naked. In was still my decision.

It didn’t trouble me David and I met the way we did, but it was worth mentioning. Julie was my sounding board. If I had any doubts about anything, she would shoot straight with me. We chatted about other things until dinner. We had an excellent meal and the kids were terrific. I couldn’t get enough of them. When they called me “aunt” it melted my heart. It was so much better than “cousin”.

Though Julie didn’t bring him up again, I couldn’t stop thinking about David. I imagined him knocking on my door and not getting an answer. Devilishly, I hoped he would suffer pain when I didn’t open the door. I understood his need for space, but two days of silence was uncalled for. It was rude. It made our experiences in the short time we spent together meaningless. Maybe it was a fling. I didn’t need flings to get off. I knew how to take care of myself.

After the girls were asleep, we sat on the deck of the bungalow overlooking the sea. Julie had grabbed a bottle of Remy Martin XO for the room. She poured us each a snifter.

“Where did you get the glasses? It must be a hell of a minibar,” I said.

“Salut,” she replied. “They’ve got everything here. Don’t ask about the prices.”

“I appreciate it, Julie, but I can pay. Clive takes good care of my money.”

“You can pay for the next trip. These two days are on me. And Clive, of course.”

“Thanks. Now, don’t pour me a second. I’ve had my booze allowance for the week. I need a clear head.” 

“You just need to relax. You’ll get things sorted out with David. As I said, it was probably a misunderstanding, that’s all. If not, you had some fun, right? Don’t worry.”

She was right, but I shouldn’t have left without leaving a note. And now I didn’t have contact information though I knew I could get his number from Clive. I didn’t want to appear weak to him or Julie so I didn’t ask for the number.

What bothered me now was not David. I came to Jamaica determined not to fall victim to false promises of love and romance. While I was getting Jason out of my system and rebooting my life, David had slipped in. Accidents happen...

The next day was one of utter luxury. After playing with the girls in the pool, Julie set them up in the resort daycare and we got massages in beach cabanas. It was so soothing I fell asleep.

We enjoyed a brilliant lunch and later spent the afternoon lounging on the beach. We raced each other, swimming around the island in the lagoon and, after collecting the girls, explored the resort’s other features. There was a jungle walk with a hill climb and waterfall with smooth rocks you could slide down into a pool. 

After another great dinner, we settled in our bungalow and watched a movie. 

I slept like a lamb.

The next morning we toured Ian Fleming’s estate. I fell in love with the grounds and private beach. I knew it was more lux now than in Ian Fleming’s day, with a few cottages added and other amenities, but the soul of the place was alive as a writer’s retreat. Though I fought doing so, I could see David and me set up like this. He would write in the morning and we’d swim in the warm Caribbean after lunch. We’d pick mangoes and oranges from our backyard and stare into each other’s eyes and watch the sunsets. Our children would roam and explore our tropical paradise and fill us with joy.

“Maybe someday, huh?” said Julie, as we walked back to our tour bus.

“That’s what I was thinking.”

We spent the rest of the day by the pool with the kids before it was time to fly home. I felt anxious all the way there. Would there be a note on my door? It gave me hope to think so, but I sunk into despair at the idea of seeing no note.

As Julie was driving me home, we passed David coming out of the cottage next to his. He was standing shirtless in the doorway. There was a blonde girl standing next to him wearing nothing but a bathrobe.

Julie saw him too.
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Chapter 17: The Muse Strikes
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DAVID

DAVID MAKES IMPORTANT DISCOVERY

After Bret saw me out, I returned to my cottage a little buzzed from the strong coffee. Booze I could handle well, but not coffee, which I always mixed down to a half caffeinated blend. I tried to read but my mind kept reverting to my Jenny dilemma. Maybe the car I saw was delivering her home. I resisted the urge to investigate the possibility until I could take it no more. I de-resisted.

It was dark when I got to Jenny’s. I walked to the kitchen window, which involved hopping through the shrubbery. I couldn’t see any lights in the back of the cottage. Maybe she had come home and gone straight to bed. I resisted the urge to check this possibility as well and failed once more. I climbed over the low wall to look through her bedroom window. There were no signs of any recent occupation, no suitcase dumped on the bed, and clearly no one in it.

I walked home in a funk. This was the third day of her absence, the fourth day since we’d been together. Maybe the small airplane connected with a New York flight out of Kingston, and Julie went along for a visit to the mainland. Julie would come back and Jenny would not.

Imagining this possibility set off a delirium of recent memories. I remembered seeing Jenny naked for the first time, her back toward me, the loveliness of her bottom, the sound of her voice when she spoke, its smokey flair when she flirted and teased, the way she touched me the first time. We shared so many “first things” or “first times” during our short acquaintance I had lost count. A normal couple would have taken six months to get them all covered. We took twenty-four hours.

Cinderella’s prince fell in love with her during a brief ball and developed a glass slipper fetish. Falling in love was not a function of time but of two people connecting and finding they could not resist each other. Jenny and I broke no rules nor formed any new ones. We simply fell in love. It was clear I had, and I was sure she had too. I did not need to confer with rocket scientists to feel confident on this point.

She was now three days gone and I was becoming three days mad. I didn’t mean to get lost in my work and break my “next day” promise. Maybe I could prove it to her. 

I reread the work which had consumed me like a fever. My jaw dropped when I realized I could see Jenny between the lines. She had been the muse that set my mind on fire, causing me to lose all sense of time, forcing me to abandon nourishment. I had fallen into a stupor of creativity. It obliterated the temporal world and general consciousness, and it was my love for Jenny that me took there.

I now knew I had to flesh Jenny out from between the times and into the story proper. She would see I never left her side those days of my nonappearances. I was too busy. I was with her on another plane.

I worked all night. The sun was rising when I put my worn and bruised pencil on my writing table, brushed its shavings from my lap and went to bed. Beyond what I’d written there was no more to say.

***
[image: image]


I SLEPT UNTIL TEN. Fortunately, I’d remembered the ceiling fan so I didn’t wake up in a pool of perspiration. Padding into the kitchen to make coffee I got the bright idea there might be a note stuck on my front door. I checked. There wasn’t.

I took my coffee to the patio and admired the clear skies. A heavy breeze stirred whitecaps on the ocean. I hadn’t checked the weather reports since I arrived. There could be a monstrous hurricane organizing nearby and I wouldn’t know. The beach looked crowded and no one appeared in a hurry to be elsewhere.

There was no sign of Gerdi or Bret. I knew another long swim would do me good. There was a chance I’d run into them naked and frolicking on the beach. This wasn’t an incentive. I wasn’t interested in them. If the Dutch woman were sirens meant to lure me into a rocky shore, it hadn’t worked. 

I reviewed my story, my love letter to Jenny. She would read it and understand everything, especially how much she meant to me and how, as my muse, she had liberated my inner fires. Meeting her evaporated the thick wall I had placed between myself and the world. I now truly felt I had a place in it. 

With her.

I could barely make out my handwriting. My words had arrived in such a fury my fine penmanship had become a scrawl. There was no way Jenny or anyone else could make sense of it. I needed to type it into my laptop and print it out. As a coder, I could type well over two hundred words a minute. The problem was, I didn’t have a printer.

I checked the local listings for a Kinkos and ended up with an address in Negril for the local FedEx office. It said printing services were available. I sat at once to type my scribbled ode to Jenny into my laptop. When done, I would call Larry and have him take me to Negril and have it printed.
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Chapter 18: Stormy Weather
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JENNY

JENNY MEETS RAY

“Maybe you should come home and stay with me tonight,” said Julie. Driving back from the airport, after seeing David standing with a blonde woman in the doorway of the cottage next to his, she knew I might be in bad shape, even worse shape than before. The blonde was wearing a bathrobe and it didn’t look like she was wearing anything else.

Julie pulled into my driveway to turn around. I had hoped to see a note on the door. There wasn’t one. We drove past David’s cottage again on the way to Julie’s. There was no sign of him now.

Back at Julie’s, Clive was going over paperwork at the kitchen with a man I didn’t know. Clive got up to give us all a hug. There was some hurried catching up before Julie left to get the girls settled. I looked at Ray then at Clive and spoke with a nod.

“I’m sorry... Ray, this is Jenny, my cousin,” said Clive, clueing in.

“Hi, Ray.” He was a handsome man about my age with a warm, easy smile.

“Hey, Julie. Nice to meet you.” He stood to shake my hand.

“Ray is from New York too. We used to work together up there,” said Clive. He turned to Ray. “Jenny is here on a kind of sabbatical. She’s had enough of New York for a while.”

“I know about being tired of New York,” said Ray. “I wish I had the courage to take a sabbatical. Maybe in a couple years.”

“What do you do?” I asked.

“Financial and legal services.”

“He’s an attorney too, Jenny,” said Clive. “In another year he’ll be like you, burned out.”

Ray laughed. “I’m already there, Clive. As I said, I don’t have the courage yet to do anything else.”

Julie returned and I helped fix a light dinner. Clive decided “light” was not an option for the men and went to their patio with Ray to start the grill.

“Ray seems nice,” I said. “I should have met him first and not David.” I attempted an ironic laugh, but it wasn’t convincing.

“Well, you’ve met him now, but he might disappoint you too in the end. He’s gay.”

“It’s my luck, right?”

“You haven’t got David out of your head yet. You haven’t said anything yet about seeing him with that woman. How are you feeling about that?”

I didn’t know how I felt. I put an instant block on it. I wasn’t ready to let it in yet.

“You know, you don’t have to be brave here. Let it out,” said Julie. “If I came home and saw Clive in the doorway of the house next door with a woman in her bathrobe, I might have some feelings about that.”

“Can you kick David out of the cottage? And whoever the woman was out of hers?”

“It’s not the way we do things, Jen. You know it. That’s called spite. Anyway, they both signed leases.” She smiled to lighten the mood.

“I’m only kidding. I was giving David the benefit of the doubt right up to that point but not anymore. Now I’m mad.”

“Mad’s okay. But there’s a chance you still don’t have all the facts. Maybe something came up. Maybe he tried to see you while you were away.”

“I thought there might be a note on the door.”

“Maybe there’s one now, who knows?”

“So what about the sexy blonde in the robe?”

She laughed. “You’ll get it figured out. But look, if you’re done with him, that’s fine. You don’t have to see him again. I’m playing the devil’s advocate here. We don’t know what we don’t know.”

She was right. You don’t know what you don’t know.

We had a nice dinner, and the girls kept me so occupied the next day I barely thought about David. I decided to stay another night.

“The weather’s taking a turn,” said Clive, coming into the kitchen with fresh grilled lobsters on a platter. He checked his weather app for Jamaica. “Tropical depression moving through tonight. We’ll get some wind and rain. By the time it gets to Cuba it might be a hurricane.”

I was glad I’d decided to stay over.

After our nice, long dinner I was bushed and ready for bed. Ray had taken the guest room so Julie put me in with the girls. My mind slipped back to thinking of David, and returning to my cottage the next day. Being alone again didn’t sound so good. In the middle of the night when the storm hit, the eldest had a nightmare. I held her until she fell back asleep. Her nightmare wouldn’t be there in the morning. I wasn’t sure whether mine would be or not. The wind was howling and rain pounded the windows. I snuggled with my little cousin. Now she was comforting me.
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Chapter 19: Deed Is Done 

[image: image]


DAVID

THAT SAME NIGHT

After I finished typing, I called Larry and an hour later stood in FedEx Negril printing two copies of my passion manifesto to Jenny. I bought a large manila envelope and packing tape so I could affix Jenny’s copy to her front door. I had Larry stop at Hi-Lo so I could get more groceries and was home by ten. The wind had been picking up all afternoon and into the evening but there still was no rain. I guessed there was a dry weather front moving through the area.

I made a martini and sat in the living room for a final read-through of the “story” I would later tape to Jenny’s door. I finished the martini and walked up to her place. I was hoping to see lights. If she was there, I would knock on the door and just hand it to her. But her place was dark, so I taped the envelope to the door and left.

I made a nightcap and sat on my patio. The few street lights were swinging in the wind. I was feeling good about my day’s efforts. Jenny would read what I’d written and see the value it in. She’d truly know how I felt about her and forgive my slights. We would go to the beach tomorrow and pick up where we left off. 

I could hear waves pounding on the beach when I went to bed. I didn’t need the ceiling fan thanks to the stiff breeze coming off the ocean and now singing through my bedroom window screens. I heard a loud crack of thunder. These sounds made me think of one of my mother’s favorite movies, South Pacific. I could see its themes parallelling into my current life. It was a romantic story with many trials and tribulations and a few misunderstandings. 

This was my current life in a nutshell.
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Chapter 20: Ray Of Sunshine
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JENNY

RAY & JENNY MAKE PLANS

“That was quite a storm,” I said, joining Clive and Julie in the kitchen after our stormy night.

“Yeah, but not too bad,” said Clive. “This side of the island seldom gets a big one.”

“What’s your day look like, Julie?” I asked.

“Nothing special. I’ve got laundry to do. That’s about it for excitement. Clive has to run a few errands. Ray is going to kick back around here, maybe explore the beach. Maybe you two could find something to do. He heads back to New York tomorrow. All he’s done so far is work with Clive.”

“I’ll have to go home at some point,” I said. “I may as well get Jenny 2.0 back on track. I’ve got more work to do on the book I’m editing. I should have been sending it off today.”

“You know what’s best,” said Julie. Ray joined us in the kitchen. “Hey, Ray. Have the girls been playing nice?”

“They seem to know who’s boss around here. It’s not me,” he said, smiling. “Hey, Jenny. You doing okay this morning?”

“I’m fine, thanks.” I wondered if Ray knew about my recent troubles. “Julie said you wanted to go to the beach. Which one?”

Ray looked confused. “I’m not sure. The one I can see from here I guess.”

“She means there’s a small nude beach and a bigger prude beach,” said Julie. “The closest one is the nude beach, the one you see from the patio. The resort owns it but anybody can use it.”

Ray laughed. “Well, I might check it out. I’ve always been curious. I’ve heard most ‘nudists’ shouldn’t be seen naked under any circumstances.”

Julie laughed. “Jenny and I were there the other day, Ray. We don’t look so bad nekkid.” She laughed again. “Jenny can take you. It’s no big deal.” Her eyes were now teasing me.

“Right. That’s me. Nudist Jenny,” I said, joking. I didn’t mean it. I had already decided to retire nudist Jenny and be two-piece Jenny. Ray’s being gay probably meant he wouldn’t care either way, unless he hoped to meet someone there. In that case, he wouldn’t want to be seen with a woman.

“I’m curious, but I’m not dying of curiosity,” said Ray. “Clive told me to grab lunch at your place on the beach, said maybe we all could go. He won’t be back until dinner.”

“You can have lunch there with Jenny. She won’t mind. I don’t want to drag the girls out. They just had four busy days.”

“You up for it, Jenny? I don’t want to eat alone.”

“Sure, thanks. I worked there a few days helping out Clive, but I haven’t eaten as a paying customer. It’s not really a restaurant, you know. It’s a beach hut with a barbeque grill.”

“That’s why Clive said I should go. He wants my ideas for the place. He wants to do a makeover.”

“I learn something new every day,” said Julie. “Clive never told me anything about a makeover.”
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Chapter 21: Wrong Impressions 
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DAVID

A CASE OF BAD TIMING

The skies cleared by morning and only a slight breeze blew through the palms. My patio furniture was haphazardly redistributed by the storm. I straightened it up before progressing at a leisurely pace through my usual morning routines.

I fought the urge to see if Jenny had found my envelope. My hope was, she had read it, and would soon skip down the lane to tell me how much she loved me. By ten o’clock, with no sign of Jenny skipping down the lane or knocking at my door, I went up to her place. There was no note on the door.

So, she was home, and could at this minute be inside reading my prose-styled ode. I felt optimistic. Rather than intrude, I left the ball in her court. 

Even with the slight breeze, the day was heating up quickly. I decided to have a long swim which I’d follow it with a bite at the beach hut. I gave myself a break from willing the need to work. Today, I would sharpen the saw, live a little, smell the flowers. I grabbed a towel and walked to the beach.

It looked much different after the storm, beginning with the thinner crowd. A line of seaweed stranded fifteen feet from the waterline steamed in the heat. There was other debris scattered here and there but no signs of shipwreck, aside from a guy passed-out face down in the sand. It must have been a big night at the resort, and he was an escapee. I dropped my shorts and towel and dove in, commencing my usual routine up and down the shoreline employing Olympic style strokes.

When I’d had enough, I returned to my stuff, spread out my towel and laid down to recuperate. My brain kept loitering over imagined scenes of life with Jenny. Despite knowing wishful thinking drove my imagination, I was determined to remain positive. It was a struggle as my midwestern upbringing made me suspicious of feeling good about things. 

My mother said her parents forever prepared for the worst. They were so busy preparing they failed to enjoy their lives. They endured. This was particularly hard on my mother as her friend’s parents were hippies or, worse, freethinkers. My mother didn’t see the light until after I went to college and she started “working on herself.” She read about and practiced meditation and started a book club focused on esoteric eastern beliefs and practices. Frankly, she became a better person. She became more loving and open and warm.

And apologetic. She apologized for pushing so hard and not encouraging me to go out and enjoy myself. She and my father knew computers had a bright future. Because I had a knack for hooking up VCR and DVD players, and sorting out wifi connections and setting the time function on the microwave, they naturally concluded I should major in computer science. So I did.

My father told me not to get caught up in goofball stuff at college, including girls. He said that could come later, without adding “when you can pay for it.”

No one asked if I wanted to pursue the track they’d laid out for me. Fortunately, I did have a knack for computer science and programming. It was not a great struggle to excel though I kept this knowledge to myself.

What I later found was I couldn’t handle was the soul-sucking nature of working “on a team” in a corporate environment. In the end, it wasn’t for me. After seven years it had depleted my soul. When I put myself up for voluntary downsizing, I could hear the drain closing. When I left my girlfriend and New York and came to Jamaica, I could feel life streaming back into me. When I met Jenny, I slipped into a wonderful cyclone of erotic adventure. I would need a larger container to hold the nourishment now spilling into my soul. It took the past few days of pain and misery to focus the spotlight on these facts. 

“Hello David,” spoke a voice.

A shadow had crossed my face in what I would soon learn to be the shape of Bret. She moved when I opened my eyes and the sun burned my retinas. I sat up.

“Hi, Bret,” Gerdie was beside her. They were both naked, which made three of us thus similarly de-attired. It made me nervous to be seen like this, but it was a nude beach after all, and Jenny had sung a few praises about nudism, including wondering why would anyone wear a suit on a beach? I relaxed. It wasn’t cheating to be naked with other women on a nude beach. It was being a nudist.

“Were you sleeping? I’m sorry if we woke you,” said Gerdi.

“No, just thinking. How are you two?”

“Good. We’re going to get a bite to eat. We’ve been here all morning.”

“I didn’t see you.”

“We weren’t hiding.”

“No.”

“Did your woman come back?” asked Bret.

“I think so. She might be back.”

“Good. You seemed a little sad the other day. Gerdi was hoping you would come back and play with her.” Gerdi spoke in fierce Dutch for a moment and Bret laughed. “I’m kidding of course.”

Sirens, I thought again. Bret’s middle was twelve inches from my face and wearing a nice vertical smile.

“Can we sit with you?” asked Gerdi.

“Sure.”

“Tell us about American men. We met two last night. They were terrible.”

“How so?” I asked.

“Pushy. And drunk. They said they knew about Dutch girls. One said we all sat in windows hoping for sex and took drugs.”

“Everyone’s heard about Amsterdam’s red light district and legal drugs. It’s about all Americans know about Holland. Were they college guys?”

“No. They were like you. Men. There were other men too, but they were the same. Verliezer we call them. Losers.”

“Was this at the resort?” I asked.

“No. A bar called Fuji, over there,” “Gerdi pointed over my shoulder but I didn’t look. 

“Well, I’m sorry it happened. I can’t speak for them. I don’t go to bars much. The past few days have been an exception.”

