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      Dear Reader,

      

      This novella is a prequel to a series of books I wrote about Joey’s annual visit to Plaka Beach in Greece.

      

      As such, it is a perfect introduction to Joey Does Greece, the first book in that series that I hope you’ll read after Joey’s First Greek Adventure.

      

      While Joey is the glue that holds these books together, the stories are really about the amazing women Joey meets on his annual trek to a nude beach on the Greek island of Naxos.

      

      I wrote these stories as a celebration of these strong, independent, authentic ladies. Each is a force in her own right, and each makes Joey a better person.

      

      And just a reminder that this is a work of fiction. Naxos is a wonderful Greek island. I’ve stayed in Joey’s cottage and enjoyed the visual treats of Plaka Beach. But, yes, this is a fictional account, and I’ve taken many liberties to write you a fun, sexy, romantic story.

      

      Thank you for taking a chance on me, and please enjoy Joey’s First Greek Adventure.

      

      Kris

      Kris Kassady, Author

      

      
        
        www.kriskassady.com
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      Our eyes met for the third time.

      The first time, I’d caught her looking at me. The second time, I was the one who got busted. Both times, our eyes quickly averted. But this time, my nod and smile were returned. Okay, this was getting hopeful, and I was decided: I would make an approach. But I needed a few minutes to gird up for that.

      We were on a Greek ferry from Athens less than an hour away from our destination, the island of Naxos. The day was only perfect. I mean perfect. How else can you describe a clear, cloudless sky, temperatures in the eighties, with a hot sun shooting sparkles across the deep-blue Mediterranean Sea? Honestly, I’d never seen a more stunning shade of blue. The articles said the color was a result of nutrients that kept the water clear and pure. My seat by the upper-deck rail afforded the most amazing view. A hot wind blew in my face, dark sunglasses protected my eyes, and my short dark hair was pressed back. Naxos, formerly a distant mound, was now in full view as our ferry surged through the beautiful sea.

      My promising friend was seated on a bench in the middle of the ferry to my left. She appeared to be alone. I wasn’t used to women looking at me. I had a way of blending into the landscape. Joey Wilson, not much interesting going on here. Just another guy. And that made our cosmic communications even more promising. An interesting woman had noticed me among the hundreds of vacationing sunseekers riding the ferry to their Greek vacation destination.

      Deciding how to approach the lady was more complicated. Passengers mostly didn’t check baggage on a Greek ferry. Almost everyone carried a backpack that stayed with them, often as a seat or backrest. Mine was resting against my chair, hers was lying on the bench next to her. The approach would require me to stand, lift my pack, sling it over a shoulder, and saunter over to where she was. And getting to her required that I sidestep my way between the bench she was sitting on and the bench in front. It looked awkward but doable.

      What made it more complicated was the potential for failure. If I asked whether the seat next to her was taken, she might respond that she was holding it for her husband. Yes, that would be the definition of a failed approach. I couldn’t rule it out, but she’d been sitting alone for at least a half hour, didn’t appear to be waiting for anyone, and she was checking me out.

      I wanted to leave enough time for an introductory conversation before the ferry landed on Naxos. I wasn’t quite ready but knew it was now or never. Hands moist, I took a deep breath of the amazing salty air, stood up, lifted my pack to one shoulder, and moved slowly in her direction. My heart started pounding when she looked over at me with a generous smile. I made it across the aisle and began the awkward sideways walk required to navigate the aisle of her bench while carrying my pack. I returned her smile and was gratified when she pulled her backpack closer to make room for me to sit down. I took another deep breath and made my move.

      “Hi, I’m Joey from Philadelphia.”

      “Hi, Joey, I’m Arya from Bangalore.”

      She gestured for me to sit down. I set my pack down and sat on the bench facing her. She turned her body in a welcoming pose, one hand on her backpack that was comfortably separating us.

      “I think I’m going to embarrass myself here.”

      “How are you going to do that?”

      “I’m going to take some wild stabs at where Bangalore is.”

      She giggled. “Go for it.” Her English was perfect but with the heavy accent associated with native speakers from India.

      “I’m pretty sure it’s in India as opposed to Pakistan, Bangladesh, or Sri Lanka.”

      “Very good. Yes, Bangalore is in India.”

      “And my instinct suggests it might be in South India.”

      “Very good, Joey. Bangalore is the largest city and the capitol of the South Indian state of Karnataka.” She paused and gave me a warm smile that I felt in my toes. “And, congratulations, you didn’t embarrass yourself.”

      “Sometimes I surprise even myself.”

      She chuckled.

      “Is Arya a traditional Indian name?”

      “Yes, it’s from Sanskrit and means ‘honorable’ or ‘royal.’ Have you known anyone named Arya?”

      “Only Arya Stark in Game of Thrones.”

      Her face widened into a beaming smile. “That’s so funny. It’s quite a common name in India, and now it’s famous around the world.”

      “Are you watching Game of Thrones?”

      “Of course. The entire world is watching it, and I read the books too. I grew up reading sci-fi and fantasy.”

      “Arya is the most interesting character in the show.”

      “I agree. I like that the character with my name is headstrong, feisty, independent, and sometimes mistaken for a boy.”

      I smiled.  “Feisty. Your English is amazing.”

      “Because of the British colonization, all students in India still learn English. Everyone grows up speaking English. I speak as much English with my family as I do Indian languages. We watch movies and TV in English and have learned English slang. I’m as comfortable in English as I am Tamil, one of the main languages spoken where we live.”

      “Tell me something about Bangalore.”

      “Are we only going to talk about me?”

      “I’m pretty sure you’re a lot more interesting than me.”

      “I doubt that.” She smiled. “I’ll tell you about Bangalore if you’ll tell me about Philadelphia.”

      “Fair enough.”

      “Bangalore is a beautiful city with about eight million people in the urban area and about fifteen million in the region. It’s the largest city in South India, and it has a more pleasant climate than you might expect, with lots of parks and open green spaces. It’s often called India’s Garden City.” She paused. “If your image of India is Calcutta or the old city of Delhi, then you’d be surprised at what a modern, lovely city Bangalore is.”

      “Yes, I am surprised by your description. I think of Indian cities as being overcrowded, teeming with people, and unbearably hot.”

      “You would like Bangalore. Tell me about Philadelphia.”

      “I’m happy to, but could you tell me what you know about it?”

      “I’m pretty sure it’s on the East Coast, perhaps not far from New York, and is considered a historic city.”

      “Very good. Did you take US history in school?”

      “Yes, to a degree. Mostly we learned about the early settlement of the US, the war for independence from England, and some basic geography.”

      “Philadelphia is in the state of Pennsylvania. You’re right, it’s on the East Coast and is considered one of the most historic of US cities. The US Constitution was created and adopted there. People come to Philadelphia to learn about the birth of the United States. I like living there. It’s a great city for food, parks, and the arts.”

      Our conversation was interrupted by an announcement that we would be arriving in Naxos in about twenty minutes and that those planning to disembark should gather their belongings and prepare for docking.

      I asked, “Are you getting off on Naxos?”

      “Yes, are you?”

      “Yes. Where are you staying?”

      “My plan is to stay at a campground on the back side of the island on Plaka Beach.”

      My heart started pounding again. “I’m staying on Plaka Beach too.”

      “In the campground?”

      “No, I’ve reserved a cottage. Perhaps we could share a cab.”

      “That would be so nice.”

      People were getting up, putting on backpacks, gathering supplies, and heading toward the lower landing where we would disembark.

      “Would you be interested in having dinner tonight?”

      “Yes, of course. Do you know any good places?”

