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Description

Josie thought that all her problems would be solved once she found love. Once, she found it, that was when her problems began.

Firstly, it was with the wrong guy, her dress was in her underwear and he had a girlfriend.

Josie had to move on.

This guy was taken and that could only mean one thing, he wasn’t available.

Until that fateful day, when the tables turned. 

Josie became the one that wasn’t available.

The problem was she didn’t just have a boyfriend. She had a husband.

That was when it became complicated!
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Chapter One

~ Josie ~

Shit, I´m late. Everyone told me not to buy a house in Central London, especially since the Congestion Charge (a fee issued to drive in certain parts of London during the day) had been put in place. My parents warned me people would have to pay to see me. I explained, “It´s only during the weekdays. In the evening and on weekends, it’s free.” 

My dad asked, “What happens when you have a baby? We´ll only come and see you on the weekends and evenings?” 

Wow, what was it with my parents? I was single and thirty-five years old. Yet, I didn’t even have a potential husband and Dad was talking about me having a baby. I replied, “But, I don’t even have a boyfriend, let alone a husband.”

“Josie, darling, you work in IT. You don´t even need a man these days. What is wrong with you? You simply book an appointment, take one of your credit cards, and just buy some sperm at the bank. It would be like shopping in Sainsbury’s, but this one thing you’re buying will last a lifetime and bring us so much happiness and joy.”

I don’t know what disturbed me more – the fact that my mother had suggested I buy sperm at the bank, or the whole idea of relying on a sperm bank to acquire sperm!

Rushing down the stairs from my bedroom, I tripped over my bags.

What time is it? Where are all the clocks in the house?

Why do I never learn? As soon as I heard the cab outside, I jumped in, trying not to think of all the things I had accidentally left in the house. I am the CEO of J. M. Enterprises, and I should be organized. I paused as I thought about my situation. I was late. I lived in the middle of central London; why was I taking a cab and not using the underground? 

“What time is it?” 

“It is eleven. The time you ordered the cab for,” the cab driver replied with his thick Indian accent. It took me a moment to figure out what he was saying, and then I figured by the way he turned and cut his eyes at me, he was being rude.

I started calculating. A bit late, but then again, I wasn´t at the airport, so I could figure it all out. I had three hours to catch the flight and check-in my luggage. Plenty of time, but I thought I would double-check that it would take him at least an hour to get to Gatwick. 

“How long will it take us to get to the airport?” I shouted, just to make it known I wasn´t happy with his attitude.

“Two and a half hours, love!”

What the heck? Was he driving a car or was I sitting on top of a snail? Two and a half hours!

If I had a partner, even a husband, he would know these things. He would organize and help me; but then again, if I had one, I would not feel the need to go on this trip.

I sighed to myself. This was not going to work at all, my flight was leaving in three hours. There was no way I could be at the airport in two and a half.

“Just drop me at Victoria Station; I´ll get the Gatwick Express and be at the airport in less than thirty minutes. Then, you can give me a refund for the difference.” It wasn´t my fault he was slow. I had pre-paid the cab; that was the only organized thing I had done. Now, I completely regretted it. He was dropping me at a quarter of the distance; I hoped he would see that as being fair. But, as he drove, without saying a word, which was good for me, because I had a flight to catch. 

I jumped out of the taxi like a jack-in-the-box. The taxi driver called me back to sign for my journey as he opened the boot of the car so I could get my luggage, but the only thing on my mind was my flight. I headed towards the ticket counter at the Gatwick Express terminal in the train station. Who was by my side? The taxi man, still claiming I needed to sign. I couldn´t ignore him, so, reluctantly, I signed for the taxi. He mumbled something as he finally decided to leave me alone.

I bought my ticket, and then I boarded the train. As I sat down, the trolley went round with the drinks. The first thing I did was buy a black coffee. As the train took off, it jerked and I ended up spilling the coffee all across my breast and down my dress. From packing, to my parents screaming on the phone at my madness for going on a holiday alone, and now this; I was exhausted by the whole ordeal. 

“Don´t you have a friend you can go with? Who goes to the Bahamas by herself? Only women who are looking for husbands. Did we not watch that movie about that woman?” my mother had screamed. “The one who went to Jamaica when she was sixty, and got herself a twenty-year-old boy toy?”

“Her name was Stella and she was not sixty; she was in her forties.” There was relief in their voices after I mentioned that fact, seeing as most of the time when we speak, they insist on putting me on loud speaker. 

Mom blurted out, “So, she is a little older than you, and this means you know what we are referring to.” I didn´t bother speaking, I was too busy trying to be organized and failing miserably.

Dad intervened, “No one knows you're going. So, if you do bring someone back, no one will know where you got him from.” 

