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In Mexico







Chapter 1






“Fuck him.” I side eye Bree, gaging her erratic moods. Is this
one of the steps to acceptance? Has she reached anger? Or, is this
the alcohol speaking? Maybe sleep deprivation, and exhaustion?
Early onset jetlag? “Fuck her.”

“I think they did enough fucking; that’s the problem.” My
attempt at a joke falls flat. Delirium had me thinking that was a
good idea, at least, before I opened my mouth, and said it.
“They’re problem; not ours.” There is no saving us from my bad joke
attempt.

I watch
her nervously as she sighs, and sinks deeper into her
seat.

“This was supposed to be our honeymoon.” She reminds me
solemnly; I know.

“Which he paid for, and lost out on, so the man whore could be
with his whore.” I recap unnecessarily to the brunette next to me.
“His problem. Our benefit.” I attempt to swing it into a positive,
but I can’t help but feel like I keep swallowing my
foot.

A deep
pit settles in my chest. I ache for the ability to know the right
things to say to her to make her feel better. But, I really don’t
think anything will really make her feel better.

Finding
out, just hours after your wedding, that your husband has been
cheating on you, and wishes for divorce so he can be with the
mistress, isn’t something that you just get over.

Deep
green eyes take a moment to stare into my soul. Fear creeps in as I
start to think I’ve gone too far. “As much as I love hearing you
swear. You’re starting to weird me out.” My smile creeps up wildly.
I basically never swear. I think she appreciates it a small bit;
might make her smile or get her out of her mood for a minute. If it
helps, I don’t mind swearing. “Remember, calm collected Skylar. I’m
the messy, swearing, spontaneous one.”

“It’s a spite vacation. Anything could happen.” I shrug.
Sinking back into my seat, I get comfortable again.

“Ooo,” a spark of her excitement returns. “Are you going to be
spontaneous now?” I can practically feel the jabbing joke elbow
hitting my ribs.

“Only for the next week.” I point my finger at her, and shake
my head. “Don’t get used to it.”

The
entire situation is the only reason I am here; not including the
messy wedding night break up, and cheating scandal. Though, that
certainly helped convince my parents this was a good
idea.

This
vacation, my first one ever out of province, and country, promises
more adventure than I've had in forever. More adventure than I'll
have until I retire; until after my parents are both dead or in an
old folk’s home. I'll franchise the café, and travel the world
until I die; or something like that.

Bree had
a prepaid, and nonrefundable vacation spot open for the taking. Not
even my parents could see reason to dispute a practically free
vacation, while I support, and help Bree recover.

Bree
sighs deeply in an exaggerated boredom; drama queen. “Are we there
yet?”

“Don’t start.” I warn with a hint of humor.

Her
phone screen lights up; the brightest thing here with the dim green
spotlight lighting the bus provides above each seat. “We’ve been on
the bus for like two, and a half hours now.”

“Dropping everyone else off, getting us to our hotel safely. A
little longer, and we’ll be there. You just need a little more
patience, and maybe a nap.” I have to admit that I’m getting
impatient as well. My butt has started tingling, and aching. I’ve
taken to shifting positions every couple minutes in a bit to help
keep my butt or legs from fully falling asleep.

“Yes, mom.” She groans.

“You’re the one who picked a hotel so far away from the
resort.” I point out.

They
could have had a little more forethought to where the hotel was,
and how far away from the airport it is. Tulum and Cancun aren’t
exactly that close. They should have known travel would take a
while, even if they hadn’t known about the extra stops along the
way.

“HE picked it.” Bree blames Christian. “He wanted something
away from Cancun, and the partying, and in the Mayan Riviera. The
hotel had amazing reviews; apparently. Smaller than a lot of the
gigantic resorts, but still has all-the-things.” Bree mocks the
reasoning she must’ve heard Christian repeat numerous times in the
planning, and thereafter.

“What are all-the-things?” I detour.

She
shrugs. “I don’t know. I just made sure it had a beach, and free
booze.”

My eyes
roll almost involuntary. Of course, Bree goes to another country
with the main priorities of drinking, and getting a tan.

Then
again, that’s why most people go somewhere tropical; to get a tan.
Why people go to Mexico for the totted all-inclusive packages; for
the non-stop drinks. I can’t really blame her for being a typical
tourist.

We
travel in comfortable silence.

I watch
the outside for as much as I can see; the whole foot, and a half
visible in the darkness. The night is so dark here. Likely because
there aren’t as many street lamps out of town as there are back
home.

That
changes as we turn down a road between lit columns holding up an
arch.

I get
fidgety in my excitement. This should be it; a better lit road down
leading to a hotel. We’ll be there in a minute or two.

I elbow
Bree softly. “I think this is it.” We're the last people on the
bus, so this has to be us logically.