      “No, but we can figure that out.”
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        * * *

      

      Wearing our backpacks, we moved with the flow of Naxos-bound travelers. I walked behind her admiring the view. She was average height, slender and lean, with wild short, thick black hair that exploded wonderfully in all directions. Her features were plain but pleasing. In fact, her entire presentation was simple, clean, and attractive. She wasn’t beautiful, but she was interesting, due mainly to her lovely brown skin, wild black hair, and colorful jewelry, including earrings, necklaces, bracelets, and pendants that reinforced her Indian heritage. She wore simple khaki shorts, and a loose yellow short-sleeved top that pleasantly covered small, proportional breasts. I guessed her to be my age, mid-twenties. She easily carried her light pack walking in leather sandals.

      I asked, “Is this your first trip to Greece?”

      “Yes. You?”

      “Same, but I like everything so far. Can you believe the perfect weather and how beautiful the Mediterranean Sea is?”

      “I’m used to a warm-weather climate, but yes, the sea is amazing. I can’t get over that color.”

      We stood quietly next to each other as the ferry docked and the ropes were eventually pulled back so passengers could disembark. We moved slowly with the crowd until we were on solid ground surrounded by hawkers featuring deals on hotels, restaurants, cabs, and excursions. We made our way through the crowd and down to where folks were lined up for cabs. We patiently waited our turn until a young Greek cabbie invited us to put our packs in the trunk, and we settled in the back seat.

      “Where to?”

      “Plaka Beach. I’m staying at the Plaka Beach Cottages, and my friend is staying at the campground.”

      “No problem. They are next to each other.”

      Arya and I shared a smile, and my heart jumped again.

      I said, “I’m sure you’d like to get settled at the campground. If you want to come over to my cottage later, maybe we could have happy hour and figure out dinner.”

      “Great. Do you know what unit you’re staying in?”

      “Not yet, but I’ve seen photos and know all the cottages have a patio that faces the beach. If you walk by the cottages at five, I’ll be sitting on my patio.”

      The cabbie parked in front of the Plaka Beach Cottages and pointed out the campground next door. We retrieved our gear. She gave me a friendly wave as she headed off.
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        * * *

      

      “Welcome to Plaka Beach.”

      “Thank you. I’m excited to be here.”

      “I’m Alexa, and I manage the front desk. Are you checking in?”

      “Yes, Joey Wilson.” I handed her my passport and credit card.

      “Joey, it’s your lucky day.”

      I already knew that. I was on a beautiful Greek island and had already made plans with an interesting woman for happy hour and dinner. “Great, what’s up?”

      “We had you in cottage eight, which is a nice enough unit, but we just had an unexpected cancellation on cottage one, which is our best.”

      “Fantastic. What makes it better than the others?”

      “It’s on the end, has the best view of the beach, the most beautiful bougainvillea flowers on the patio, and an oversized walk-in shower that people like.”

      “How about the price?”

      “All the cottages are the same price, so you’re in luck. Did you order wine to be shipped here?”

      “Yes. Has it arrived?”

      “It came last week, and I have it downstairs in a cool storage room. Would you like me to deliver a few bottles to your room to get you started?”

      “Yes, that would be great. Are you okay keeping the rest downstairs?”

      “Sure, no problem. Is this your first trip to Naxos?”

      “Yes.”

      “We have you booked for one week.”

      “Yes, that’s right.”

      “Can I help you with anything else?”

      “How about good places to eat?”

      Alexa handed me a one-page sheet with local restaurants. “Zorba’s Beach Bar next door is excellent. I recommend the moussaka, and they make a great margarita.”

      “I understand that a portion of Plaka Beach features nude sunbathing.”

      Alexa smiled and gave me a little eyebrow raise. “Yes, it’s considered one of the best nude beaches in the world. At this end, people wear bathing suits, and as you move farther down the beach it becomes clothing optional where you’ll see some topless women. But at the end of the beach, everyone is naked. It’s about a fifteen-minute walk along the shore. You’ll know when you’re there.” She gave me another eyebrow raise and added a wicked smile. “And beyond the nude beach is a gay beach where the guys are all naked too.”

      I chose not to read into that comment. “Thank you.”

      “Enjoy your stay and please let me know if you need anything.”
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        * * *

      

      I walked into my cottage, stopped, and smiled. I couldn’t believe how perfect it was. The main room featured a comfortable seating area, a dining room table, and kitchen. The kitchen had an island with stools. The furnishings featured a Mediterranean theme with rattan furniture, cozy warm fabrics, a Middle Eastern rug, lamps, and wall art of Greek and Mediterranean scenes. I dropped my pack and admired everything. And I scored the best unit. How lucky was I going to get today?

      But the best part of the cottage was the large walk-in shower designed for more than one person. I chuckled at the possibilities.

      Alexa knocked on the door and handed me two bottles of California cabernet.

      “Is everything in order?”

      “Fantastic.”

      “You’d better put your suit on and take a swim.”

      “That’s the plan.”
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        * * *

      

      I unpacked in the simple bedroom and checked the time. I had a full hour before Arya was due. I put on my swimsuit and ventured out on the beach. It was the end of the afternoon and sunbathers were making their way back to where they were staying. The Mediterranean was about fifty yards from my patio across the most beautiful white sand I’d ever seen. I strolled down to the surf and ventured in. The water felt so good. I took a run and dove into an approaching wave, sending my entire head below the surface. The cool, refreshing sensations engulfed me. I surfaced and swished the water off my face. Could life get better than this?

      I swam out to where it was deeper, treaded water, and checked out the scene. In front of me were the perfect whitewashed Plaka Beach Cottages with blue trim and lush bougainvillea trellises. To the right was a mile-long pure-white sandy beach. I couldn’t see the nude beach but understood it was at the end. To my left was the campground. I could see buildings I assumed were showers and restrooms. Behind a fenced area, dozens of colorful tents were visible. College-age kids were coming and going. I hadn’t known about the campground, but it made sense. So many young travelers were on a budget, and camping on a beautiful Greek beach sounded romantic.

      Beyond the campground, I could see a beach bar. That must be the Zorba’s Alexa had talked about. And beyond Zorba’s were what looked like low-rise condominiums and hotels.

      I turned and looked out across the water. Ships and tugs were passing on their journeys, islands dotted the distant sea, and the dark-blue Mediterranean extended to the horizon.

      My vacation was off to a spectacular start.
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        * * *

      

      I was sitting on my patio with the cabernet open, two polished glasses on the table, and a vacant Adirondack chair when Arya appeared and took my breath away. Wearing a simple white jumper that accentuated her beautiful brown skin, she looked sensational. I’m not sure whose smile was bigger, but hers warmed my insides. Her wild, bushy hair was everywhere. The jumper showed a mild swell of breasts and had spaghetti straps that suggested underwear was not in play. I couldn’t help noticing the natural sway of small breasts as she moved.

      “Welcome to the Plaka Beach Cottages.”

      “Oh my God. They’re so perfect. Do I get a tour?”

      I stood up and gestured for her to enter through the patio door. She slipped her sandals off on the patio and stepped inside barefoot, stopping to admire the interior.

      “What do you think?”

      “It’s fantastic. How long are you here?”

      “One week, but I’m already thinking about reserving this unit again for two weeks next year.”

      I led the way as she walked slowly through the room admiring the Mediterranean artifacts, the kitchen, then the bedroom. But the best part was the wicked grin she gave me when she checked out the walk-in shower. I had already lined a long shelf with soft soap dispensers, shampoos, conditioners, and body washes.

      She giggled. “It looks like you’re expecting company.”

      “The thought crossed my mind.”

      I kept a straight face, but the sexual tension was thick as we completed the tour and ended up back on the patio in the Adirondacks. Beautiful bougainvillea blossoms covered the overhead trellis, and the view was of the beach and amazing Mediterranean Sea. The evening was warm, but the sea breeze had a cooling effect. I couldn’t have been happier with the situation.

      “Would you like a glass of cabernet?”

      “Of course. And where did you get that?”

