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For the risk taker in all of us

 

 

Robyn threw down her book. “Tell me again why I’m here.”

 

Courtney turned her head and looked down the rim of her sunglasses. Even on vacation, on the beach, in the sun, the eyes behind them were perfectly painted and alluring. “You needed a break.”

 

“But I’m fidgety. How am I supposed to relax?” Robyn pulled her knees up to her chest. She wasn’t feeling the island vibe whatsoever. Nothing seemed to help her digest the disappointment of her failed long-term relationship last year. “And what are all these people doing here in March? Don’t they know this is the off-season?”

 

Her best friend frowned and waved her hand out at the crowd. “This is where old people go to forget winter, adventurers go to snorkel, and singles go to get laid. You should try that last one sometime.”

 

“Never been my style, Courtney.”

 

The woman was sipping a sparkling mango cocktail like it was already five o’clock. “Well, maybe it should be. How long has it been?”

 

Robyn laughed. It had been a while. “Not all of us feel the call of guilt free, non commitment.”

 

It was Courtney’s turn to laugh. “You say all that like they’re bad things.”

 

“Isn’t it?”

 

Courtney blew her off and pointed to a group of men playing volleyball a short way down the beach. “Mmm,” she sipped her drink again. “See how much fun they’re having? We should go play cheerleaders. They’re all sweaty and muscly.”

 

“You’re ridiculous.”

 

“Surfing then? Take some lessons?” Courtney pointed at a young man whose pattern on his oversized shorts screamed stereotypical board glider. She was licking her lips, mumbling, “That guy is yummy,” right up to the moment a group of giddy young women began fawning all over him.

 

“Sure,” Robyn added. “If you’re into the whole group thing.”

 

“Sweet, sweet, Robyn,” Courtney sighed. “This place screams freedom, if only for a little while. I know you worry about getting hurt again. But no risk, no fun. I’m not saying go fuck a total stranger, but you should at least be open to meeting new people and having new experiences. And if you do get laid, all the better. Sex doesn’t have to mean attachment.” She stood up and studied her glass, determining it empty enough to warrant a refill. “Sex is just another kind of communication.”

 

Robyn watched Courtney stumble toward the Beach Bar and disappear into the din of island fun. Many people were dancing, the booming bass blanketing the length of the white sand beach, likely right up to the glitzy doors of the resort hotel. Already able to count the empty cocktails on her fingers, it was likely Courtney wouldn’t return to their room tonight.

 

Robyn stood up and grabbed her things, tucking them under her arm. She’d been immobile too long in the mid-day sun and felt restless. Plopping on her wide-brimmed hat, she took off down the beach, aiming for a place less crowded. A few minutes later she was ankle-deep in refreshing water at the marina, the party-goers’ rhythmic gyrating replaced by the gentle lap of low tide.
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