I start
gathering our scattered belongings, and garbage. Bree isn’t as
concerned, so I do hers as well. I don’t want to have to stay on
the bus any longer than I have to. Especially not to wait on her
getting her things together, which she should be doing
now.

It would
be rude to leave an unnecessary mess.

As I
finish tucking garbage into a compartment in Bree’s carryon
backpack, the bus comes to a stop. I brace myself on the seat in
front of me, so I don’t fall from my semi standing
position.

“Ladies, last stop. Thank you for riding with us today. We
sincerely hope you enjoy your visit. And, remember those all
important Spanish words we learned earlier.” The bus guide puts all
his enthusiasm into our send off, just like he has done with each
group, but he forgoes the bus speakers to speak to us
directly.

“Cervezas!” Bree shouts.

Of
course, that’s the only word she remembers. He plays along, and
shouts the word back excitedly.

I bet
he’s mostly excited to be finished for the night; if he's actually
done, and not just going back for another load of customers. If
it’s the latter, then he at least gets a bit of downtime between
here, and the airport.

The man
helps us grab our bags from under the bus, I make sure we have
everything, and then tip his open hand.

Everyone
we’ve come across wants their tip after helping us. It came as a
surprise the first time with the runner who helped us find our bus
after shouting the name of our flight company, I had thought he was
with the company, and was supposed to do that as a job. He gave me
the nastiest look when I didn’t understand why his hand was out,
and why he was continuing to stand there after helping us. I felt
hustled when he explained he wanted his tip. Had I known he’d
require a tip, I would have never agreed to let him show us to our
bus.

I’ll
have to adjust my budget to allow for tipping. I hadn’t thought to
budget for it since everything was all-inclusive; I thought it
would be included. I had also heard that tipping was mostly a
Canadian, and U.S. thing, so again, it wasn’t a thought.

We walk
down a pathway beside a gigantic fountain. The hotel lights are our
beacon, and we may as well be the moths.

We get
inside the hotel, and interrupt the workers from their personal
conversations; if their postures have anything to do with the
conversation. They stand at our attention as soon as they notice
us. Back lit by a golden wall.

I gawk
around while Bree checks us in; everything is under her, and
Christian’s names here. We didn't think it would be necessary to
change it here, which I hope isn't an assumption that will come
back to bite us.

The
walls are crème coloured, maybe white in the daylight, with large
brown tiled floorings. A metal chandelier hangs over a round wooden
table with an elaborate flower bouquet. While the chandelier
provides some light, the pot lights lining the ceiling light things
up the most.

Loud
music plays in the room beside us. They are playing Feliz Navidad.
Slightly confusing this early, Halloween isn’t even here yet, but
maybe they're just playing music people might know or have
requested.


Distracted by mariachi music, it takes a moment for me to
realize Bree is calling my name. “They need to give you a wrist
band.”

“Sorry.” I apologize for my delay, and hold out my wrist. They
place an orange plastic wrist band around me; loose enough that it
won’t be a bother, but tight enough I won't be able to slip it off
without a discomforting effort.

“Show your wrist bands to the staff when asked, or when you’re
getting a drink, or going into a restaurant. That’s how we know
that you’re supposed to be here. Here are your key cards.” She
hands the both of them to Bree, who then transfers one to
me.

“And remember to book any excursions with the representative
for your booking company at those desks there.” She points behind
us. At the opposite side of the room, there are a couple desks with
computers, and chairs on each side. “Your rep arrives at eight am,
and leaves at six pm. You'll need to book at least one day in
advance, and it’s first come first served. Some excursions book up
faster than others.

Payment
will be added automatically to the credit card you purchased your
vacation with, if you wish to pay otherwise, you’ll need to bring
that payment with you when you purchase the excursion. Same goes
for the à la carte restaurant. You’ll need to book the day in
advance with your rep; no extra charges apply.” She takes a slight
pause after her scripted ramble. “Michael will show you to your
room. If you have any questions, please don’t hesitate to ask.
Enjoy your stay.”

A tall
lanky man, presumed to be Michael, comes out from around the desk,
and leads us out of the lobby, and down a long stretch. There are
no doors or window coverings, just large open rooms, and columns,
and holes in the walls. The open concept allows for a cooling
breeze to filter through.

An open
corridor leads to the guests rooms. Lights provide enough light to
see to the pool, but no one is in there.

It's
then that I notice no one else is around. No other guests to
mention.

My gut
sinks with dread. Please tell me Christian didn’t cheap out on the
honeymoon hotel, and grabbed whatever was cheapest; somewhere that
no one goes to because of kidnappings or food
poisonings.

Michael
leads us up to a door on the third floor in a building. A location
I wouldn’t be able to locate if someone asked. He slips a card into
the slot, and opens the door.

Once we
are into the little entry, we quickly notice something awry. The
shower is running, a suitcase is opened, clothes are everywhere,
and the bed is messed up.