      “I arranged for it to be shipped here before I left. It’s my drink of choice—a little splurge, but here we are.” I poured two glasses and held mine up for a toast. “To making new friends.”

      She clinked my glass and took a drink. “Delicious. I wasn’t expecting this. I understand the Greek drink is ouzo.”

      “Yes, I think that’s true, and retsina, a white, crisp wine. I’m open to both.”

      “How’s the campground?”

      “It’s okay, maybe a little disappointing. The campsites are decent, but the bathrooms and showers are nothing like yours.”

      “I didn’t see you carrying a tent.”

      “I have a simple cover that packs small.”

      “Have you used it before?”

      “Yes, I’m very used to it. I lived on a beach in Goa for about a year.”

      “You lived on a beach for a year?”

      “Yes, I loved it.”

      “Goa is known for its nude beaches.”

      “Yes, Ashwem Beach is one of the most famous in Goa. It’s been nude since the 1960s. But there are many fantastic beaches in Goa.”

      “This is none of my business, but were you living nude on the beach?”

      “Yes, of course. I loved it.”

      “Is the fact that Plaka Beach has a nude area the reason you came here?”

      “Yes. How about you?”

      “Yes, I’m here mainly for that.”

      “Have you been to a nude beach before?”

      “No, this is my first time.”

      “That’s interesting.”

      “Why is that?”

      “I don’t know. I’m here because I lived on a nude beach for a year. I would think that before a guy flew halfway around the world and booked the perfect cottage for a week, he would have tried a nude beach before.”

      “I guess. What does that suggest to you?”

      “It suggests to me that the guy is feeling pretty comfortable about being on a nude beach.”

      “Is that any different than a woman in the same situation?”

      “I think so, but maybe not.”

      “And what’s the difference?”

      “I don’t think there’s much mystery here. I mean, you can just tell what I’m going to look like without clothes. It seems like there’s more mystery to a man in that way.”

      “Interesting. I suppose I can see a clothed woman and guess what she might be like nude, but experiencing her naked is still a thrill.”

      “Okay, well, I guess we’ll both be at the nude beach tomorrow. Maybe we can compare notes then.”

      That was interesting.  Was she flirting? When I looked at her, she was giving me that sexy smile, her face tilted and eyes sparkling.
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        * * *

      

      “Were you born and raised in Bangalore?”

      “Yes. My father is a successful businessman there. He inherited properties from his father and has grown the business. Our family lives in a beautiful home with servants and drivers, and I attended the best schools.”

      “Do you have brothers and sisters?”

      “One sister, but we’re very different from each other.”

      “How so?”

      She took a drink of wine and a deep breath. “That’s a long story.”

      “I have all the time in the world.”

      She took another drink and let a quiet fall on the conversation before speaking. “I’ll talk a little about this, but I need to hear from you. I can see you’re very good at deferring attention away from yourself. It feels like we’re only talking about me.”

      “I’m happy to talk about myself, but I love learning the backstory of new friends.”

      She took another drink of wine, and I refilled her glass.

      “I’m the black sheep of my family. Is that the right American slang?”

      “Yes, I understand that perfectly. How are you the black sheep?”

      “Mom and Dad are conservative, community-oriented citizens of Bangalore. Because they are wealthy and generous donors to the arts and social causes, our family is very respected. Dad plays golf at the finest country club, and Mom is a leader in the arts community. My sister majored in business and has joined my father in managing the family properties. She loves making and spending money. She enthusiastically welcomed my parents arranging her marriage, and she’s patterning her life after my parents’ and their lifestyle. Our generous trust funds kicked in when we turned twenty-one.”

      “You’re a trust-fund baby.”

      “Yes, and that’s complicated too. Both of ours are structured in ten-year increments. That has something to do with taxes, estate planning, and the fact that dowry was abolished in India decades ago. I have the first installment of my trust now, and it’s more than I’ll ever need to live a comfortable life without working. But it keeps getting better as I get older. I respect the fact that my endowment is not conditioned on my living a life that meets my parents’ expectations. If it was, I wouldn’t be getting a penny. But my parents have been very generous and open minded about that.”

      “I’m guessing they didn’t like you living naked on the beach in Goa.”

      “Lucky guess.”

      “Where did you go to school?”

      “Growing up, we went only to the finest private schools in Bangalore. I went to the University of Delhi for college. The best universities in India are focused on computer science, technology, and business. The University of Delhi has the finest department for studying philosophy and Eastern religions.”

      “I’m guessing your parents would have preferred that you studied business.”

      “Another lucky guess.”

      “How about the arranged marriage?”

      “My mother has been obsessed about that since I hit puberty. She’s had a half dozen matchmakers engaged over time. Matchmakers assemble notebooks on potential partners that the guy and lady study. Then coffees are arranged with their parents present. Later, the man and woman are allowed to meet for coffee privately. My mother is also a big fan of the Swayamvara. That’s how she landed my father.”

      “And how does that work?”

      “The girl’s parents broadcast the intent of the girl to marry and invite all interested men to be present in a wedding hall at a specific time and date. The girl surveys all the suitors and makes her selection by hanging a garland around his neck. The marriage occurs right then.”

      “Okay then. And that doesn’t appeal to you?”

      “You’re making fun of me now.”

      “I’m making a joke. I hope I’m not being offensive.”

      She smiled. “No, you’re fine. I’m the one offended by the process. In my case, because I come from a wealthy family, the wedding hall would have been packed with many fine choices. But that’s not how I’m selecting my life partner.”

      “I’m guessing your mother is a very beautiful woman.”

      “Another lucky guess, and she also came from a wealthy family. So the match with my father was perfect and is working for both.”

      “How about your sister?”

      “My parents made a great choice for her. Vivek has advanced degrees in computer science and is well employed in a big Indian tech company. He’s also a great guy and a good father.”

      “And what did you do after college?”

      “Okay, this is your last question, then we’re talking about you.”

      “Fair enough.”

      “I lived in an ashram for two years.”

      “I think this is where I can possibly embarrass myself again.”

      “Do you know what an ashram is?”

      “Is it a place where you study religion and meditate?”

      “Very good, Joey. Yes, it’s a spiritual retreat. Ashrams have existed in India for thousands of years. Most ashrams are associated with Hinduism, but other religions including Christianity and Buddhism also have ashrams in India.”

      “What ashram did you choose?”

      “Nice try, but we had a deal. I’m happy to talk about that part of my life, but I’m not going to spend the entire evening talking about me.”

      The wine was almost gone. We each had a small amount left in our glasses. We’d been talking for almost an hour. The sun was falling in the western sky and people were migrating along the beach, some headed out for the evening, others walking for exercise. A late-afternoon breeze off the Mediterranean was cooling the island. The smell of bougainvillea flowers was intoxicating, mixed with the lovely buzz from the wine. I didn’t want the evening to ever end.

      “Maybe we should talk about dinner.”

      “Joey, maybe we should talk about you.”

      “I’m boring. Maybe we can talk about me over dinner.”

      “What are the dinner choices?”

      “I have a list of the best restaurants on the island. They include Asian, French, Spanish, Ethiopian, Greek, Italian, and Mediterranean. Do you have anything in mind?”

      “Yes, my travel guide listed all those. I suppose if we’re in Greece, we should eat Greek or Mediterranean.”

      “The woman who checked me in recommended Zorba’s Beach Bar next door for good Greek food. It’s a short walk for both of us.”

      “Let’s do it.”
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        * * *

      

      We cleaned up after our happy hour and locked up the cottage. When we moved out on the beach, I extended my hand and she took it, giving me a warm smile. I liked touching her and hoped she wanted to touch me too. After a short walk, she dropped my hand, took my arm, and snuggled closer.

      I looked over at her. “It feels like we’re on a date.”

      She giggled. “You invited me out to dinner. I’m treating it as a date.”

      “I like being on a date with you on my first night in Greece.”

