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CHAPTER 1

Excitement in the Air

 


“Ladies and gentlemen, we are now fifty
kilometers from our final destination … the beautiful twin islands
of Bajo Nuevo Bank. We will begin our descent shortly. We ask that
you please turn off all electronics and raise your tray tables and
seatbacks to their upright positions. The weather below is a balmy
thirty degrees, which for our onboard American friends is
eighty-six in the Fahrenheit scale. Our pilot will land to the
south of the main island and will float a short distance to the
lovely port of Low Cay.”

Norman had to brush back naughty
thoughts about that sexy accent, wondering why she had to add an
extra “e” before certain words. Would she
“hiccup” before she said “sex” too? He shook that
thought aside, preparing himself for his new phase in
life.

The inside of the small plane was dark and
crowded, with barely enough room to move around without brushing
against another person. Fortunate were the travelers who sat next
to loved ones, whose physical contact was tolerated, if not
necessarily wanted. But for the most part, they were conveniently
paired as if Noah had gathered them together for his ark. They were
attentive during the flight, yet uncharacteristically quiet for the
location they were heading and the excitement they should be
feeling. They sat as if uncertain of what they would face, for it
was an untested adventure for all.

Nearly everyone on the plane was young. Most
were Central American, but more than a few were Western European,
if their appearance and “off-bubble attire” could be trusted as
clues to their origins. But not all were from Central America or
Europe.

Norman’s new wife grabbed his arm for
support as the twenty-passenger floatplane began a gentle turn to
the right and flew into the chop produced by a sparse, billowy
cloud bank. From the center seat in a split row of three, Norman
glanced at Kathy and ran his large knuckles gently along her cheek.
He passed his fingers through her long, silky hair, and then found
the need to set it precisely back onto her shoulder as it had been
before he had the audacity to disturb its perfection.

Looking at his wife, Norman could not
believe how lucky he was, and more than once in the past two days
he wondered if he would eventually wake from his improbable fantasy
dream. He stared at his new bride, drinking in her beauty. She had
an image that could have only been ripped from the centerfold of
the classiest men’s magazine Norman could possibly imagine. Like
him, she was 23 years old. But that’s where all the similarities
ended. He was dark and stocky; she was fair and petite. He could be
moody like a mirror image of his somber appearance; she was
vibrant, like a bright reflection of sunlight. In conversations, he
found himself searching for the correct words and most often came
up lacking; with Kathy, the melodic syllables flowed from her
cherry lips, as if a chorus of angels carried them forth. He was a
conservative Republican, determined to save every penny he made;
she was a liberal Democrat, willing to take chances on anyone in
need. She gladly gave to charities but bought expensive clothes and
looked absolutely stunning in them, as if a master tailor had spun
the very fabric around her shapely body. His hair was unruly and
seldom combed; her makeup was impeccable and her long-flowing,
flaxen hair was something a person dreamed of getting lost within.
And in spite of all the odds to the opposite, now she was his. Of
course, he was now hers, too. So, gone were his beloved days of
bachelorhood in exchange for a lifetime to be spent with a golden
goddess beyond his station in life. It was a trade he willingly
made.

Norman watched Kathy nervously smile at him,
and in response he patted her hand reassuringly. Kathy’s sparkling
eyes returned the favor, nearly melting him with a burning desire
to move heaven and earth at her slightest command. Turning away, he
tried to look out the left window, which was partly obscured by the
stranger sitting in the lone seat. That was where their island
should be, but all Norman saw was the crystal-clear turquoise
expanse of the southwestern Caribbean Sea gleaming just as brightly
as Kathy’s luminous eyes. Far off on the horizon Norman focused on
a white two-mast sailboat, ethereally floating above the ocean. It
looked so peaceful, gliding along the waves.

“Your Bogotá-based crew has enjoyed flying
with you, and we thank you for flying Colombian Air. We hope you
will consider us again for all your flying needs. We will be at the
docks shortly.”

