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Beth lay in her lounge chair on the beach. She
lowered her oversized, designer sunglasses to check out the young
girl stripping off her top and shimmying out of her tight, cut-off
shorts a half dozen feet away. Beth felt a little rush of
excitement as she watched the girl undress. The young woman
couldn't be more than twenty or twenty-one. She wore a revealing
striped bikini over a tight, super-model body. The sun made her
tawny skin glisten with sweat. She swept her long black hair into a
severe ponytail and dropped her sunglasses onto her beach towel.
Her long, slender legs were quite sexy in the hot sunlight. Her
skin had a rich nut-brown tone.

Beth found herself holding her breath,
watching the girl stroll through the sand to the gently lapping
ocean waves. Her bikini was a thong. Her tight, fully exposed ass
cheeks swished seductively with each step the woman
took.

The woman, now a hundred yards out in the
sparkling blue tropical water, treaded water and relaxed in the
warmth of the Caribbean sun. Her face wet and tilted toward the
sun. Her long black hair wet and plastered against her bare
back.

Beth was surprised at her interest in the
girl. She wasn't a lesbian. Had never been with a woman—though she
found nothing wrong with it—or particularly turned on by the
prospect. Her heart and body had belonged to Ben. Her husband of
thirty-seven years who'd passed away two years earlier. She had no
children. Just a mediocre job she could take or leave, but she
stayed because it was something to do. She was financially secure.
Ben had seen to that with his various investments, savings plans,
and life insurance policies.

At fifty-three, Beth knew she wanted something
more out of life than her boring daily routine. Her current
situation. She just didn't know what that was. That was the point
of this Caribbean vacation. To size up and reevaluate her
life.

Beth leaned back and closed her eyes, trying
to put the young beauty out of her mind.

She considered herself attractive. Sure, her
dark red hair was dyed, but she kept herself well-toned with
regular daily workouts and had even hired a personal trainer to
work with her twice a week. She lifted weights, not too much, but
enough to give herself a nice, toned definition in her arms, legs,
and abs. She even felt comfortable wearing a bikini in public
herself. Not many her age could say—or do—that.

Her breasts were good-sized. Double-Ds. They
filled her bikini top nicely. Her waist was thin, though her hips
flared out. And yes, there was a slight softness about her thighs
that she would have liked to change but begrudgingly accepted. Her
skin was fair but not milky-white, a rosy pink after several days
under the tropical sun.

Relaxed, Beth settled her large,
floppy-brimmed straw hat over her face and listened to the soothing
rhythm of the active beach around her. The soothing sound of waves
lapping against the sand and rocks nearby. The gulls overhead,
cawing for food. The buzz of tourists' conversation and laughter.
The sound of bottles as people opened them, clinked them, and drank
around her. The smell of the salty air and suntan oil, with the
tantalizing aroma of a roasting pig on a spit nearby.

She felt herself drifting off. Her mind
wandered. Her new life. What should it be? Who should she be? What
would bring her life meaning and fulfillment?

At the edge of her consciousness, she heard
the distinct sound of a squeezed tube of suntan lotion spitting out
the last of its contents: phiist.

"Oh, putain!"

Beth opened one eye and lulled her head to the
left. She knew a little French. Knew putrain meant fuck. The
black-haired beauty who'd caught her attention early had returned
from her swim. She sat on her nearby towel. Her skin beaded with
ocean water. Glowed in the hot overhead sun. A tube of suntan
lotion in her hand squeezed in a tight fist over her open
palm.

Beth felt an odd twinge in her nether regions.
A sensation she didn't understand. "Out of lotion?"

The girl looked over. "Oui. It goes so
fast." Her voice was heavily accented. French. She frowned and
tossed the tube onto her blanket with a growl of frustration. "It
is such a beautiful day. I hate to have to leave the beach so
soon."

Beth sat up and swung around to face her. She
planted her feet in the warm sand and dug through her beach bag.
"Here. Use mine." She tossed the girl a bottle. "It's SPF
thirty-five and waterproof."

The young woman caught it with a grateful
smile. "Oh, thank you. You are my savior."

"Can't let that beautiful skin of yours burn,"
Beth said, then felt her cheeks burn with embarrassment. Why'd she
say that?

She watched the girl slather the white cream
on her skin. Work it in until her skin gleamed in the sunlight.
Done, she snapped the cap closed and tossed the bottle back to
Beth, who decided to reapply her legs and upper chest, which were
burning hotly.

"You are American, yes?" the woman
asked.

"I am. Are you Native? To the
islands."

"No. I wish. I am French-Canadian. Here on
vacation. My name is Fleur."

"That's a very beautiful name. I'm
Beth."

Fleur smiled. "A pleasure to meet you, Beth.
Have you been here long? Seen the sights?"

"Just a few days ago. What should I
see?"

Fleur smiled and adjusted her sunglasses. "I
think we get something to drink. Then I tell you all the best
places to go."

"That sounds great."

Fleur smiled and got up. "No time like the
present," she said. "That is a saying in America, no?"

Beth smiled. "It is." The idea of a drink
sounded like just what she needed.

They gathered their stuff and crossed the
beach.