      “I like being on a date with you too.” She smiled again. “And I’m looking forward to seeing you naked tomorrow.”

      I chuckled as she squeezed my arm and snuggled closer.
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        * * *

      

      Per Alexa’s recommendation, we both ordered margaritas and the moussaka. The margarita was excellent. We sat at a high table with legs in the sand under an outdoor cabana. A guitar player was plucking Mediterranean music. We were told that a band would play at nine, and the bar would turn into a small nightclub with people dancing in the sand. Torches were lit, and the cabana was open to the beach and sea. The bar was busy, music was playing, people were talking, and the atmosphere was festive.

      “So tell me about Joey.”

      “I was born and raised in University Park, Pennsylvania. Your parents are wealthy businesspeople. My parents are brilliant academicians. My mother has a PhD in physics from Princeton. My father has a PhD in mathematics from MIT. They both teach at Penn State. So I grew up in the quintessential college town, the son of two professors.”

      “Any brothers or sisters?”

      “My older brother has a PhD in computer science from Penn State and works for a tech company in Philadelphia.”

      “Do you have a PhD?”

      “Maybe I’m the black sheep too.”

      She smiled and titled her head, acknowledging the similarity.

      “I’m the only member of my family who doesn’t have a doctorate. I went to Penn State because the tuition was free for professors’ kids. I studied communications and got a master’s in marketing. Like you, I’m not into business or tech. I’m into people and ideas. I live in Philadelphia now and landed a position with a midsize advertising firm. I start my new job when I get back from this vacation. This trip is a graduation present from my grandmother.”

      “Who chose Greece, you or your grandmother?”

      “That was my choice. She wants me to see the world. I haven’t traveled that much, so it was a very generous gift.”

      “Why did you choose Greece?”

      “I’d seen pictures and read about it.”

      “How did you pick Naxos?”

      “I wanted a lower key island as opposed to Mykonos and Santorini. And the idea of a nice beach on the back of an island appealed.”

      “Especially with a nude beach.”

      “Yes, I wanted to try a nude beach.”

      “Tell me more about that.”

      “Not that much to tell. I like looking at naked people.”

      “Do you watch videos?”

      “You’re getting pretty personal now.”

      “We’re going to be naked together tomorrow. It feels like our friendship might get very personal.”

      “I hope so.”

      “Me too.” And she gave me her third wicked smile of the day.
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        * * *

      

      I said, “You were looking at me on the ferry.”

      “I was watching you. Isn’t there a difference in the meaning of the two words?”

      “Yes, watching suggests that you were stalking me.”

      “Yes, I was stalking you.”

      I studied her face. She had a wry, enigmatic smile. She was playing with me and enjoying it, and I wasn’t sure what was going on.

      “How long were you watching me?”

      “It started when we boarded in Athens.”

      She had my attention now. She’d first noticed me in Athens. I had no idea. But this didn’t make sense. Women didn’t notice me like that.

      “And how did that happen?”

      “I saw that girl you helped. She was heavy and appeared to be disabled. She was using a cane and struggling to manage her luggage and shoulder bag. If she’d been beautiful, every man on the ferry would have raced to her assistance. But you were the only one who approached and offered to help.”

      I was stunned. I had no idea anyone had been paying attention to that.

      “You carried her luggage and bag when boarding the ferry, then you sat with her. And you made her laugh. She liked talking with you. At some point, you got her a bottle of water that she drank like she was very thirsty. And you stayed with her and helped her disembark at our first stop. I watched as an older man, presumably her father, greeted her and took her bags.”

      “I had no idea anyone was paying attention. Why were you so interested in that?”

      “I’m into random acts of kindness. I think the world would be a better place if that were the norm rather than the exception. I’m sure you would have preferred to spend that ferry ride ogling the many attractive young women, but you chose instead to help a person in need. I liked that. It made me want to meet you.”

      “Did you choose your seat on the upper deck to be in proximity to me?”

      “Yes.”

      “Were you thinking about approaching me?”

      “I was thinking about it, and I was relieved when you came over to introduce yourself.” She paused. “Why did you approach me?”

      “I’m not used to women looking at me. I found you attractive and interesting. And I was surprised when I realized you were looking at me.”

      “I’m glad we met. I’m really having a good time.”
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        * * *

      

      The moussaka was delicious. I had two margaritas and Arya nursed hers a long time. She was petite and had already consumed two glasses of wine. I suspected she was pacing herself. I wasn’t expecting the final subject of our dinner conversation.

      She started it by saying, “I like that we’re treating this as a date.”

      “I like that too. What usually happens at the end of a typical first date for you?”

      She giggled. “That’s kind of a personal question, now, isn’t it?”

      “I thought we already established that we’re having a personal relationship.”

      “Yes, I hope we are, but I’m afraid we’re not going to get too personal tonight.”

      I opened my eyes wide. Hmm, she was about to tell me something.

      “I’m exhausted and the liquor has knocked me out. I’m normally a very light drinker, and I’ve been traveling for twenty-four hours. I left Bangalore last night on an overnight flight. I slept poorly on the plane, and this morning I managed to navigate my way to the ferry. So it’s been a long day. I’m afraid my evening is about over.”

      I smiled and was about to speak when she went on.

      “But I’m hoping things might get more personal tomorrow after we spend the day on a nude beach together.”

      “Maybe we can play baseball.”

      She looked perplexed. “How would we play baseball?”

      “It’s American dating slang. Baseball is like cricket in that there are four bases. On the first date, a guy hopes to make it to first base. On the second, he hopes for second base, possibly third. In that way, the game progresses until they make it to home plate and score.”

      “I see. And are you hoping for first base tonight?”

      “That would be lovely.”

      “And then advancing around the bases tomorrow?”

      “One base at a time. We can decide the pace together.”

      And that earned me a double eyebrow raise to go with the wicked smile. “I look forward to playing baseball with you.”
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        * * *

      

      She held my arm and snuggled close as we walked along the beach from Zorba’s to the campground.

      “I was thinking of heading to the nude beach at about 10:00 tomorrow. If you’d like to come to the cottage at 8:30 or so, we could have coffee and a simple breakfast.”

      “That would be nice.”

      “Do you drink coffee?”

      “I usually drink tea, but I’m on a Western vacation and am trying to adjust to Western customs.”

      “Like what?”

      “Well, in India, I dress as an Indian woman. I don’t wear what I was wearing on the ferry, or what I’m wearing now. I’m trying to look and act like a Western woman. I usually don’t drink much, but I enjoyed your wine and the drink at the restaurant even though they did me in after a long day.”

      “I’ll be happy to make tea in the morning.”

      “Let’s have coffee.”

      “I was going to offer yoghurt and fruit for breakfast.”

      “If I were American, would you offer bacon and eggs?”

      I laughed. “Hey, I’m trying here.”

      “And I appreciate that so much. Yes, yoghurt and fruit would be great. And where are you going to get that?”

      “There’s a farmers market nearby. I was planning to stock up with basic supplies in the morning.”

      “You’re a very thoughtful man.”

      We fell into a pleasant quiet until she stopped us short of the entrance to the campground in a place that was private. She turned and faced me, looking up, her hands softly behind my back, my hands softly around her shoulders. I leaned down and gave her a short, warm kiss that lingered for a lovely time before we both pulled back. I felt the heat moving up my neck into my face and watched her face darken. We were both smiling. She reached up and returned the kiss, this one a little longer, our lips still closed, but very delicious. After that kiss ended, she slipped her hand behind my neck and pulled me into a long, deep, luscious kiss, moisture gathering, our mouths slightly open. As my body started hardening below, she pressed her place against it and waggled back and forth.

      When the kiss ended, she asked, “Are we on first base yet?”

      “Yes, and it’s one of the most beautiful first bases I’ve ever been on.”

      “Thank you. That was such a nice thing to say. You know how to make a woman feel good. Are you looking forward to second base?”