Jour passengers enjoyed
flying with you too. Norman winced at his mental slip
and bit his tongue a second time.

Norman and Kathy were on the final leg of
the outbound portion of their honeymoon flight. Married only one
short day ago in far-off Bayonne, New Jersey, they joyously boarded
a flight from JFK to Colombia directly from their reception. They
slept through most of that long flight, wearing off the wine they’d
drunk and the rich foods they’d eaten. Passing over the Atlantic
and Caribbean through the night, it was but a short stopover in
Bogotá and then onto this current flight on a De Havilland
floatplane to their honeymoon hideaway back at sea.

The trip had been a wedding present
from Norman’s father, and Kathy was stunned at the extravagance of
the gift. It was all Kathy could talk about as soon as she’d heard.
It was a dream vacation she thought she’d never have. Like many
young couples, they had not had the chance to save much money, and
had instead planned a short weekend at the South Jersey Shore in
Atlantic City. Who knew,
Norman had rationalized; maybe we’d
even get lucky at one of the casinos. But then Mr.
McClain had sprung his surprise on them during the rehearsal
dinner—a ten-day honeymoon on a brand new resort that had just
opened in the Caribbean island of Bajo Nuevo Bank; all expenses
paid. Norman was concerned about the whole thing, knowing how cheap
his father was, but Kathy kept reassuring him of his dad’s
sincerity. He glanced a second time at Kathy and raised his
eyebrows.

Intuitively knowing what he was thinking,
Kathy said, “It’ll be fine, Chunk.”

“I hope so,” Norman replied.

“I think its sweet, what your dad did.” She
reached over and kissed his cheek. “And I think you’re sweet, too.”
The plane hit more turbulence and dipped in response. Kathy tensed
up, squealing in fright. “I hate flying,” she admitted.

“Its fine, Honey; we’re almost down now.
It’s just differences in the density of air. It gets worse right
above the water with the temperature changes, and all.”

They grasped hands and intertwined their
fingers. “Lean back, Norman; let me see outside.”

Kathy leaned into Norman and tried to get a
good view of their destination on the opposite side of the plane,
but all she could see was endless water. She jogged her head
side-to-side, trying to catch a glimpse of their dream island.
“Isn’t this exciting?” she asked.

Norman didn’t have time to respond.

The flight attendant walked down the isle,
on a determined mission to collect any last minute items. All
during the flight the female attendant was demanding and
short-tempered. Norman did not think he saw her smile once, and
realized she was not the type he would want to cross, especially in
a corner of some small South American town. “Sir, please put your
seatback up.”

Norman looked at the attendant and then at
the back of his seat. “It’s up, ma’am,” he replied obediently.

“No, not yours—his.
Sir …” she said sternly.

Norman looked at the passenger in the single
left window seat across the narrow isle. The fat man had been
asleep since Norman and Kathy had entered the plane in Bogotá. He
was still curled up in a tight ball, with his back to Norman and
parts of him overflowing his armrests. Other parts were so wedged
in that Norman wondered how the man could even breathe. His seat
was pushed all the way back and the attendant’s attentions were
rewarded with only a spate of gentle snoring.

“Sir …” The
attendant was getting angry. Norman had no wish to see her when she
was really mad.

“Just a moment, let me help,” Norman
suggested. He studied the situation for several seconds, trying to
figure the best way to please the stern, dominatrix-like
stewardess. He carefully reached over the near armrest with his
left hand and probed for the seat button, being careful to extend
only his fingers into the man’s personal space. Norman wedged his
fingers farther and farther down between the man’s leg and the
armrest it was pressed against. The man stirred.

“Chunk,” Kathy warned.

Norman brushed her off with a wave of
his hand. Not now, Honey, he
thought. He was now focused on his very own mission and he didn’t
want any interference—either from his wife, the Colombian
dominatrix, or the sleeping man. Damn! The seat release was not there.
It must be on the other armrest, he
realized.