The someone to whom I believed my parents were referring to was a twenty-year-old boy toy. Just say a twenty-year-old toy boy doesn’t want me. I may be rejected by one.

The whole point of going was to be in tune with myself, and myself only. Not a man—I wasn´t even thinking of getting a man—but just to be on my own for a change, with no distractions. No work and, most of all, no parents constantly reminding me I was still single. Getting up alone every day reminded me of that fact. Booking a table for one at my favorite restaurant was a clear sign I was alone. Why do they think I need a reminder from them? I didn’t. 

I arrived at the airport and was relieved to find out the plane was delayed by an hour. I was in Heaven; I wasn´t late, and I hadn’t missed my flight. Thank you for your bad weather, London. Just a bonus of living in the UK. Thank goodness for the leaves that fell of the trees during Autumn; I thought they only affected the trains. Now they were affecting the planes too. What next, the buses? 

If only I had packed properly, I berated myself as the reservation agent stated my baggage was overweight as I checked-in.

“Yes in body size, but in suitcase sizes, how is that possible? How can I be ten kilograms overweight? What are my options?”

“Go on a diet!” she exclaimed under her breath.

“I have never been so insulted!”

God, what is up with everyone today? I’m stressed enough with the travel, first the cabby, then the reservation’s agent too? 

“Are you sure? You women go on holiday to our islands just to get a man. Can you not find one locally? Just do an ad in the local newspaper. You'll get one in no time.”

I furiously scratched my head because my weave felt so uncomfortable, maybe because I was perspiring like crazy. I was infuriated by this pretty young Jamaican reservation agent telling me how to run my life. Was there a sticker on my head saying I was going there for a man? No, she just assumed. Well, she assumed incorrectly and with the wrong person.

“I paid for this flight, which means I helped pay your wages, so you can support your fifteen children back home!” 

This is pure madness.

I managed to calm myself down through rubbing my head and holding a staring contest with her, until I got bored. This was just childish.

“Let me pay for the excess and speak to your supervisor.” 

She leaned over and whispered, “If you want to wait for my supervisor, I am not sure you will make your flight.” She winked, and I forced myself to start the deep breathing exercises I had learned in yoga before I responded to any more of her insults. I took down at her name tag and rushed to the kiosk to pay for the excess. The first thing I intended to do when I arrived in the Bahamas was to write a complaint letter. 

As I rushed to get the gates, I felt as if all eyes were on me. Why? Because I have a coffee stain on my white dress? One couple had the audacity to laugh at me. I pulled a face back at them, and they laughed even more. The whole thing was embarrassing. I just need to sit in my seat, away from all the attention.

I grew tired. No amount of yoga, Pilates, or even the once-a-year jog I attempt to do could prepare me for the pain in my feet and being completely out of breath. Had the airport grown since I had travelled from here a couple of years ago? It must have been done when they made it over for the Olympics

“It's a shame that they didn´t renovate their staff,” I muttered to myself as I arrived at the terminal. Memories of the rude attendant were fresh in my mind.

The security personnel was shouting at a French traveler, telling him to take off his shoes. The louder they shouted, the more the French man and his family panicked. They didn’t understand what he was talking about, so the security man muttered whilst scratching his bald head, “Why do they always fly over here and never speak English?”

Why do they work at an airport and never speak any other language? I swear London, is the only airport in Europe where the personnel only speak one language. Do they not understand that working in an airport means there will be foreigners? God forbid, they fly here and not speak English. Now that would be a surprise! The Germans understood this concept and so did the Spanish, so why were the British still ignorant year after year? 

I felt sorry for them so I joined them and translated for the very distressed family, who, once informed of the problem, took off their shoes. The whole family was relieved. They had thought the security man was accusing them of carrying drugs because he kept referring to their pockets. As I explained this to him, his only reply was, “I wish they would learn to speak English; that would make things so much easier.”

He looked to me for reassurance, but I couldn´t be bothered. I had a flight to catch.

All I wanted to do was book the flight, get on the plane, and have a relaxing trip. Instead, I was wearing a white dress with a coffee stain and thinking about my letter to the reservation agent's supervisor. The airline would be hearing from me about my check-in experience. I repeated every word of my letter in my head, over and over again. 

Finally, it was time to board the plane, and I was in my seat. I could relax.

As the flight attendant announced that the plane was about to take off and advised us to put on our seatbelts, the only things I could think about as I closed my eyes were sun and sand. 

Then the guy sitting next to me tapped me gently on the shoulder and asked, “Do you mind if I look at your magazine? Seems like I don’t have one in my pocket.” 

That must be the cheesiest pick-up line I had ever heard. If he wanted to play that game, I could play along too.

“Sure,” I replied as I handed it over to him. As I finally took him in, I nearly chocked on my own spit. The guy was hot - no, hotter than hot - , and he was sitting next to me with my probably-a-bit-wild hair and my coffee-stained white dress. 