      “You have no idea.”

      She repeated her earlier line: “I look forward to playing more baseball with you.”

      The final kiss was hot and deep, with tongues in play, and it lasted a long time. When it finally ended, we were both breathing hard. She gave me a short, quick good-night kiss and turned to head into the campground. I watched her walk away and was pleased when she turned just before rounding the corner to give me a friendly wave.
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        * * *

      

      The kissing swept me away. I stood quietly absorbing the events of the evening before moving down to the water. I slipped my sandals off and walked along the shore, my feet splashing in the shallow surf. Torches were lit next to the various developments. Night had fallen, stars were out, and people were moving up and down the beach. Waves broke gently on the shore, and the warm sea breeze felt good.

      I had hoped to meet women on this vacation but assumed that would happen on the nude beach. I hadn’t expected to meet anyone on the ferry, and I certainly hadn’t expected to meet someone like Arya. I couldn’t believe my good fortune the entire day.

      I assumed she’d been with many men. She’d lived nude on a beach in Goa for a year and was skilled in sending signals: the enthusiastic acceptances of a cab ride and dinner; the sexy smile checking out my shower; taking my arm, snuggling close, joking about seeing me naked; and letting me know she hoped we’d be fooling around tomorrow. The good-night kiss had been entirely her doing. She stopped me, put her arms around my back and looked up. I’d been with women who liked to keep me guessing. I preferred Arya’s style.

      And she was looking forward to playing baseball.
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        * * *

      

      I slept beautifully, the windows open to the fresh sea air, and woke early. The cottages had bikes with baskets for trips to the nearby farmers market. The morning air felt great, and I loved browsing the vendors. I returned to the cottage with both baskets full. I brewed coffee, cut up a nice fruit plate with fresh mango, pineapple, and oranges, and set out an organic plain yoghurt that the vendor said would appeal to someone from India. Right at 8:30, I heard her knock gently at the patio door.

      “The coffee smells good.”

      “I didn’t make it as strong as I normally would. I hope it’s okay.”

      “I wish you wouldn’t change your programs for me. Remember, I’m trying to adapt to Western ways on my Western vacation.”

      I had the coffee and platter on the kitchen island and gestured for her to serve herself. Instead, she walked up to me, slipped her arms around my back, gave me a long warm hug, then pushed back and looked up. I leaned down and gave her a short warm kiss that morphed into a hot, passionate, session that hardened me up. She let me know she could feel that by grinding her place against it. The day looked and felt very promising.

      She asked, “Did you have pleasant dreams last night?”

      “Yes, and funny enough, they were all about second base.”

      She giggled. “I’m worried you’re going to be disappointed in second base.”

      “That’s not going to happen.”

      “I know what second base looks like on a beach full of nude women. The only women who go there are very proud of how their second bases look.”

      “It’s possible men and women view this subject differently.”

      “Hmm. I doubt it.” She gave me another kiss and turned her attention to breakfast.
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        * * *

      

      We ate leisurely on the patio. She returned for a second small bowl of yoghurt and fruit. She also poured a second cup of coffee, this time half full, and added a generous amount of cream.

      “I wonder what your strong coffee tastes like.”

      “It might be an American deal. Coffee has become very sophisticated in the States. Lots of people like it very strong, and I’m in that group.”

      “I didn’t realize it created such a high. My head is buzzing.”

      “Yes, I like that part.”

      We sat quietly for a few minutes until she spoke next.

      “You don’t seem too nervous about the nude beach.”

      “I’m probably more nervous than I look. How about you?”

      “Not really. But I am curious to check out the scene. The travel guides give it high marks, and it appears to attract people from around the world.”

      “I’m looking forward to going there with a beautiful woman from the south of India.””
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        * * *

      

      We set out for the nude beach just before ten. My cottage included half chairs for sitting on the beach. I carried one but Arya said she preferred sitting on the sand. We each had a small backpack with water, sun lotion, snacks, towels, and books. I’d been to the tanning booth daily for two weeks to prepare my skin, but my plan was to not stay in the direct sun for more than two or three hours. I didn’t have an umbrella but could see them dotting the beach.

      We moved down by the shore, slipped our sandals off, and kicked our way through the surf holding hands. We were a couple. We’d been on a date. We’d had two serious make-out sessions, and if I was reading the cards right, we were scheduled for action in the afternoon.

      At our end of the beach, everyone had a swimsuit on, and families were common. As we moved farther down, we started seeing topless women. I couldn’t help checking them out, but no one seemed to care. I knew Europeans were more comfortable with nudity than Americans. I hadn’t expected to meet a woman from India who’d lived on a nude beach. She seemed very comfortable kicking along the shore. My stomach was in a knot, my heart pounding, hands moist. We were a few minutes from disrobing. I found myself taking longer and deeper breaths and caught her checking me out.

      “Are you okay?”

      I could see a bunch of naked people ahead. “I guess I’m nervous. How about you?”

      “Not really. My experience is that the nervousness lasts about one minute, then it seems like we’ve always been naked.”

      My eyes scanned the assembled masses of naked bodies. I estimated about a hundred people were sunbathing nude. A few were walking around. Two guys were boogie boarding along the shore. A volleyball game was active on the back. High on a bluff behind the beach, a very large woman was lying on her back, legs and arms splayed, leaving nothing to the imagination. Arya caught me looking at her.

      “I’d like to visit that woman.”

      I was taken aback. Most of the bodies on the beach were fit and toned. The woman on the back of the beach was not.

      “Why would you like to do that?”

      “I’m guessing that she’s interesting. I admire the fact that she’s defying common convention by sunbathing that way. I find it refreshing. I’ll bet she has an interesting story.”

      “Would you like to visit her now?”

      “I’d rather disrobe and take a swim first. If a person has a swimsuit on, I prefer to approach clothed. But if they’re nude, I’d rather approach naked. It just seems more polite.”

      “Where would you like to set up?”

      “I prefer being close to the water. I like to swim when I get hot, and the views are better watching people going in and out of the water. Everyone is going to take a swim at one time or another.”

      “I feel lucky making my first trip to a nude beach with someone who is experienced.”

      “The downside of being down by the water is that everyone on the beach will watch the disrobing. I suspect that’s why our friend is on the back of the beach. She gets more privacy there.”

      “I’ll follow your lead.”

      Still holding my hand, she led us down to the water where we walked in front of the assembled masses in our bathing suits until we were in the middle. She steered us toward an open space and dropped her pack. Before I could say anything, she lifted her simple cover over her head and stood before me completely naked. And she looked spectacular. I was stunned. It happened so fast.

      With her back to the water, she was facing me and the entire beach. I’m confident everyone had put down books and was enjoying the new arrivals. She was giving the entire beach a perfect full frontal.

      “See, no surprises here. I’m a petite Indian woman. This is what we look like. Were you expecting anything different?”

      “I have a lot to say about that, but I’m too overwhelmed right now.”

      “You don’t have to disrobe standing up, you know. You can sit down and discreetly slip your swimsuit off. You’ll disappoint your audience, but it’s not about them. It’s about you and what you’re comfortable with.”

      She was standing naked facing me. My heart was pounding out of my rib cage. My mouth was dry, and I was having trouble breathing. But it was now or never. I’d thought about this moment for a long time. I just never expected it would happen this way. Arya’s disrobing had captured the attention of the entire beach, and now all eyes were on me. I took a deep breath and pulled my shirt over my head and laid it on my backpack. Arya was watching my predicament with a big smile.

      I loosened the string on my swimsuit, slid my thumbs under the sides, dropped my suit to the sand, and stood back up. I heard several gasps and chuckles and watched Arya’s mouth fall open as she stared at my swollen body. I opened my chair and sat down facing the water.