“And you don’t hit on women. This makes you attractive.”

Bret had said this the other day as had Jenny. Maybe I’d found the secret to dating. Be a clod around women.

“Careful, David, Gerdi is flirting with you,” said Bret.

There was another brief exchange in Dutch. They both stood and she said, “Do you want to eat with us, up there?” She pointed to the beach hut.

“Sure,” I said. Noticing again how beautifully naked they were, I felt the need to add, “We have to wear our clothes, you know.”

Gerdi said, “Yes,” and pointed twenty feet away to their towels and clothes. I must have walked right past them when I arrived. Or maybe they had been on a stroll.

“We need to rinse the sand,” said Brett. They both went back into the ocean and I decided to follow. We spent a few minutes bobbing around before coming in to get our clothes on and eat.

My usual table overlooking the beach was free. We put our stuff there and got in the serving line to order. Famished, I got a double large chicken jerk portion and opted for a sugary Coke over my usual beer at lunch. The Dutch women selected the vegetarian options and a pitcher of beer. We sat and launched into our meals. Bret’s top wasn’t functioning properly and her breasts kept swinging into view. She noticed my noticing and smiled without addressing the situation.

They shared wild stories about their week at the resort. Apparently, I had been there on a quiet night and, based on what they told me, I was the better for it. Still, I reserved judgment. Those resort people spilled out of the States leaving their buttoned-up existences behind and got bawdy and lecherous and whatever else they pleased. No one was harmed and, more importantly, no one would believe their stories when they got home anyway. So, did it really happen, whatever it was? Of course it did, but to their general benefit, and without harming their dignity where they lived.

We were having a good time and laughing a lot and it was nice to be sitting with such pretty women which seemed to be my new thing. As I reflected on this, Bret tapped my shoulder.

“Is that your woman friend over there?”

I looked and saw Jenny with a guy who’d fallen out of the pages of GQ magazine. They made a handsome couple and everyone stared at them, including Bret and Gerdi. As I grappled with the information pouring from this scene, Jenny’s eyes stared right into mine. I saw flames and arrows escaping. She said something in the man’s ear. He put a protective arm around her and they left.

“That didn’t look so good,” said Gerdi.

No, it didn’t.
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Chapter 22: Two Blondes, One David 
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JENNY

30 MINUTES EARLIER

After cleaning up breakfast dishes, Ray and I borrowed Julie’s car so we could get my luggage home and take a short tour. Otherwise, we could have walked to the beach. Ray put my bags in the trunk. It was a nice, late model Mercedes, which looked kind of gangsta except for being brilliant white. Most of the cars here had seen better days elsewhere, possibly before being stolen and shipped to Jamaica.

I showed Ray the different resorts lining the coast around Negril. Most were all-inclusive and featured spectacular waterfronts. I told him about the resort nearest us and its lascivious atmosphere.

“It sounds like Sodom and Gomorrah. I wouldn’t want to be around here if the Rapture comes,” said Ray.

“I know. But sometimes you go with the flow, get caught up in the moment, cut loose before you know what you’re doing.”

“Yeah. I know all about that. It sounds like you know something too,” he said, laughing. “How long will you stay in Jamaica?”

“I’m giving myself six months before deciding what to do next. I don’t want to back to a big firm in New York. I may be blowing a hole in that possibility anyway. Things move fast up there.”

“If you’re good at it, it sticks with you. I wouldn’t worry. What do you want to do? You could write your own ticket based on what Clive told me.”

“He thinks pretty highly of me. I’m not sure I deserve it. Anyway, a small practice somewhere would be nice. I’d need to retrain in some areas but I’m a quick learner. I don’t want to be restricted to New York either.”

“Too bad you can’t set up here. You could in the Virgin Islands if you like Caribbean life. Their legal system is aligned with ours. I’ve done corporate work there.”

I hadn’t thought of it, and now that I did, I caught myself trying to imagine David in the picture. It made my heart and mood sink. I had to get David out of my mind. He was most likely hanging out with the blonde woman right now. Thinking this way made it easier. I could be mad instead of sad.

“Yeah, maybe something could work. I don’t know. I’m going to try to keep it loose for now,” I said.

“You ever been married? Julie told me you were single but didn’t mention anything about your past.”

“No. I was close once. It didn’t work out. It’s part of the reason why I’m here. Things kind of came to a head for me in New York in all kinds of ways.”

“You’ll get everything sorted out. You’re a smart woman.”

We got to the beach hut and parked. Ray came around and opened my door. For a moment, I thought it was too bad we weren’t on the same team. He was a gorgeous guy.

We walked up to the beach hut deck and, looking for a table, I saw David. He was sitting with two blonde women looking very cozy like he was having the time of his life. My heart sank into my toes and I became a little faint.

I told Ray we had to leave and asked him to keep me steady. He picked up right away something was wrong. He put his arm around me and we left.
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Chapter 23: Shock & Horror
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DAVID

LIKE LYING ON A MEDIEVAL RACK OF NAILS.

GERDI FLIRTS

My mental state collapsed into a fury of shock and horror. Jenny had already picked up someone new, and they made a handsome couple. Everyone stared at them. A few days earlier they would have been staring at me and Jenny. I’d been replaced. I saw them drive off in a nice Benz. Maybe he was an alpha billionaire. It wasn’t my league and I couldn’t compete. While processing all this I must have slipped into another dimension because when Bret spoke, it sounded like she was shouting down a well looking for a lost child.

“David. David? Are you okay?”

I climbed out of the well. I hadn’t meant to be so transparent in my suffering but clearly had been.

“Yeah. I’m okay,” I said.

“She moves so fast,” said Gerdi. “He was a handsome guy. Lucky her.”

“Gerdi, shut up!” said Bret. “You can see David is upset.”

“I’m sorry,” said Gerdi. “But it’s true. Anyway, so she found someone else. It happens.” She got up to fetch something. She returned with a fresh pitcher of beer and glass for me. “Have some of this, David. It’ll make you feel better.”

I wasn’t in the mood to argue and accepted a beer. I drank it and Gerdi refilled the glass.

“Look, David,” said Bret. “It obviously upset her when she saw you. She left right away. If she didn’t care about you she would have said, what do you say? Fuck it? And she would have stayed. I don’t think she’s over you.”

“Maybe she didn’t want to sit in the same place with you,” said Gerdi. Bret delivered a fusillade of angry noises in Dutch to Gerdi and she seemed to clue in.

“I’m sorry, David,” said Gerdi. “I mean, maybe she was upset because she saw you with us. You both saw each other with other people.”

She had a point, but I wasn’t dating these women. We were having lunch together after an accidental meeting on the beach. When Jenny left with GQ man, it was with his arm around her. His car headed up the road to Jenny’s place and they were probably in there now. Maybe they were sitting on her sofa, she wearing only a loose fitting towel, preparing to seduce him later at the resort. In a few hours, they would sit at the pool bar naked, about to recreate the vulva slip-n-slide move now residing with top billing in my memory.

Imagining all this was like lying on a medieval rack of nails waiting to be quartered and drawn by foul-smelling knights. The images kept coming, my every act of intimacy with Jenny now featuring GQ man instead of me. Love was a supernatural torture when an ax was drawn through it. It would be much better never to have fallen in love. A week ago, before Jenny entered my life, I was okay with the void she had tumbled into. I was used to the void. I knew how to navigate the world without love. I’d been doing it all my life.

Gerdi put her hand on my bare knee. It was warm and soft and troubling. Thanks to a few illuminating comments from Bret, it had become clear Gerdi was a ravenous type. Had I met her or Bret before knowing of Jenny’s existence, it could have been one of them now breaking my heart. There was no way to know.

“David, you should talk about this. You don’t have to hold it in,” said Gerdi. “You can tell us what you’re thinking. Was she good in bed?”

“Fuck, Gerdi,” said Bret. “You say all the wrong things.”

“Thanks,” I said. “I was having a moment there thinking foul smelling knights were eviscerating my body with swords and daggers. Nothing too serious. And now I’m thinking of her in bed.”

“Swords?” said Gerdi. “Who had a sword?”

“It’s a metaphor, Gerdi,” said Brett. She repeated the word in Dutch, which sounded exactly the same.

More Dutch passed between them in somewhat conspiratorial tones. I was frankly glad they were there. Misery loves company, especially when the company is attractive and blonde. I wasn’t getting any ideas about hooking up with them. I was acknowledging their presence was soothing.

“Let’s finish this and go for another swim, David. It’ll help you clear your head. We don’t have any plans.”

Initially, I resisted the appeal of her offer. In normal circumstances, returning to a nude beach to get naked with two liberated Dutch women wouldn’t involve mental deliberations of any kind. But for the moment, I preferred sitting there, putting aside my first impulse to return to my cottage and sulk, right after ripping up my ode to Jenny and burning it in the sink. 

As we finished our second pitcher of beer, Bret and Gerdi filled me in more thoroughly on their story. They were cousins several dozen times removed, so, therefore, not really cousins at all, and bisexual. They made this discovery together, neither of them having dabbled in lesbianism before. In fact, when I used the word “lesbian” they said they weren’t. They liked men too, they were “bi” and it was clear this point was not up for debate.

Their sabbatical was an attempt to explore and certify their new identity away from their everyday lives. Being European, they liked nude beaches, so the “X” where we now sat on was the mark they had placed on the map. I found their story and the logic supporting it sound but wasn’t feeling tempted to help them in their explorations. 

In a month or so I might be ready to give love another try, though with these two only lust was on the table. Not being a player and having its reputation to uphold meant in matters of their sexuality, I was a bystander.

We were all a little light headed from the beer and the heat and headed back to the beach for a long swim. We picked a spot near the water, dropped our towels, stripped, and dove in.

After separating to take care of our bladder needs we bobbed around each other at a close distance, which meant occasionally bumping into each other as the swells knocked us about. One brush with Bret reminded me of Jenny’s first contact. It had sent me into the stratosphere, but this slight encounter with Brett involved only the backside of my hand brushing her breast. It didn’t cause any sparks. Though I wasn’t lifted into the stratosphere, I did notice it. She smiled when I said “Sorry”.

We got out of the water and laid at the water’s edge letting small waves lap over our legs. I wasn’t having trouble controlling my excitability. My cock remained calm, which was a sign of my troubled mind, not that it usually minded where my head was at.

Finally, Bret returned to the subject of Jenny.

“So, have you decided what to do?” she asked.

“You mean about Jenny? No. Do you have any thoughts?”

“First, see if she’s home alone. If she is, go knock on her door and tell her you’re sorry and tell her you love her. It’s all true, right?” said Bret.

“Yes. But I’m sort of afraid I’ll see his car in her driveway.”

“Love is hard, but you’ll never escape it. There will always be love. It’s why we exist. People find ways to get over their differences. Otherwise, there would be no kids.”

She had made an irrefutable point.

Gerdi was jiggling her legs in the small waves and kept brushing me with her thigh. I wasn’t sure why she was sitting so close unless it was another European custom. I adjusted my position to produce a couple inches of separation between us, but in an instant, her thigh was back rubbing my own. It revived my former difficulties with my stupid cock, apparently on a break from paying attention to the torments spinning through my mind.

“Give her time to relax, David,” said Gerdi. “You don’t want to be too eager.”

“I’m afraid of her becoming more attached to whomever the guy was. It’s tying knots in my stomach.”

Gerdi put a hand on my tummy and rubbed it. “Put it out of your mind for a while, David. You’ll feel better. Go over there tomorrow after you’ve had a good sleep.”

I was sure Gerdi’s interests were of the self-interested kind and she was plotting something. When she removed her hand it deliberately brushed the northern frontier of my pubic region. She stood, muttered something in Dutch, and went back in the water.

“Beer,” said Bret. “She has a small bladder.”

“You think I should just go over to Jenny’s?” I asked.

“Yes. It’s better to know, isn’t it? If she rejects you, I know Gerdi will try to make you feel better. She’s still flirting with you. You better be careful or she’ll be crawling into your bed tonight.”

I knew Bret could be right but I didn’t want to offend Gerdi or lose their company. I needed to have a firm plan in mind before returning to my solitude. Even if I was now technically “free”, I wouldn’t have enjoyed a romp in the hay with Gerdi or any other woman.

“Are you two a couple?” I asked Brett.

“You would call us a ‘team’. We do everything together.” 

Gerdi rejoined us and sat facing me this time, her legs spread to accommodate mine without a modicum of modesty. She leaned back using her arms for support and shook out her hair. This made her breasts impossible to ignore. Anyone viewing this scene would assume I was one lucky guy. I, on the other hand, kept visualizing Jenny sitting on her sofa with GQ man, listening to smooth jazz, sipping wine and chatting. He would be admiring her breasts.

“David was asking about us, Gerdi. I told him we were a team.”

Gerdi said something in Dutch and I judged this a bit unfair of her to do, though I didn’t really mind.

“We are lovers with open minds, David,” said Gerdi. “That’s more what I would call it. We are on what you call the leading edge. Relationships are changing now.”

“You mean for women?” I asked.

“No. For everybody. You too, maybe,” said Gerdi.

“How is it changing? I don’t get it.”

“People are free to experiment now. One man, one woman in the bedroom, that used to be it—it’s not so true anymore. Now it’s two women, one man, no man, whatever you like.”

“I’m more a one woman, one man in the bedroom kind of guy.”

“Remember, we saw you at the resort that night. You weren’t in any bedroom. We know what you did. You were sitting right next to us.”

“Well, I see what you mean by free to experiment, but we were still one man, one woman.”

“And naked, with two dozen people around you... Anyway, you could be with us tonight. You could touch me right now if you want.” 

“See, I told you to watch out,” said Bret. “She’s after you.”

Instead of switching to Dutch, Gerdi said, “Bret, I’m just making a point. He’s free to do as he pleases, as long I’m okay with it. It’s not 1950.”

“Gerdi,” I said. “I get what you’re saying. My head’s not on straight at the moment. You’re both extremely tempting, but for now, I’m happy for the friendship to help me through my misery. It doesn’t mean I’m not attracted to both of you.”

“Okay, but if you change your...” Gerdie was cut off by Bret.

“He knows, Gerdi. Shut up now.”

I decided it was time to go home and have private space to reflect and maybe even reconsider this Jamaica thing. Perhaps it would be best to hop to another island and start over. I would have to make sure it didn’t have a nude beach. Maybe a nice leper colony existed somewhere with decent rates.

I got up and thanked Bret and Gerdi for lunch and spending time with me. Gerdi said they would check on me later and suggested dinner might be a good idea. I gave a noncommittal nod and walked home.
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Chapter 24: Are You Kidding Me?  
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JENNY

SPILLED WINE THEN A REVELATION

“Are you okay?” asked Ray. We were walking back to the car from the beach hut where I’d just seen David with two blondes.

“I saw someone I didn’t want to see. I’m sorry. I can make us something to eat at my place.”

“A guy? The guy who broke your heart? You’ve got that kind of look on your face.”

“Well, something like that. If you really want to know I can tell you over lunch.” It was clear Clive or Julie had told Ray about David.

“If you want to, sure. I’m glad to lend an ear if it’ll help.”

Ray drove me home and brought in my luggage. It was stuffy inside and he helped open the windows. We went into the kitchen and I made sandwiches. 

“So,” said Ray. “What happened back there, if you still want to talk about it.”

“Let’s get this finished and sit out back. It’ll be stuffy in here until the breeze picks up later.”

We took our food to the patio. Everything had been blown around by the storm. Ray tidied up enough so we could sit. I went and got a bottle of wine and glasses and set them out too.

“Oh, thanks,” he said. “It’s early for me. You go ahead. I’ll stick with water.”

“I’m sorry. I mean, I don’t usually drink this early but...”

“Hey, you’ve had a shock, or whatever it was that happened back there. You need a drink.”

“I guess I should explain a little, huh?”

“If you still want to.”

I took Ray back to my first sighting of David, the subsequent days where I couldn’t muster the courage to talk to him outright, my scheming to get introduced on the nude beach. I told him I even thought about what to wear so my striptease would get David’s notice. 

“So, you met him naked?” he said. “Damn. I should give it a try. You see what you’re getting first.”

“I did. I know it sounds crazy.”

“And he was lying there naked?”

“Yeah. The Full Monty. I saw him naked once before and he didn’t know about it. He’s got a nice body.”

“So, you met on the beach. It’s not unusual. People do it all the time though they’re usually wearing bathing suits.”

“It’s different naked, that’s for sure.” I laughed, thinking of David’s problem with erections.

“How?”

“You can’t hide what you’re feeling, you know? I mean, the man can’t. It’s easier for a woman not to show.”

“So this guy got an erection in front of you? Because of you? I can see why it happened.” He gave me a gorgeous smile.

“Thanks. Yeah, he kept having a problem, and I told him he could chill. I didn’t really mind.”

“It shows you’re a nice woman.”

“Well, I hope so. But the thing is, you meet like that and everything goes kinda fast. It’s a charged situation, it accelerates things.”

“Things can happen fast anywhere. But naked, plus you’re both here in Jamaica and there’s a vibe in the air—well, how charged did it get?

“We made out on the beach. I even touched him. He touched me too. That kind of charged.”

“And there were other people around?”

“Not at that point. We sat for a long time talking, took a swim, drank rum and Cokes. By the time we touched there weren’t many people around and we were mostly discreet.”

“Lucky man,” said Ray. It seemed odd a gay man would say this. Maybe he was empathizing with David.

“He came over for drinks that night, and we went to the resort after.”

“The Sodom and Gomorrah resort?”

“Yeah. There.”

“Well, you set the mood for it in the afternoon, I guess.”

I didn’t want to go into the rest of what happened that night. I told him we spent the next day together, and how in twenty-four hours it felt like we a married couple, how it was like someone smeared us with super glue and stuck us together.

“It’s happened to me too. You meet someone and you know it’s right.”

“That’s it exactly. Anyway, we spent twenty-four hours together, and I thought it would go on forever, and it’s what we told each other too. We were laying it out. I even talked about babies and he didn’t flinch.”

“My sister would say he’s a keeper. She keeps meeting men and as soon as having a family comes up they’re gone.”

I’d replayed the conversation with David over and over in my mind a dozen zillion times. Thinking of it again made me sad.

“So, after our second day on the beach, we were going to take a break to freshen up and regroup later, then he said something about work. I said okay, I understood, and we agreed to meet up the next day. He promised. He ditched me after that. It broke my heart. I didn’t see him again until today. It didn’t look like he was working so hard.” 

I started to cry and picked up my napkin to wipe my eyes, not noticing the wine glass sitting on it. It spilled all over me.

“Shit!” I stood to let the wine run off my lap. Ray stood to help but there was nothing he could do.

I excused myself to change. 

I jumped in the shower for a quick rinse and put on my robe thinking, even though it was on the sheer side, it wouldn’t matter to Ray. As a gay man, it wouldn’t have any effect.

I returned to the patio and poured myself a fresh glass of wine. Ray had cleaned everything up.

“So where was I? Oh yeah. He ditched me. The end.”

“I guess seeing him with a woman turned the knife.”

“Not one woman, two women. Two sexy looking blonde women... It’s hard to see and not become upset.”

“There’s always a chance things aren’t as they appear. It’s why we make so much money as attorneys.” 

“You mean I might have it all wrong? I was willing to believe it was possible until I saw him today. Two days ago I saw him coming out of the cottage next to his with a blonde woman. I assume she was one of the ones we saw today.”

“So, you’re thinking case closed.”

“Shouldn’t I?”

“It’s up to you. Plus, you have a right to know what happened after your fling, or whatever you’re calling what happened between you two.”

“For me, we were two souls becoming one. He took me places, Ray, I mean, it wasn’t us killing time together. We created another dimension and climbed into it. That’s what’s so hard. He really flipped my switch if you know what I mean. It was like magic.”

“Okay, now you’re talking about something else here, aren’t you?”

