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Chapter 1: Holly




“Welcome aboard Paradise Cruises!” a chipper young woman named Allie greets me. 

I smile back at her. “Hi,” I tell her. “I’m Holly Silverman and this is my husband Carlos. We need to check in.”

She taps her stylus against the tablet in her hands and grins at both of us. “Yep. You’re all set to go. You’re in Cabin 58A. You can go on upstairs and settle in, but you need to be back down here in half an hour for the safety and security briefing and tour of the ship. Then you can kick back, relax, and enjoy your voyage.”

She gives me one last big, beaming smile. I smile back at her and step around her to enter the Electric Emerald’s main piazza. “

This is wonderful!” I walk over to the big windows looking out over the ocean. “I can’t wait to see everything! Oh, look! There’s the main concourse! Wow! It’s like a little city all its own.”

Carlos comes up behind me, slips his arm around my waist, and nuzzles into my ear. “You won’t be seeing any of it if I have my way.”

I laugh and pull out of his arms. “My fertile days don’t start until day after tomorrow.”

He doesn’t back off. He draws me closer so he can circle my waist from the front this time. “There’s no rule that says we can’t do it before then. I’ll still have just as many bullets then as I do now.”

I blush. “Are you sure about that?”

“Absolutely sure.” He leans in to kiss me. “This cruise is going to be the ticket. I hope you’re ready to blow up like a balloon after this because you are not getting away from me this time.”

I kiss him back. “If you’re right, it means we’ll have to take a cruise every time we want to have a child. We’ve been trying for eight months and nothing else has worked.”

“Then this must be the secret.” He plants one more kiss on my neck. “Let’s go put our carry-on bags in the cabin and come back down here. You might not be able to walk if we start before the tour.”

I blush and giggle again. He hasn’t stopped talking like this ever since we booked this cruise. 

He gives me that look again when we get into the elevator, but too many other passengers get in with us. He can’t start anything here.

All this sex talk excites me, but it almost makes me nervous. Our busy schedules in everyday life interfere with us getting pregnant, not to mention the stress.

Now we have nothing else to do all day and all night. I hope he doesn’t take offense if I want to explore the ship and maybe talk to a few people other than him. I don’t want to stay locked up in our cabin for the whole cruise.

We exit on the top deck, find our cabin, and put our bags inside. I go out to the balcony and look out over the ocean again. “This is amazing!” I exclaim. “You can see everything up here!”

He comes up behind me and wraps his arms around my waist from behind. “We can watch the sunset from up here. That will be nice.”

“Look at all those pools! And there are the lifeboats. Oh, look. They’re starting the safety tour. We should go downstairs.”

He lets me turn around, but he keeps his hold on me again. His dark, smoldering eyes go hard and intense when he stares deep into my soul.

“Don’t think you’re going to keep running out on me,” he tells me. “You’re all mine and I plan to make the most of it.”

I feel my cheeks burning again. “You only keep reminding me of that every five minutes. Do you think I’m using the safety briefing to get away from you?”

“You might be.”

I slide my arms around his neck and kiss him. I kiss him deeply and passionately to show him how much I want him.

He’s the most magnetic, romantic, considerate man I’ve ever met and he’s all mine.

That kiss builds faster than I expect. It turns into a rapid series of head movements and our breath quickens as he tightens his grip on me.

His body goes hard and my excitement takes over. He backs me into the cabin, pushes me against the wall, and pulls my shorts off before he starts pulling my thighs up around his waist.

I gasp and then cry out as he drives into me. He pants and husks in my face. I’m spiraling out of this world too fast on his cruel thrusts, but his passion and heat drive me wild. I can’t stop.

He slams in harder and spikes me into a dizzy orgasm. I collapse on his shoulder as he roars in my ear and releases into me.

His voice dwindles to growls and groans. He pulls me off the wall still wrapped around him, collapses on the couch, and falls on top of me.