      She dropped down in the yoga sitting position facing me and staring at my semi-aroused body. I decided not to say anything. She had that deer-in-the-headlights look. I sensed she was composing herself.

      “Joey, you didn’t tell me about that.”

      “We agreed we were going to the nude beach and would be getting naked. There was nothing to tell.”

      “Well, that changes everything.”

      I looked at her. “What do you mean? What does that change?”

      “It changes everything.”

      “I have no idea what you’re talking about.”

      “I understand now why you’re here.”

      “And how is that different than anyone else here?”

      “Well, no one else looks like that.”

      “What does that mean?”

      “You’re here to meet women and invite them back to your cottage.”

      “I’m here to enjoy a beautiful beach, swim, and make new friends, just like everyone else.”

      “It’s getting bigger. I think you need to go in the water.”

      “It’s getting bigger because you’re obsessing over it. How would you like it if I obsessed about your body?”

      She chuckled. “I’d be fine with that.”

      “Well, after our swim, I’ll tell you what I think about your body.”

      “Oh boy. I asked for that.”

      “Would you like to take a dip?”

      “Yes, please.”

      And we ran naked into the Mediterranean Sea.
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        * * *

      

      We swam out a ways, stopped to tread water, and surveyed the scene. We could see our big friend on the back of the beach, now sitting up and reading a book. The volleyball game was active with a dozen players. Most sunbathers had settled in with books. The guys were still boogie boarding along the shore. A tall northern European couple was playing paddleball. Some sunbathers were under umbrellas, most were not. To the right was a beach separated by a narrow freshwater stream populated with guys.

      I said, “That must be the gay beach.”

      “Yeah. Goa had gay beaches, but they were very secluded and off the grid. Being gay in India is different than being gay in this part of the world.”

      “I wonder why no lesbian couples are there.”

      “I don’t think gay guys and lesbian women mix very well.”

      “That’s interesting.”

      “What do you think of the nude beach?”

      “The disrobing was more traumatic than I expected. I think that was in part because we were front and center. Your disrobing caught everyone’s attention and they were left to watch me. I thought the process would be more discreet and lower key.”

      “You did very well. It’s just that no one was expecting your body.”

      I decided to leave it at that. I didn’t want to talk about that subject anymore. I’d survived the disrobing, but I knew we still had some talking to do.
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        * * *

      

      She chose not to talk about it for a while. We applied suntan lotion, put on sunglasses and hats, and watched people moving about the beach. She sat erect in the yoga sitting position, looking out at the deep-blue Mediterranean, periodically doing yoga head rolls and stretching her arms, shoulders, and back. Her dark-skinned body was slender, toned, and beautiful with no tan lines. Her modest breasts were fully formed and larger than expected. They rested proudly on her chest when her back was erect. I found her body wildly erotic.

      “I take it you’re into yoga.”

      “I love yoga. I got into it when I lived in the ashram. I did sixty minutes at the campground this morning. I love to stretch and hold positions for long periods.”

      “I love looking at your body.”

      “Joey, please don’t embarrass me.”

      “I don’t mean to. I just want you to know that I don’t think Indian women all look alike. You look fantastic, and I won’t say anything more than that.”

      “I’m sorry I obsessed over your body. I know that was not polite, and I apologize. I was just surprised.”

      “It is what it is.”

      She paused, took another deep breath and a long slow head roll before asking a question that sent us back into the discussion. “So, what is a lady supposed to do with that?”

      “It’s not an issue.”

      “Have you seen how tiny I am?”

      “That has nothing to do with anything.”

      “That’s easy for you to say. It looks very intimidating to a small woman.”

      “It’s not going to be uncomfortable.”

      “We’re only going to need about half of it.”

      “We’ll use as much as is comfortable for you.”

      “I’m pretty sure you’ve been with petite women before, so I’m just going to trust that you know what you’re doing.”

      “We’ll be a team. I’m looking forward to it.”

      She checked me out, took a deep breath, and rolled her eyes.
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        * * *

      

      We took swims every half hour and enjoyed the sun until we’d had enough and were hungry.

      “We have food at the cottage, but there’s a beach bar just down the way where we could eat lunch.”

      “Let’s do that. I don’t want you to have to prepare all my meals.”

      We got dressed, packed supplies, and headed to Nico’s Beach Bar, where I had a glass of retsina, and Arya had sparkling water. We ordered small plates to share. She’d had the vegetarian moussaka the night before, and I ordered vegetarian dishes for lunch.

      “I assume you’re vegetarian.”

      “I’m not manic about it, but I eat mostly vegetarian.”

      “Manic?”

      “Is that a proper use of that word?”

      “Yes, I’m just amazed by your English.”

      “You shouldn’t think of it as a second language for me. I grew up speaking English. All my schools were in English. I speak more English with my father and sister than Tamil. I consider it a first language. I think the fact that I’m from India and speak with an accent makes it sound like a second language, but it’s not. I have several first languages.”

      “Thank you. That’s very helpful. You are very articulate” I wanted to change the topic to what we were talking about. “Does being vegetarian relate to being Hindu?”

      “No. Many Hindus eat meat. It’s more of a lifestyle. I like that an animal does not have to die for me to eat. My family is vegetarian, and I like feeling light. I also like that most vegetarians are slender and fit.”

      “I assume you are Hindu.”

      “Yes, I am, but it’s more complicated than that. I was raised Hindu in my family. I studied Eastern religions in college. And I lived in an ashram for two years. So I have my own beliefs relating to spirituality.”

      “Are you in the mood to talk about that?”

      “I’m happy to talk about that, but right now I’m still obsessing about what’s going to happen back at your cottage.”

      “Have you lost interest in playing baseball?”

      She chuckled. “Not at all. The opposite. Seeing you and talking about it has me very aroused. I want to be intimate with you.” She took a breath. “But I’m nervous, perhaps the way you were nervous about disrobing in public. A woman wants to please a man and doesn’t want complications.”

      “We’ll take our time. Nothing is going to happen that you don’t want to happen.”

      “Thank you.” She sat quietly, then finished the conversation the way I hoped she would. “I’m really looking forward to it.”
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        * * *

      

      We walked along the shore splashing in the shallow water and holding hands. The sexual tension was thick. I wanted to be with her and knew she wanted the same. I wasn’t worried about the mechanics. They had a way of working themselves out. I really enjoyed being with her. She was different than any woman I’d ever dated, and I liked the differences.

      When we reached the patio of my cottage, I invited her to sit by the door and remove her sandals. Using a short hose, I washed the sand off her feet and legs, then dried between her toes with a clean, white, fluffy towel I had left for the purpose.

      “Is this part of your foreplay program?”

      “No, but how’s it working?”

      “I was already out of my mind before you started doing that.”

      “Good. Would you like to take a shower to get the sand and salt off?”

      “Yes, and I want to be fresh for you.”

      She gave me a sexy smile and took my hand as I led her into the bathroom, where we both disrobed. She stood patiently in the back of the shower while I adjusted the temperature to warm, then turned to her with open arms. She walked in, snuggled close, wrapped her arms around my back, and laid her face against my chest. I moved us slowly so the water was cascading on her back. I held the hug for as long as she wanted it, and it lasted longer than expected before she gently pushed back and looked up. I leaned down for a short, warm kiss. She returned that kiss and then we were into it. It was our third session, and it got hot very quickly with long, deep, open-mouthed kisses, tongues in play. I loved kissing and wasn’t planning to ever end this one. I was happy to leave that up to her. Apparently, she loved it too.

      When we finally broke, I was hard, and she was grinding against me. I could feel the moisture from her body creating a slick, erotic glide on my shaft. She surveyed the shelf with soaps, shampoos, and body washes.

      “You’re well prepared for your conquests from the beach.”

      “It’s just soaps and shampoos for a shower.”

      I filled my hands with soft soap and began washing her, starting with her neck and shoulders before moving down to her torso. Her body was hard and toned. She filled her hands with soap and did the same.