“We didn’t make love. But it’s only a technicality now. We did almost everything else, I mean, stuff you don’t do as a couple until you’ve been together a long, long time.”

“You mean erotically.”

“Yes. I felt safe to go places with him, you know, places I wouldn’t have gone to before.”

I hadn’t noticed my robe had loosened up, and I was showing a lot of boob. What drew my attention was Ray’s staring. His eyes must have drifted to the anomaly.

Finally, he said, “So you guys made your own time. Your twenty-four hours were like a lifetime for some folks. I know it can happen. I’ve been there too.”

“Did he break your heart?”

“He?”

“When it happened to you, did a guy break your heart by ditching you too?”

“It was a ‘she’,” he said.

“I thought you were... Julie told me you were gay.”

Ray erupted into a hearty laugh. “No, not at all. I had an experience once during college. It didn’t stick. I told Clive about it one night when we’d had way too much to drink.”

“Oh shit, I’m sorry, Ray. I didn’t mean to suggest anything. Crap, I’m sitting here like a whore in this robe. I didn’t think it would matter if you were gay. No wonder you were looking at my boobs!”

Ray laughed some more. I was glad he thought it was funny. “Jenny, I have to admit, I wondered when you came out dressed as you are now. I didn’t mean to stare, I’m sorry. Don’t worry though. I didn’t think you were a whore. Not by any means. Now it makes sense.”

“I guess I should go get into something a little less casual... God, I’m so embarrassed.” I got up to put on some real clothes. Ray said he’d clean up.

I looked for something frumpy but couldn’t find anything. No sweats or mom-style loungewear of any kind. I had definitely packed light for this Jamaican getaway. 

It floored me to learn he wasn’t gay. When I told Julie it was a shame he was gay because he was so good looking I meant it. And while it was true, and I liked him and could plainly see he was he-man good looking, I didn’t sense a spark. He was like a dozen other men I liked and came to admire but didn’t feel a special connection. It’s why the special connections meant something. They were special. You know it in your heart and soul.

I settled on a T-shirt and shorts and joined Ray in the kitchen.

“I guess we covered a lot of ground there,” I said, walking in to find him doing the dishes. “I discovered you weren’t gay after thinking all along you were, and you heard about my slutty affair. Plus, you kinda saw my tits.”

Ray laughed. “I saw a small part of a single tit, to be precise. You weren’t exposed much. If you had been, I would have said something. And your adventures with your guy weren’t slutty by any means. It sounded like a true erotic journey. You’re not the type to put yourself out there for any guy. There must have been something special going on.”

“What do you mean, ‘put yourself out there’? Putting out?”

“No! I’m sorry. I meant, let go and explore yourself, your erotic desires and all that, with someone special. It’s not something you would do or want to do with some pickup. I wouldn’t.”

“Ray, I’m not sure how to say this but, now that I know you’re not gay, or entirely gay or whatever...”

“View of me as a boring heterosexual guy who experimented once. It wasn’t even once, really. It lasted a millisecond, and I didn’t like it at all.”

“Okay... I don’t want you to think I’m putting you off. I like you, but I’m not feeling amorous toward you. How could I? I hardly know you.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’m not looking at you that way either. Some things you simply know going in. You’re my type in a lot of ways... There’s not an easy way to explain these things, is there? I should be trying to get you in bed because you’re a beautiful woman, but I’m not that guy anymore. I’m not in college looking to get laid.”

“And I’m not looking for it either.” It relieved me to get this out of the way. Some women would say I was nuts to let a guy like Ray go. Maybe in a week it’s how I’d feel. But I still had David on my mind for now.

“Hey, it’s still early and I have a weird suggestion,” said Ray. “You can say no. I’m leaving tomorrow, and I’ve been thinking about the nude beach. I’d like to give it a try.”

“It’s not weird. I was curious too when I got here. You should try it.”

“Well, I was hoping to go with you. This is what could be the weird part. I don’t want to walk around naked alone. People might look at me funny.”

I have to admit this struck me as a little bit funky. He’s wasn’t asking me out on a date. But was he asking so he could see me naked? After the past week, I shouldn’t look at it as a strange proposal, but this is how it was striking me. It struck me like cheating even though I didn’t know who’d I be cheating on. Wasn’t I single now? I’d felt like I was engaged a few days before. My head must have been broken.

“Ray, I’m happy to go with you, but I’ll keep my suit on, okay? I hope you know it’s not personal. It feels a little funny right now to do that sort of thing.”

“I fully understand. It crossed my mind you might join me but it wasn’t why I suggested it. You can go as you are. I just want to have the experience so I can brag about it back at home.”

“And you won’t mind me seeing you naked?”

“Mind?” Ray laughed. “I think guys look for any opportunity they can find to be naked around a woman, whether they know them or not. But that’s not it. I just feel comfortable around you, plus, you’ve already tried it. You won’t be shocked.”

“No. I won’t be shocked. I’ve seen plenty of naked dudes lately.”

“We can take some pictures.”

“Pictures of you naked? Is that how you roll?” I laughed.

“I’d have to see the pictures first.” He laughed too.

“Okay, well, let me put on my suit. I’ll be right back.
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Chapter 25: Ray The Nudist
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JENNY

RAY TRIES NUDISM, JENNY TEASES HIM.

PINEAPPLE DRINKS.

Ray drove us to the ocean a little further down from the beach hut. I didn’t want to see David if he was still hanging there, especially if I was with Ray. Despite what he may or may not be doing, I didn’t want him to think I picked up guys when one was used up or left me. My routine was to go months without looking at a man after a relationship ended, whatever the reason.

Ray held my hand as I stepped over a fallen fence, probably blown over by the storm, and we walked a short sandy trail to the beach. It was crowded now with naked bodies everywhere.

“Well, there ya go, Ray. What do you think? It’s not like the Jersey Shore, is it?”

Ray’s head was swinging back and forth like a bobble toy. “I’ll say this is different, for sure. But I like what I’m seeing. Somehow, it looks more natural. Why dress for the beach?”

I removed my wrap, leaving me in my two-piece suit with the slim back. I smiled at Ray, “So, what are you waiting for, big guy?”

Ray smiled but seemed hesitant, like a kid standing on a high-board deciding whether to jump or dive.

“How about I go on ahead and you catch up?” I said.

“No, that’s not it.”

“You mean?”

“I may have a problem in common with your friend,” said Ray. I could see what he meant. Oh my, could I see...

“Well, let’s walk a bit and see if things settle down,” I said, smiling. “Don’t worry about me. I’m a big girl. I’ve seen things.”

“Now you’re teasing me.”

“Yes, I am.”

We walked to the waterline and turned toward the rock promontory separating the beaches. There were a lot of people strolling and we were bobbing around a lot of naked bodies. I was a little jealous. They looked so happy and free.

“How are things going? You ready to be a nudist, Ray?”

“You’re not helping, you know.”

If anything, this little adventure with Ray was taking my mind off David. 

“Would it help if I took off my top? I can do that.” 

“It would definitely not help.”

I laughed. I wasn’t going to remove my top, but I couldn’t resist teasing him for some reason. “Okay, I’ll leave it be. I’ll tell you what. I’ll go in the water and you can take off your shorts and join me. I’ll look out to sea until you say it’s okay.”

Ray considered this for a moment and said, “I’ll take my shorts off out there.”

“What do you have in your pockets? Wallet? Phone?”

“Yeah. I forgot about those.”

“Give them to me.” I wrapped them in my cover-up and laid it on our towels.

When we were up to our waists, I pulled off my bottoms, but only as a form of encouragement. I wanted to show Ray how easy it was to be a nudist. All you had to do was take off your suit. I held the bottoms up in my hand, showing them to Ray.

“See, it’s not so hard, is it?”

Ray pulled off his shorts and underwear, then balled them up and threw them to the shore. We swam out to where we could still touch the bottom with our toes.

“How do you like it,” I asked.

“I like it. You’re right. It’s liberating.”

“You’ll forget you're naked in a few minutes. Tell me about your situation in New York. It’ll take your mind off it.”

“Are you kidding? I can see you’re naked there. This water is the clearest I’ve ever seen.”

He was right as I could see him clearly enough. I turned and put my bottoms back on, laughing.

“Ray, I hope you won’t get any ideas. I’m just having fun here with you. If it’s too much tell me.”

“I’m okay. I simply need to adjust. If I can’t you should be flattered, I guess.”

Where had I heard that before?

“So, New York. Tell me about your life there.”

“I live in Jersey, so I commute every day. Our offices are midtown. I put in sixty to seventy hours a week. I make a ton of money and have no chance to spend any.”

“I know how that goes.”

“So, in ten years I should be in shape to call it good. I don’t plan to work forever.”

“So, you’ll retire in your early forties?”

“Or do something else. Clive is giving me some ideas. Do you know how much he makes off his little restaurant?”

“The lunch hut, that little thing? How much?”

“Well, I guess I shouldn’t say, but it’s a lot. He’s got seven other businesses here too. He’s making a ton.”

“Clive’s got the touch, that’s for sure,” I said.

“He’s a good man, and Julie’s a winner too.”

“I introduced them.”

“Maybe you’ve got some more girlfriends? I could use an introduction.”

“No love life at the moment?”

“Nothing serious or even close. As I said, I don’t have much time outside of work.”

“And no one at the office appeals to you?”

“We’ve got strict policies on interoffice romances. And no.”

“That’s where I got into trouble. A guy called Jason at my firm. I thought he was it until I wasn’t it anymore for him.”

“I’m sorry. Your break is coming. Give it time.”

“It’s what I keep hearing.”

I was getting a little waterlogged, so I suggested we head in. I asked Ray if he wanted me to toss him his shorts but he decided he was ready to try nudism for real, first asking if I’d mind. I told him to look around. The beach was full of naked men. As we emerged from the water he seemed a little aroused but I didn’t tease him.

We walked in silence until we reached the resort fence and I reminded Ray about getting some pictures.

“What do you think?” he said. “Could we get a picture of us together? I want the guys back home to be envious.”

I didn’t see any harm in it, knowing Ray wouldn’t get weird with posting them online. Since beginning my nudist career I’d seen about a hundred iPhones pointed at me. Once you’re out as a nudist, you’re out. But I was wearing a suit now, so I really didn’t mind.

“Sure, why not.” 

Ray asked the guy attending the resort gate if he’d take a picture, a request he probably received a hundred times a day from drunk naked tourists. 

I let Ray put his arm around me for a half dozen shots. I said I needed first rights of refusal, so he let me review them. In my sunglasses I could have been anybody, anybody with a great body, that is. Ray had me take a few more of him alone. He was now the master of his domain so they were all PG-rated, except for the nudity. What would he do with those pictures?

I suggested we hang his shorts on the fence to dry and sit on our towels while we waited. He noticed a waiter on the resort side of the fence delivering drinks and waved him over, flashing a fifty-dollar bill. The waiter came over, took an order from Ray, and disappeared.

“He said he’ll be back in five minutes,” said Ray.

“While you’re waiting I’m going to take another dip, okay?”

“Go for it.”

I dove in and swam underwater as far as I could, then came up and bobbed around. My hair hadn’t once been thoroughly dry since landing in Jamaica. I was only slowly getting used to the constant heat and humidity, about twice the strength of a Brooklyn summer in August. 

I looked at the shore, the low hill where the cottages sat, the blue mountains way off in the distance. For the first time that day I felt I’d be okay. I enjoyed spending time with Ray. Maybe if he stuck around something could happen between us, not that I felt drawn to him in any particular way. I guessed he proved there might be someone else out there who could ring my bell like David had. There was still hope.

I saw the waiter bringing Ray his drinks and joined him.

“I told him we’ll have what that couple is having,” said Ray, pointing over the fence. The couple was sharing a drink from a large pineapple. Ray had ordered two.

“Ray, each one of these is for two people. There are like six shots of rum in each one.”

“Oh. Well, I had to get a picture of me drinking out of one of these.”

We sat on the towels sipping through straws while we watched the late afternoon parade of people leaving or returning to the resort. We could hear music coming from the beach bar. After the wine and now the rum I was in the mood to tell Ray a little more, but not all, about my evening there with David.

“You’re kidding, right?” he asked.

“No. He stripped me at the bar, more or less. But it wasn’t lewd or anything. It was in the moment.” I could see my story was giving Ray a bit of trouble in the self-control department. I stood, put on my wrap, and checked his shorts. They were mostly dry on top so I turned them over.

I didn’t tell Ray about the pool bar or the cabana. Obviously, telling him about the beach bar only made me think about David, and how it felt to have his hands on me, knowing the experience we shared was as new to him as it was to me. 

Neither one of us could finish our pineapple drinks. Ray handed them over to the resort gate manager so he could enjoy them, assuming resort rules might be lax on the point. Ray’s shorts weren’t quite dry, so he held them in his hand until we got to the midway point where we would head up to the car. When we got there Ray dressed. I asked him how he liked being a nudist for a few hours.

“To tell you the truth, I forgot about it. Every time I noticed I was nude it kind of surprised me.”

“I know,” I laughed. “I got used to you being naked too...” 

That’s when I noticed the blonde girls from the lunch hut staring at us. They were both naked. I didn’t see David. Maybe he had gone for a swim.
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Chapter 26: Bad Decision
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DAVID

DAVID SUSPECTS THE WORST

Leaving Bret and Gerdi on the beach, I thought of walking by Jenny’s to see if the car was there and reconsidered. I had to stop acting like a psycho. I went straight to my cottage and grabbed a frozen lasagna from Hi-Lo out of the freezer and set it on the counter to thaw. I needed to make sure when dinner rolled around, I would have to eat it. 

In the meantime, all I wanted to consume were several downmarket martinis. As vodka and vermouth were the only alcohol in the cottage, the choice was easy. I didn’t want to get on a roll drinking, and the thawed lasagna would force me to shift gears. It was something I picked up from the uncle with the drinking problem. He said a heavy meal curbed his desire to continue drinking, which explained why we saw him so infrequently at dinnertime.

I took the drink outside to the patio with my laptop to see what was up with the world. The internet wasn’t working. I played solitaire for twenty minutes without a win. I closed the laptop and made another drink.

The second martini chipped away at the angst hanging over me like damp moss. I saw how my brief affair with Jenny had unblocked my brain. When I recrafted that story to reveal Jenny’s influence, I could see how she took me to a higher level both in substance and form. It’s the experiences you have in life which inform your prose, but you need a muse to help you flush it out. If you’re not reaching for the sublime you’re only typing, or scrawling marks on paper in pencil. 

I felt more comfortable in my own skin, and a bit looser in it thanks to the drinks, but I was failing to resist the urge to check on Jenny. Knowing a car was possibly in her driveway forced me to imagine horrible possibilities. It was nearly dark. No one would witness my stalking behavior. It was decided. I was going to Jenny’s.

Decisions made after two stiff martinis are often not the best ones we make.

If the car wasn’t there, I would knock on Jenny’s door and present myself. When I was halfway there, I decided I would only look to see if the car was there and not knock on Jenny’s door, thanks to an upswing in prudence. When I got to her driveway, I saw the car was there and panicked.

What the hell could they be doing? They’d left the lunch hut hours earlier, possibly six in total. Experience taught me a lot could happen in six hours.

I needed a closer look. I moved like a cat burglar along the side of the house to the low wall around the backyard. I paused to listen for voices on the patio. There weren’t any, so I hopped the wall and positioned myself to look into Jenny’s living room. This also permitted a view into her bedroom where I noticed the light was on. I didn’t see anyone in the living room, then my heart did a leapy thing when I saw movement in the bedroom

The GQ man appeared in frame wearing only a towel, which he dropped as he bent over the bed as if reaching for something or someone below my line of sight. 

Maybe he was bending over to fondle Jenny, now lying there naked, waiting for him to climb aboard. Why else would he be naked in her bedroom?

I felt sick.
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Chapter 27: More Wrong Impressions 
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JENNY

FIFTY-TWO MINUTES EARLIER

“You were saying?” said Ray.

“What?”

“You were talking and then you went silent.”

“Oh, yeah. I’m sorry. My mind went blank for a minute. I saw the women David was with earlier, the two blondes.” I could see how attractive they were, and shapely, even exotic. What guy wouldn’t fall for one of them? Or both? It was Jamaica after all where normal rules didn’t apply. I guessed they were in their mid-twenties. At thirty-three that seemed ages ago.

Ray looked over his shoulder. “Those women? I didn’t see them when you saw David before. I can see why you were upset.”

“That doesn’t help, Ray.”

“I mean, they looked young.”

“That’s still not helping... I saw how hot they are. I know a guy would go for them in a New York minute, no questions asked.”

“Well, maybe. Your David didn’t sound like that kind of guy. You said he was shy as a dormouse.”

“Maybe he found some new confidence.” We brushed the sand off our feet, got in the car and Ray drove me home.

“Hey,” I said, getting out of the car. “It’s still early and I don’t want to be alone yet. Do you want to come in for a drink? We can sip some wine to celebrate your new adventure.”

“If you want me to, sure, but I don’t know what the plans are with Julie and Clive.”

“You can check when we get inside.”

I grabbed a white Monteverro chardonnay from the wine cooler. It was Julie’s and my second favorite whenever we had the blues. We went to the patio and Clive checked in with Julie.

“She said we have reservations at seven o’clock.”

“I’m not up for it, Ray, but it’s your last night with them. You have to go.”

“I know. I’m sorry I have to leave tomorrow. Today was fun. There’s a first time for everything, isn’t there? But I should go pretty soon and get cleaned up. These clothes are still a little damp.”

“We can toss them in the dryer.” Ray looked a little confused. “You can wear a towel while they’re drying... I’m not asking you to get naked again.” I laughed. “Anyway, I’ve already seen you naked. You can take your clothes off and skip the towel if you want to.” I laughed again to make sure he knew I wasn’t serious.

I told him to undress in my bathroom, put on a towel, and meet me in the kitchen to put his clothes in the dryer. With that done we returned to the patio.

“So, you liked the nude beach?” I asked. “Will you ever do it again?”

“If I was staying I’d go every day.”

“Kind of sticks with you, doesn’t it? It’s funny to think less than an hour ago you were naked in front of all those people.”

“It’s easy to understand how it would have charged you and David up, meeting that way. Think of all the steps you skip when you meet naked.” Ray laughed. “You save on laundry and paying for expensive dates. Half of the battle is getting to see the woman naked. When it comes first, you can think again about spending all that money.”

“Oh, how sweet, Ray.”

“I’m kidding.”

We talked until we heard the dryer buzzer go off. Ray asked if he could take a quick shower and I told to go ahead. I went to the dryer and shook out his shorts and underwear, put them on my bed, and went back to the kitchen to load the washer with damp beach towels and laundry from my few days away.

A few minutes later, Ray came in the kitchen and said he’d be off. I gave him a kiss on the cheek. He said he looked forward to seeing me again, so I said, “Just don’t say, ‘See you tomorrow’. I watched him drive off in Julie’s car and tears welled up and streamed down my cheeks. 

I didn’t want to be alone.
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Chapter 28: Dutch Sandwich
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DAVID

SIRENS, SCHNAPPS & FROZEN LASAGNA

After seeing naked GQ man in Jenny’s bedroom, I walked home as jealousy streamed through my veins like muriatic acid. Instead of the sweet tropical air’s floral scents I smelled acrid fumes. All my senses were under assault. This was an unfamiliar pain. I’d never before truly fallen in love. Aside from my most recent ex-girlfriend Caitlyn in New York, my past relationships simply sort of stopped occurring. There were no fireworks during or after, no journey’s to the smithy of my soul, as it were, when they ended.

No, this was an all new pain. The idea of Jenny taking GQ man into her mouth for a spit and polish was excruciating, so why was I imagining it? Perhaps the process of letting go first required a trip to hell. Once there, you would drench your mind with painful imagery to obliterate every last crumb of feeling.

I poured myself a juice glass full of vodka and dribbled in a few drops of the cheap vermouth. I drank it in two gulps, having to pause between them to execute some dry retching. I poured a less generous amount of vodka into the glass and this time introduced more vermouth. I sat on the patio and gazed into the night.