His mouth sinks against my neck and then crawls up to my ear. “Beautiful….” he whispers. “So beautiful…..”

I drift into a daze of sex-drunk bliss. My rational brain knows we should go down to the piazza for the safety briefing, but I don’t want to move.

He pulls away first and tries to lift off me. I hold on tighter and wrap my legs around him.

He bursts out laughing in my ear and sinks back down on top of me. “Do you plan to keep me tied up in here for the whole cruise?” he teases. “What if I want to get out and explore the ship?”

I let him go and collapse back on the couch. My body goes limp and I sprawl. “Tell Allie and whoever that I’m not feeling good. I’ll have to miss the briefing.”

“I won’t tell them anything. Put your shorts on. Let’s go. Then we can come back here and no one will ever interrupt us again.”

I roll all the way onto my other side, put on my shorts, and spend just a few minutes cleaning myself up before we leave the cabin.

He laces his fingers through mine on our way down the hall. He grins at me and his eyes sparkle with so many suggestions and hidden meanings.

My heart skips a beat when we get back into the elevator. We’re more in love than ever. I have the same good feeling about us getting pregnant on this cruise. This voyage is going to be the greatest experience of our lives.

We step out of the elevator onto the piazza, but we can hardly go anywhere. Dozens of people crowd the area to listen to the briefing. It’s just starting. 

“Hi, everybody, and welcome aboard your Paradise Cruise Line vessel Electric Emerald. My name is Allie Rosche. I’m the activity coordinator for the Electric Emerald.” Allie gestures to a broad-shouldered, muscular, steamroller type guy standing next to her. “This is Troy Nixon. He’s the Chief of Security for the ship. If you have any safety or security concerns, Troy is your man. His office is right down that hall, the third door on the left. His door is always open to you if any security issues arise. You’ll also see him and the other cruise line security personnel around the ship keeping an eye on things and ensuring the safety of the ship, the crew, the staff, and the passengers.”

Troy stands in silence through this whole speech. He wears an immaculately tailored navy blue suit that somehow perfectly matches his sandy brown hair.

His icy blue eyes never stop searching and studying the passengers in front of him. He isn’t here to help Allie with the briefing and tour. He’s here to evaluate all the passengers for any obvious red flags or inappropriate behavior.

No one does anything out of the ordinary—not right now. The cruise hasn’t even started yet.

Carlos moves a little closer to me and puts his arm around me in a protective gesture. He’s being a lot more physically demonstrative since we checked in on this cruise. He’s usually too busy or distracted for stuff like that in our normal daily lives.

Allie goes on with the tour, leads us to different parts of the piazza, points out everything, and gives us a bunch of safety information about how to board the lifeboats in the unlikely event that we have to evacuate the ship.

She leads the way onto the rear deck and points up. “The bridge is up there. You can see the captain and bridge staff steering the ship and making all our course and navigation decisions up there. If in the event of an emergency you need to signal to stop the ship, you’ll find these emergency stop buttons located in different parts of the ship and in each passenger suite. These buttons will bring the ship to an immediate stop, so only use the button in the event of a serious emergency such as a passenger falling overboard or something similar.”

Carlos and I get caught in the crowd as she moves past the concourse and onto the main forward activity deck. She continues to show us around, but I find my attention wandering to the ocean beyond the ship’s prow.

We’ll be sailing out there any minute with nothing but open ocean in front of us and all around us. 

We’ll be sailing into an unknown future, but it will be just as beautiful as this smooth, flat, perfect ocean. Everything about my life is going to be perfect from now on.








  
  
Chapter 2: Nate




Islip my arms around my wife from behind and pull her against me while we stand on the forward deck. 

The Electric Emerald’s activity coordinator, Allie Rosche, gives us a rundown of the safety rules for the pools and age limits for the kids’ areas. 

The other passengers stand around listening. A bunch of couples hug each other the way I’m holding my wife, Alexis, right now.