“We need to leave.” Michael whispers. But, he doesn’t have to
finish telling us the words before we are already out the door.
Michael closes the door behind us wide eyed. “There's been some mix
up. We'll need to go back to the lobby.”

Bree
looks about ready to blow, so I step in. “No problem.”

Colossal
confusion crosses the woman's face when we all return. “Someone was
already in that room.” Michael informs her.

“What do you mean?” She asks.

“A guest is already staying in that room.” Michael lays out
plainly.

“No.” She denies, still dazed from our return.

“Yes.” Michael confirms.

“The computer said it was empty. That was supposed to be their
room.” I feel like the situation has broken her mind for a moment;
I don't blame her. When you follow procedures, and the computer
says no one else is supposed to be in the room already, then you
expect the room to be empty for the arriving guests allocated for
that room.

“We'll get them another room.” Michael turns to us. “Leave your
bags with us. We'll put them in your new room for you. There's a
band playing, and some other guests just in there. Some snacks, if
you're hungry.” He directs us to a relatively closed in room with
the mariachi music. “We'll come, and get you once everything is
sorted.”

“Thank you.” I grab Bree's arm, and pull, then push her towards
the music before she can have any sort of meltdown.

Columns
open into an orange room with wooden tables, and chairs. A buffet
table divides the middle of the room with space on either side to
get around. A stage with a three man band, dressed in mariachi
gear, is in the far corner straight ahead.

We sit
in an exhausted huff away from the band, and away from the other
guests; all two of them.

After
spending an entire day traveling, the last thing I expected was not
being able to flop straight into bed, and crash. It’s past my bed
time; I’m not eighteen anymore.

I scoff
at myself. It’s not like I’m fifty, I’m not even thirty, though
some days I certainly feel like I am. Oh, the changes that just a
few years can bring.

A lovely
warm breeze brushes us from the openings in the walls.

Bree
leaves me to help herself to the buffet snacks. One heaping small
plate of guacamole, and salsa fresca, and one heaping pile of house
made taco chips. She places the two plates right in front of her.
But, after one longing gaze from me, she pushes both more towards
the middle of the table.

“Thanks friend.” I say appreciatively. I hadn’t been hungry
until she sat down, and started eating. A confounding thing after
gorging on all the snack foods, airplane, and airport food all
day.

I dip a
chip in the green pile, and dive it to my mouth. Fresh avocado like
I’ve never had before. Better tasting guacamole unlike what I can
get back home. Something about having to ship it half way across
the world tarnishes the taste. Fresh is always best, straight from
the source, or close to it.

The
salsa fresca tries to fall off my next chip. I catch some tomato
chunks and onion pieces before they can hit the table. I toss the
salsa into my mouth, and follow it with the chip.

The
taste is addictingly fresh. We demolish the two plates
quickly.

Too
exhausted to talk, we sit with the silence between us, until
Michael grabs us to take us to our room.

The door
opens, and I’m relieved to find the lights are off. Nothing looks
disturbed. Our bags are just inside the doorway.

“We’re very sorry for the mix up.” Michael explains, “we
switched our systems last week, and we're thinking something got
mixed up along the way.”

“That’s alright. No problem at all. It happens.” I tell
him.

“There's maps next to the phone. Feel free to call to the desk
should you need anything.” He leaves us to it with a bid to have a
good night.

Bree
rushes into the bathroom first, and closes the door.

Of
course she has to pee.

I walk
further into the room, finding the light switch for the main
portion of the room.

Two
separate beds are pushed together in the middle of the room; each
has their own dull coloured patterned bedding. A large metal head
board covers both beds. Twisted metal appears like
branches.

The room
is small. Just enough to hold the makeshift giant bed, and a side
table on each side. There is a white, low but long, dresser across
from the bed on the other side. A small TV stand directly beside
it, with a TV on top. I don’t assume that will get used at all
while we’re here; I don’t plan on spending my vacation watching
movies.

As I
close the curtains to the pitch black outside, I see what appears
to be a patio. I’ll explore it further tomorrow, but with Bree in
the bathroom, and the late hour, I just want to go to
bed.

I strip,
and quickly redress in a tank top, underwear, and sleeping shorts.
Placing my phone on the right side table, and inserting the
charging cord from my bag.

Bree
flushes, and exits shortly after, and I take her place.

She is
in bed by the time I leave the bathroom. Bree’s taken the left bed,
which leaves me with the one closest to the patio. I assume she may
have made the choice based off my phone, but I wouldn’t have cared
with either bed. I turn off the light before blindly finding the
bed.

I pull
back the covers. The top layer feels a bit scratchy, but the sheets
underneath are soft. I lie down, and get comfortable.

A
thought comes to me. “Oh, I should set an alarm.” I roll over to
grab my phone.

“You want to set an alarm on vacation?” Bree sounds
incredulous.

“Yes. Nothing ridiculous, but I want to make sure we can get to
the booking agent before there’s a crowd.” I reason.