The light from the Dutch women’s cottage spilled onto their small lawn, and I could hear soft music blending with the glottal stops of their language caused by sudden outbursts of vowels. Their tone was otherwise genial, suggesting a lively but friendly discussion.

If Jenny was now buried beneath GQ man, I may as well be buried under Gerdi, though frankly, I was more attracted to Bret. She seemed like she’d be more gentle. Or perhaps they’d both have their way with me. Gerdi would be rough and Bret restoratively gentle. Maybe it’s how they teamed up—good Dutch girl, bad Dutch girl. 

Though I enjoyed the imagery of being included in a Dutch sandwich, I didn’t feel motivated to pursue one. I only wanted their company and decided to visit them.

I felt sandy and salty, so I jumped in the shower for a rinse. Back in the kitchen, I tossed a towel over the now thawed lasagna to keep it from staring at me and fixed another drink. To put the lasagna back in the fridge would be admitting defeat, so I left it on the counter.

I picked up my fresh drink and headed next door. Bret answered my knock and smiled warmly. Gerdi was standing in the kitchen in a short-cropped T-shirt and panties and nothing else.

“Oh, David, I was hoping you would visit,” she said. I guessed she felt dressed well enough for company as she didn’t scramble to put anything on. Their place was much warmer than my own. Its lack of an ocean breeze made it feel, in their case, like a Dutch Oven. This would explain Gerdi’s attire.

“What are you drinking? You smell like gin.” 

“It’s vodka, Gerdi, with some vermouth. I can make you one.”

“We don’t have any of that.”

“I meant, I could go home and make you one.”

“Don’t be silly. We have rum, schnapps, wine, beer.”

“Okay.”

Bret beckoned me into the small living room. It was stifling, and it made no sense to sit there with their nice patio ten feet away. Gerdi came in and sat opposite with her legs casually arranged. With a look of someone about to deliver bad news, she leaned forward and crossed her forearms under her breasts. This caused them to rise and look like an offering.

“We saw your Jenny at the beach.”

“Oh, when?” I said, trying to sound casual.

“An hour or two after you left. She was with the guy. They were naked. He was huge. I told Bret it was too much but still nice to look at.”

My fragile peace of mind, only briefly restored by imagining Dutch sandwiches, even if only in theory, evaporated.

“She wasn’t naked, Gerdi,” said Bret. “Only the man was naked. He wasn’t so big.”

Confusingly, this update offered relief. At least she did not get naked with GQ man at the beach. She did that for me only, and the two hundred other people on the beach, but not GQ man.

“Okay, she was wearing a thong and a tiny top. She looked sexier that way,” continued Gerdi. 

This troubled me as much as her being nude.

“They looked nice together,” said Gerdi. “They looked so right for each other.”

I now wanted to strike Gerdi with the coffee table but Bret intervened with a reprimand instead.

“Gerdi quit talking like that. David doesn’t want to know.”

“Did they look happy together?” I asked. Why did I want to know? Bret was right. I didn’t want to know, but knew a little more pain might help me get over Jenny.

“Yeah,” said Gerdi.

“David, I’m sorry,” said Bret. “You don’t need to know this stuff. Gerdi is trying to make you jealous. She’s hot for you.”

Gerdi made no attempt to deny or acknowledge this possibility. I did wonder why Bret hadn’t said:“We’re hot for you.” I decided Gerdi’s affections were enough to deal with and as I wasn’t in the mood to receive affection anyway, I guessed it was best Bret wasn’t in the mix.

“Do you want rum or schnapps or wine, David? Maybe a beer? Your glass is empty,” asked Bret.

“Sure.”

“David?”

“Yes?”

“So, what do you want?”

I’d already forgotten the selection offered except for the rum.

“Rum I guess. Do you have any Coke?” Why did I go there? It was Jenny’s and my drink, and I didn’t care for rum to begin with.

“Yes. Rum and Coke. Okay... Gerdi? You want anything?”

Gerdi held up the bottle of schnapps she had placed beside her. “You can bring me a glass.”

Bret went to fix fresh drinks and Gerdi came over and sat beside me. As on the beach, she opted to have our thighs touching.

“It’s too bad you’re so miserable, David. I wish we could make you feel better.”

“Your company is nice. I’m glad we ran into each other at that bar.”

“Bret saw you first.  She said, ‘There’s the guy from the resort’ and I looked and thought I’d see you with that woman, Jenny.”

“No. I was looking for her though.”

“And you found us!”

“Yes.”

The booze was hitting me a little hard, thanks to the lasagna not being a big enough draw. Bret returned with my fresh drink and gave me a toast, followed by a toast from Gerdi, the result being I drained half of the new drink. It was heavy on the rum. 

Gerdi’s proximity meant her heat radiated along my side and I tried to view it as a friendly and comforting kind of warmth rather than one signaling rising arousal. Through her scanty top I could see her nipples were taut buds, which I associated with a woman’s desire. It was causing me a bit of discomfiture which I sensed Gerdi was due to notice at any moment. I didn’t want to deal with that side of life at the moment. For now, desire was a menace, a nagging suggestion I didn’t want to deal with.

Sex seemed to hang in the air in Jamaica like motes of dust in a trampled barn. All you had to do was inhale the exotic breeze and have your carnal instincts bleach everything else from your mind.

“Gerdi, stop it.”

I hadn’t noticed Gerdi’s hand resting on my thigh. She pulled it away and snarled in Dutch at Bret.

“David, I’m sorry,” said Bret. “She’s been drinking schnapps since we got back. She’s not normally like this.”

“It’s okay. I was thinking it’s in the air here, in Jamaica. You breathe and suddenly you’re horny.”

“Island Fever,” said Bret.

“Yes. That’s it. And the drinks.”

“You want another drink?”

“No. I was saying it’s the fever and the drinks, and the air. That sort of thing. But yes, I’ll have another drink. I’m not driving tonight.”

“Why would you drive? You live next door,” said Gerdi. Bret was definitely the brains of this outfit.

Bret told Gerdi to get us the next round. After she left, Bret sat in Gerdi’s spot but left more distance between us.

“Gerdi gets horny when she drinks. I hope you’re not too bothered. She’s also feeling sorry for you. In Holland screwing is how we make ourselves better when we’re sad.”

“It’s a good system, I guess. But it’s true everywhere, if you’ve got someone.”

“No, in Holland you just go find someone. It’s very informal.”

“Doesn’t it make it less special?”

“Not if you’re good at it.” She smiled and for a moment I thought she was coming in for a kiss.

Gerdi returned with our drinks and grumbled something to Bret for taking her seat. I decided after this final beverage I’d go confront my lasagna and get to bed. I didn’t want to wake up with an epic hangover.

As was now our custom, we toasted the fresh round. Gerdi now sat where Bret had been sitting. Her breasts, still flimsily concealed, were now staring at me again with her nipples looking even perter. Maybe she’d rubbed ice cubes over them in the kitchen. 

They drifted into an animated all Dutch conversation which appeared to verge on pointed observations and hasty summaries. I didn’t feel left out. My head, now more or less a void, meant I was beginning to relax. I was glad the evening hadn’t slipped into mind-numbing debauchery to assuage my miseries. The alcohol was working well enough on its own. These temptresses hadn’t pulled me into a mire of casual licentiousness. I was only guilty of intemperance, and it was doing the trick.

As I ruminated, I managed to finish the latest drink. It was the one needed to reach the tipping point where reason retires early. I decided to have another drink and save the lasagna for breakfast.

“Do you mind if I help myself to another?” I asked, holding up my empty glass.

“Why don’t you open the other bottle of schnapps? It’s on the counter. We can do shots.”

It wasn’t my favorite beverage, but I didn’t want more rum and it was too warm for wine and I wasn’t in the mood for beer. I only needed a little imprudent topping off before bed. I went into the kitchen and had to hunt for the fresh bottle of schnapps. It wasn’t on the counter but rather hiding on a shelf above the fridge. As I searched for shot glasses I heard commotions in the living room. I found the glasses also hiding in a cupboard.

When I got back to the living room both Gerti and Bret were sitting naked on the sofa. They had a look of mischief about them. I’d seen them naked before, but outdoors. This was different, and I wasn’t sure what it meant. I handed Bret a shot glass and Gerdi lifted her empty one. I filled our glasses and sat across from them.

“Don’t worry, David. We’re not trying to tempt you.”

I was beginning to sense they’d almost succeeded.

“Gerdi said maybe you’d like to watch us.”

“Watch what?” The booze had weakened my mind.

“Watch us do it. Gerdi said it might make you feel better.”

I didn’t know what to say. It was a tempting idea, and it required no skill to watch, but this form of passive participation hadn’t come up before. I’d never even been to a strip club. I didn’t look at porn.

They held up their shot glasses and offered another toast, and we downed our shots. They both held up their glasses for more.

“To get in the mood,” said Gerdi. I had assumed she was in the mood since I arrived.

They drained their shots while I nursed mine. They put their glasses down and kissed each other and whispered sweet nothings in Dutch, which sounded like they were reading an Ikea catalog. Gerdi pushed Bret down on the sofa and laid on top of her. They started kissing again and there was an inevitable stirring in my shorts, my cock being very singularly minded. This was body over mind because I wasn’t feeling comfortable watching them. Maybe in another month I could entertain something like this, but I didn’t know for sure. The lower half of my body wasn’t on the same page as the upper half.

“Are you two going to make love?” I asked, possibly slurring. “Is that the idea?”

They both gave me the Dutch equivalent of a “Duh” face and laughed. Gerdi descended to engage Bret’s other beautiful smile, and I felt ashamedly out of place, like I was watching a crime though I had to admit it was a lovely crime as crimes go.

I stood and said, “I should leave.”

Gerdi lifted her face off Bret and said, “You don’t have to watch. You can join us too.” Bret lifted herself up on her elbows and said something to Gerdi, who sat up while Bret swung her legs off the sofa to face me.

“I told Gerdi it was a bad idea, David, but she said it would help you forget about Jenny. Are you mad?” 

“No, I’m not mad.” I guessed I didn’t want to forget about Jenny yet. “I’m the one who is sorry. Not many women would go to this extent to lighten my mood. No one would believe me if I told them... But I’m not ready for this sort of thing. I don’t know. It’s me, not you. Have you ever heard that before?”

Bret looked embarrassed but laughed anyway. “We can wait, David. Let’s have another shot.”

I decided one more wouldn’t matter. I was already destined for a hangover. We filled our glasses and this time we didn’t bother with a toast.

“Maybe tomorrow you’ll feel different, David.”

“Maybe.” I didn’t think I would. All I knew for sure was I’d be hungover.

I left so they could finish what they’d started. When I got to my cottage, I went to put the lasagna in the fridge, but it wasn’t on the counter. I looked around and didn’t see it so I checked the fridge. It was sitting on the top rack, and the towel I’d left over it was now folded by the sink.

I crawled into bed and was soon serenaded by the sounds of Bret and Gerdi driving each other into foreign accented orgasms. It gave me an erection. 

I told it to go to hell.
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Chapter 29: Jenny Stews
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JENNY

EARLIER THAT SAME EVENING

After Ray left, I got the bottle of wine from the patio and settled in the living room. I meant to get to work, but was feeling sticky from the ocean so I hopped in the shower. I put on my robe and sat on the sofa with my hair wrapped in a towel. 

I got through about thirty pages and when I reviewed my work, it was sloppy. I missed a lot of stuff for the index and decided my mind wasn’t into it. I picked up another book and stared at the same paragraph a dozen times before putting it down.

I reflected on my day with Ray. I was glad he was there when I saw David. I don’t know what I would have done otherwise. Would I have gone over and smacked him? That wasn’t my style, but I didn’t know for sure in this case. I was on the edge of what I truly knew about myself. No one had ever taken me there before. I bit my lower lip until it hurt. Seeing those women naked on the beach later didn’t help. I imagined David nude with them and jealousy rose up my spine like a moonshot.

I had played with and abandoned the idea of taking off my suit with Ray, but managed to remove my bottoms in the ocean. I wanted to tease him, but also make him comfortable. What would David think if he knew? If he had moved on to the Dutch girls it wouldn’t matter. But still, it might rub him the wrong way, like I went naked with every man I met. I knew I was overthinking this, but it seemed to be something I needed to work through.

My mother didn’t let me wear revealing clothes. She said my body was my gift to a special man. Only he would get to see it. I broke the rules later but I’ve never been one to parade around naked. Jason only saw me nude when we were making love. 

Until I got naked on the beach that first day, barely any men had even seen my boobs. In the context of a nude beach, it didn’t bother me and it didn’t seem wrong to feel this way. I’d seen everyone else naked too, so it was a fair exchange. Like I told David, being a nudist meant I was in control, though I still wasn’t sure what I meant.

Ray said he understood when I told him about David and me at the resort, and how it got a little crazy. He didn’t know the full story. I think Ray was trying to say he’d been off the edge sexually too. Well, it was clear if he’d experimented even once with a man. I didn’t know until that night with David sex could take you to another planet. I had had good orgasms, but nothing like the ones I had with David, not even close. And we still hadn’t made love. It was supposed to follow. What would it have been like to have him inside me? Thinking of it made me hot and wet and a little crazy.

I wondered what David was really up to. Maybe the blondes were already at the beach hut when he went to get a bite, and he simply sat with them. Maybe, when I saw him in the doorway of their cottage, it was a simple neighborly visit. Maybe they didn’t mean anything mean anything to him.

I fought the urge to go see him but the wine kept pushing me the other way. I knew I had to give it a break if I wanted to think clearly. I’d start fresh the next day with a pristine diet and exercise. This meant I could open another bottle tonight. After all, Ray drank half of the first bottle, so I wasn’t being a lush. Well, almost not. It was too early for bed and a little more wine would help me sleep. At that moment, I wasn’t sleepy at all.

I opened another bottle. Setting it on the coffee table, pouring a fresh glass, and leaning back on the sofa reminded me of sitting there with David. I remembered him looking at my cleavage and drinking me in with his eyes. I knew I was giving him a show. I wanted him to look. I wanted to drive him nuts because he was driving me nuts. I could see his biceps filling the sleeve of his shirt and his muscular legs flexing when he moved. I couldn’t help noticing.

No man ever had this effect on me by simply looking at him. I wasn’t an oversexed woman looking to get laid. I was looking to get loved. I didn’t want sex for sex’s sake. For a woman, sex was as easy to get as snapping your fingers. I knew I could be sleeping with Ray at that very moment. He had all the right stuff. I saw this at the beach. But his eyes didn’t say they loved me. They loved how I looked.

I decided I needed to quit the waiting and wondering and go see David. Why was it so hard? We knew each other about as intimately as two people can even if we didn’t make love. We did everything else.

I knew the wine was talking, but I decided to listen to it. I slipped into some clothes, shook out my hair and walked out the door to see David. 

I was scared as hell.

When I got to his cottage a light was on in the kitchen. I looked inside. He wasn’t there and there were no other lights on. He could be on the patio. I walked around the side of the house to sneak a look. I didn’t see anyone. I walked further into the yard to make sure. The back sliding door was open but I couldn’t see anyone.

As I turned to leave, I heard music coming from next door. I walked over and saw lights spilling onto a patio but no people though I could hear a conversation and a deep voice. It was David’s. I saw one of the blondes walk near the patio door in her panties. My heart sank, and the tears welled up again. He was with the blonde women. Maybe he would stay the night. This possibility made my tears start in earnest.

Instead of walking around his cottage to return to my place, I walked through it. I swung through the kitchen and it didn’t look right. His notebooks weren’t lined up like before. There was a pile of pencil shavings on the floor. An almost empty vodka bottle sat on the counter and there was something under a towel. I lifted it and saw a thawed pan of lasagna.

Nothing was clicking. Why did he leave food out in this heat? Why was he being messy? I put the lasagna in the fridge and instinctively folded the towel and left it by the sink. Why did I do this? I must have been crazy. Why should I care if his lasagna got spoiled? Why did I neatly fold his kitchen towel?

I went home and climbed into bed thinking this would be the last time I cried for David.
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Chapter 30: Resurrection 
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DAVID

DAVID MAKES A DECISION

After an evening carousing with Bret and Gerdi, I woke up wondering if I’d fallen into a crematorium. My bloated tongue refused to cooperate with a tooth inspection. I was fully dehydrated. I stumbled into the kitchen and drank three large glasses of water. This made me feel like I was drowning inside. I sent down a life raft in the form of a slice of stale bread. It didn’t help. The humidity had the consistency of wet rags. I sat on the patio knowing the fresh air would help. For that morning only, Jamaica had turned off its fragrant morning breezes.

It took fifteen minutes for the water and bread to sort things out and play nice. Slightly revived, I returned to the kitchen to make coffee and drink orange juice. This pepped me up. The idea of a full meal wasn’t appealing, so I had to power through my loss of appetite. I put the lasagna into the microwave and set it to five minutes. In less than two seconds, it spewed fireworks. Tin foil has this effect on microwaves. I unplugged it immediately and put the lasagna in the oven.

With this accomplished, I stepped into the shower. I put the water on cold and shrieked like a girl. Drying off, I noticed I hadn’t shaved in a few days. My stubble felt like lice snacking on my chin so I took care of it, only cutting myself twice.

Now clean shaven, I put on fresh clothes and returned to the kitchen to check the lasagna. Someone had forgotten to turn the oven on, so I straightened that out.

After ten minutes, the lasagna was about as warm as a recently deceased body. I piled a heap on a plate and went out to the patio to force it down. Soon, my head straightened out, and my tongue no longer felt like a burnt sausage. The day looked promising weather-wise and, by all measures, I was sitting in the middle of a tropical paradise.

So why so utterly miserable?

Well, the hangover received part of the blame, but I also still missed Jenny, despite seeing naked GQ man in her bedroom and all this suggested. I knew it was time to let her go, but the pull of the misery was too great. Before I could fully return to my slump, I heard Gerdi calling from her patio. 

“David!”

“Oh, hi Gerdi.” She was wearing clothes. I wasn’t disappointed, but it was like seeing someone wearing glasses when you’d never seen them wearing them before.

“We’re going to the beach later. Do you want to come?”

“When?”

“After lunch.”

“Maybe. I was going to work today.”

Bret appeared. She was wearing a T-shirt and nothing else, at least from my angle.

“Hi David. You feeling okay?” she asked.

“I’m good. You?”

“We’re a little hungover. No drinking today.”

“I agree,” I said, and smiled.

“Too bad you couldn’t stay last night,” said Gerdi. She put her arm around Bret to indicate the nature of what I missed. This took the slack out of Bret’s T-shirt to reveal she was indeed going commando.

Bret grumbled something to her in Dutch and they went back inside.

The temptresses... I was happy I hadn’t stay over, though this morning a voice in my head was telling me I had to move on and give the Dutch women a chance. I wasn’t disagreeing with this voice, but I knew I had to see Jenny one more time before it would be possible. It risked opening the wound even further, but there was a chance it could seal it too. If Jenny said she had no further interest in me, I would accept it and move on.

I tried to look at the upside. There were two young Dutch women living next door. They had attempted to give me a live lesbian show the night before. Any other man would have run into the kitchen to make popcorn. He wouldn’t even have wasted time popping it. 

Being the clod I was, a non-swinging, vanilla flavored straight man, I instead came home and listened to them getting each other off. The only thing it lacked was subtitles.

If I managed to see Jenny and confirm we were through, I wouldn’t be shy around the Dutch women anymore. My consolation prize would be them. I was hoping this idea would make me feel better, but it didn’t.

Bret returned to their patio with a French press of coffee and cups and creamer. She looked at me and asked, “David, do you want some coffee? It’s very strong.”

“Okay,” I said, feeling I had achieved sufficient clarity that morning. I wanted to share the good news.

Gerdi, still dressed, let me in the front door and I followed her to the patio. Bret, still the Alpha in their relationship, sent her back inside to fetch a third cup. “Did you sleep okay?” Bret asked.