Troy Nixon, the Chief of Security, doesn’t bust anyone for getting romantic during the briefing. He doesn’t pay any special attention to us or the other couples.

I don’t pay much attention to the briefing. She feels too good in my arms. 

I’m not the only person distracted by their significant other. Not many of the couples pay attention. That could be a problem if we have an emergency, but holding onto my wife like this feels a lot more important right now.

I lean forward to whisper in her ear. “We’re going to do a lot more of this.”

She giggles, but she does it silently so we don’t disturb the briefing or the other passengers.

Allie moves on. She travels much more quickly through the ship showing us where we can find the golf course, the climbing wall, the weights gym, the massage studio, and all the other activities and features. 

I slow my pace so the rest of the crowd passes us. I wind up dragging Alexis to the very back of the crowd.

I stay with the tour just long enough to hear it end and Allie wishes everyone a safe and happy voyage.

The crowd starts to break up and I tug Alexis around a corner. I sink back against the piazza wall and pull her against me so I can kiss her.

“Not here!” she whispers. “We have a suite for this.”

“I can still kiss you in public. This is supposed to be a romantic tour. Come on. I never get to spend any time with you.”

She blushes and leans into me even when she shoots me side looks. “Whose fault is that?”

“Yours,” I tell her.

She laughs, pulls away, and pretends to swat me. “Very funny, Mister I-travel-all-the-time-for-work-and-can-never-make-it-home-to-see-my-wife.”

“I told you I would downgrade to a local job whenever you want me to.”

She draws even farther away, but she doesn’t stop me from taking her hand so I go with her. “Don’t start that whole discussion again. We’re here to enjoy ourselves.”

I follow her down the piazza toward the elevators. Is she leading me back to our suite? I hope so.

I wait until we get into the elevator before I ease up next to her. I want to radiate my desire into her so she feels it. “When do you want me to get a local job so I don’t travel so much? You said you would tell me, but you never do.”

“You keep saying you would have to take a reduction in pay,” she reminds me.

“I would, but wouldn’t it be worth it? We could start planning to have a family if I was coming home to you every night.”

“But you said we would have to sell the house and buy something smaller. You wouldn’t be able to afford our house on a local salary.”

“So? Do you want me to come home or not?”

She looks away, and right then, the elevator opens on our deck. I keep holding her hand on our way back to our suite.

We’ve talked about all of this a million times before. She wants me to stop traveling for work, but she doesn’t want to take the cut in lifestyle that would come with it.

She leads the way back into the suite and lets go of my hand so she can go out onto the balcony. 

I wait a few minutes to give her some time before I follow her. She faces into the wind so the breeze blows her wavy blonde hair back from her face.

I cup her cheek and pull her in to kiss her. “We’ll work it out one way or the other,” I tell her. “We can get through anything.”

Her features pinch with emotion and she fights her lips under control before she looks away from me. “I don’t want to wait any longer,” she chokes. “I want to start a family now.”

“Then I’ll take the local job.”

“But I don’t want to lose the house! I love that house! I don’t want to live anywhere else.”

“It’s just a house. What house we live in doesn’t matter, especially if we have a family. What matters is the family that lives inside the house and that starts with us—you and me.”

She turns away to look out over the ocean. “We’ve already talked about this too many times.”

“Then I just have to wait until you tell me you’re ready to move—unless you want me to get all male and just make the decision for you.”

She bursts out laughing and goes back inside the suite. “You wouldn’t dare.”

I follow her. “Why wouldn’t I? What if I don’t want to wait anymore, either? What would you do if I came home and transferred to a local job without telling you first? Then you would have no choice. We would have to sell the house, downgrade, and then you would have to deal with me being at home every night. What would you do then?”

She shoots me a smirk over my shoulder. “Is that supposed to be some kind of threat?”

I hold up both hands. “I really want to know. Do you think you could handle a man in your bed every night? You would never get any sleep.”