Norman looked at his own seat to
confirm his suspicions. Yeah, it must be
there. He reached over the sleeping man and felt along
the other side of the seat. The man began absent-mindedly swatting
at Norman’s hand as if at an annoying fly. He settled farther into
his seat cushion and covered his head with a limp arm. Lips smacked
under the fleshy lump. After more probing, Norman finally felt the
button and pushed it. But the weight of the slumbering man kept it
from moving forward. Norman was a problem-solver, and he would not
be deterred. He switched hands and pressed the button again, but
this time with his other hand pushing on his fellow occupants’ seat
back. The seat suddenly flew up, forcing the man’s head to jerk
wildly in the air. The man smacked his lips again and resumed
snoring before his head settled against the window with a thud. In
all the commotion, Norman detected a strong whiff of
rum.

Finally, the sleeping man was in his proper
place. “There you go,” Norman proudly replied, waiting for praise
from the attendant. But she had long-since moved on to the rear of
the plane, intent on controlling another unwary passenger. Allowing
his famous imagination to run wild for a moment, Norman glanced
down the isle and saw her shiny heels crush the 70s-style pile
carpet like she was practicing for her painful domination of
another submissive client. She leaned over another passenger and
had her way with him, straddling his lap with her long, slinky
legs. Norman settled back in his seat and awkwardly drove the
imagined sex fantasy from his mind after hearing the soft voice of
his wife.

“Where is that island?” Kathy whined. “I wanted to see
what it looks like from the air, and all I see is
water.”

“It’s pretty small, Honey. And there’s
nothing but ocean surrounding it. The island itself is smaller than
a runway. Did I tell you the land above water is called a cay;
pronounced like a door key, but spelled with a ‘c’?”

“Yes, you’ve told me that ten times already,
remember?” she replied petulantly. “I still should be able to see
the darn thing, though.” She leaned over Norman as far as she could
without taking off her seatbelt.

Norman could tell he was annoying his
wife. I’d better let up a bit before she
really gets mad, he realized. He decided to change the
subject. “Careful, Honey, don’t get too close to him.”

“To whom …?”

Norman put his finger to his lips, silencing
his wife. He glanced at the sleeping man and heard him still
mumbling to himself. His gaudy shirt and baggy shorts puffed up and
down to an irregular rhythm of breathing, mumbling, and snores. The
man’s leg slowly kicked up like a dog preparing to lick his
scrotum. Norman hooked his thumb toward the sleeping man, and began
whispering, “He’s a pig.”

“Chunk, that’s awful.”

“Shhh; he is.”
He leaned closer to his wife, speaking through the side of his
mouth. “He’s been asleep the whole trip. He’s been talking in his
sleep, snoring the whole time, and I think I just smelt rum. The
man’s a mess.”

Kathy ignored Norman’s comments and closed
her eyes, most likely to purposely teach her new husband a lesson
or two about thinking ill of people.

Okay, now she’s mad,
Norman thought. He looked at the immobile mass and noticed
that he had stopped breathing. He watched for several seconds
before he got worried. What the hell
happened to him? Norman wondered. Norman turned to
Kathy, but she was still successfully ignoring him. Looking back he
gently put his hand to the man’s shoulder and shook him. He got no
response. He just laid there like a sack of lumpy potatoes. Because
they were descending, Norman could not get out of his seat to help
the man; he could not get the man out of his seat to check him; he
could not stop the plane, or make it go faster. He sat there,
helpless and not knowing what to do. Just as Norman was about to
hit the call button during the plane’s final descent, the motion of
the gently breathing man began again. Relieved, Norman sighed,
“Jesus, I didn’t know what to do there for a moment.”

Kathy opened her eyes. “What did you
say?”

“Nothing, Honey, go back to sleep.”

Again, she tried to look out the window.

Not to be put off, though, Norman put the
back of his hand to his mouth and said conspiratorially, “And on
top of it all, he farts in his sleep.”

“No, he doesn’t!”

“Uh-huh,” Norman insisted.