“Yes.”

“We didn’t keep you up?” Bret smiled.

“No. I didn’t hear anything.”

“You’re lying.”

“Yes.”

Gerdi returned with a cup and Bret filled it. It was strong coffee, almost Turkish in that it poured like sludge.

“Did we keep you up?” Gerdi asked.

“We already covered that,” said Bret.

“Oh,” said Gerdi.

“It sounded like you two had fun last night. I was jealous,” I said, though I wasn’t sure why I said I was jealous. I wasn’t.

“Maybe next time,” said Gerdi. For some reason, I wanted her to take her clothes off. She seemed less threatening naked. Flirting with her clothes on made her more attractive, perhaps because it restored a layer of enticing mystery.

“Well, maybe,” I said. “I was thinking I had to see Jenny and figure out what happened there.”

“She found somebody else,” said Gerdi.

I was waiting for Bret to step in and tell Gerdi to behave but she did not. Maybe it was because she too felt Jenny had found somebody else.

Bret lifted one of her legs to rest on the arm of her chair. She was indeed going commando. I saw a small band-aid on the port side of the harbor. She followed my stare.

“I cut myself shaving.”

“Oh, I’m sorry,” I said, both for looking and the injury.

“I told her not to do it,” said Gerdi. As I recalled, Bret’s pubic hair was so slight it was hardly there. 

“Do you ever cut yourself there, David?” asked Bret. She was talking about my testicles, which I kept hairless.

“Not yet,” I said. 

“It’s easier for men,” said Gerdi. “Better access.”

This accessibility question went back and forth a few times with Gerdi standing to illustrate her argument. She lifted a leg and mimed saving herself. She had a point.

“Anyway,” I said, assuming we had covered pubic hair shaving well enough. “I was saying I plan to see Jenny.” 

“You should. Then you’ll know what to do,” said Bret.

“When will you see her?” asked Gerdi.

“I’m thinking soon. Today.”

“And if she tells you to go to hell?”

“I’ll go to hell.”

“Or come see us. We’ll take your mind off Jenny.”

I didn’t want them to, at least not yet.

“Thanks for the coffee. I’ll get some work done now.”

“You’re welcome, David. Should we knock on your door when we head to the beach?” asked Bret.

“Thanks, but I might skip it today. I’ve already had too much sun as it is.”

I returned to my cottage and sat at my writing table. It was messier than I usually left it, which is to say not messy at all. Hemingway instructed a writer should not stop for the day until he knew where to begin the next morning. His writing area should be tidied up and prepared so he could sit and begin without any bother.

Instead, my table was covered with scattered notebooks lying helter-skelter covered in pencil shavings. There were no sharpened pencils on standby. I would have to look through each notebook to recall where each of my creations stood and where they needed to go. It would take several hours because, after a couple days of sloth, I’d lost track of everything.

Except for Jenny’s story. This I could recite verbatim from memory.

I cleaned up the table and stacked my notebooks neatly. I sharpened a dozen pencils and arranged them in a chipped coffee mug like a bouquet of flowers, feeling it important they be distributed evenly around the rim.

All I had accomplished in the last week was my ode to Jenny, and she’d ignored it. It had probably been used to wrap fish or get the charcoal going in her grill so she and GQ man could cook steaks. Unsurprisingly, thinking this way made me sad. 

Under the notebooks was the missive to Jenny all neatly typed with numbered pages. I’d bled writing the thing. All my private truths were there in my preferred Georgia font. If she read what I’d written, she would know all there was to know about me.

She would know I lacked skill when it came to women. It wasn’t due to my looks, which I felt were fine. My sister’s friends told her I was a hottie. But, what does one do when armed with this information? Exploit it? How does it change the game of love? I wasn’t interested in exploiting women. I didn’t want to be liked or loved due to how I looked. I wanted women to find something deeper, something forever shining when all else fades, once the sharpened tines of familiarity dulled the surface.

It’s how I looked at women, though of course, I noticed their looks too. The trick there was, you have to meet them first before you would know if they had any sunlight within. I knew to avoid goo-goo dolls and trophy types and those attracted to bling like magnets. Flash wasn’t my thing. Regardless, in the few women I managed to date, I found no true light within, only a twilight illuminating shallow depths. There was no there there. Their entire existence unfolded entirely on the surface, upon which they barely made an impression. I didn’t know any better than to accept this as evidence that I was abnormal and they were normal. I felt I was lucky if they would have me. The things about life which enchanted and dazzled me were not visible to anyone else and perhaps didn’t even exist. 

I was willing to accept what passed for love in the world was in truth an opiate for the masses, delivered not by pipe or needle, but by fairytales. If true love truly existed, why would anything else matter? We would all be too busy being in love to bother with wars or making money for money’s sake.

Jenny was the exception to the rule. There was a light in her which blinded me with its brightness. Her beauty was complete. There were no ifs, ands, or buts. She had supplied the oxygen to my fire, a fire which seldom if ever before generated heat. With Jenny I was aflame.

Reading my words now made me smack my forehead and feel like a fool. How could she believe anything I had written? It was honest, sentimental and earnest, but how could she believe it? She would see the words, but not the mountains of emotion and feeling at their core. This could only come in time.

And it was hardly the point. In finding Jenny, I’d found myself and witnessed what life could be. This was Jenny’s gift to me. I’d found myself, my voice, and discovered how enchanting life truly is. True love wasn’t a fairytale after all. 

There was only one thing to do. I needed to see Jenny. I needed to do it now, but first I had to get myself in shape. I still felt like a digested prune from the previous night’s drinking. I grabbed a towel and headed for the beach. I knew twenty laps of the shore would straighten me out, as long as it didn’t kill me first.
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Chapter 31: Lost Missive Found
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JENNY

EARLIER THAT SAME DAY, JENNY 

MAKES A DISCOVERY

I woke to sounds of men’s voices outside my bedroom window. Fortunately, no one was looking in through the said window. That could have been the start of a bad day.

It took a minute to get oriented. I had to do a quick review of the evening before—I drank wine, went to David’s, saw a blonde in her panties next door in close proximity to his voice, came home, cried self to sleep.

Check.

I got out of bed and went to the window. Men were working in the yard, one clipping a hedge while another fussed with a lawnmower. I put on my robe and went into the kitchen to make coffee.

So, today would be the first day of my life without David in my head. Well, except for this once. I looked out the front window and saw the workmen’s truck. On the side it said, “Resort Lawn and Pool Maintenance”. In smaller print it listed Clive as the owner. That man had his hands in everything, from small to big enterprises and all points in between. I decided to call Julie to hear how their night went.

“So, not gay,” I said when Julie picked up. She laughed.

“You found out, huh? It was sort of true, once. He told me what you said.” Julie laughed again. “Look, I thought you might be a little vulnerable and I didn’t want you falling all over Ray to see him disappear too. I was looking out for you.”

“I know,” I said. “Anyway, he’s not my type. I don’t know why. He’s handsome and successful, but his eyes didn’t say anything.”

“You and your eyes... But I get it. No spark. He told us you took him to the nude beach.”

“Yeah. We ended up there. He wanted to give it a try.”

“Well?”

“Well, what?”

“Come on, girl. Did you see him?”

“You mean naked?” I asked.

“What else would I mean? I knew you saw him. I mean it.”

“Yeah. I saw it.”

“Well?”

“Ouch,” I said.

“You mean ouch big, right?”

“Ouch big. But I’m guessing on the ouch factor. We didn’t do anything.”

“Did you get naked too?”

“I thought about it, but no.” I didn’t mention taking my bottoms off in the ocean.

“I’m sure Ray was disappointed.”

“He was a gentleman. We drank a funky pineapple drink on the beach and talked for a while. It was a nice time.”

“He said you saw David with those Dutch girls.”

“Yeah.”

“It must have been hard. I’m glad Ray was there for you.”

“It was hard,” I said. “I did something stupid.”

“Ah oh. What?”

“I went to see him last night after drinking some wine and heard him next door with them, the Dutch girls. It sounded like they were having a great time.”

“Ouch.”

“Yeah, ouch. But I was asking for it, right? I shouldn’t have gone there.” I meant it.

“Now ya know.”

“Now I know.”

“What are your plans for today? Need company? I’ve got two little girls can keep you busy.”

“Thanks, but I decided to get back into gear today, work on the book, get a little more organized, figure out where the hell I’m headed in life. You know, small stuff. I’ll check in later if I need company.”

“Okay. Hey, don’t be walking around naked or in your sexy robe. Workmen will be there today to do the yard.”

“They’re here now. I was going to go offer them some lemonade wearing that robe.”

“There ya go, Jenny. Make some new friends.” She laughed.

I hung up and jumped in the shower, got dressed and decided to Google the hell out of this part of Jamaica. I knew there had to be more than nude beaches and resorts and Dutch bitch-women on vacation.

Searching “Negril recreation”, the first thing catching my eye was scuba lessons. Why not? I’d always been interested but never imagined having a go at it. I also found windsurfing and sailing lessons, golf instruction, deep sea fishing, and there was even a flight school. This got me excited. There was nothing between me and doing all of that stuff except my will, and I felt my willpower coming on strong.

There were things to see too. The Blue Mountains, Negril Cliffs, nature hikes, dozens of bays and fantastic looking beaches, even shipwrecks I could scuba dive once I got the certificate. Wow. I could see Jenny 2.0 having a hell of a good time in Jamaica.

When one door closes, another door opens, as they say. I saw bunches of doors opening and for the first time in days felt on top of things. Life could be good. Thank you, Google.

I started to make a list of things to do. I didn’t get far before there was a knock at the door. It made my heart jump. Was it David? There was another knock and I answered. It was one of the workmen.

“We found this in the bushes over there,” he pointed to a hedge at the front of the property. He was holding a large brown envelope with tape hanging from it. “Jenny” was written in block letters on one side.

It was thick, and it was clear it had been taped to something. I looked at the front door and saw two rectangular marks that looked like glue residue. I held the envelope to it and it matched the size of the rectangles.

I grabbed a knife, opened it, and pulled out about a hundred pages of typescript, half of them damp. I guessed it had been soaked in the recent storm. 

On the first page was written Island Fever.

My heart skipped a few beats. I took the pages to the living room and sat. My hands shook as I read the first line of the prologue: This is a highly improbable story but it’s all true. I fell in love with a beautiful woman, and she fell in love with me. If you knew me as I knew me, you would have said this was impossible. The fact is, she knew me better than I knew myself...

It was a love story and a love letter—to me.

I read it through twice and once more for good measure. David, through the story, explained everything. I could see how he banked all of his dreams on becoming a successful writer. He feared he would blow his opportunity if he put it all aside to fall in love. His love for me terrified him. He was going to lose the chance of his being who he knew he was meant to be. 

The love we’d found for each other in such a short time had to be an aberration. It couldn’t be true. It’s not how love happened. Falling in love was a process, it required a shared history, a pattern of doubts and convictions and ultimately, a reconciliation to its inevitable truths. This would be true love, the Holy Grail of happiness. And we all knew it was a fairytale.

But maybe it wasn’t. Maybe two people could find it, and it would be such a startling discovery one couldn’t help but doubt its veracity. And in a storm of doubt one found it was true, and in the journey to this truth, one found themselves and the courage to live the life they didn’t know was waiting for them. In finding me, David had found his truths. I was David’s Holy Grail, and from it would pour his courage to be a writer.

I understood why David pulled away. It was the only way he could find himself, find the David I knew was there all along.

I had to see him, but there was something I needed to do first. 

Beyond what David’s story meant to me was the simple beauty of his writing. It was powerful and lyrical. If he had dashed it off in a single day, I knew his talent was boundless. It deserved to be out there in the world. 

I called Clive and asked him to send someone over to run a package to FedEx. He said no problem.

I called the editor at the New York publishing house who handled my recent assignment. I asked her to refer me to any of their hotshot fiction editors so I could send them David’s manuscript, explaining I vetted the work and knew a good editor would want to jump on it. She trusted my judgment and gave me the information. 

Ten minutes later Clive’s messenger was at the door. By this time tomorrow David’s work would be in the editor’s hands.

With this done, I sat on the sofa in a lotus position and practiced controlled heavy breathing. I wanted to center myself. After ten minutes I felt focused enough to freshen up and see David. Looking at the front door, I had to muster the courage to open it. I was on a mission to tell him I loved him and understood everything. My heart beat double time. I felt like running. I did more deep breathing to calm myself before opening the door.

Yes, I wanted to tell David I loved him and kiss him and hug him to death. 

But I still wanted to punch him in the nose for hurting me. 

As I left my cottage, I wasn’t sure which Jenny would show up first.
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Chapter 32: A Real Zinger 

[image: image]


DAVID

INTO THE BREACH. BUT FIRST, THE BEACH

I dove in the ocean and swam and thrashed like a hooked tuna. Swimming meant a full-body hydration, though whether it applied to salt water I didn’t know. Salt did cause the body to retain water. I could see the logic and dismissed further analysis. I knew the activity alone would defeat my hangover.

I swam the shoreline back and forth until my limbs protested and my heart pounded like a hummingbird’s. I treaded water to settle down. My head now felt as fresh and clear as an arctic breeze. 

The sun signaled its midday triumph. In its non-glaring mode over the water, I could clearly see the ocean floor twenty feet below. As I admired the emerald depths an object the size of a minivan zoomed over the sandy bottom. It sent a chill up my spine, like when one hears an unexpected stranger in their home. This object was replaced by another in tubular form with a swooshing tale expressing its impatience, possibly for its lunch.  

I took this Planet Earth moment to launch a mad dash for the shore where I arrived un-nibbled but panting like my obese uncle is prone to do after putting on his shoes. I sprawled at the waterline to recover.

As my breathing and pulse returned to normal I heard a voice, now a regular feature of my beach visits.

“David, you okay?” A naked Gerdi stood above me eclipsing the sun with her admirable bosom.

I sat up. “Hey, Gerdi. Yeah, I’m fine. I swam a couple of miles and needed to rest.”

“Why are you wearing a suit? You don’t have to.”

I had decided to give the nudism a rest. I ignored her question and posed one of my own. 

“Have you seen Jenny?”

“No. No sign of her here. We walked to both ends of the beach looking for you.”

“Why?”

“Gerdi thought you would be here,” said Bret, now in the frame. “She worries about you. We knocked on your door but you didn’t answer.” 

“I needed exercise to get the schnapps out of my system.”

“Schnapps is evil. Too much sugar. Gerdi loves it.”

“We’re going for a swim, David. Come along,” said Gerdi.

I didn’t want to swim with them and I didn’t want them standing next to me naked in case Jenny appeared. Plus, I’d seen what I assumed to be a shark chasing a minivan. How many sharks had eyeballed me since arriving in Jamaica?

“No thanks. I already had a good swim. I’m heading home in a few minutes. You two go ahead... Oh, I think I saw a shark.” I wasn’t sure whether to mention the shark sighting, knowing they were always out there anyway. It’s where they lived.

“Where?” ask Gerdi. I gave her a look and pointed in a direction other than inland.

“Oh. They’re not interested in us. There’s plenty of fish out there too.”

“They might think you’re a fish,” I said.

“Maybe we’ll see you later?” said Gerdi, hopefully, ignoring my comment.

“Sure.” 

They walked off into the surf holding hands, their magical blonde bottoms failing once again to lure me away from my heart’s convictions. Anyway, there was a chance they’d see me later with my face wearing a bruise in the shape of Jenny’s fist.

I watched them swim out until they were up to their necks and slipped into the water to rinse the sand before walking home. I was nervous about running into Jenny before I could get cleaned up. The booze fog was gone, and my courage was returning to face whatever fate awaited in my next encounter with her.

***
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I GOT TO MY COTTAGE unseen. After a quick scrub in the shower, I tidied up the few remaining messes I’d left unattended. If, after seeing Jenny, I returned depressed, I didn’t want housekeeping woes adding to my miseries.

I stood at the front door and took a deep breath, hoping I wouldn’t be returning soon. I hoped I would be welcomed through another door and find all was forgiven.

I boldly went forth and walked up the road toward Jenny’s place. As I turned a slight bend, I saw Jenny heading in my direction. When she saw me, her pace quickened and my heart leaped and I froze in place. I couldn’t read her body English. Was she hastening to meet her lover or did she have something else in mind?

When she finally arrived, she stopped, and her delicious eyes looked deeply into mine. I felt a surge of love and forgiveness emanating from her presence...

She slapped me hard across the face. It was a real zinger. 

This was followed with a few fist-bumps to my chest and an expletive-laden outburst best summarized as “God damn you David! You hurt me so bad!”. She then burst into tears but quickly composed herself. She wiped her cheeks.

“That was for ditching me, David.” Her voice wasn’t angry, and her eyes betrayed her true feelings.

“I didn’t mean to, Jenny, I didn’t...” 

She drew me into her arms and kissed me in the way lovers do in movies.

“And this is for ditching me too,” she said. She kissed me again.

I was a little bewildered. “I... I don’t understand,” I said. 

“I read your story. I know why you disappeared.”

“I left it on your door days ago. I assumed you’d read it and decided it was bullshit.”

“David, I didn’t see it until this morning. A workman found it in some bushes.”

“You’ve just read it this morning?”

“An hour ago,” said Jenny.

“And you understand why I failed to call on you the next day?”

“David, I understand, I do, but we’ll have to work on that, okay? You’re getting a gimme here. You’ve used up your Get Out Of Jail Free card.”

I didn’t fully get her meaning but knew I would soon. “When I did try to see you, you were gone, and when I finally saw you, you were with a guy. I didn’t know what to think.”

“David, did you mean everything you wrote? Can I count on that? That you meant every word? That it was all true?”

“All of it was true. It’s still true. All of it,” I said.

“And as crazy as it sounds to both of us, even though we’ve barely spent any time together, you know you love me?”

“I do love you.”

“And you know we need to spend more time together to really figure this out, right? We’ve got to be smart.”

“Yes. I agree. But I know what I’m feeling is true. The only option left is loving you more tomorrow than I do today.”

“I love you too, David.” We kissed madly and passionately. “But now we’re going to take our time. We’re gonna make sure it’s true and not some damn island hallucination. Do you know what I mean?”

“I know what you’re saying.”

“Good. Now kiss me again.” We kissed like she kissed me that first time on the beach, but now it was the first kiss after the storm. It was now informed with the truth of what was happening between us. And there was nothing sweeter in life than melting into this woman’s arms and being kissed. I knew it the first time.

We continued to embrace, employing every form of affection two lovers could employ short of being arrested for indecency. Jenny broke off suddenly, and I could see her eyes focusing on something over my shoulder. I turned and saw the Dutch women walking up the hill towards their cottage. I considered this bad timing.

Jenny looked back into my eyes. “If it’s okay with you, I want you to pack up whatever you need for your writing, grab some clothes, and stay with me. Do you think you can work with me around? I don’t ever want to be in the way of your writing.”

“I can do that... I want to try.”

“Good. I don’t want you next door to those blonde girls anymore.” Her tone was serious, but her eyes were smiling.

“There’s nothing there. I only met them because I was looking for you.”

“I believe you, but I also believe they might see in you what I see.” She laughed.

GQ man was hovering in the back of my mind but I knew he was no longer a threat, not if Jenny was here telling me to move in with her.

“Okay,” she said. “I’m going to go make some room for you. You can go get what you need for now and meet me there.”

We kissed one more time. I went to my cottage to pack up my stuff. There wasn’t much, but it was going to take some time, now that I was walking on clouds. 
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Chapter 33: A Gimme
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JENNY

CONTRADICTORY IMPULSES & LOBSTER

A quarter of the way to David’s I saw him heading in my direction. Seeing him, my pace quickened. Though I wasn’t aware of it, I was moving in double time. I have no idea what he could have been thinking at that point.

It took only a minute to close the gap, but in my head thoughts were spinning in an eternity. I couldn’t nail anything down. Damn, he had made me sad. I’d never felt so hurt in my life. Even though I understood how it all happened, there was still some anger. I didn’t like it clouding what I was feeling, but there it was.