“There’s not going to be a crowd.” She denies with a groan
twisted into her words.

“I don’t want to take the chance that we’ll have to wait an
hour to get the excursions we want. And, what if they only have a
certain amount of tickets for what we want.” We had agreed to try
to do a couple of excursions while we are here.

I don’t
want to only see the airport and the hotel while we’re here. It
seems like it would be a waste to go a quarter of the way around
the world, and not go out, and experience anything else. You could
literally go anywhere in the world at that point, and get the same
type of experience.

“You can get up, and pick thing whatever you want, but I’m
sleeping until noon.” Part of me hopes she’s joking, but my
experience knows she’s perfectly capable of sleeping for so long.
“Night.”

“Night.”

The
first snore from the other bed sounds off as I put my phone down.
Even after such a long day, I don’t know how she could possibly
fall asleep so fast. It’s quite the talent.

“Sweet dreams.” I say to the sleeping body.

It feels
amazing sinking into the soft pillows at least.

It's
exhausting doing nothing on a plane all day. Then again, being up
for longer spurts than normal will also have the same
effect.

A horrid
though enters my mind as I haze away, could the mystery guy in our
room have been Christian?

God, I
hope not.







Chapter 2






I shut
the alarm off as soon as it sounds. Excitement has me wide awake
immediately.

A soft
day light fills the entire room from behind the
curtains.

I look
over to Bree's side of the bed. There is a long mirror, and a white
doored closet I had missed last night.

Bree is
still a lump in the bed; undisturbed from my screeching
siren.

Throwing
back the covers, I hop out of bed; eager to take a peek of the
outside we were blind to last night.

I draw
the curtains enough to get me access to the sliding door. Opening
the door just enough to take a step out.

There
are two plastic forest green chairs on the tiny white plastered
patio. A railing made of wood, and rope keeps us from walking off
the edge.

Our view
of the center of the hotel area isn’t much. A thatch covered
walkway roof blocks much of the view to the right, and in front of
me, the tops of the trees block the rest. If I stare hard enough, I
can catch glimpses of the pool.

Directly
down are a couple of umbrellas made out of thatch. They seem to
belong to the private patios of the rooms on the first
floor.

I can’t
help but wonder what the view in the other room would have looked
like, if it would have had more to see.

My quiet
peaceful moment comes to an end when my bladder protests. I walk
back inside, grab up my toiletries, and start getting ready for the
day.

Without
Bree’s consciousness, I have no idea what the day will bring. The
varying choices have varying clothing requirements.

If she
does wake, and decides to go to the beach, I can always get dressed
in my bathing suit then, but right now I feel like I need real
clothing.

I dress
into jean shorts, a tank top, and a light long sleeved flannel
button down shirt; part of my attempt to avoid a sunburn. Briefly
debating putting on sunscreen, I decide not to, and will see how
well my skin handles the Mexican morning sun.

I drop
my sandals at the door as I come across them in the bag.

Walking
over to Bree's bed, I call her name, but she doesn’t respond; three
times. Shaking her a bit gains me a groan.

“I’m going down to book the excursion, then I’m going for
breakfast. If you’re mobile by then, come join me.”

“Sleep.” She mutters.

I roll
my eyes. Maybe she’ll remember this when she wakes up, maybe she
won't, but at least I can tell her that I tried to tell
her.

Before I
leave the room, I make sure I have the key card. Nothing would be
worse than getting locked out of my room without the key card,
especially if Bree decides to leave the room.

I take
note to the 344 written on our door. I hadn’t even thought to get
the room number last night. I doubt I’ll be able to find my way
here without getting lost.

I pick
the direction we came from last night, and backtrack my way to the
stairs. They lead to the interior of the building
alcove.

It’s
like a picture, walking out to an empty resort. Not one person is
sitting at any of the tables or in a blue cushioned lounge chairs.
Not one person is in the pool. No bartenders are in the wet bars.
It just looks like a slightly moving picture of the perfect
resort.

I walk
the path back to the entrance. There's two desks, but only one rep;
the one for our booking company. While the other desk is empty,
ours is already busy with a couple.

“Good morning. Grab a brochure, and take a look, while I finish
helping these people.” She tells me.

I do as
she says, and grab a brochure. The pamphlet is filled with a
variety of activities to do. Everything I could imagine, and more
is in here; from swimming with the dolphins to dinner on a pirate
ship. With our limited time here I know we will only be able to do,
maybe, two or three of these things.


Something itches right above my eyebrow. I wipe my forehead
with my forearm. Liquid glistens, and drips from my arm. God, I’m
sweaty. Why, am I so sweaty?

The heat
assaulting my body could definitely be an answer. It’s a humid
heat, unlike the dry heat of our summers. Maybe it’s not fully my
contribution; I can hope to avoid that embarrassment if others are
having the same issue.