The man rearranged himself, pressing
his face firmly against the window. His breath fogged the pane.
Norman couldn’t be sure, but he thought he actually saw him lick
the window. He better not try to make love
to it, Norman hoped. The sleeping man pointed his
backside up toward the newlyweds like he was trying to back out of
his seat. They could see his butt cheeks contracting under his
floppy Bermuda shorts. It looked like he was in the process of
giving birth and was dilated the full ten centimeters.

Norman and Kathy heard a long, drawn out
fart give birth to his exertions. It was a ripping sound that
lasted a full five seconds, followed by the staccato punctuation of
tiny bubbled baby farts. He settled into his seat and relaxed back
into a blissful slumber. A moment later, they smelled a pungent
odor permeate the air. Norman desperately hoped the light air would
not affect the flight of the plane. He’d heard rumors of huge
methane bubbles jetting out from the bottom of the Bermuda
Triangle, causing World War II fighters to crash and snapping
shipping freighters in two. That would be a crappy way to end this
trip, especially before he had a chance to try his hand at
honeymoon sex.

Kathy sat back, opened up the airflow nozzle
to full power, and began giggling uncontrollably. She turned the
nozzle back toward the sleeping man and laughed again, fanning the
air around her face.

Norman rolled his eyes. “Told you ….”

Kathy did not reply. She straightened her
blouse and did all she could to get her mind off the situation and
control her giggles, but failed miserably.

The plane kept descending and finally made
contact with the water. It skipped gently on the waves and bounced
until it settled firmly onto the ocean surface, causing Kathy to
squeeze Norman’s hand. Passengers finally began relaxing and
chattering among themselves, but their conversations were quickly
drowned out as the props began to loudly throttle.

The plane turned sharply to the left. As it
did so, the island of Bajo Nuevo Bank momentarily passed into view.
But as fast at it appeared, the view was replaced once again with
ocean waves, as the front of the plane made its way to Low Cay. In
a blink Kathy had missed her one chance to view the island from her
seat while she hid her face in flatulence-induced laughter.

The plane finally came to a stop while
it gently rocked on the ocean waves. Norman saw casually dressed
Islanders meet the plane and attach ropes, cinching them until the
plane was firmly in-place. Several passengers scurried out of their
seats, trying to be the first off but were stopped short as the
flight attendant fought the obstinate hatch. Norman wondered why
everyone was in such a hurry. It’s not as
though they’d be the first guests at the resort, he
rationalized. Although brand new, the resort had checked in their
first contingent of guests two days ago, as much as a test for the
new staff as an actual grand opening. Norman was silently relieved
the hotel staff was getting practice, but at the same time he was
slightly miffed that twenty other guests had beaten them to the
resort.

The passengers finally began making
their way out of the plane after the pilot came out to lend a hand
with the door. Norman wondered if the attendant would really look
good in shiny black leather, figuring she probably would.
Long legs, all the way up to her ass,
he noticed. He also noticed Kathy start to stand up.
Oops, he mentally amended. A small
path opened which Norman took advantage of, stepping into the
narrow isle. He gathered up their carry-on bags and stepped back to
let Kathy out.

“Thanks, Chunk,” she said.

The slumbering man stirred as the plane
rocked with the moving passengers, but he remained fast asleep as
the newlyweds tiptoed off the plane, glancing back and giggling
uncontrollably as they left.

 


 


 


 


CHAPTER 2

Bayonne, NJ, A Few Days Ago

 


As a general rule Norman did not enjoy being
the center of attention, but it did feel good this time to have
everyone clamoring over his and Kathy’s attention. They had been in
the back room of a downtown Holiday Inn Conference Center oddly
named the Mountain View Room where they were finishing the
half-melted desserts of their rehearsal dinner. As soon as Norman
entered the room, he tried to figure out how far the closest
mountain was from Bayonne and gave up after sixty-five miles. He
guessed there was something of the sort letting water through some
gap in Delaware (or was that Pennsylvania?), or maybe a high patch
of forested ground in southeastern New York, but likely there was
not much in the downtown Bayonne greater metropolitan area. Then
again, he was thankful their dinner had not occurred in a room that
might have been called the Dilapidated Factory View Room.