She won’t stop blushing and giggling at me. I grab her hand and pull her down onto my lap on the couch. 

I have to kiss her like this. Her presence intoxicates me. I’m seriously considering making the decision for her.

I don’t want to spend another day away from home. I want to come home to her every night and feel her wrapping herself around me just like this.

She sinks into my arms with a sigh. Her body responds when I caress up her ribs to her breasts and start peeling off her clothes.

She turns around to straddle me. Her voluptuous body undulates in front of me right where I can touch and stroke and play with everything.

Our bodies fit together perfectly. The rest is just logistics. She leans forward to kiss me as our rhythm picks up speed and power. She sits back smoking with fiery desire as she rocks and rides on top of me.

This is perfect. I think I will transfer to the local job no matter what she wants. I don’t want to travel anymore after we get home from this cruise. I don’t want to live away from her.

I finally lay her naked on the couch completely spent. I go to the bathroom and come out to hear my phone ringing in my pants pocket.

I get it out, but not quick enough to take the call. 

Alexis snorts from the couch and pushes herself up into a sitting position. “Aren’t you even going to turn your phone off here?” she snaps. “Are you really going to spend our entire cruise working on your phone?”

I hold the phone up so she can see the screen. “It’s a phone call from my father. You don’t mind if I stay in touch with family on this cruise, do you?”

“It wouldn’t be the first time you interrupted our time together for work.” She shoots to her feet and takes off around the room putting her clothes back on.

“What do you want from me?” I fire back. “How do you think I pay for that big, fancy house you love so much and keep you in this lavish lifestyle? Some of us have jobs.”

“You don’t have to spend all your time at work, Nate!” she snaps over her shoulder. “When you’re with me, you need to be with me, not glued to your phone.”

“I’m not glued to my phone. I have obligations and responsibilities, one of which is to provide for you. How do you think it’s going to go when we have a family? If you can’t handle it now, you won’t be able to handle it then.”

She doesn’t turn around while she pulls her blouse over her head. “I don’t want to argue about this anymore. We’re here to have a good time. Just turn your phone off so I don’t have to worry about it.”

“I’m not going to turn my phone off, sweetheart. My mother is in the hospital having a cardiac procedure today. I told you all of this before. I’m going to keep in touch with my family to find out how she’s doing and make sure my dad and my brothers are okay. You can’t possibly have a problem with that.”

She snorts again, goes into the bedroom, heaves her suitcase onto the bed, and starts unpacking it. She keeps her back to me the whole time.

I wait a few minutes for her to calm down. I text my dad and tell him we just checked in on the cruise line. He tells me my mom is out of the procedure and it went well. He and my brothers will wait at the hospital for the doctors to release her before my dad takes her home.

I tell him to keep me posted and I’ll be in touch. He tells me not to interrupt my vacation. I tell him family is more important and I’ll be staying in touch with them no matter what.

He thanks me and says my care means a lot to him and my mom. That’s all I need to hear. So there. I knew I was doing the right thing.

I’m not prepared to budge on this, but I do have to make up with Alexis. I don’t want our circumstances to mess up what’s supposed to be a romantic cruise.

I go into the bedroom, sit down on the bed next to her suitcase, and take her hand. I have to hold onto her to stop her from walking away from me to put her stuff in the dresser drawers.

“Baby….I love you….” I tell her. “Let’s just enjoy our time here. Let’s not fight.”

“I’m trying to,” she counters. “That’s what I’m trying to do.”

“Then let’s go downstairs and see what’s happening on the concourse. There’s too much to do here for us to dwell on our everyday problems. I’m sure they’ll still be there waiting for us when we get back home.”

I stand up and kiss her. She goes along with it and doesn’t bring up all the sticking points we usually argue over.

I don’t see any problem with downgrading our house. It’s too big for what we need. It might even be too big for what we need to raise a family. Plenty of people raise families in less.