Things like this never happen to me. I either ended up sitting next to a couple, who were in love, or some old man, who wanted me to be his mistress. There was only one white man who I would even think about being with, and that was Brad Pitt. And he was sitting next to me. Well, at least his look-alike was sitting next to me. Seeing as Brad was with Angelina and we have never met, this means my number had gone up to two and he was sitting right next to me. This was going to be an interesting flight. I was looking forward to my holiday for the first time since I rolled out of bed this morning. 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

​


[image: ]


Chapter Two

~ Robert ~

I was disappointed Amanda had to work again. She promised she would only be two days late and I should start our romantic getaway without her. I wasn´t sure how to start a romantic getaway by myself. My only other option was to stay at my sister’s in London or wander around in the cold. So, I decided to start the trip a bit early, but I was already regretting it by going directly from London. 

Work issues made me leave the hospital in the first place. I was told what happened was not my fault and I did the best I could do. I never felt that way. Brando, one of the consultants, could relate, so he convinced me to take a trip to the Bahamas to get away from it all and stop drowning myself in guilt, especially since my girlfriend, Amanda, had already booked it for us.

I kept thinking, if only I had followed the advice I was given, if only I had waited until the senior consultant was free. Everyone assured me if I had done that, the woman would be dead anyway. It was a shame her family didn’t feel the same way. I had a lawsuit and trial to look forward to when I returned to New York.

The guilt of her death was weighing heavily on my mind. It was the first time something like that had happened to me. Then again, it was the first time I had worked in the Emergency Room.

Brando warned me it would be one of many times, and I should get used to it. “We are all humans and we all make mistakes. We are not congratulated for every life we save, but if we make one mistake, everyone is on our backs. In your case, you didn’t make a mistake. You did the best you could.” Those were his words as I had packed my things and headed out of the hospital last week, but I was completely freaked out anyway.

Just when I thought I was going to get away to have some peace and tranquility, I was seated next to some crazy black woman, who kept smiling at me as if she had won the lottery. Her hair was a mess, she had brown stains down the front of her white dress, and to make matters worse, I was pretty sure her dress was tucked into her underwear as she passed me to sit down. 

Poor thing. If she gets up to go to the bathroom, I’d be explain her underwear issue. That would be the decent thing to do; someone needed to. There was just one thing: did I just tell her about her underwear or did I mention all the other problems?

Nope, just the underwear. The rest she would have figured it out once she hit the bathroom.

My thoughts drifted back to Amanda and our relationship.

Why am I still with Amanda?

Am I going to marry her?

Not sure.

Am I going to get married?

Who knows?

I didn’t understand or know what I wanted in that department. When I was with my sister and her husband, I wondered why anyone would not want to get married. Sandy and George had the perfect relationship. Well, not perfect, but comfortable. They had a true partnership, what I believe all marriages should be.

Lost in my thoughts, it took me a moment to realize that the lady sitting next to me was talking to me. 

“Excuse me, I need to go to the toilet.” 

Great, the perfect opportunity to tell her. “Your dress is tucked in your underwear.”
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Chapter Three

~ Josie ~

As he stood up so I could pass, Brad Pitt told me my dress was in my underwear. I wanted to die. I started to kick up a fuss. I was fed up with people insulting me, until the lady behind me said he was only helping me out.

As I went past his seat, I lifted my hand to discover that my dress was in my underwear. I hurried to the bathroom and was relieved to find no one was waiting. As I switched on the light, I discovered that my new weave made me look like I had been in an electric chair, and the coffee stain looked worse in the mirror than it did when I’d looked down at my white dress earlier. I didn´t want to go back to my seat.

Brad Pitt must have thought he was sitting next to some mad black woman. He was right; I looked insane. Then, he tried to tell me about my underwear and I started a fuss out of embarrassment. I really knew how to make a move. No wonder I was single.

I returned to my seat begrudgingly after trying to vigorously remove the stain, which only made it worse. The only good thing was that I had a brush so I made my hair look like it was supposed to look, not like a convict on death row.

I hoped he’d moved seats. I decided this thought was plain childish so I just went back to my seat.

I quivered as I whispered while hovering above him, “I’m sorry. It’s just that I’m nervous about this whole trip.”

He stood up and I continued to say whilst trying to balance myself, “I took my frustration out on you and it was wrong.”

Still he said nothing, but gestured for me to sit down, so I muttered under my breath, “The guy looks like Brad Pitt and you have to scare him!”

He started laughing as we both sat down. “Do I look like Brad Pitt?” 

“Yes,” I whispered, hoping if I closed my eyes and wished really hard, this whole nightmare would go away. 

I was so glad I couldn´t change colour; otherwise, I would have been bright red. 