As they stood to accept the final toast of
the evening, his dad rang his wineglass with his spoon, proudly
announcing that he had called his son’s and future
daughter-in-law’s bosses to clear them for an additional week of
honeymoon leave. After puzzled stares from everyone, including the
betrothed couple, the old man had described the sun-filled
adventure that was in store for his kids. He basked in the applause
and accolades his generosity had procured.

After the dinner was over—and having just
learned the details of their new honeymoon—Norman was desperate to
find out all he could about this new island resort his dad had
found for them. But Norman simply could not find the time to get on
the internet, the new—and essentially only—way anyone conducted
research anymore. His tipsy Aunt Betty had chatted-him up
continuously until his cousin finally drove her home. Then, when he
finally got into his apartment, Norman realized too late that his
parents had just settled down for the night in his den, where his
laptop was currently located.

So, he painfully set aside his curiosity for
the night, hoping to find a few spare moments the next day, which
happened to be the day before his wedding. But it proved difficult
to find the time then, too. It had been a long day and Norman did
not get as much sleep as he was accustomed. Rising from bed later
than he had planned, he quickly ate the huge breakfast his mom had
cooked and found himself rushing to the airport to pick up Sammy,
his best friend from their old Rutgers days. It had been six months
since he had seen him, and Norman was determined to make his
friend’s stay as pleasant as possible, no matter how busy he was.
So Norman drove thirty-five miles to the local airport and waited
for the regional jet to deliver his Best Man to the Bayonne area
and the coming festivities.

Then, it was a matter of driving an
additional fifteen miles to the Formal Wear Department in Sears to
ensure that the tuxedo size reserved for Sammy was correct. He was
a former defensive lineman on the old college team with skin the
color of seasoned ebony. That’s where Norman and he had first met.
Norman was the left tackle playing beside Sammy in the line, but
more accurately, playing alongside him on the bench. He and Sammy
had been inseparable since the first day of practice freshman year.
He tried to recall the last time they’d had an argument and came up
empty. But as much as he loved Sammy as a brother, what Norman
remembered most from his gridiron days was the sensual vision of
Kathy in her scarlet and white cheerleader outfit—and the down time
during the overnight away games. Snap! Those were the good old days, but these
were the new. And after six months away, he and Sammy had a lot of
catching up to do.

Sammy was once again sitting beside
his best friend, but this time in the car, making snide remarks
about all the benches they’d shared on countless sidelines. So they
reminisced about old times as they drove to the mall, and the
tuxedo shop within. Sammy’s shoulders, as well as his gut, would be
a challenge to most generic rental shops. Norman made a few
comments about the extra weight his old friend was packing, but
Sammy vehemently denied having changed a bit. According to Sammy,
he was no different than he’d been when they graduated, if not a
little thinner. He’d been working
out? Norman knew better just looking at him. Norman’s
thoughts about Sammy’s new size were proven true at the shop, but
after three substitutions they finally did find a frilly shirt, a
jacket, and a pant that seemed to fit the bill—or more correctly,
fit the Sammy.

After they got the tuxedos they hopped
back in the car and rushed to a restaurant in a satellite place
near the mall. Waiting there were Kathy and her priest. They set
aside time for a quick lunch and a quicker review of the rehearsal
Sammy had missed the night before. Norman found himself the butt of
several jokes from all three of them—the priest especially. He
hounded him unmercifully, throwing out innuendos about Kathy’s
intelligence and the hit her reputation would take after hitching
up with Norman. Whatever happened to
Christian forgiveness? But it all was meant well, and
the clergyman left the couple in good humor. And speaking of
hitched, Sammy hitched a ride with the priest, getting back to
Norman’s apartment and the parents of the groom.