I don’t tell her that, though. I’ve already told her in the past. 

Sometimes I wonder if she would divorce me if I took a reduction in salary. Is our marriage really that fragile? Is that really why she stays with me? 

Sometimes I have to wonder why she’s so adamant about me staying at my current level of income. What other explanation is there?








  
  
Chapter 3: Holly




Carlos and I keep a hold on each other’s hands when we step into the restaurant on the Electric Emerald’s main concourse. A few other couples stand around waiting for the host to seat them.

One couple stands next to his podium while the woman yells in his ear.

He keeps pointing at the book in front of him and trying to explain something to her, but she won’t let him get a word in edgewise.

“What’s going on?” I ask the couple next to us.

“That couple was supposed to be part of a much larger party—that table over there.” The woman of the couple points across the restaurant. Thirteen people sit around a circular table all eating, drinking, and enjoying themselves.

“Something went wrong with their reservation. Now these people can’t sit with their friends.” The woman makes a face at the lady doing all the yelling. “She sounds like a total Karen.”

I find myself laughing. “Do you know this restaurant?” I ask. “Do you know if it’s any good?”

“We don’t know. This is our first time on one of these cruises. We didn’t know where to eat, so Nate held up the list of restaurants, I shut my eyes, and pointed.” She laughs. “That’s how we decided where to eat tonight. It isn’t scientifically proven or anything. It might be terrible.”

I laugh along with her and hold out my hand. “I’m Holly Silverman. This is my husband Carlos.”

She beams at me and shakes my hand. “Alexis Whitman. This is my husband Nate.”

Nate and Carlos both turn inward to face us. All four of us shake hands and tell each other it’s nice to meet each other.

Alexis is a tall, exquisite, bombshell with exaggerated curves and wavy, red-blonde hair. She reminds me of a much more worldly, savvy, Marilyn Monroe type 1950s knockout. 

Her bright green eyes sparkle with girlish mischief. She looks like she has all the qualities to hold her husband’s interest for a long, long time.

He’s also tall—maybe an inch taller than she is. His hair is much darker and his dark brown eyes have a deep, thoughtful, almost Zen-like quality.

He strikes me as the kind of man who can be a rock for just about anyone. He’s steady, reserved, and straightforward without being ostentatious about it.

“This place is packed,” he remarks. “We should get one table. How about you two join us for dinner? We’ll probably get seated sooner—and we’ll have someone to talk to other than each other.”

Alexis laughs, blushes, and leans into him when he puts his arm around her. They look happy together.

“That sounds great,” Carlos tells him. “Did you talk to the host yet?”

“I’ll do it.” Nate walks over to the host’s podium.

His size and immovable aura produce an instant effect on the irate lady standing there. He plants himself in front of the podium until the host turns to him instead.

The woman has to stop talking while Nate holds a conversation with the host. 

“He put the fear of God into her,” Carlos remarks.

“She better step off,” Alexis points out. “It isn’t like the restaurant doesn’t have other tables. She and her husband could have gotten seated and served by now if she didn’t cause such a stink.”

Nate comes back. “He has a table for four already open. He doesn’t have any for two, so we’re in luck. Come on.”

He leads the way and the host escorts us to a table on the opposite side of the room from the enormous party.

It’s much quieter here. “Have you ever been on a cruise before?” Alexis asks me when we sit down.

“Nope. This is my first time. Have you?”

She grins at me. “No! Isn’t it exciting? I watched the ship pull away from the pier earlier. It was like launching into space or something.”

I laugh. “It is kinda like that, isn’t it? At least we have plenty of food.”

“And oxygen,” she adds and makes me laugh again. “Where are you and Carlos from?”

“Spokane, Washington,” I tell her. “How about you?”

“Hey! We’re from Seattle!” She squeezes my arm. “Small world, huh?”

“Yeah. I’m an accountant, but I work from home. What do you do?”