“You see, normally the only people who sit next to me are either old or old and deaf.’’

The lady behind us exclaimed, “I hope you are not referring to me!” 

I whispered, “See, people like her normally sit next to me.” I continued to say, “Or old men, who think I’m some sort of gold digger. They tell me they have a lot of money and how I would benefit from spending time with them. I would never have to work again.”

He couldn´t stop laughing, so I kept telling him the story. “I always tell them, ‘No, thank you’.”

“It can´t be that bad,” he said as he smiled at me. That smile could melt a thousand hearts; I knew it was melting mine.

“It is, believe me. I just don’t understand why they get that impression." Then 

I innocently said, “I am practically a virgin.”

“What exactly does that mean, practically a virgin?”

I spoke without thinking, again. What was this guy doing to me? I felt more comfortable talking to him than I did some guys I had known my whole life.

“All the men I have been with can be counted on one finger, and let's not get into the disasters where I haven't even slept with the guy. At my age, I should have more to tell.”

“I have more time on the clock, and I’ve only had two serious relationships. The one I’m in has been ongoing for ten years. So, who is better off?”

“Obviously, you!” I screamed as if we were old friends exchanging past relationship experiences.

“We never seem to go anywhere, and with our long working hours, there never seems to be an in-between. I had an incident at work and I’ve had to take a few days—maybe weeks—off as a result. I thought Amanda would sympathize and come to my rescue by telling me I was being a fool and that the family was taking their grief out on me. I never asked or expected it of her, but I thought she’d be more supportive considering we have been in a relationship for that long.”

An awkward silence descended between us as I thought, I would never ever let you down; you are just too nice and fine. 

“Well, you could get into my pants and I would empathize with you all you want.” We both laughed. “You just need to explain this to Amanda. I am sure she doesn’t realize you have these feelings and issues with your relationship.” 

What's wrong with me? I’m encouraging him to be with his girl when I want to be with him so badly and I hardly knew know him. No, I don’t know him at all.

He smiled and I wondered if he knew I fancied him like crazy. Apart from calling him Brad Pitt and trying to flirt at every possible opportunity, I couldn´t think how he would know how I was feeling. I just wondered if he felt the same. Then again, he had a girlfriend, so I needed to get the thought out of my mind. But I couldn´t resist; the man was too fine.

As we landed in Nassau, it felt like the plane just dropped as if there was no runway, as if the Boeing 747 was too big and the island too small. It made me feel sick. When I expressed this to him, he responded, “So do I, that landing was a bit rough. Amanda will be here in a few days; then maybe we could all meet up.”

He wanted to see me again, but with his girlfriend. Yes, Josie, he has a girlfriend. Just because you´re single doesn´t mean he is. Besides, the whole time on the flight, he never told me his name. He said he preferred the name Brad since his was kind of boring. So then my brain went crazy thinking of all the boring names and which one belonged to this fine guy. “David?” I blurted out. He shook his head. “Kevin?”

“No,” he replied. “Seriously, just call me Brad.”

I felt deflated, like he didn´t want me to know. As I stood up and he let me pass in front of him to get off the plane, he whispered, “It's happened again. Your dress is in your underwear.”

I was never wearing this damn dress again! I left the plane and airport, saddened by the idea of never seeing him again. He said we should connect, but he was just being polite. He never gave me his name, number, or even the name of his hotel. 

I grabbed a taxi when I walked out of the airport and headed to the hotel. I caught a glimpse of the amazing view from the window on my way. It was magical and I knew at that moment, everything would be all right. I had picked the right hotel and all I could see was the peaceful sky with the beach in front of it.

The Sandals Crest enabled me to see into the heart of the clear, blue sea. Although it was dark, the cool breeze made me feel far removed from the overcrowded, dirty city of London.

I went up to my room after I checked in and lay on my bed and dreamed of my Brad Pitt. He was caressing my hair, arms, and legs. I don´t get it?; Brad is every woman´s fantasy, yet his girlfriend Amanda doesn´t see it. How can you not appreciate someone who looks and talks like that? Well-educated and sensitive with a beautiful physique; he was absolutely perfect, and sensitive. When he talked about his work, relationship and even the fact that I was still single, the look in his dreamy, gorgeous eyes made me want to drift off and have a fantasy centered around him.

I woke up in the middle of the night, having forgotten to ring my parents; they would be in a frenzy. Sure enough, when I called, they were panicking. I told them about nearly missing my flight. 

“You need to be more organized,” Mom repeated over and over again. She sounded like a broken record. 

“Mom, I went through the airport with my dress in my underwear. That has nothing to do with being organized That is just shameful.’’

They ended the call by saying, “Josie, you are just so funny, and we love you. Be safe.”

How would there be an opportunity to be anything but safe? I had read the statistics on this place. No crime, but then again
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