Then, it was on to a last-minute shopping
spree with Kathy back at the mall to buy those final gifts that she
just could not decide on during the six or seven weeks they had
endlessly shopped previously for all the Bridesmaids, Ushers,
In-laws, Out-laws, Flower Girls, and Best Man. Norman was not so
sure, but a crisp fifty-dollar bill for each of them would have
probably been more appreciated. But, nervous brides-to-be needed to
keep their minds occupied instead of worrying themselves to death.
So as Norman and Kathy wandered mindlessly through the mall, the
doomed man dreamt of having his laptop at hand to look up exactly
where the hell Bajo Nuevo Bank was and what they might expect. But
that was not meant to be; at least not yet.

So after their drive back home, it was
directly on to yet another dinner. His mom—as usual—cooked her
heart out. Everywhere Norman looked, he saw food; mounds of it. The
couple, their parents, and the bridal party gathered around the
crowded table and each time he cleaned his plate, he saw more food
heaped on by his loving mother. He kept telling her he was not
eating as much as he had in school, but maternal habits are
impossible to break. Norman couldn’t believe it; he tried to sneak
out early to get to his computer, but the magic Food Fairy
efficiently kept him from it. He finally realized that if he did
not clean his plate, his mom would have no excuse to add more. So
there sat a small helping of beef tips and browned potatoes.
But it did look good, though.

And then Norman sat through an
interminable amount of time watching everyone open the gifts they
had just purchased. He suffered through more lame comments about
what this gift signified, and
why that one was bought than
he ever cared to know. It was a form of torture only a gaggle of
giddy old women could fully appreciate. The estrogen in that room
was cloying. Oh yeah, and Norman couldn’t forget the hour and
fifteen minutes after dinner it took to carefully wrap the presents
that had just been opened; and the worst part? No one wanted to
tear the blasted wrapping paper. It was as if the paper itself was
the gift, and whatever was inside was there only to prevent it from
blowing away.

Thank God that ordeal was
over, he thought. So could Norman now find the time to
sate his intense curiosity before he took the final plunge? He
hoped so, but unfortunately, no. Sammy had been busy all afternoon
too … Good ol’ Sammy—someone Norman could always depend on. While
Norman and Kathy were trekking the mall, he had been planning
Norman’s stag party, which was to occur right after the gifts were
opened. He looked mighty proud of himself too, and he probably had
a right to be, seeing that he only had a couple hours to bring it
all together. So all Norman could do was play along and see where
it all went. The estrogen factories in the room had been busy too,
planning a “get together” for the bride, as they called it.
For God’s sake; it’s a freaking party. Why did
they think a fancy name made it anything different than it
was? So Kathy was carted off to her get-together
(where she was likely pumped full of advice on how to keep her man
happy through marriage … but not too happy) and Norman remained
behind for his party (to be reminded of what he was about to give
up). Thankfully, Norman’s festivities were at his own apartment, so
he found himself painfully close to his treasured laptop; if he
could inconspicuously find a way to use it, of course. The planning
committee should have been commended, though, because their timing
was impeccable. Just as the estrogen carriers left, the
testosterone towers walked in, with arms full of beer and DVDs of
questionable origin. At first the guys kept Norman busy, opening
bottles of beer and emptying them just about as quickly.

But finally, Norman found his chance.

The doorbell rang, momentarily interrupting
the drinking and carousing. Excitement filled the air with a
poignant silence. Everyone wondered what was waiting on the other
side of a one-inch-thick plank of wood resting on two small hinges.
What representative of all that was good about femininity and
sensuality was about to grace their presence? The possibilities
were overwhelming. Eight randy men held their breath. One of the
guys finally found the courage to get up and open the door.

She entered the apartment to silent
anticipation. She said she needed to “freshen up” which Norman
figured meant get dressed. Norman wondered why she needed to do
that, only to take it off so soon after, but he did not complain
because that provided him his one and only opportunity. As she
ducked into his bathroom to prepare for the show, and as the guys
whipped themselves into an anticipatory frenzy, Norman snuck off to
his den and finally turned on his precious laptop. He waited an
eternity for it to boot up, and a longer time for the wireless
modem to find its signal. But finally, the long-awaited Google
Earth page greeted Norman’s trembling hands.