She smirks at me. “I’m a stay-at-home trophy wife.” She laughs. “If you see what I mean.”

I definitely see what she means, but I don’t say that. Nate must be doing pretty well for himself if he can keep such a stunning woman happy. 

I have to change the subject, so I ask, “So what does Nate do?”

“He’s a traveling sales rep for the Rush Network—but we’ve been planning for him to stop traveling and take a local position so we can spend more time together and start a family. That’s why we came on this cruise—so we can spend more time together.”

“Really? We’re trying to start a family, too.”

She reads my mind and her eyes drill into me. “What do you mean—you’re trying to start a family?”

I turn bright red and look away. “I mean just that. We’re trying.”

She lowers her voice and all her mirth dies. “That sucks. I’m sorry.”

I shrug it away. “Carlos works a lot, too. He’s a hospital administrator, so the stress gets to be a lot for both of us. We’re hoping this cruise makes it happen.”

She smiles much more warmly. “I really hope it works out for you.”

I find myself smiling back at her. “Thanks. I’m sure things will work out for you, too.”

We both turn to listen to the men’s conversation. They’re both talking about their work. Nate and Alexis live in a swanky part of Seattle. He really must be doing well if he can afford to live there on only one salary.

Nate and Carlos talk back and forth for a while before it comes out that all four of us want families. Nate has three brothers. They’re all married with children. He and Alexis are the only members of their family who don’t have them yet.

Carlos also talks about his siblings and their families. I’m just trying to decide what to talk to Alexis about when she turns to me and asks, “So what do you do when you aren’t accounting at home?”

I find myself laughing. “I’m a fashion blogger. I love your outfit, by the way. Your style is so impressive.”

She blushes. “Thank you so much! I’m a sucker for the classics.”

“Me, too. I wish I had your body to pull it off. Did you ever do any modeling?”

She turns bright red and waves that away. “Stop it. I could never do anything like that.”

“Would you like to? I know a few photographers who are always looking for models. They pay, too.”

Her head shoots up. “Really?”

“Of course. Women like you are hard to come by.”

Her eyes dart to Nate, but he’s too preoccupied with his conversation with Carlos. “I don’t know about that…..” she murmurs.

“I’m sure he wouldn’t mind. I’m sure he’s proud of you.”

She doesn’t get a chance to answer before the waiter comes. We all order. I don’t restart the subject after he leaves. I don’t want to make Alexis uncomfortable by bringing it up again.

“How did you get into fashion?” she asks.

“I studied it in college. I wanted to become a designer.”

“Why didn’t you?” she asks. “Passion like that is the foundation of a fulfilling career.”

“I’m more of an observer, not a participant. My thing is evaluating the combination of colors, textures, and interplay of an outfit. I didn’t want to spend my time sewing and fiddling with certain outfits. I get to see and appreciate dozens of outfits without staying on one particular one. That’s the designer’s job.”

She nods. “That makes sense.”

Right then, Carlos turns to Alexis and says, “Are you from Seattle originally?” 

She starts talking to him about how she grew up in the Midwest. That’s my cue. I turn to Nate.

“Carlos tells me you’re an accountant,” he begins.

“It’s not the most exciting career, I know.”

“Did I just hear you talking to Alexis about fashion?”

I shrug. “It’s just a hobby I do on the side. I write blog posts about certain designs and trends in the industry, but I don’t do it seriously. I could never do it as a job.”

“So what made you go into accounting? It must have been a pretty compelling reason if you’ve stuck with it for so long. Other people might not find it exciting, but you must at least find it interesting.”

I cock my head to study him. He stares back into my eyes with the same steady, level-headed, solidity I noticed earlier.

He’s the first person who has ever asked me this question. Not even Carlos asked me why I chose to become an accountant instead of a fashion designer or a fashion commentator.