When I got to David, I smacked him across the face and pounded his chest. Hard. It just happened. I wasn’t planning to, and I was shocked when I did it, but not more shocked than David. 

I told him why even though I didn’t truly know myself until the words came out. I grabbed David and kissed the hell out of him. That’s not the most romantic way to put it but it’s how it went down. It was a make up for lost time kiss, a welcome home after the war kiss.

We talked in a rush. We got some things sorted out, but I knew it would take us days or weeks to say everything we needed to say. At that moment, I wanted to get a few things straight: We both knew we were in love, and we wanted to go forward. 

As I was kissing him I saw the Dutch women come up the road. This made me tense, but only for the few seconds it took for my mind to say “I win, bitches”. This wasn’t my style at all but it felt good nonetheless. 

Still, I didn’t like their proximity to David and besides, I wanted David to understand being around me didn’t have to mean he couldn’t pursue his dreams. I wanted him to get it in his head right now. I’d just told him we needed to take our time and do things right and now I was inviting him to move in with me.

Island Fever.

David returned to his cottage to pack, and I went home and straight to my dining room. From now on it would be David’s writing space. 

I cleared the table and arranged the dining chairs around the perimeter of the room. I dragged a wing chair in from the living room to see if it would work at the table. It seemed to be the right height. I couldn’t figure out a desk lamp but there was plenty of light during the day. I’d find something later if David liked to work in the evenings.

I closed the pocket doors to separate the dining room from the living room and the door to the kitchen and looked around the room. It would be cozy for him. One window looked out over the Caribbean, and the other had a view to Negril framed by palm trees. There was a nice breeze scented by a beauty berries hedge flowing through the open windows.

I sat in the wing chair to make sure it was the right height for working and found it perfect. I didn’t have anything else to add to the room to make it “writerly”, and decided all it needed now was David, a pencil and notebook.

My heart filled with joy thinking when he needed a break he could join me on the patio for coffee, or at the end of the day, we’d sit there to sip wine and talk and watch the sunset. Or maybe, we would spend some afternoons making love, drinking each other in to our heart’s content. Or we’d have quickies, tearing into each on impulse. I didn’t care. I wanted David to have me anyway and any time he wanted. 

We wouldn’t even have to wear clothes. We both seemed to like nudism well enough. We’d only get dressed for company.

I knew I was getting silly now, but I didn’t mind. Girls like to dream, and they like when their dreams come true. 

I went into the bedroom and reorganized the dresser so he could have half. The closet had plenty of room so there was nothing to do there.

I stared at the bed. We hadn’t made love yet. Would we that night? Did we need more time? I didn’t feel the need to wait. I was dying to have David inside me. I could almost sense him there now. When we touched earlier, it felt like we were two sticks of butter melding into one. It aroused me then, and it aroused me now simply thinking of it. I looked at the bed and imagined David naked on top of it. His beautiful erection would be waiting for me, yearning for me. I imagined him sliding into me as he looked into my eyes.

I went into the kitchen to see what there was to eat. I took a couple frozen lobsters out of the freezer to thaw. I had enough stuff to make a nice cucumber salad and Jamaican rice and peas. We had fresh mangos and bananas growing in the side yard for breakfasts. I would have to shop once I knew David’s favorite dishes.

I slipped back into the shower to cool off and freshen up and put on my favorite sexy-time lingerie and simple sundress. I made a fresh cup of coffee and sat in the living room to work until David arrived. I felt like a Fifties housewife waiting for her man to come home. When he did, I’d be eager to spoil him.

But I knew we had a lot to talk about. I knew I had questions, and I was sure he did too. After all, he saw me with Ray, and I saw him with the blondes. We needed to put those question to rest.
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Chapter 34: Clear Skies
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DAVID

WARM JAMAICAN SUN

Jenny said I should pack “what I need” and stay with her now. What was I to read into the word “need” when she could have said “pack your stuff”, which would have meant everything? There were times when my mind was simply exhausting. Why did I wonder about such nuances? Was sleeping over implied? Now I was feeling back on shaky ground. I decided I wouldn’t know the full implications of “what I need” until I got to Jenny’s.

I put my writing stuff in my backpack and loaded my carry-on bag with what remained clean from my limited wardrobe. I packed up my toiletries and set everything by the front door. The rest, my dirty laundry, few books, and groceries, could wait until I knew the full scope of Jenny intentions.

I decided to have a final big think with a coffee on the patio before heading up the hill. That journey would transport me from being a single man into one in a serious loving relationship, or in my case, unexplored territory.

I’d only left my ex-girlfriend six weeks earlier, speaking to the emotional proximity. A month before I left New York, I’d reduced myself to roommate status and slept in the spare room. Technically, I had been single a month. Or was it now six weeks? It was time for a review.

I met Jenny a few days after I’d first been struck by her beauty and charm. We fell into what the trades call an “insta-romance”, though ours was true rather than a fiction. Then, I faltered. I fell into a storm of doubt and existential hysteria, which miraculously morphed into an explosive outburst of creativity. I later figured out the source of that creative fire—Jenny. She had been momentarily obscured by the flames.

Purely by accident, on a quest to find my Jenny, I met the Dutch women. I concluded their attraction, particularly on Gerdi’s part, was due to seeing me with Jenny at the resort. If I was with such a woman, surely I had something on the ball. It’s a well-known truth that a man attached to a stunningly beautiful woman raises his sexual capital. Other woman notice.

Under normal circumstances, I might have fallen for Bret but, until ten days ago, I would have assumed she was out of my league and to such an extent she would never even have registered. Men put up filters to spare themselves pain. It’s how most of us “keep to our league”. 

At some point, I would have to thank Bret and Gerdi. Almost counterintuitively, their presence made Jenny’s loss wound more deeply and thoroughly. As tempting as they were, Jenny’s charms far exceeded their own. 

As I was drinking the last of my coffee, Gerdi appeared below in her usual costume to hang wet towels in the sun. When she noticed me, she hollered a greeting.

“Hey, David,” she said.

“Hi, Gerdi.”

“It looks like you and Jenny are back together. I’m happy for you.”

“Yes. We’ve talked a bit. I’m going up there soon.” I was happy she was happy for me.

“Hey David,” she said again, this time in the tone of an afterthought.

“Yes.”

“If you end up staying with Jenny, could we take your cottage? You’ve got a better view and a breeze.”

“I can’t say, Gerdi. I don’t know how those things are managed.”

“She’s the guy’s niece, right? The man who owns the place?”

“Cousin.”

“Okay. Cousin. She could talk to him.”

“I’ll bring it up, Gerdi, but I don’t know if I’m moving out.”

She gave me a don’t be a dumbass look. “You will. Let us know. We’ll see you around.” With that, she returned inside. Clearly, I was not breaking any hearts next door.

I rinsed my mug, tidied the counter, grabbed my stuff and headed to Jenny’s. We were entering a reconciliation phase, from which all else would spring. I knew we had a lot to talk about, but all I could think of now was how she looked the first time I saw her naked on the beach. 

I knew in fifty years we’d both look much different to the world. It’s how things worked. But time would never change how she looked in my eyes the first day and, if luck willed out and we were together in fifty years, she’d be the same woman. Time doesn’t change history. It adds to it. Every new wrinkle and gray hair would reflect on the time we’d spent together and the loved we’d shared. 

In her eyes, I would always see the warm Jamaican sun shining through to remind me of the first time we met, the euphoria I felt with our first kiss and the joy it gave me to hold her in my arms, which I knew would be never-ending.
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Chapter 35: A Writer’s Room
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JENNY

FLYING BUTTONS

“Hi,” I said, when I opened the door.

“Hi.”

“Well?” 

“I’m sorry?” David looked confused and a little worried.

“Aren’t you going to kiss me this time?” David caught on and gave me a kiss, and the kiss turned into a full-on mutual assault. We were both hungry for each other.

“Is this all your stuff?” I asked when we came up for air.

“No. You said to get what I needed. I wasn’t sure what you meant.”

“I guess I have to be real specific with you, eh?” I was teasing. “Leave your stuff here and follow me.”

I took him into the living room and through the pocket doors to the dining room, which I had opened with a kind of flourish.

“What do you think? Will this be a good place for you to work? I won’t... I mean, we won’t ever need the dining room. We can eat outside all year long.”

“Oh, yeah. Much better than a kitchen table. It feels official.” He walked around the table to the wing chair and sat. “Yeah, much better.”

“And look, you close these doors and you won’t be bothered by me poking around.”

“You could never be a bother.”

“You said it all in Island Fever, David. When you write you go in another world, and it’s hard to switch back and forth. I respect that. You go deep when you’re working. So do I... Anyway, now you can finish the story.

“What do you mean? Didn’t it end?”

“No, David. You wrote the beginning. Now you need to write the rest. I mean, there’s lots more to that story to come, isn’t there?” I smiled and David understood.

“You’re right, and I think I know how it will end. At least I’m getting a good feeling about it,” he said.

“Me too. Now, let me show you where your stuff goes.”

I showed David his side of the dresser. He only had a few things to put away. As I watched, I felt my knees getting weak. He had such a smooth manner, I would even call it graceful. He didn’t toss things around, his movements weren’t jerky or hurried. He seemed almost meditative. He was thoughtful. Seeing him bend over to open the bottom drawer gave me goosebumps. I wanted to grab his ass and squeeze. This wasn’t a top of her class Columbia Law School graduate thinking this way. It was the inner whore of a woman with a panting heart pinballing around her ribcage.

David unpacked his few shirts and I hung them in the closet. I stood back and it made me smile to see his clothes next to mine. I knew I was being dippy, but I didn’t care. David put his underwear in the top drawer and was done unpacking. He sealed up his carry-on and I put it in the closet. 

When I turned around he was right there and took me in his arms. I kissed him and hugged him and couldn’t resist walking us to the bed. We fell on it, and it was like the first day on the beach when I went over to his towel and we rolled around in each other’s arms.

I wanted to have his hands all over me. I could feel his erect cock pressing on my thigh. I wanted to liberate it, hold it in my hands, kiss it, have it in my mouth. His hand found my breast and I yanked my sundress open at the top, popping a few buttons. His hand slipped inside and under my bra, and when I felt my nipple between his fingers I couldn’t resist moving my hand to his cock. 

It wasn’t enough to feel it through the fabric of his shorts. I popped the button and pulled the zipper open and slipped my hand under his briefs. We both moaned with pleasure. His hand went from my breast to my thigh and up under my dress. He cupped my panties and gently massaged. I was soaked and his cock was wet and there was only one place we could go, but I still wanted to wait. I gently pushed myself away saying, “David, oh David, let’s slow down. We have forever now...”

He understood. We kissed a little more then sat up on the bed facing each other. My dress was hanging open and missing a few buttons. David’s shorts were open with his cock exposed. I gently put it back in his briefs and kissed him again. 

“That was close,” he said. “I can’t believe what you do to me.”

“Me either, but can we save it a little more?” David nodded and kissed me again. “But tell me, what can’t you believe? I want to hear you say it.”

“When you hug me, when you kiss me, when you touch me, it’s something I’ve never felt before. It feels orgasmic right away. It’s like you take me straight to the edge. I could have an orgasm simply looking at you. It’s almost happened just thinking of you.”

I kissed him and spoke to him with my eyes. I felt everything he was feeling. It was like we completed each other’s circuits. When we touched, everything felt connected.

I fixed my bra, stood, and removed my dress. I looked around the room. “There’s one, and there’s the other one, and down there is yours.” I picked up the buttons we’d popped off each other clothes and put them on the dresser. “Give me those shorts and I’ll sew the button back on.” 

David stood and took off his shorts, his erection still going strong. I loved seeing it this way, filling his briefs. It was like seeing a package under the tree with my name on it. 

“I can put on another pair. You don’t have to worry about it” he said.

“I’d better get in the habit of sewing your buttons back on. I mean, if I’m going to be ripping them off you all the time. Anyway, I like seeing you in your underwear. It’s a good look on you.”

“I could say the same about you,” said David. He drifted for a moment and came back. “I can’t believe I’m standing here with you, like this, after a week...”

“I know, David. I know. Let’s not go there yet. Why don’t we take a bottle of wine to the beach and have a swim? We can talk and watch the sunset. Then we’ll come back here, eat a nice lobster dinner and see where the night takes us. Okay?”

“I don’t know about swimming. I saw a shark this morning.”

“There are always sharks out there. It’s where they live.”

“I had that thought too. I guess if we don’t bother them they’ll leave us alone.”

“We’ll know either way, right? I’ll toss this stuff in a bag and fix it there. You can put on another pair of shorts.” I took off my bra and panties and slipped on the wrap I wore the first day I was with David. 

“Are we doing the nudist thing? You’re not wearing a suit?”

“Do you want me to? I can.”

“No. It’s fine. Nudist is great.” David sounded a little troubled but not ready to discuss it.

“Why don’t I wear a suit, and then if you want I can take it off there, okay?”

“Okay.”

I slipped on my one piece because I hadn’t worn it much and I knew it looked great on me. We packed snacks and the wine and headed to the beach.
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Chapter 36: Square One
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JENNY

––––––––
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HEY! GET A ROOM!

“BACK TO SQUARE ONE,” said David, as he spread our towels next to each other.

“David, we’ve already been around the board once. I told you about the Get Out Of Jail Free card I gave you. We’re not going backward. We’re going around the board again. This time you won’t land yourself in jail.”

“Right. Sorry. I wasn’t thinking. Maybe a game metaphor isn’t appropriate anyway.”

“It’s okay. I’m not really keeping score.” I smiled, and he smiled back and we sat together on the towel. “So, what do we need to talk about? Do you want me to tell you about the guy you saw me with? Should we start there?”

“Sure. I admit I’m curious.”

“He was Julie and Clive’s friend from New York. I met him at their house having dinner. Julie suggested I show him around, so we went to the beach hut. Julie also told me he was gay, but it turned out it wasn’t the case. I only figured it out later.” I laughed at that. “Anyway, this is how you seeing me with him came about.”

“I heard you were on the beach with him later.”

“Yeah. But nothing happened.” I knew who he heard that from, but I held my tongue. “It was a friendly visit. He’s already left Jamaica.”

David looked like he was mulling something over and reluctant to mention what was on his mind.

“David, what are you thinking about? Let’s get this all out in the open, okay? I’m not going to hold anything back.”

“I’m afraid I saw him in your bedroom. He was naked, and, well, it looked like you were in there with him, on the bed.”

This news shocked me. I didn’t like the idea of David spying, but maybe there was some explanation.

“I was never in there with him when he was naked. He took a shower after the beach. His clothes were wet so we put them in the dryer. I put them on the bed when they were dry. That’s all you saw.”

“Okay. This explains it.”

“Now David, why were you looking in my bedroom window? Some people would say it’s a little creepy.” I smiled to soften my remark.

“I know and I’m sorry. After I saw you with him at the beach hut, I guess I went a little nuts. It’s not like me, honestly. But I only went around to the back to see if you were on your patio. That’s when I saw him through your bedroom window.”

“And if I was on the patio, what were you going to do? Come up and talk to me?”

“I didn’t have a plan, Jenny. As I said, I was a little nuts. I’d been drinking. The Dutch girls told me they saw you on the beach with him and it stung deep. At first, one of them said you were both naked, but the other one corrected her and said only the guy was naked.”

“Okay, but hold on a minute. I have to admit I went to your place too. I’d had a little wine. I walked around back when I didn’t see you inside and heard you next door. I saw one of the women in her underwear. It made my heart sink. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have snooped, but I guess we’re even.”

“Thanks. You’re being generous.”

“Now, can I ask you about the Dutch girls? You seemed pretty cozy with them. When I heard you in their cottage it sounded like a party, like you were all getting it on.”

“I met them while I was out looking for you. They invited me to go out but I declined. I saw them the next day and they invited me over for coffee, so I went. Nothing happened with either of them. They even helped me out. One of them came on a little strong but the only person I wanted to be with was you. Her name is Gerdi. She made it clear you were the one I wanted though it wasn’t her intention. She was a test, I guess.”

“We both know how it felt seeing each other with someone else. It wasn’t fun.”

“No, it wasn’t. It was hell,” said David. “And let me say I’m sorry again. It’s all my fault.”

“Well, we understand each other now, and I could have left a note for you when I took off with Julie and the kids. I thought about it after I left. When you were quiet for two days, after everything we did, it made me a little nuts too. You said I could count on you.”

We filled each other in on all the other details from our time apart. David was funny describing his time with the Dutch women. I owed them my thanks. When he told me about their lesbian show, I would have fallen off my chair had I been sitting in one. It proved again David wasn’t a casual player and definitely wanted to be with me. I didn’t think I was being naïve.

We both felt a little exhausted getting all of that out. David leaned over and kissed me before laying out on his towel. I put my head on his chest and we were quiet. He gently stroked my back and arms and it felt soothing. There were lots of couples streaming out of the resort for their late afternoon beach walks, and it made me think of our night there.

“We were pretty crazy that night, weren’t we?” 

“What night?” asked David.

“The first night at the resort, our only night, really. I still can’t believe it.”

“I believe it. I keep imagining you naked on my lap. I can still feel you. Let’s say it left an impression.”

I laughed. It was the moment I definitely knew there was some magic between us. I wanted to touch him but he was wearing his shorts and I was in my suit. Most of the passing couples were naked.

“So, you’re done being a nudist, David? That surprises me. I thought you liked it.”

“I don’t know. When we were apart, it felt like I was cheating if I went naked without you. To be honest, I did with the Dutch girls, but it didn’t feel right. I kept my shorts on after.”

“You’re with me now.”

“When the Dutch women told me they saw you naked with the guy I felt jealous. Then they corrected their story. You weren’t naked. He was.”

“No, I wasn’t naked with him. I wore my two-piece. I did take off my bottoms in the ocean, but only for a minute. It was a joke. He didn’t see anything.”

“You think that helps, huh?” David laughed. “I’m kidding, but only kind of. The idea of you naked on the beach without me has a strange kind of energy attached to it.”

“David, you said you got naked with the Dutch girls. Should it make me jealous?”

“Not really, I guess. This is a nude beach. It wasn’t an orgy.”

“I know what you were feeling. I sense it too imagining you naked with them. It doesn’t make me mad so much but I do feel possessive about you. I think this is what we’re feeling. It’s probably normal.”

“I know one thing for sure,” he said. “I like being naked with you. I don’t think it’ll ever get old.” He stood and took off his shorts and underwear and sat and kissed me.

“Do you mind if I join you?” I asked.

“Be my guest.”

I shimmied out of my suit without standing. David rolled onto his side facing me. His erectile control hadn’t changed. I watched his cock get hard, leaned over and kissed him and whispered, “I can see we’re not alone.” I smiled and looked at his erection.

“I’m afraid we’ll never get any time alone without it tagging along.”

“Is it a promise?” I giggled like a young girl.

“You can count on it.”

He told me I was stunning, and I tried to prove I wasn’t. I pointed to the beginning of cellulite on my upper thigh and told him it wasn’t there a year ago. He leaned over and looked.

“Well, this changes everything,” he said.

I playfully smacked his arm. He leaned over and kiss the spot I’d pointed to saying, “I’m afraid I don’t see anything, Jenny. You still look perfect.”

I opened the wine, and we toasted the setting sun and sat up to watch the people parade. I leaned my head on David’s shoulder. We made each other laugh telling stories from our youth. It sounded like he had an idyllic childhood in semi-rural Ohio. His dad was a strong figure in his life, and from him, he learned to respect women and never take advantage. His dad would say, “Think of your sister and mother”.

David stood “Let’s go for a walk.” We went to the far end of the beach and turned and headed to the resort boundary. We could hear the beach bar was in full swing. We stood there naked and listened.

David smiled, “It’s like it’s natural now, being around all these naked people.”

“What I like is being seen naked with you. The ladies like checking you out.”

“You seem to be popular yourself.”