The list
is over whelming. I want to make the most of our trip. I wanted to
see ruins, and go swimming, and whatever else. I know Bree isn't
into the ruins, so I know she won't pick them. Which means I should
start there if I hope to see some this trip.

The
section with the ruins lists a few, most I’ve never heard of
before. One option catches my eye at the bottom of the list; a half
day journey to the Tulum ruins, and half day at the Xel-Há for
snorkeling. Something for me and something for her, and it
maximizes what we can get done in our short time here.

“Hey,” a voice calls beside me. I turn instinctively to find
out who’s talking, and who he nondescriptively said hi to. A chest
greets me, positioned to face me. “Hi, I’m Will.” I hadn't realized
he was there.

“Skylar.” I answer as I look up at him. He's tall. My eyes are
at his chest height. His bright blue eyes catch me next; framed by
wild surfer hair.

“Any ideas for a bachelor party; that won't get a groom in
trouble?” He tags on the last part for clarification’s sake, I’m
sure.

“Umm,” I huff, and look at the list. With his notation, I
decide to nix anything that would be considered wild party central.
“I’m not sure. I mean, you could turn any of these into a bachelor
party; if you wanted to. There was a water park on here. You can
repel into a cenote after touring a ruin. Or, a dinner, and pirate
show on a pirate ship.”

Will
stops me there. “A pirate ship would be awesome, but Silvia would
kill me for not taking her with us.” He sounds a bit
disappointed.

“Could you do a joint bachelor/bachelorette party?” I
wonder.

Bree did
hers partially together. A barbeque at their house after the girls
went to play pool, and the guys went to a casino. It worked well
for them.

“Hmn…” Will's thoughtful expression reveals the thought never
crossed his mind.

“How the hell did Will Bogtrotter beat me here?” A femininely
deep voice booms behind us.

“Silvia scares me. She threatened to feed me my balls if I
screw up.” The tall woman laughs at this, and nods her
understanding.

Silvia,
who I assume is the bride, sounds like she's got a temper; or maybe
Will brings out her worst.

“Well, at least we now know a threat that works to keep you in
line.” I’m scrutinized as she looks me up, and down suspiciously.
“Pick out something yet?”

“Yes, dinner, and a show on a pirate ship.” He announces. I’m a
bit surprised he picked that option, unless he’s considered a joint
party.

Her eyes
go wide, and she slowly shakes her head. “No way, no, you can't do
that. Sil will-"

Will
cuts her off. “Do nothing. Skylar, here, suggested we do a together
party. You know that would work best for everyone.”

I wonder
at the undertones. Does Silvia not trust her groom? Perhaps there’s
been cheating in the past, and she doesn’t feel like she can trust
him. That’s a great way to start a marriage; zero trust. Though all
the trust in the world has also proven it can be a bad
thing.

“That’s not a horrible idea. No wonder it wasn’t yours.” She
sticks her hand out. “I'm Mel.”

“Skylar.” I shake her offering.

“Are you going to be there?” She asks with, what sounds like,
more suspicion, and a pointed look at Will.

“Oh, no. I’m just suggestion girl.” I flash both hands up in a
sign of peace. “I wouldn’t want to intrude.”

“What’s one more?” She eases off, and I think she more means to
be polite with her insistence, than to truly invite me
along.

“Two more.” I say.

“Two more, your husband can talk guy stuff with the guys, and
you can join us girls.” Mel smiles, and I feel like she’s being
genuine now. Perhaps she’s not viewing me as a threat anymore. No
one would be that insistent for just being polite. But, I’m still
hesitant to join in someone else’s party. It feels intrusive, and
weird.

“Oh, no husband.” I wave off. “I’m with a friend; a girl. This
was supposed to be her honeymoon, but her husband confessed to
cheating on her, and wanted a divorce to be with the mistress. A
bachelorette party might not be the best idea.”

“Ouch. Nope, I suppose not. That really sucks.” Mel
commiserates. The other couple gets up to leave. I reflexively turn
at the shriek of their chairs.

“Looks like it’s your turn.” Will says.

“Great.” I smile at the both of them before taking my
turn.

The lady
at the desk helps me book up the dual excursion. She tells me that
we'll need to be ready for a six am departure. And suggests we pick
up biodegradable sunscreen at the shop; apparently a bid to help
preserve the environment. Once done paying with my credit card, I
get up, and thank her.

As I
leave, I tell Will and Mel politely, “hope to see you
around.”

“It's a small resort. We'll run into each other again; probably
later on today, at the least. Have fun tomorrow.” Mel’s initial
suspicious frostiness has lifted into friendliness.

“You too.” I say back.

It
occurs in my exiting reflection that Will might be the cheating
groom. Mel would have reason to be suspicious with his friendliness
to a solo female. He never did say whether he was planning it for
himself or for another. Might explain the dynamic between him, and
Silvia.