      She said, “You’ve been working out.”

      “So have you. Your body is fantastic.”

      I moved my soapy hands to lightly cup her breasts, two lovely handfuls. I liked gently lifting them and feeling the weight.

      “Welcome to second base.”

      “I love your second bases. You are not a small-breasted woman.”

      “I’m not a big-breasted woman.”

      I softly cupped and caressed. Her large nipples were erect and pointing straight ahead. With the softest touch possible, I lightly fingered them and was rewarded with a soft, guttural moan. That was good information. Her breasts were a huge source of arousal.

      “Your breasts are full and beautiful. I love them more than you can know.”

      She tried unsuccessfully to suppress a smile. “Thank you. A woman wants a man to like her breasts.”

      Still cupping her, I leaned down for a kiss that lasted a long time. Neither of us was pressing. Neither was in a hurry. The pace was beautiful. When the kiss ended, I filled my hands with soap again and reached below. She moved her mound to me, and I softly soaped her long opening as she swayed her body in rhythm with my hand. She was soft, moist, and open. I didn’t enter, content to gently massage her that way.

      “If you care, the soap has been approved by your gynecologist.”

      “I do care, and that’s very thoughtful of you. It also proves that you’re here to lure women from the nude beach for what we’re doing right now.”

      I shrugged. “I like making new friends.”

      She filled her hands with soap and began massaging my shaft. I was hard and pulsing. Her hands felt amazing as she focused on the big knob.

      “I’ve never seen anything like this.”

      “It is what it is.”

      “It’s hard to imagine what we’re going to be doing with it.”

      “It’s going to be great. I’m looking forward to it. Are you almost ready?”

      “Ready doesn’t adequately describe how I am right now. My girl is as ready as she’s ever going to be.”

      We rinsed and moved into the bathroom. I handed her a hairdryer that she blew through her thick tangle of black hair while I stood behind and toweled her body, all the while looking at her front in the mirror. I was fully erect and poking into her behind. She reached down and pulled me between her legs, so the shaft was still outside but caressing her opening. I chuckled. She looked like a man with an erection. I watched her face grow darker and her mouth open in light pants. Oh, she was definitely ready.

      I took her hand and led her into the bedroom. I pulled back the top blanket to expose fresh sheets I’d put on that morning. She slipped onto the bed and settled on her back with her head resting on the pillow, legs spread, and knees bent. She watched me retrieve a condom from the nightstand. I stood by the bed so she could see the condom being properly installed, and she gave an approving nod.

      I crawled on the bed and moved between her legs. On my knees, holding the rock-hard shaft, I smooshed up and down on her opening while she watched. Satisfied that the end was coated with her natural lubricant, I positioned it at her opening, but without entering. I leaned down with my elbows on the bed next to her, cradling myself over her so she had no weight on her body. I leaned down for a kiss. She placed her hands on each side of my face and pulled me to her. My erection was snuggled against her opening but still not yet inside. She gently massaged the shaft with her moist body. The kiss was for the ages. Two highly aroused lovers preparing to become one. I decided that she would end the kiss, and it was a good decision because it lasted a long, beautiful time, our mouths devouring each other. She finally pushed back and increased her waggle against my body.

      I returned to my knees, focused my eyes on hers, and pressed gently. Her body opened perfectly, and I entered a short distance as a soft moan escaped her throat. She smiled and gave me a subtle eyebrow raise. The connection was tight and snug but with plenty of moisture. She moved her hands to my hips to control depth while her body adjusted. I started shallow, slow strokes, her smoldering eyes burning into mine. Her mouth was open, and she was panting, her hands now pulling me deeper. I lengthened the strokes, awaiting further signals. She was now lightly thrusting from below and pulling on my hips. I pressed until we entered as far as her body would allow. Her eyes big, she was smiling. My top priority was her comfort. Her body language confirmed all was well.

      Still on my knees, I studied my beautiful partner. Her thick black hair was flared on the pillow. With a flushed face and mouth open, she looked happy as I lengthened the strokes. Her body had completely adjusted, and her moisture was creating a light smacking sound on each thrust. I leaned forward, resting my elbows on the bed next to her, and lightly snuggled on top. She responded by wrapping her legs around my back, inviting me to press as far as the shaft would go. I moved to a steady rhythm of deep, penetrating strokes, each going to the end and coming back so only the knob was inside. Our faces were close, and we took turns kissing each other. It was a beautiful moment, the connection tight and moist, the kissing playful, and the arousal steadily building.

      The fan above the bed was blowing warm air across our naked bodies. The fresh sheets felt clean and cool. The smell of bougainvillea wafted into the room. In the distance, voices could be heard, people moving along the beach with the sound of waves hitting a sandy shore and the occasional squawking of seabirds. We’d been connected a long time. I was happy. Her concerns had been addressed. We were a team working beautifully together.

      I continued stroking her deeply until I felt her urgency increase. She was thrusting hard from below, grunting as she labored, and her legs and arms around my back tightened. In response, I increased the pace to rapid-fire thrusts that moved her voice into a light wailing. Her eyes rolled back in her sockets, she was gasping on each breath, and her thrusts from below were aggressive and rough. She wanted it. I moved back to my knees, lifted her lower body, and thrust as hard as I could until she shrieked, and I felt the first signs of her release. I let her contractions continue until I joined her on the fourth one, letting our bodies control the final process, her body pulling fluid from mine in a miracle that we’ll never understand. Her orgasm lasted a long time, the contractions sweeping through her body, my pulses deep inside.

      I leaned forward as she pulled me into a tight snuggle, her legs still around my back, the final pulses working themselves out until finally all was quiet. She released her legs from my back, splayed them out on the bed, but held me to keep the connection. Finally, she pushed me out, and I rolled to my side, our hands finding each other. We lay quietly on the bed until I got up to dispose of the condom and return with warm wet and dry washcloths. She let me clean where I’d been, and when I lay back down on the bed, she curled into me. I put my arm around her shoulders and pulled her tight.

      We lay quietly through a long, beautiful aftermath until she rolled over, I spooned in behind, and we fell into the Naxos siesta.
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        * * *

      

      I woke with an erection, still spooned in behind. We’d slept as one unit. She was moving her behind against my arousal until she rolled over, and we lay facing each other. She started kissing me, and we were into it again. The kissing was warm and beautiful. Our mouths fit together perfectly. She spread her legs and welcomed my erection, massaging it along her opening, the moisture gathering.

      When I moved my hands to her chest, she nestled her perfect breasts into my open hands. I liked that she wanted to be touched and how she was inviting me to touch her. I wanted to be respectful, knowing most women didn’t want to be mauled. I caressed her as softly and gently as I could, her full mounds filling each hand. Touching her breasts had me rock hard and throbbing below. But the foreplay was so lovely, we both continued until she finally pushed me back.

      I reluctantly left the bed to retrieve a condom but quickly returned to our same position. I was surprised when, lying side to side, she raised her leg and pulled me inside while giving me a wicked grin and an eyebrow raise. She had wanted me to take the lead in our first session, but now she was taking control. I was happy to defer. I wanted to know what pleased her. Once we were firmly connected, she rested her leg over mine and stroked so the stiff shaft was hard against her place. I knew this position made most women crazy. She knew exactly where she needed the pressure and positioned her body to maximize the sensations.

      I watched her face closely. She was in the lead, taking long, deep thrusts and moaning on each penetration. When I started fingering her hardened nipples, she put her head back and started gasping. I gently rolled us so she was on top. She snugged her knees against my thighs, braced her hands on my shoulders, and started riding me hard. I kept one hand on her breast working the hardened end while I pressed the thumb of my other hand against her place. She stroked me from above for a long, beautiful time until she gradually slowed and lowered her body onto mine. Still connected, she laid her face on my chest and let me hold her tight. I slowly stroked her from below while she lay still, purring and moaning, our hearts inches apart, both breathing hard. The only sounds came from the whirring fan, the light smacking of a well-lubricated body, the moans of two lovers, and waves breaking on a nearby shore.