They put their stuff down at the entrance to
the outdoor bar. With its thatched roof and bamboo poles, it
offered a cool shaded bar and a couple of picnic tables with
benches surrounding an open firepit filled with smoldering wood at
the edge of the sandy beach.

An assortment of bottles lined the glass
shelves built into the wall behind the bar, reflecting in the
tinted mirror behind them. An old-fashioned beer keg sat by the
door for easy access. There were a few other tourists chatting,
sitting on stools at the bar or crowded around the picnic
tables.

They found an empty table and sat. Fleur had
wrapped a large towel around her waist, leaving her bikini-clad
torso exposed. Beth had slipped a sundress over her bikini. She
ordered an IPA for herself, and Fleur had a mojito. A drink Beth
learned involved rum, mint and ice. The alcohol burned off almost
immediately in the heat. She shared it with Beth. It tasted
wonderful.

They talked about the beauty of the island,
what it had to offer, as well as their favorite foods, music, and
movies. Fleur's easy laughter and sexy accent were
intoxicating.

"What part of Canada are you from?" Beth
asked, sipping her beer.

"I am from Quebec."

Quebec is quite beautiful," Beth said. "I
visited there several years ago."

"It is," Fleur said, sipping her drink, then
shivered. Exaggerating. "But it is too cold for me. I much prefer…"
She waved a hand around the beach like a model on a TV game show.
"This."

"As do I."

"Where is home for you, Beth?"

"Pennsylvania. Like you, too cold for my
taste."

Fleur asked, "We would both like another
round, no?"

Beth nodded, smiled, and waved to their
waiter. "Yes."

"Have you come to vacation with someone,
Beth?"

"No. My husband. He... died two years
ago."

Fleur put a hand on Beth's arms. "I am so
sorry to hear this. My condolences."

Beth forced a smile. "Thank you, but it's
alright. He was very ill. A blessing in the end. It's
just..."

The waiter returned with their drinks. When he
was gone, Fleur asked, "It's just what?"

"I'm... it's an adjustment," she said between
sips of her beer. "Doing things by myself. Alone."

"Then don't." Fleur brightened. "Tonight. We
go dancing. There is a club I was told about. Hottest place on the
island, they say. We go. Tonight."

 


They met in the lobby of the hotel at
eight.

Fleur was stunning in a thin white silk blouse
with black polka dots accented by two rows of black buttons running
down the center. The blouse clung tightly against her upper torso,
showing off Fleur's small breasts, which appeared quite firm to
Beth. Her tight jeans were dark blue and tucked into calf-high
leather boots. A pair of expensive designer sunglasses hung from
her blouse between her breasts.

Beth felt herself immediately become excited
at seeing the young beauty who smiled with glee upon laying eyes on
her. Such a new and exciting feeling. A tingle she'd never
experienced before. But the French beauty was something
special.

"You are gorgeous!" Beth said.

Fleur ran a hand through her long hair and
pushed it back behind her shoulders. She fluttered her eyelashes
with exaggeration. "Oh, merci! You like? I find this outfit
makes me feel... well..." She shrugged but kept smiling as she took
her time to look Beth over.

The older woman wore a red cotton shirt and a
gray denim skirt that ended halfway down the thigh and showed off
her legs with black kitten-heel shoes. Her hips were accentuated by
the tight-fitting skirt. A bright gold belt accented her waistline.
A tiny purse hung from her shoulder.

"You look stunning. Dame
élégante."

Beth blushed.

"Come." Fleur said, seizing her hand. "An
evening of excitement and dancing awaits."

The club, called C'est pas Mal, was on
the beach. At the north end of town. A half-mile walk down the main
road.

A one-story structure made of stone and wood.
The walls were covered with colorful posters advertising local
music bands as well as ads for locally brewed and imported beers.
It looked like a derelict building at first glance. In French and
English, the adverts said the club offered live music three nights
a week. Tonight, they featured a popular French pop band called
De Bons Moments.

Inside was cramped with people dancing on the
large dance floor. Tables went out onto the beach lit by strings of
colored lights. The area was lined with tall palm trees and
bougainvillea growing along a rock wall. More light came from gas
lamps placed around the grounds and candles burning inside sconces
on the walls.

The lead singer wore black leather pants and a
bright blue sequined shirt. His blond hair was long and curled back
against his head. He danced around the stage with exaggerated
movements that mesmerized everyone in the club, male or female. The
crowd was an even mix of men and women, couples wearing sexy
clothing, sweating, dancing, and drinking. The band played loudly
on the stage as dozens of dancers moved like one great pulsating
organism.

Fleur and Beth joined the crowd at the bar,
which stood two levels deep. They got two beers from the bartender.
He slid the bottles over to them without asking for any money.
"Enjoy!"

They took their drinks to one side of the
dance floor, where people bounced about to the upbeat pop tune that
thumped through the air with a heavy bass beat. Beth took a deep
pull of her beer bottle before setting it down on the counter. It
had been a thousand years since she'd gone clubbing. She watched
Fleur, who leaned against the bar next to her, swaying to the
music. Her hips thrust seductively.

She smiled knowingly as seemingly everyone in
the bar stopped and stared at her. "Come on," she said, taking
Beth's hand. "Let's dance."
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