I decide
to walk back to the room. It would be more comfortable to go to the
dining room with Bree. I don’t mind solo breakfast but I would
prefer to have some company for the first time. Then I can share
the awkwardness of having no idea what to do.

But,
with Bree passed out deeply that option looks less
likely.

I
remember the maps that Michael mentioned last night. I find a whole
stack of them on the table, and grab up one. The map serves as an
informational guide as well.

The
buildings have names, and the names have hours listed beside them.
Gawking at the time constraints, I realize that we have less than
an hour and a half before they close up the breakfast buffet. Then
they won’t open for lunch until an hour after that.

The
dotted snack locations seem to be open for most of the day after
eleven, the same time lunch opens up, but I don’t want to trust
snack foods to fill me up. Although, they do seem to be the only
option for food for a three hour period in the
afternoon.

Looking
at the list, it appears nothing is open for the hour in-between
breakfast, and lunch.

There’s
only one thing to do, and I know Bree will forgive me; eventually.
I pounce on the bed beside right beside her, and jolt her awake.
“Get up. Get up. The buffet closes soon, and won't open back up
until lunch.”

“What the hell, Sky!?!” She yells. Angry with me for her sudden
wake up call. Quickly, her head perks up, and her body relaxes as
my words sink in. “Did you say they are closing the food
down?”

“Yeah, they’ve got hours listed on the buffet, and all the food
places. And if you don’t get up, and down there now, there will be
nothing to eat until lunch. And if you miss the two hour lunch
window, then you’re relying on a small list of snack foods until
supper.”

“Well that's dumb.” She grumbles with a sigh of resignation.
“Fine.”







Chapter 3


The
barest scraps of food residue on my plate gives evidence of the
fruit, scrambled eggs, and pancakes I pulled from the buffet table.
My plate was filled before I could even get to the second section.
I’ll have to try to get further down the line next time; remember
to pace myself, and portion out my servings to the smallest tasting
sizes.

Bree
went further, and managed to find a custom omelette section, and
some cookies.

I down
the last gulp from my mango mimosa as Bree chomps on her last
cookie. The waiters clear away the dishes as soon as we look like
we’re getting up.

We thank
them, before Bree leads us out. As soon as we leave the doors we
are on a raised platform type deck a few feet up from the
beach.

Thatch
umbrellas are pegged into the ground as permanent structures.
People are already claiming the lounge chairs
underneath.

All the
people that were missing earlier had suddenly appeared for
breakfast. I guess everyone sleeps in on vacation, unless they have
an excursion.

I’m glad
to see a bunch of other people here. It provides some
comfort.

There’s
a little set of stairs leading down to the beach, with a shower at
the entrance. I assume it’s to wash your feet off once you’re done
on the beach so you aren’t tracking sand everywhere.

I pull
off my flip-flops as soon as the sand starts digging into them.
They are of no use to me when they are weighed down by the
sand.

It seems
beyond surreal that I’m here right now. Everything is so different
from what I know, and what I’ve seen in my life. I’ve never be even
been to a beach before. The closest I’ve ever gotten to something
like this has been pictures, and magazines.

Bree
runs straight for the water with sandals in hand. The ocean is
super calm and there are no crashing waves. No one is in there
swimming around.

As I
approach I look for some sort of a sign that says we shouldn’t be
swimming in the water, but there are none. I assume that means we
should be safe from sharks.

I stop
feet from the edge of the water to gaze at an alligator in the
sand. Someone was up early carving a life-size alligator. I almost
wonder if it’s the gentleman in the boat advertising fishing trips,
and snorkel tours just metres away. It doesn’t seem to me like any
of these tourists would be that ambitious this early in the
morning, despite it being probably close to ten o'clock.

The
resort seems to run on a different time schedule than the rest of
the world. A steady stream of relaxing means life doesn’t start
until nine o'clock.

I stroll
out to meet Bree in the water. I have no plans on going too deep
without a bathing suit. Although Bree is quite the distance out,
the water only slowly raises; reaching her thighs right above her
knees.

Fish
swim all around me without a care; a sure sign they must be used to
people. It would be wonderful to have some goggles with so many
fish around. They look grey, and brown from above the water, but I
wonder if looking at them from the sides would reveal more colours.
It might be cool to have them swirl around my head.

I stop
and seethe when my toe stubs on to something hard and sharp.
Looking down, there appears to be a large dead coral reef just in
front of me.

Just as
I start wondering how I’m going to get to Bree, and how she managed
to get over on the other side of this reef, the men in the fishing
boat start screaming, and yelling. Their attention is on
me.

I have
no idea what they’re saying, or whether they are speaking English
or Spanish. But, I figure yelling is not ever a good thing when you
are in the ocean. I imagine whatever it is it means trouble. My
mind goes straight to a shark. That could be why there’s no one out
here. Maybe all the fish attracted a shark.