“And I’m all yours,” I said and kissed him.

“And I’m all yours too.”

“We’re getting pretty soppy here, aren’t we?”

“How about we never stop?”

We stood in an embrace until someone shouted out, “Get a room!” We looked at each other and laughed. 

We both thought it was a good idea.
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Chapter 37: Dinner Date
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JENNY

NEARING THE THRESHOLD

We got back from the beach and went straight into the shower. David used my washing mitt and scrubbed me all over, and I mean everywhere. He even washed my hair, massaging my head so expertly I could have stood there forever. He rinsed me off and let me scrub him. He had an erection the whole time. I soaped it up and pulled his body against mine to feel it slip around my belly. It was inches from where I wanted it to be. It felt so nice I didn’t want to let him go.

The water cooled, so we did a final rinse and dried each other off. We could have moved straight to the bed, but I think we both wanted to stretch the evening and enjoy the anticipation. There was no reason to rush, despite how desperately I wanted David to fill me up inside. There was no doubt about his abilities there.

David went to hang our wet towels on the patio drying rack and rejoined me in the bedroom. I wasn’t sure how to dress for the evening. Was there any point to getting dressed?

“David, what do you want me to do? Stay as I am? Wear my naughty robe? Get dressed?”

“All the above.”

“In what order?”

“If you really want to know, how about the way you dressed for the resort?”

I went to the dresser and picked out a white bra and panty. “Will this work?”

“Absolutely.”

I put them on and went to the closet to get the dress. “How many buttons?” David came over and buttoned all but one on the top and three on the bottom.

“Now let’s do you,” I said. I picked a shirt out of the closet and a pair of khaki shorts from the dresser. “Okay, let’s look into the briefs situation.” I selected a black pair. “Put these on.”

He stepped into his briefs and when he was done, I wanted him to do it all over again. The way his cock filled his briefs made me swoon. David put on the shorts with the zipper and button undone while he put on his shirt, a white safari style with the sleeves already rolled up midway. He looked like an advertisement for a tropical travel wear label. I zipped him up and gave him a kiss.

“You’re fun,” I said. “I like this, getting each other dressed.”

“We can do it again right now if you want.”

“Let’s get dinner started.”

We went to the kitchen and David poured wine from the bottle we didn’t finish at the beach.

“What can I do?” he asked.

“Do you like to cook? It’s strange how much we still don’t know about each other, isn’t it?”

“I love to cook. I’m pretty good at it but I have some rules.”

“Oh, what are those?” I asked.

“No recipe with more than ten ingredients. No radishes, ever, unless they’re only for decoration, and if pot roast is ever on the menu, I prefer my mother’s recipe.”

“Is that it?”

“Well, there’s kitchen stuff generally. I prefer to store Tupperware with lids attached. It’s a deal breaker so, if we can’t agree...”

I laughed. “I agree to your terms, David. I’ll save mine for later... Now, you can slice the cucumbers and tomatoes.”

While I waited for the water to boil for rice, I went over and hugged David from behind. As he was slicing cucumbers he said, “Careful, I’m armed.” I slipped my hands into his pockets and held his cock through the fabric. It grew in my hand and my knees felt wobbly.

David put the knife down. He put both hands on the counter and bowed his head. I kissed his neck, and we stood there for a moment, me caressing him while he enjoyed the attention. I kissed his neck again and went back to the rice.

As he resumed with the cucumbers and tomatoes he said, “So, is this how it’s going to be? You fondling me all the time?”

“I don’t have to, David, if it bothers you.”

He came over and hugged me from behind, pressing his cock into my bottom. I swooned, and as he had done, and put my hands on the edge of the counter to steady myself as he fondled me. He pulled up my dress and cupped my panties and slowly massaged, gently pressing in. I spread my legs and could feel my lips filling his hand. He kissed my neck, and I turned to kiss his mouth. We held each other and kissed until the rice boiled over. I laughed and let go and turned back to the stove.

“We’ll never get this done if we keep this up,” I said.

David reached around and fondled my breasts. “Are you going to undo me again?” I asked, referring to our night at the resort when he undressed me in the bar.

He undid another top button and slipped his hands inside my dress. I loved the way he touched me there, never greedy, always loving and savoring.

“Okay,” he said, releasing me. “So much for the appetizer.”

“You mean, the appetizer for later tonight, right?”

“For later... Now, I should open another bottle of wine. White, right? With the lobster?”

“Whatever you prefer. I don’t stick by those rules so much. You’ll see I’m easy this way.”

“An easy girl. I knew it.” He laughed and got the wine.

I lit the torches Julie had put in my yard and we ate on the patio. David undid another one of my top buttons before we sat, saying it was to enhance the view. I pulled my dress open and told him it was all his to enjoy.

“Now, what do I get in return?” I asked.

“I’m not sure what I have to offer.”

“You can open your shirt a lot more. I won’t mind. Give me some Fabio action.”

“Okay.” He undid about half of the buttons. I could now see his nice chest.

“You said you don’t exercise.”

“Not much. I told you I have a little routine, but that’s it. Why?”

“Nothing. I’m counting my blessings, that’s all.”

“We’re in danger of flattering each other to death,” he said.

“Until death do us part? It’s okay with me.”

“Okay... Since we’re flattering each other, your legs are obnoxiously beautiful. They’re over the top. Your legs could launch a thousand ships.”

“Over the top good, right? I never thought about them much.”

“You’re kidding aren’t you? They’re lovely, especially where they meet,” he said.

“So, now we’re dirty talking, huh?”

“I’m just talking. Don’t get me started on your bosom.”

“I want you to get started on my bosom. You can call them tits, by the way. I sort of like that.”

“Your tits are magnificent. Your nipples are perfect.”

“You’re making me a little crazy here. If this lobster wasn’t so good I might be all over you right now,” I said. “Anyway, let’s talk about you now.”

“Okay.”

“I love the way you hang. I want to hold you in my hands.”

“You mean...”

“Your cock and balls. They hang perfectly. I don’t know what it is but when I see you naked, I want to stare at them. Most men, well, ugh.”

“Thank you. It’s kind of you to say,” he said, using an aw-shucks cowboy voice. He really pulled it off.

“You’re the only man I’ve ever felt like saying that to. You know what else?”

“I can’t wait to hear,” he said, putting down his knife and fork.

“Remember when we slept on the beach? When I...”

“When you inhaled my penis? I have a vague memory...”

“When I swallowed you up I mean. I’ve played the reel over and over in my head. I still can’t believe it. I was afraid, but you tasted so, I don’t know... What I’m trying to say is, I liked it. I felt so naughty, but in a good way, and I’d save it for you.”

“It was indeed incredible, simply the idea... It’s played over and over in my head too. You literally blew me away.”

I laughed. “David, this is about the dirtiest dinner conversation I’ve ever had.”

“And isn’t this technically our first dinner together?” he said.

“You’re right. I wonder how this bodes for the future. Our Thanksgivings may be out of control.”

“I can’t say for sure, but I think your breasts are yearning to be free.”

“You mean you want me to take off my bra?”

“I know your breasts will enjoy the fresh air. I’m only thinking of their happiness.”

“Well, come over here and take it off.”

David came over, unhooked the bra and unbuttoned my dress so it was loose enough to come off my shoulders. I pulled my arms out and he finished removing my bra. 

“So, you want me to sit here topless? I can do that, but you’ve got to take off your shirt.”

David removed his shirt and kissed me. I felt the very obvious erection he was sporting and had a mad desire for him to touch me. If he did, I knew that would be it. We’d make love right on the table, lobster be damned. And it was really, really good lobster.

David sat and we resumed our meal. Everything was delicious, the food, David, the night, how I was feeling. The warm breeze over my breasts drew attention to my near full nudity. It was exciting to sit this way, knowing my man approved and liked it. I knew I could live like this with David, being savage all the time here in the tropics.

“David, what are your thoughts for after Jamaica? Have you looked far ahead? I’m talking about your work.”

“No. I figured I had six months to see how the writing goes and get set up with freelance work to cover the bills down the road.”

“What if you never had to work in software again, and just wrote your books?”

“It would be great, but writers tend more toward the starving variety than the well-fed kind. I’ll have to do freelance work in software to fill the gaps in my income.”

“What if we work something out where all you have to think about is the writing?”

“Let you support me? No. I couldn’t let you do that.”

“I mean, what if you had the time to make it work out and didn’t have to worry about money?”

“It’s the same thing, isn’t it?”

“What if it is? Does it matter?”

“You don’t want to go back to a big law firm. You said, with your investments intact, you could live off editing legal textbooks. I don’t know what it pays, but I wouldn’t want you to do more than you had to do to support yourself.”

“David, I don’t need to work. I do it to stay current and keep a hand in the game, so to speak. Don’t worry about that. Especially tonight. I shouldn’t have brought it up.”

“You were right to bring it up. It’s all part of this now. The us. It’s why we had our hiccup, because I was worried about being able to commit to the writing.”

“I know. We’ll figure it out won’t we? Don’t we want to?”

“More than anything, but this is an unfair conversation. I can’t keep my eyes off your tits. It’s distracting when you have them out like this.”

I laughed hard. I jiggled my breasts at him and he laughed too.

“Okay then. I’m glad we got that settled. I love you, David.”

“I love you too, Jenny. It’s one thing I know is true about the future. I’m meant to love you.”

“Did I tell you about my parents? They were engaged after two weeks,” I said.

“You’re kidding. My parents married a month after they met.”

“I guess it’s in our genes. We know what we want when we see it.”

“And it’s proof we’re not weird or setting any precedents. People can fall in love overnight. It happens all the time.” David stared at the horizon and the stars shimmering over the Caribbean. “I know it’s happened to me.”

“You just like my tits. That’s what got you.”

“And apparently you like my ‘package’.”

“‘Love’ is the better word,” I said. “What about the rest of me? I like it when you talk dirty-flirty.”

“I know what you mean. We should rename our dinners ‘foreplay’.”

“I know!”

“My mind is still back in the bedroom watching you get dressed. I’ll be processing this dinner conversation through to tomorrow.”

“You’re going to have a lot more to process by then.”

“If you’re suggesting you’re going to seduce me, lady...”

“Seduce you? Let me see what you’ve got, mister. I don’t make those decisions lightly.”

“You mean you want me to strip naked?” said David, pretending he was offended.

“If you say so.”

“I’ll let you have the honors, like you did the night by the resort pool.” He stood and came over. I unbuttoned his shorts and pulled them off. His erection was ready to pop out of his briefs, way over to one side. I ran my fingers along it and cupped his balls with my other hand. I looked into his eyes while I kissed his bulge and slowly pulled his underwear down until they dropped to his feet. I put his cock in my mouth and gently tasted it, letting it linger there while my tongue played around. 

His knees buckled and he swayed. I put my hands on his ass and pulled him toward me. I could taste his saltiness as it oozed onto my tongue. I swallowed and let go and looked up at him again.

“Do you think we should get a room now, David? Finally?”

He dipped to pick me up in his arms and carried me across the threshold into our new life.
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Chapter 38: I Love You
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JENNY

THERE’S A FIRST TIME FOR EVERYTHING

David laid me on the bed. He smiled but didn’t move. I got the impression he was savoring the moment, taking snapshots in his mind.

Finally, I said, “Like what you see?”

“Yes. I’m not sure where to begin.”

I opened my legs.

He smiled. “Are you sure? What would people think?”

“People?” I said. “What people? There’s only you and me now. Damn other people anyway.”

David finished unbuttoning my dress and I lifted my bottom so he could pull it out from under me. He dropped it to the floor, pulled me to the edge of the bed, got down on his knees, put my legs over his shoulders, and kissed my inner thighs.

He slid his tongue under my panty on each side, never quite reaching my center. It was almost cruel, but I loved the torture. I heaved myself into his face and he licked me up and down outside my panties.

I couldn’t take it anymore and pulled him up and over me, scooting to the center of the bed. He kissed and sucked my nipples before coming up to my mouth. I curled my legs around his back. His scent put me in a daze and I simply inhaled him as he alternated gentle kisses with staring into my eyes. Feeling his skin on my skin electrified me. His chest felt hard against my breasts and I just wanted to squeeze him into me.

The only thing between us now were my panties. I opened my legs and tapped his back. He lifted off and helped me pull them down.

He held my legs, his palms under my thighs, and slowly licked my slit. We got into a rhythm, my body chasing his tongue as it started to separate my lips and penetrate.

Reflexively, I put my hands on his head and push to force his tongue deeper. He resisted, and simply kept feathering me up and down, letting his tongue slip inside here and there. He knew it would drive me mad.

When I could take it no more I pleaded. “DAVID, oh David, I need your tongue inside me now!”

He obliged. He licked deep and hard and perfectly circled his tongue around my clit. I held his head with both hands. I watched him perform. His hands were now up and over my thighs, holding me firmly. He was sending me right to the edge.

Knowing where I was, David’s tongue focused more intently and he put his fingers inside me. I freed one hand to smack the bed in response, arching my back and heaving my breasts into the air. My legs quivered as my knees rose, forcing his fingers deeper inside me as his tongue applied more and more pressure.

I finally said, “David!, David, stop or I’m going to come!” He lifted his head and slowly removed his fingers. He kissed my belly and lifted himself over my breasts and kissed them as I was heaving my pelvis, begging for his cock to enter me. 

But I had to tell him something first.

David’s face hovered over mine and he said, “I love you, Jenny.” I kissed him and told him I loved him too. I pulled him in and felt his cock pressing on my belly. I wanted to move it down and inside me. I wanted him to fill me up and come inside me, but I had to speak first.

“David, I want you, and I want you to come inside me. I want you to come inside me a thousand times, a thousand million times and forever. But you have to know I’m not using birth control, and I don’t want you to use a condom. I want to feel you. And if you come inside me, we might have a baby. Do you really want me to have your baby? Do you want to have a baby with me? Cause this is real, David. This could be happening now. I know it’s a longshot, but it’s a real possibility. It could happen.”

David kissed me hard and hugged me and whispered into my ear, “I want to have babies with you. I want to have a family with you. If you’re ready, I’m ready.”

I knew we were both crazy now—crazy in love.

He lifted his head and I could see his eyes were wet and he meant every word. My eyes watered too. He kissed me again and lifted his body as I spread my legs wide and bent my knees. His cock slipped between my legs and his pelvis arched and I could feel the tip of his cock parting my lips.

For the first time.

He looked into my eyes again. We both moaned as David’s cock fully penetrated and he slowly started a rhythm. I gasped. After each thrust he withdrew almost completely, each time letting the crown of his cock brush and tease my clit. The way he filled me perfectly made me delirious. I was made for him, he for me. When he drew back, I knew he would hit exactly the right spot and do it again and again. I felt a total loss of control.

I wanted David deeper and deeper inside me. I lifted my legs straight in the air as David moved faster and faster, now grunting with each thrust. I knew he was close and that did it for me. “David, David, I’m going to come, I’m going to come...” and he grunted louder and louder as he thrust harder and harder. As I climaxed, his body twitched and tensed and I could feel his release happening inside me, I felt my spasms drinking him in, welcoming every last drop of him, hoarding his essence.

David collapsed on top of me and I hugged him and we rolled back and forth and kissed until we just had to rest. David started to pull out and I said, no, let it happen naturally. I stroked his back and rocked him until he was soft again and he rolled over to my side. He put his forearm up over his forehead and let out a big breath. 

I cuddled next to him and kissed his chest and rubbed his belly. We laid there, sipping in the afterglow while we calmy caressed and savored each other.

I was totally and completely in love with this man. I pressed into David and his arm fell across my shoulders. He held me tight, like he’d never let go. I fell into a bliss-filled sleep, knowing we would be together forever.
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Chapter 39: Good Morning  
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JENNY

A VERY IMPORTANT CALL

David spooned me all night. Once, when he seemed about to roll over, I pulled his arm around me and didn’t let go until I was sure he was asleep again. When I finally woke he was still curled into me. I lifted his hand to my face and kissed it before rolling over to kiss his face. 

He didn’t wake, so I teasingly played with his cock. It instantly responded, so I put it in my mouth to let it grow inside me there. As it did, I felt his hand on my shoulders as he let out a gentle moan. I lifted my head and said, “Good morning, David.”

He looked and said, “Is this how I’m going to wake up from now on?”

“It depends on you, honey. You might wake up before me and, you know, this is how you’ll wake me up.” I was ready to climb on board all over again. He was definitely ready to receive me.

I kissed the tip and circled my tongue around the crown and moved up to kiss his face.

“I should brush my teeth if you’re going to get all lovey on me,” he said.

I sat up. “Don’t worry about me. You do what you have to... By the way, are you a morning person or a night owl? We haven’t discussed stuff like our routines.”

“I go back and forth. I don’t have a fixed pattern there,” he said.

I played with his penis. “I’ve only seen you not excited maybe three times.”

“If you keep doing what you’re doing, you’re not likely going to see it any other way.”

“It’s fine with me this way... Anyway, what are your other morning routines, I mean, aside from having erections?” While he thought about it I resumed what I was doing before. Now David was fully and beautifully erect.

“Straight to coffee.” He said. “I used to jump on emails too but I barely get those anymore... You know, if you keep up what you’re doing...”

I let his cock slip from my mouth with a popping sound. “If I keep what up, David? Talking to you?” 

“If you keep that up you may get a surprise shortly.”

“It’s okay with me if you come. I like making you happy... Now, what were you saying about your morning routine?” I was simply stroking him now so he could focus.

“I don’t get many emails anymore. Anyway, coffee first thing, and I go from there... It’s hard to think when you’re doing that.”

“This?” I laughed and climbed on top of him. I slowly lowered myself over his cock. I was startled once again at our perfect fit, and almost instantly I was right there.

David moaned. I sat with him inside me, barely moving, savoring how it felt before I slowly lifted off and laid next to him. He leaned over and we kissed.

“David, I can’t begin to tell you how right this feels, tasting you, having you inside me...”

“I know. If you’d stayed with one or the other any longer...”

I kissed him again before he could finish. “So, the first thing is you like coffee followed by some quiet time. What kind of quiet time?”

“Quiet time with you.”

“We can have quiet time too. I like just being with you.”

“What about you?” asked David. “Are you a morning yakker? It seems to be what we’re discovering here.”

I laughed. “No. I’m a little excited, I guess. But I’m like you. I like mornings, I’m not a night owl but I can manage a late night. I think we’ve proved it.”

“So, should I make the coffee or is coffee your area?”

I smiled. “Whoever gets up first?”

“That would be you this morning. I like it with cream.”

“Okay.” I got up and went into the kitchen. I didn’t feel a need to put anything on. David followed. His hair was boyishly messed up, and I wanted to rub my hands through it.

We took the coffee out on the patio and we both moaned. We hadn’t cleaned up from the night before. David cleared us a space and we sat in a comfortable silence and looked out over the ocean and drank our coffee.

“This is so much better with you than just me sitting alone,” David said.

“I know.” I held his hand.

“Do you think you could live here permanently? Raise kids here?” he asked.

“I don’t know about raising kids. Julie and Clive will go back to New York during the school year when their kids come of age. But live here? Yes. I can see it. For a while at least.”

“Me too.”

“I want to take you to see Ian Fleming’s place on the north side of the island. I could see living like that.”

“It’s where you went Julie?”

“Yeah. I know you’d be happy set up like that, right on the ocean.” I’d already imagined David and I living there. When he took breaks from writing, we’d skinny dip.

“This is okay too, with a view of the ocean. It’s only a ten-minute walk. Our own little nude beach.”

“If people ask how we met, are we going to tell them we met naked?”

“It’s a good story,” David said.

“Well, you proved it already.”

We chatted for a while longer before taking a shower, making the bed and cleaning the dishes. We didn’t get dressed until we figured out we needed to do some shopping. There was almost nothing in the fridge or pantry. We took a cab into Negril and filled a cart at the Hi-lo. David insisted on paying. I knew this couldn’t go on forever but for today was fine.