“I guess……it’s like chess, you know?” The words rush out of me once I start talking. “I move the numbers around on the chessboard to make them do certain things. The numbers represent political intrigue, power struggles, personalities at work, and all the unlimited possibilities that go along with them. The numbers can fit together in an infinite variety of combinations, but the pattern they do fit into tells a story—a very interesting story. The story could be that the company is failing—or that someone is embezzling money—or that someone in leadership is incompetent and not managing the company right—or that the employees are on the verge of revolt—or that the founder is bored and wants to move on….There’s always a story behind it and the numbers reveal that story. No one can cover it up. It’s like a mystery I have to solve and maneuver the chess pieces into the right positions to win the game.” I try to look away, but his steadfast gaze won’t let me. “That’s the way I see it, at least. Other people might not, but I do find it interesting. It’s actually far more interesting than fashion.”

“That’s fascinating,” he murmurs. “I never thought of it like that, but you’re absolutely right.”

“What about you? Alexis says you’re a sales rep. Do you enjoy that?”

“I enjoy everything about it except the travel. I mean, I like the travel, too. I just don’t like staying away from Alexis so much—but I love everything else about it.”

“What do you love about it? It probably isn’t the kind of job most people say they would love.”

He laughs. His whole face brightens when he laughs. He looks much softer, but no less Zen-like and rooted. 

He reminds me of a kind of Buddha when he laughs even though he’s broad-shouldered and muscular under his suit. He laughs from the roots of the Earth. That laughter sounds like it comes from the deep bedrock of his unwavering being.

“I suppose I see it like chess, too,” he replies. “All the stories you just mentioned—they’re going on all the time in the business world—and I’m one of the pieces. I’m the forward pawn that penetrates the enemy’s territory. I interact and negotiate with enemy pieces and friendly pieces to maneuver our side into the best position.”

“Are they actually enemies?” 

“No, no. Not like that. They’re just on the other side of the board. The game is to maneuver our side into a position where we win, but most of the time, that requires me to maneuver their side into a position where they win, too. So we both win. That’s the game.”

“Do you really see yourself as a pawn? Not a knight or a bishop?”

He blushes at me and his eyes twinkle. He looks so unbelievably happy, but not because of anything I said or did. He’s happy in himself. He doesn’t look like anything can shake him.

I know that isn’t true. He’s just a guy, but I’ve never met anyone like him before. I can see why Alexis appreciates him.

“Now you’re trying to flatter me,” he tells me. “I’m not a knight or a bishop. Besides, if you know anything about chess, you know that a pawn that makes it all the way across the board gets the power of a queen. He becomes the most powerful piece on the board—or one of them. That’s me—or that’s the way I see myself. I stay humble and do the job no one else wants to do, but that puts me in a position of being able to accomplish more than anyone else.”

“Do you think you’ll always do sales?”

“Not likely. We’re talking about me taking a job at home so Alexis and I can start a family.”

“She mentioned that. So how will you play chess then?”

He laughs again and his cheeks color. “I like talking to you.”

My head shoots up. “Huh?”

“No one ever talks to me like this. I like where this conversation is going.”

“Where is it going?” I ask.

“I just mean I like talking to you. It’s fun to explore these ideas. I don’t get to talk to other people like this.”

I look away, but I can already see in his expression that he doesn’t mean anything by it. He just genuinely enjoys the exchange of ideas.

“So?” I ask again. “What will happen when you change jobs?”

He shrugs. “I’m sure something will happen. I’m sure I’ll find something interesting to like about it. I’m usually interested in everything, so I don’t think I could do a job without finding something that I liked. Besides, I might take another sales job. I would be doing the same thing, just in the local area instead of traveling.”

I nod, but the waiter comes with our food right then. The conversation doesn’t restart until after he leaves. 

Then I wind up talking to Alexis while Nate and Carlos talk to each other. I don’t get a chance to talk to Nate again for the rest of the evening until we say good night and go off to our own cabins.