“Bree? Bree!” I call to her. “I think we need to get out of the
water right now.” When she looks back to me, I point to the boat,
and the men shouting.

She
walks hurriedly back to me. I cringe as it looks like she steps on
the reef in order to get over it.

We get
out of the water as fast as we can. I look back over to the men in
the boat, and they seem to be going back to their own
business.

A man
shouts to us from one of the lounge chairs. Bree shouts back,
“what?” She didn’t catch what he said either.

The man
beckons us over with his hand so we listen, and go to him. Maybe he
knows what’s going on.

“There's sea urchins in there.” He explains. “You’re lucky you
didn’t step on them. They’re having some sort of an infestation.
They don’t have any signs up because they don’t want to scare
anyone, but a man stepped on one yesterday, first day of his
vacation, now he’s going to be laid up for the rest of it. Not the
way you want to spend your vacation.”

“That’s awful.” I exclaim. And, in some places, would be a
potential lawsuit.

“Ouch, so I guess beach swimming is out.” Bree sounds so
disappointed. It was one of her key points of going on this
vacation.

“If you really want to get in the water, try to avoid the
rocks, and reef, wear your sandals, and watch where you step.” The
man advises. But, I get the idea that he still wouldn’t recommend
it. I know I wouldn’t.

I look
between Bree, and the man. “I think I’ll just take my chances with
the pool instead.” I joke; half serious. “Thanks for letting us
know. I had no idea what they were shouting at us
about.”

“No problem. Enjoy your vacation.” He moves himself to get
comfortable again.

“Thanks, you too.” I tell him. Bree and I walk back towards the
resort. “That was close. We were lucky we didn’t step on anything.
Could you imagine? If that happened, if either of us got hurt, I
don’t think my parents would ever let me have vacation time ever
again.”

“Pfft, you’ll just have to threaten to quit.” Bree makes it
sound so easy.

“I'd be disowned if I tried that stunt.” I wash my feet off in
the little shower before stepping onto the stairs. Bree does the
same.

I figure
out quickly that it may have been better to deal with the sand. My
sandals squish from the added water. But, I suppose they don’t want
the sand tracked all over the resort either.

“Well, then I guess I’ll just have to get divorced again, and
get them to send you on vacation with me out of pity.” She
jokes.

“Awe, you’d do that just for me?”

“Only you.”

“Thanks bud.”

“Hey look, it’s the gift shop.” Bree declares. I almost missed
the small glassed in room. It looks almost completely
empty.

We go
inside, and are greeted by a worker. There isn’t too much to the
gift shop, a couple shelves, and a bench with things on them, so we
find what we need immediately. The worker explains without our own
vocalised question, that they are renovating so they don’t have
much right now.

I don’t
mind, as long as they have what we need. Bree finds the toothbrush
she needs, and I find the biodegradable sunscreen we need for
tomorrow.

“What's that for?” Bree asks as she pays for
everything.

“Our excursion tomorrow needs it; we're not supposed to use our
regular stuff because it isn't biodegradable. It’s to help preserve
the environment.” The worker looks happy with my explanation. I
keep my tone pleasant to hide my slight annoyance at the unexpected
expense. If Mexico prefers people to have biodegradable sunscreen,
then that should be something they tell you before you get here. It
should be akin to common knowledge. I didn’t even know such a thing
existed nor that our regular sunscreen wasn’t
biodegradable.

Not that
it’s a bad idea, because it’s probably a wonderful idea, it’s just
inconvenient learning about it at the stage of the trip; especially
after having bought new sunscreen back home specifically for this
trip.

“Where are we going?” Bree asks as we leave the
shop.

“Tulum ruins.” She makes a disgusted sound. “You said I got to
pick, because you didn’t want to get up with me. Besides, I was
nice. It’s a two part excursion; ruins in the morning, and
snorkeling in the afternoon.”

“Okay, fine. That sounds like half fun.” We're silent for a
minute as we head back toward the room. “Pool now?” Bree
asks.

“Of course.” I reply.

After
the failed beach attempt, I figured the pool would be next. There's
not much else going on right now to fill the time void.

We
venture back to our hotel room to get changed. I leave everything
unnecessary in the room.

Instead
of going to the right, outside of our room, we go left. We figure
we have to try and figure out some better ways to get in, and out
of our hotel room. And as it turns out, just one room over is an
exit out towards the pool area, and a much shorter escape
route.

There
are two wet bars in the pool, but only one of them seems to be
open. The only guests in the pool look closer to the open bar than
to the other side of the split pool.

I stake
out a table, and set of chairs. Claiming it by setting my sandals
on the chair. I don’t let myself feel guilty about it since it’s
not busy.

Bree
does the same with her own before she jumps right into the pool. My
mouth opens, and shuts as my mind clicks in that she may have just
made a mistake, then realize in quick succession to warn her, but
the warning would be too late at this point.

“Cold!” She shrieks when she surfaces. Bree grasps onto herself
in a hug.