Your version of Google Earth is no longer
supported. Click below to download the current version.

Crap, Norman
thought, not now. He pressed
the “Enter” button and prayed. But it didn’t take long.
Thank you, Google, my small but efficient
friend!

Soon, Norman was greeted with a stunning
view of space, and a rapidly expanding blue ball. Norman was sure
that there were plenty of other expanding blue balls waiting in his
living room, too. Norman quickly typed in “Bajo Nuevo Bank” in the
search engine and was rewarded with a magical spaceship ride to the
southwestern Caribbean. Norman saw an indistinct grayish-green
splotch in the middle of a deep-blue sea. It was perched atop an
ocean ridge, with other grayish-green splotches somewhat nearby,
poking their collective heads above the mean level of the sea.
Norman saw that if he drew two imaginary lines from Cuba to
Colombia and from Jamaica to Nicaragua that the intersection of
those lines would nearly meet on top of the world’s newest
Caribbean resort. It looked to be in the middle of nowhere. Norman
used the mouse wheel to zoom farther and farther in, hoping to see
signs of civilization on the proud island of Bajo Nuevo Bank, but
all he saw was the low-resolution square, gray and green pixels
which meant nothing other than Google Earth insignificance.
Glancing up at the upheaval coming from within his bathroom, he
hurriedly pointed the cursor over the associated light purple dot
and pressed down on the mouse button. A page from Wikipedia, the
Free Encyclopedia, appeared below the ocean screen with facts about
the island.

“Get ready, boys, I’m coming …” Norman did
not realize there were that many r’s in “ready.”

“Hey, not yet, lady,” Sammy shouted. “Ya
gotta bring it out here, first!” Everyone laughed. Norman
didn’t.

The stripper stepped from the bathroom to
cheers and catcalls. As she strutted down the short hallway, she
reached into her top and made a few last minute strategic
adjustments. She primed her hair a last time and pasted a smile on
her painted face. Just before entering the living room she reached
behind to free a bit of fabric from the back of her gee-string. The
action caused a slight stumble. “Hey Norm, get over here.” Sammy
was getting impatient.

“I’ll be right there,” Norman replied. He
silently waited for the text to appear, and cursed the slow load
times, that really amounted to only a second or two.

“C’mon, Norman; she ain’t cheap.”

“She sure looks it,” someone else
shouted. More laughter followed. They seemed to be having a good
time. Norman gathered up his laptop and joined the crowd, just as
Misty Night entered the room. At least she
was not getting ready to do a balloon dance straight from her
era, Norman thought. Norman dared not say it out loud
in front of Sammy, but she looked old enough to be his mother. And
thoughts of his mother were the last things he needed engrained in
his mind right about now. Norman made a vain attempt to read the
information about Bajo Nuevo Bank before the large Misty Night
enveloped him. He shifted uneasily to the end of the couch and
tried to stay out of harm’s way, juggling the laptop as he
went.

In his haste, Norman had accidentally
clicked on the wrong island.

Serranilla Bank housed an old military
barracks used during the Cuban Missile Crisis of 1962, now long
abandoned.

Crap.
Navigating wildly, Norman found his destination, about seventy
miles to the east of the larger island. With only seconds left to
read the text, Norman scanned the lower screen.

Bajo Nuevo Bank: Reef with
small islets covered with grass … two atoll-like structures
separated by a deep channel … large southwest reef, with Low Cay,
15.4 km and up to 9.4 km wide … reef partially dries up on south
and east sides. Land area is miniscule in comparison with the
entire coral bank … Low Cay, the main islet, is only 300 meters
long by 40 meters wide, for a total land area of 0.01
km2 ….

Norman paused to think for a
moment. Not many high school buildings
would fit on that island.

He desperately read whatever he could with
the scant time remaining. Certain
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