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​Prologue - Chris
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It had been a spur of the moment decision for me. It is Friday night and after a hard week at work I had paused for a moment at the exit from my office car park.

I had a choice to make, turn left and go back to my apartment, or turn right and head to my beach house.

It didn't take me long to decide to turn right and head for the beach.

With my daughter, Evelyn, traveling in Europe, and my wife off doing whatever she did with her new husband, I was guaranteed to have the place to myself.

If I was going to be alone for the weekend I may as well be alone at the beach house, rather than in my tiny "bachelor pad" apartment.

The beach house is only a couple of hours drive from the city and while not exactly isolated it was very private. It is one of two houses that are at the end of a long dirt track that leads to the beach.

But even though it was legally a public road we were several miles away from the local town and not many people venturered this far out. So, most of the time it was like having our own private beach.

The family that owned the other house were good friends with us. A friendship that had survived my bitter divorce.

So as I pulled up to my beach house and saw that the lights were on in the house next to mine I thought I might have some company for the weekend.

But as I parked my car I heard loud music coming from the house and realized that it must be their daughter, Alexis, that is here.

Alexis is the same age as my daughter. And growing up both families spent most of their summers here, with the husbands heading to work in the city each Monday, and coming to the beach for the weekend.

Alexis and Evelyn were inseparable right from the very first summer that we'd spent here. And even though we live on opposite sides of the city, and the girls went to different schools, there was a regular schedule of sleepovers during the rest of the year.

I hadn't seen much of Alexis in the past few years since my divorce and then Evelyn going off to college.

That was probably a good thing. Even though it had been my wife that was unfaithful, and had pressed for the divorce I can't help but think that my growing feelings for Alexis had played some part in my marriage failing.

I was thinking that I should turn around and head back to the city. The idea of temptation being so close, and yet being able to do nothing about it is more than I want to handle at the moment.

Just then a voice called out, "Oh! Hi, Mr. Williams!"

I turned to look, having recognised Alexis' voice immediately.

"Hi, Alexis," I say, smiling a greeting to her. A couple of other twenty something college girls were standing behind her on the veranda of their beach house.

"I'm sorry, we thought you might be the Pizza guy," she says.

"Sorry," I smile back. "No pizza today."

Alexis laughs.

"Are your parents here?" I ask.

"No, it's just me and a couple of friends," Alexis replies.

"Ah," I say. "Perhaps I should head back to the city. I wouldn't want to cramp your style."

"Oh, don't be silly, Mr. Williams," Alexis replies. "We're just hanging out for the weekend. There are no wild parties planned."

One of her friends adds, "Doesn't mean we won't end up partying."

Her other friend hisses, "Shelley!" at her.

I laugh with her.

"Well, you girls have fun," I say, as I head into my beach house.

"Ok, Mr. Williams," Alexis says.

"Don't be a stranger," her friend, Shelley, calls.

"Shelly!" the other girl hisses once more.

I wave as I close my door.

Then I lean against it and let out a big sigh of relief.

If Alexis only knew of the hot fantasies that I have about her.

Not to mention her bombshell of a friend, Shelly, who seems up for a good time.

The thought of a bunch of college girls having a "sleepover" just yards from where I would be alone for the weekend is making all sorts of fantasies swarm through my mind.

"I need to get laid," I say to myself.

Since my divorce two years ago I had not really gotten back into the dating scene. And quite frankly a couple of one night stands did not satisfy me.

I needed someone in my life. Someone hot like Alexis. A girl I had watched blossom into a woman before my very eyes.

But all I have is frozen lasagna in the freezer. And beer.

I had beer.

"Yeah," I say to myself, as I head to the fridge. "I could sure use a beer."
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I walk outside to get some air.

I have been tossing and turning in my bed all night long, thinking of her. Alexis.

Normally I would have no trouble sleeping after a long week at work, and the drive from the city up to my beach house.

But tonight I could not sleep knowing that Alexis was just across the road from me. Partying with her college friends. While I lie awake stewing in my own fantasies.

My own futile fantasies.

I just can't sleep.

It's not just that I haven't had sex with anyone since my divorce two years ago.

Heck, after twenty years of marriage I was used to not having sex anymore.

Not that my ex-wife can say the same thing. The unfaithful little...

I take a deep breath of the fresh, night air.

But still, maybe I had become more distant to my ex-wife over the years.

God knows that I had developed an obsession with Alexis, quite literally the girl next door.

My daughter's best friend throughout their childhood.

The girl who now was just a few hundred feet away from me, partying with her friends like any 22 year old college girl might.

It had been kind of a relief when she, like my daughter, had gone to college. It meant that temptation was removed. Not that it stopped me from thinking about her.

But then I had the trauma of my divorce to go through.

And that was quite a distraction.

But now two years after my divorce my life has settled into a nice little routine.

And then randomly, out of the blue, I meet Alexis once more.

But since I laid eyes on her again tonight I can barely think of anything else.

The cool night air calms my senses a little. The stand is soft under my bare feet as I step off my veranda and onto the beach.

Next door I can see the faint flickering of candles and hear the soft rhythms of come chill out music.

I turn my back from both beach houses and walk out across the sand, watching the moonlight sparkle across the gently rolling waves as they tumble onto the beach.

The soft sand, still warm from the summer sun, squishes between my toes as I walk along the shore.

The gentle rhythm of the sea helps to center me.

And other than the faint sounds of music form Alexis and her friends, it seems like the whole world is asleep.

A few hundred yards up the beach there is a small outcrop where some rocks stick out into the sea. It is a good place to sit and watch the world go by.

I slowly walk along the beach.

The soft breeze is heavy with the tang of salt and sea spray and the water is cold on my bare feet as I splash through the gentle surf of this calm summer's night.

I reach the outcrop and clamber up onto a comfortable perch, turning to look back the way that I have come.

On one side I have the slowly rolling waves sparkling in the moonlight. On the other side is the beach, pristine and empty. Even my footsteps have been washed away. And our two beach houses are the only sign of humanity.

My house is dark and empty. Her's is filled with flickering candle light and shadows. The faint sound of music wafts through the night.

I sit and enjoy the soft contrasts of the midnight beach, listening to the waves rolling in, and watching the shadows of the clouds drifting past the full moon.

A little while later I notice a shadow on the beach.

Someone is doing as I just did, walking along the edge of the ocean, alone in the moonlight.

Though this person goes out further than I did, wading waist deep into the gently rolling surf.

I know that it must be one of the girls from the other beach house. But in the darkness I can't make out if it is Alexis or not.

I feel my body responding at the thought of Alexis going for a midnight skinny dipping adventure. And I have to adjust my shorts, somewhat ashamed that I can react like this to a girl young enough to be my daughter.

The girl gasps out loud as a strong wave rolls past her and splashes up her body.

I recognize her as Alexis.

Without thinking I find myself getting up
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