I laugh
at her expense. “What? Did you think it would be warm?”

“Yes!” She grumbles her way over to the wet bar.

A drink
sounds great, but after seeing Bree’s reaction, I ease myself in.
It is colder than I expected, but I could also just be warmed from
the sun. Giving it a moment, will surely acclimate me.

The
water’s resistance makes me go in slow motion. The water slowly
lowers as I approach the bar area.

Seeing a
ladder closer to the wet bar, has me regretting getting in so soon.
I could have walked around a little, and dropped in right at the
bar. Part of me didn’t have to get wet and cold.

Bree has
a margarita in hand as she talks to a freshly familiar sun bleached
blond. As I come up to sit beside Bree, I put a hand on her
shoulder, for just a moment, to let her know I’m there.

Will's
eyes light with recognizance. “Hi again. So this is your friend?
Sorry about your dick of a husband.”

A long
arm reaches out from behind Will to snack him upside the head. The
hit is hard enough to knock his head to the side.

“Tactless idiot. Sorry, Will talks first, thinks later.” A
brown haired, green eyed man explains. A friend of Will's, I
assume.

Will
shrugs. “At least I’m honest.”

“Too honest.” His friend complains.

“Sounds like a certain blabbing friend of mine.” Bree jabs back
at me with a glare. She's ticked off. I guess, rightfully so. I
have no business telling her business to anyone I see, no matter
the circumstance.

“Sorry,” I apologize bashfully.

“Let us buy you a drink.” Will's friend suggests.

“It’s all you can drink.” I point out. Will smirks. A peak of
his teeth show as his amusement does.

“Uh, let us order you a drink. What do you girls like?” Green
eyes insist.

“Margarita.” Bree says as she points to the one in her
hand.

They all
look at me expectantly, but I tell them, “I have no idea what they
have yet. We just got in late last night.” I haven’t been around a
resort before, and it’s been years since I’ve been to a bar;
restaurants tend to have their own versions, and names for things.
Embarrassment heats my cheeks.

Bree
passes me a laminated menu from the bar top. “Skylar’s a girly
drink drinker.” She offers with a touch of derision. I lost my
eagerness to drink the nasty alcohol drinks around the same time I
quit going to bars.

“Do you like piña coladas?” Will asks.

“Yes.” Sometimes, depending on how it’s made. I’ve had both
good and bad ones.

“Daiquiris?”

“Yes.” Mostly in theory. I’ve never had it from a restaurant,
only from the premade mix Bree’s bought before, and who knows if
she makes it how it’s supposed to be made.

Will
looks over to the waiter. “Two Miami Vices.” The waiter gets right
to work pouring his mixtures into two blenders, and setting the
blenders on.

“What’s a Miami Vice?” I ask. It’s not something I’ve ever
heard of before. Might be a specialty of the resort.

“The only thing I’m ever drinking again.” Will announces. “It's
half strawberry daiquiri, and half piña colada.”

I
contemplate the flavours in each, and then together. “Sounds
delicious.”

“It is.” He gushes.

“So you know why we're here.” Bree flashes a momentary glare my
way. I look up, and away in faux distraction with the blenders to
avoid the gaze. “What brings you here; vacation with the
guys?”

“I'm getting married.” Green eyes states.

So, he’s
the cheater.

I have
to stop myself, to remind me that it’s only my assumption that he’s
cheated. There’s never been any actual mention of it.

Maybe
Silvia is controlling, and he’s the poor nice guy who lets her walk
all over him.

Maybe
she’s suspicious of him in the way that cheaters always accuse
their significant other of cheating since they figure out how easy
it can be to get away with it, and she can’t trust him out of her
own behaviour. Maybe that’s where Will fits in.

Maybe
she’s been cheated on before, and so she’s always going to be
suspicious of any significant other cheating.

The
bartender shuts off the blenders, and pours a half cup of each of
the slushes into each cup. Order doesn’t seem to matter, as he two
hands each pour. One drink ends up with daiquiri on the bottom, and
piña colada on top, while the other is the opposite. He hands both
cups to Will.

Will
leans in as he hands me my drink, and hushes his voice a little. “I
was forced against my will. Kidnapped. Help me.”

The
groom to be elbows Will in his ribs. He pulls back as he sputters a
little cough, and his hand goes to the sore spot.

“We've been best friends since we were in diapers, so he had to
be my best man. But, I’m marrying his sister, so that also makes me
the hated boyfriend of his baby sister.” The groom explains the
complicated dynamic. At least a few pieces of the puzzle are
explained. Silvia may not be so bad, if the animosity between her,
and Will is because of sibling rivalry. All that speculation could
be for absolutely nothing. “Whether he likes it or not, he has to
be here.”

“Worst nightmare ever.” Will scoffs.

“Best marriage ever.” Green eyes smiles as he mocks
Will.

Will
mock
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