We got home and put everything away. It was four o’clock, so we opened a bottle of wine to celebrate our happiness. A squall had moved in so we sat in the living room. David was getting a little quiet, so I asked what he was thinking about.

“Oh, nothing. It’s been a crazy twelve days or so, I guess. I’m still digesting everything.”

“In a good way, right?” I asked. I don’t know why but I felt worried.

“Sure. In a very good way. Getting things settled between us means I can focus on my other cherished dream.”

“You mean the writing.”

“Yeah. I need to figure it out now but from a different angle.”

“With me in the picture.”

“Yes. It’s silly. I don’t want you out of my sight now. I want to be with you every minute.”

I smiled. “We need to give it some time. I don’t think we’re meant to pick up on day one and have everything figured out.”

“You’re right,” he said. I knew he would need time to get it all sorted in his mind. I leaned over and kissed him and we cuddled for while kissing and petting.

The rain was falling sideways now and the wind howled. In twenty minutes it could be bright sunshine again.

We each took a sip of our wine and David said, “So, what’s our evening plan? Do we feel like cooking?”

“Does a big salad sound good? Do you want meat? You tell me.”

“A salad sounds fine. Should we make it now so we can relax later?”

It was a good idea but what I really wanted to do was climb back into bed. I was ready to go all day on that score. We went into the kitchen and got everything we needed out of the fridge. David was quiet again, but I didn’t want to intrude on his thoughts. I washed the salad fixings and David started slicing and dicing the tomatoes, onions and cucumbers.

I knew he was anxious about the future. Not with me, but with his work. I knew everything would be fine, I could feel it, but I couldn’t force him to believe it. I watched him meditatively prepping the salad and fell in love all over again. I ached for him to feel secure and happy.

As I started with the salad dressing, my phone rang in the living room. I assumed it would be Julie wanting to know how things were going.

Instead, the call was from a New York number. I answered. It was the editor who had received the package I’d sent. It was a good sign as it couldn’t have been in his hands more than a few hours.

Ten minutes later I hung up. I was in a daze sorting it all out, reordering the sequence of information so it would make more sense. I had trouble believing what I’d heard. I went back into the kitchen.

“Hey,” David said. “Julie checking in on us?” When he looked at me he appeared startled. “Jenny, are you okay?” He came over and held me.

“Yes. I’m fine.”

“What is it?”

“David, I don’t want you to be upset. Promise you won’t be upset?” He promised. “I sent your story about us to an editor in New York. I was referred to him by the editor of the book I’m working on. He liked it so much he sent it around to some other editors. They all liked it and told the first editor to get the rest of the novel in-house. He used the word ‘pronto’.”

David stared at me intently, trying to take this all in.

“I told him it was the first chapter, and the others weren’t finished yet. He asked if you’d sent your first chapter to any other publishers. I lied and said I didn’t know. I wanted him to think they might lose you to someone else, you see, if they didn’t respond immediately with an offer. 

“He asked what my capacity was, in relation to you, and I lied again, saying I was your attorney. He asked me what I thought it would take to secure the rights to publish your book. I said I’d have to get back to him. He said I should know upfront they were eager to work with my ‘client’ and would make a generous offer. I said it would take a day or so before I could reply.”

David was pale. He stared at the ground trying to process everything.

“David? They’re a big publisher. They own publishing companies around the world. One of their divisions produces movies. This is big.”

He looked at me and said, “Jenny, what you sent wasn’t edited. I hadn’t proofed it. It was nowhere near publishable.”

“They thought it was a finished spec chapter from a novel. They thought it was ready to go.”

“They liked it? They want to publish my novel? I don’t have a novel ready yet.”

“David, I told them that. They’ll pay you to finish it if they can have the publishing rights.”

“Wow.”

“Yeah, wow. It’s great, isn’t it?”

David pulled me in and kissed me harder than he’d ever done before. I pressed against him as hard as I could.

He came up for air and looked at me. “So, what happens now? What do I do next?”

“Well,” I said. You’ve got your attorney sorted out. That’s me by the way. Now, all you have to worry about is being a writer. No more software programming, no more Senior Analyst stuff. You sit out there and write when the mood strikes and make love to me the rest of the time.”

“I can do that, Jenny.”

“I know you can.”

We kissed. I could see his muscles release all of his worries about the future. His heart had led him to me and through my heart and love, all of his dreams would now come true. We held each other like we would never let go. He kissed my lips, my face, my neck, and tore my dress open and pushed aside my bra to kiss my breasts. I unbuttoned his shorts and pushed them down as he tore at my dress. 

He ripped off my pantie and leaned me over the counter. I spread my legs and he entered, thrusting, his powerlifting me off my feet. I sprawled over the counter gasping and moaning as his pace quickened. We were both right there from the beginning, ready to climax at once. He came hard and pushed me over the edge to join him, my body spasming in sync with the final swells of his body as he poured himself into me.

David kissed the back of my neck and my spine and my ass and came back to my neck. 

We stood and embraced some more, still trying to catch our breath. We were dripping with perspiration and lovemaking. David picked me up and carried me out to the patio and into the warm rain. It was falling more gently now, and we held each other as it fell and streamed over our bodies. He kissed me and picked me up again and spun me around telling me he loved me.

We finally settled down as the rain came to an end. The squall passed and the sun crept in around the edges of the breaking clouds. Soon, the sky was blue and the ocean sparkled in the sunlight. David and I watched the waves settle down, neither of us able to speak, both of us feeling madly in love with each other.

I put David’s hand on my tummy and pressed it into me. I knew I would soon feel his presence there in another way, and this made me smile.
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David’s Epilogue
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Jenny was so big nothing was safe. I had to move all the knick-knacks and bric-à-brac out of the line of fire of her belly, now bearing our twins and expected any day. We had moved in with her parents in New York two weeks before so she could deliver at home. It was an easy pregnancy and Jenny was in good spirits right until her due date, the day before. Now she was fidgeting.

“Maybe you should make love to me, David, to get things going,” she said.

“We made love two nights ago and nothing happened.” 

“Yes, something happened.”

“I mean baby wise.” 

“That happened nine months ago. I know. I was there.”

I laughed. “I seem to recall something happening.”

“David! Nine months ago yesterday is exactly when we made love in the kitchen. It was our second time. You knock me up the second time we made love!”

“It could have been the night before.”

“Either way, we got pregnant, yes? But I know it was in the kitchen. I just know it. When you carried me out into the rain, I knew I was pregnant.”

I had since learned she had a photographic memory for dates and what happened when.

“At least we can agree it happened,” she continued. 

“I can’t argue with you there.”

“Are you glad you married me?”

“I couldn’t be any happier.”

“Me too.” We kissed, and every new kiss still felt like the first time she kissed me on the beach, two hundred and eighty-one days before, according to her mental calendar.

***
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THREE WEEKS AFTER THAT night in the kitchen, the night I heard an editor wanted my book, I received an advance offer from the publisher along with a forty-page contract. Jenny studied it and advised me and ended up rewriting it. The publisher said fine to all the amended terms and we cashed the check. I already had the next five chapters complete. The editor wanted to see them right away and start peddling movie rights.

We went out to celebrate and bumped into the Dutch women and I formally introduced them to Jenny. We ended up sitting together and they all got along fine. Gerdi even bought a bottle of champagne to help us celebrate.

The next morning, Jenny walked into the bedroom, sat on the bed and leaned over and kissed me. She leaned back and looked me in the eyes. Her own eyes seemed to have a mischievous look to them.

She smiled and said, “Do you want to get married here or in New York?”

“Wherever you want.”

“Let’s get married here. How about Friday?”

“Don’t we want our parents here? My sister?”

“We can celebrate with them later, can’t we?”

“Sure. Okay, let’s get married Friday.”

Jenny leaned over and kissed me again. “Okay, now that we’ve got that settled, I thought I should let you know we’re pregnant.”

“Are you kidding?” I sat up and gave her a hug and a kiss. “How do you know?”

“I think I’d know, don’t you? Plus, I’ve tested myself three times. All positive.” She smiled and giggled like a girl and hugged me and kissed me again. I pulled her next to me on the bed and inhaled her scent and cuddled her and felt on top of the world.

“Are you happy?” she asked.

“Delirious.” 

“Me too. I want to call everybody.”

“Then let’s call everybody.”

“You sure? Can I call your sister too?”

“Call my sister.”

“Don’t you want to tell them?”

“I’ll talk to them after you.”

We talked to everyone and they were all happy for us, my mother most of all. She and Jenny had spoken on the phone over the past week more than I’d spoken to my mother all year.

Within another two weeks, we knew Jenny was carrying twins. We were both ecstatic. Jenny called it a twofer. I oiled her tummy every night and would stare waiting to see it grow. We didn’t have to wait long. She let me take nude pictures of her throughout. She was always gorgeous, and the bigger she got the more gorgeous she became.

She convinced me we needed to make love every day. I had no problem with this plan. 

I got into a solid writing routine. We spent weekends in bed or on the beach or exploring Jamaica. Two hours seldom passed in the past nine months without us touching each other in one way or another.

“Oh my God!” Jenny said, shaking me out of my reverie. “This is happening, David. I think we’re going to have our babies now.” She winced and felt her stomach. “Oh yeah, my water just broke. David!!!” There was a sound of water hitting the carpet.

“Honey, what do I do?” I put my arms around her. She felt another spasm and winced again, jerking in my arms.

“David, you know what to do. You don’t do anything now but hold me.”

“I’ll hold you.”

“You’ll never let me go, right?”

Never.

––––––––
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The End
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A Brief Note About The Dutch Women
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As noted by several beta readers, the Dutch women Gerdi and Bret made their first appearance in Loving Kate: Love Is Complicated. Two of that novel's main characters met them during a trip to the same resort where David and Jenny enjoyed their wild first night together. Those main characters are the couple Bret refers to when David visits the Dutch women for coffee.
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Is The Resort In The Story Real?
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Yes and no, in that it’s an amalgam of various resorts in the area. After a visit many years ago, I wrote a review of one of them for a well-known men’s magazine. I include it here to illustrate no matter how far-fetched a resort of this kind may sound in fiction, it is entirely real:

––––––––
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The Caribbean's Most Popular Nudist 
Resort For Couples & Singles
A FANTASY DISNEYWORLD FOR ADULTS

––––––––
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JUMPING OFF CLIFFS, gulping Herculean amounts of alcohol, feasting on buffets of Olympian proportion—these are but a few of the distractions offered by a variety of all-inclusive resorts dotting Jamaica's Negril coastline. 
One may also sail, snorkel, scuba dive, play tennis, golf, or, if so inclined, engage in a vigorous round of clothing-optional leapfrog. If this last activity spikes your interest or gives you a telltale tingle, by all means, forget your thong, grab your toothbrush, and head to Hedonism II, only fifty precarious miles from Montego Bay's scruffy airport. 
Hedonism II is a destination with a dubious but celebrated distinction. While neighboring mega resorts (such as Grand Lido and Sandals) offer all-inclusive week-long packages designed to ignite the romantic flames of couples in love, Hedonism II takes another tack. Hedonism II's romantic fancies include lust, lubricants, and latex. It is a broad focus that has much to do with group activities. Forget the wine and roses and intimate dinners. Hedonism II doesn't need to bother. It's the most booked-out resort in the Caribbean. If you don't believe me, call your travel agent. You'll be lucky to get a reservation for next season. Maybe.
If leapfrogging without the coddling comfort of bottoms sounds amusing, it is perhaps too energetic for some. How about some coed clothing-optional Twister, or the more placid pastime of bare-bottom shuffleboard? Taking part in these activities immediately answers any question about why the sun elects not to shine in certain places. Sometimes it's a difficult spectacle to witness, depending upon the sun's position. However, one quickly acclimates to this particular brand of sunshine, and after a short time, hardly notices. This is not the timorous naturism one might find in St. Tropez. It's the sort of nudism you might discover in a down-market neighborhood pub if everyone suddenly went clothing optional.
––––––––
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HEDONISM II SUCCEEDS unabashedly in the liberation of prurient preoccupations. Imagine your best fantasy coming true, then imagine someone else’s doing the same. Would it look like this? At times, the random courting habits do resemble impulses common to the later Pleistocene. It can happen when urges are given free reign. The daily ritual is both pagan and urban, a sometimes confused medley of desires played out beneath the chafing fronds of complacent palm trees. Imagine a place where private fantasies could be realized in a non-virtual holodeck (à la Star Trek). Wouldn't that be a swell place? 
Everything I mention here is true. Debaucheries that would send Bacchus scrambling are commonplace though no one takes offense. The mix of broiling flesh marinated in booze can sometimes brew an indelicate and libidinous stew, but this is exactly what some urban folks need. At Hedonism II, desire and carnal-mindedness are free to erupt in the lengthening shadows of the afternoon, spilling into the nooks and crannies of the resort, but well within reach of a wandering eyeball. 

Standing at the shoreline, innocently saluting the horizon in search of your mate, you risk witnessing vivid displays of salacious undulation or oral ingratiation between former strangers. Why not? This is the tropics, and everyone knows how populated this part of the world has become. Seemingly, something in the dense tropical air frees the spirit and emboldens the soul into uninhibited expression. 
As private photo collections reveal, there is something essentially soothing about nudism that releases tension and eases the mind's burdens. In our daily lives, we continually strive to hide our privates and fear the shame of failure. In contrast, Hedonism II resembles, if anything, a Disneyworld for our nether regions. "Your Genitals Are Welcome Here," the sign should say. 
In the course of our stay we met, among others, a firefighter, a bank teller, a postal clerk, a waitress, a dental assistant, all born and raised in suburban sprawls seemingly confined to the New York, Chicago and Atlanta metropolitan areas; the same people one tends to meet as a daily habit. 

Of course, seeing these same people in nothing but footwear somewhat strains the course of a conversation in a most peculiar way. However, if anything, standing naked within a group of strangers is far less inhibiting than mingling with them fully clothed. I have no idea why this is other than that, perhaps, clothing provokes a degree of separation, sheathing our naked sin. Communal nudity unravels this sin and shuttles pretense out the window. We are what we are. 
Charles is a forty-five-year-old insurance adjuster from Chicago. A Hedonism II veteran, he is enjoying his fourth go-around. On Monday (our second day) Frank is amusing himself at the pool bar (a bar in the swimwear-challenged pool) quaffing Red Stripe beer. He is the friendliest fellow in the world with his shorts off, eager to glad-hand you and know your whatevers. He is built to survive harsh winters, perhaps on the Russian steppes and is generally hairy, except on his head which has begun to peel. His eyes are friendly, and he takes you in with a sweeping bottom-to-top appraisal peculiar to Hedonism II (or any nudist environment). 

He has a Donald Trump wince, which is hard to imagine without the hair but once witnessed is locked forever in memory (Honey, remember the Donald Trump guy?). When he exits the pool to tend to natural duties, he seems to have befriended a dead mouse which clings to him beneath several rolls of loose baggage. We wince in unison, like Donald Trump. But so what? Not everyone is Adonis or Aphrodite. Charles is simply a man exercising his freedom to enjoy the party, a man who likely keeps tightly buttoned-up in his native Chicago. His mission here is to put a great distance between that Charles and the one now frolicking naked in the pool. We see him later that night passed out in nature's way on the beach. Someone has attempted to disguise his various features under strategic bundles of seaweed. Unbothered, he sleeps like Bacchus beneath a star burdened sky. 
Nightly activities are robust. The Pajama Party Disco puts everyone back into their clothes, but of the intimate boudoir variety. Teddies and sheer nightgowns or simply underwear for the women, and thongs or creative pimp-wear for men. Or nothing at all. 
While one quickly acclimates to the nudity, when the same people (who once stood before you naked hours before on the beach), suddenly appear in a suggestive tease of lingerie, well, the tables turn. This is erotic fare for most, and the turmoil of desire inspires another dimension of human harmony, The Grand Toga Party, for which people prepare all week. My companion decides exposing one breast will do. Why this carries with it an eroticism the nude beach denies is beyond explanation. 
The day after the clothing-impaired disco party, where bosoms large and small defied, terrifyingly, the perfect symmetry afforded them by gravity when not gyrating to the beat, we meet Judy, a flight attendant with immaculate teeth. I try not to make other assessments. She inhabits the beach during the day and frequents the hot tub by night. Back in suburban Atlanta, she keeps her Hedonism II secrets to herself. She is not a "swinger," but brings a casual attitude towards sex when she visits. Otherwise, her two lives are completely separate. She knows Charles from an earlier visit, and, as we learn during our stay, is one among many regulars who keep in touch during the year and plan for their visits to coincide. 
Of course, all-inclusive means no charge for the booze. Sobriety under these circumstances seems improvident. By the second day, many have become a bit hazy and begin curing their hangovers by drinking more exotic concoctions. By the third day, there is a distinct decline in the quality of interaction, but the fun seems to be on the rise. The staff, used to the dwindling intellects of their guests during each weeklong Bacchanal, are suddenly the only people able to carry on a comprehensible conversation. No one seems to mind, and people are left to indulge themselves as they see fit. I can't imagine more than one week at this pace. I don't drink, but feel exhausted nonetheless by the energy of those intent on maximizing their return on investment. 
With an anthropologist's zeal, I observe the daily beach activities, which whirl into a high frenzy once the precisely scheduled mid-afternoon thunderstorm passes over the sizzling parade of flesh. The brief rain feels like a burst of perspiration that inspires a new tempo. Organized activities often lose their legs under the treacherous gravity of alcohol, which turns some attempts at civilized play into haphazard sessions of pawing and bawdy pranksterism. Lotharios and paramours prove helpful to each other in their communal applications of tanning lotions and oils. I note the men lingered at this task with Zen-like determination, exercising a precision subscribing to peculiar rules of navigation. Water play is suggestive but non-conclusive. Such is the beat of this daytime drum, which grew louder as the week wore on. 
From a distance, these activities soon seem epicene. The bodies resemble so many melons, variously arranged in pairs, like moguls on a beach sloping to an emerald sea. By the fourth day, the absence of clothing is unremarkable. As scientists have learned, particularly with whales, surface features, which in this case means moles, divots and birthmarks, serve as useful identification aids. I never forget a name, but I have trouble matching them to faces. Thus, it is a fairly useless talent. Birthmarks and moles are another matter and, I soon discover, they may lurk in the oddest of locations. 
These Hedonists know that people come in all sizes, colors, and shapes, and respect their right to enjoy themselves in whatever dress lends them the most comfort at the seashore. And while no one actually stares or stalks, it is impossible not to appreciate the beauty of the naked body, even if their dimensions fail to comply with Hollywood's preferred standards. 
Though I am not a prude, I do wonder about the prudence of men standing waist deep without an organizing brief in the wilds of the ocean. Most fishermen are familiar with the efficacies of variously sized lures. I can imagine the horrific damage a swift barracuda might bestow on the unwary with a quick pass along the shoreline. 
But that is neither here nor there. My conclusion is that people, even the least spectacularly fit, look happier with their clothes off. True, the fig leaf titillates. This is no secret. But its absence isn't necessarily a cause for dismay. Nudism involves the simple communal enjoyment of nature. It can mean more, of course, depending on the varying circumstances where it is enjoyed. Hedonism II permits couples to engage their fantasies as well as their nudist impulses. If a man wishes to stand next to his nude wife at the pool-bar with strangers or fresh acquaintances, and in doing so revivifies his sexual attraction to her as well, what harm is there in that? If they choose to demonstrate their affections for each other, no one really minds.
Hedonism II is the world of Penthouse letters exposed to the fever of a tropical sun. It is also about pleasure and the opportunity to explore one's sensual-self without danger of incrimination. 
I feel certain when God handed us the keys to this planet, he did so knowing that aside from a few wars and tragedies of inhuman scale, we would otherwise not get too strange with it. Some might think we have, and use Hedonism II as their example.
I wouldn’t agree. For my part, and from some distance now, I wonder if Hedonism got it right, and it’s the rest of us living in our concrete cities who got it wrong.
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