      She stayed snuggled down motionless on my body letting me do the work from below for a long, beautiful time. When her moans turned to groans, she finally sat back up in the saddle. She dug her fingers into my shoulders and drove us down the stretch with a wild frenzy that launched her second orgasm of the day. I released on her second contraction, and she snuggled back down and let our bodies magically complete the process. She laid her cheek against my shoulder while I wrapped my arms tight around her back. Deeply connected, the final pulses and spasms played themselves out.

      After she finally released me, I disposed of the condom and returned with clean cloths. She let me take care of her, then moved into the yoga sitting position looking down. She put her hand around my shaft and lightly waggled it about. I decided to let her speak first. We hadn’t exchanged words since the shower. Three hours had passed during two lovemaking sessions and the siesta. It was now late afternoon. The fan felt good blowing warm air across our bodies. We were naked on clean white sheets. I was anxious to hear what she had to say but waited patiently.

      “I owe you a second apology for stressing about that. Honestly, I had no idea my body could accommodate you. It was like magic. I guess I learned a lot about the female body this afternoon.”

      “I hope you were comfortable.”

      “Comfortable is a major understatement. I was in ecstasy the entire time, even when I was asleep. My body was just so warmly content. And right now, I can still feel where you were, but everything down there is glowing and radiating pleasurable sensations. It’s like a rapture or being on some fantastic drug. But it’s a beautiful, natural high.” She ran her hands through her hair in obvious satisfaction. “And how are you?”

      “The same. It was beautiful. It wasn’t about our bodies. It was about an emotional connection that has been building since the ferry. Our bodies knew what to do. I just followed your cues and let it happen. I loved it so much.”

      “I’ve been with a lot of men, but I’ve never had an experience like that. Most of my partners last five or ten minutes. I have no idea how long you were inside, but it was a lot longer than that. Knowing you had that kind of staying power gave me the confidence to just relax. During that second session, when I lay quietly on you and you stroked me from below, was one of the most amazing experiences of my life. My body was in this suspended state of arousal, and you just kept stroking it so perfectly. I honestly thought I’d died and arrived in heaven; the sensations were so wonderful.”

      I smiled, hoping she would go on, and was glad when she did.

      “I thought it was going to be all about your size. I love your size, and I was thrilled to be able to manage that. I hope it felt good for you. I know I’m not deep enough to take it all, but being full like that was amazing. Honestly, size isn’t important to me—I live for the emotional connection. When your shaft was hard on my place during side-to-side, I thought I was going to explode. I’ve never felt intense sensations like that, and again when you started fingering my breasts. Oh my God, I was just on fire.”

      I stayed quiet, hoping for more. I sensed she was finished, but she continued.

      “Is it like that with all your partners?”

      “No, you’re a beautiful lover. Your body makes me crazy, and I loved the kissing so much. I thought our bodies fit together perfectly, but are you sure you’re okay? It got rough there at the end.”

      “Never felt better, and she’s ready to go again when you are.”

      “Oh no, we’ve created a monster.”
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        * * *

      

      We settled on the patio for happy hour. She chose a glass of retsina that she nursed. I gave myself a generous pour of cabernet. We were lovers basking in the afterglow of an afternoon of sensational sex. I wore my Tommy Bahama shirt and shorts. She wore shorts and a light top. We were both barefoot. We didn’t have an evening plan.

      “Tell me about the woman you helped on the ferry.”

      I laughed. “Lydia?”

      “Oh, you got her name! Yes, Lydia.”

      I gathered my thoughts, then spoke. “She’d been in Athens visiting her grandmother and was returning to her home. That was her father who met her at the ferry landing. She was like a happy child. Everything made her happy. She liked me sitting with her and talking. I don’t know what her medical condition was, but her emotional age was less than her physical age. I guessed she was in her early twenties but emotionally might have been nine or ten. She had a physical disability that affected her coordination, so she needed a cane for that. She said this was the first time her parents had let her take an interisland trip by herself. Her grandmother put her on the ferry, and her father was greeting her. I enjoyed talking with her. Why do you ask?”

      “I was fascinated watching you. She was quick to laugh. It was obvious she was pleased that a man was taking interest in her. And you were so gentle and kind. Watching the two of you affected me. Like I said, it made me want to meet you. I want to be with the type of man who would be kind like that.”

      “You’re getting your wish, and I’m very happy about that.”
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        * * *

      

      “You said you speak English with your father and sister. I assume you speak Tamil with your mother.”

      “I wonder why you’re interested in this.”

      “I wonder why you were interested in Lydia. I love making new friends and learning their backstories. I’m fascinated by every part of your history and have thousands of questions. We’re never going to run out of things to talk about.”

      “I’m going to make sure it’s not just about me.”

      “Fair enough.”

      “My mother grew up in a traditional Indian family. They were wealthy but very conservative and loyal to their heritage. My mother learned English in school, but her family only spoke Tamil at home. She wanted to make sure that my sister and I were connected to our heritage and fluent in Tamil. That was not an issue because Tamil was freely spoken in the community. We speak mostly in Tamil, but the dining room table is constantly in and out of Tamil and English.”

      “You talked about being the black sheep and expressed it in terms of your studies, staying in the ashram, and living on the beach at Goa. But your parents established a generous trust fund for you, and I haven’t heard you speak ill of your parents or sister. Can you talk a little bit more about those relationships?”

      “I find it fascinating that you’re interested in this.”

      “I’m interested in you. I want to know all about you. Everything that you’ve told me about yourself, I’ve found fascinating.”

      She extended her glass for a toast, and we smiled at each other.

      “I have a good relationship with my parents and sister. They don’t like or understand the choices I’ve made in my life. They wish I’d studied business and worked with my father and sister. But they’ve never let that stand in the way of family. They love me. I love them. They’re my parents. I’m their daughter. I’m welcomed in the family home, and I enjoy going home. I kid them about their boring, conventional lives. They kid me about my wild adventures. But I haven’t killed anyone or committed any crimes. I’m just choosing a life different than theirs. They’re big enough to accept that.”

      “You mentioned that the trust fund was somehow related to dowry.”

      “Do you know much about dowry?”

      “Not really. I guess my understanding is that the woman’s family puts up a dowry when she gets married. I don’t know why or what the history is.”

      “Well, the history of dowry is thousands of years old. But most importantly, India abolished the practice in 1961. It’s illegal because of its abusive history, but still widespread. It’s considered demeaning to women and a major contributor of violence against women. A trust fund provides many of the benefits of dowry for a young woman but without the negative aspects. The woman’s family doesn’t have to provide dowry for a marriage, but the fact that the woman has a dedicated trust fund serves the same purpose. Even though I’m a plain woman physically, I would have no shortage of suitors because of my family’s wealth and the fact I receive a generous income from my family that will increase over time.”

      “Do you think your parents were thinking about the dowry aspect when they gave you the trust fund?”

      “I don’t think so, but it’s there and a factor. My mother is desperate for me to marry and have a family. She would love to buy me a suitable husband. My perfect older sister is happily married, working in the family business, and pumping out babies while I’m studying philosophy, running around naked on public beaches, and living in spiritual retreats.”

      “And how do you feel about that?”

      “I’ve made my choices. For some reason, I’m made differently than my sister. I have different values, and I’m true to them. I will have a different life. I will love my parents and sister, and they will love me. I just won’t be like them.”

      “Do you want to marry and have a family?”

      “Very much, and I look forward to it. How about you?”

      “I’d like to marry and have a family.”

      “Why do you think you got through college and graduate school without marrying?”

      “It’s a good question that I don’t have a good answer for. I’ve been dating since I was fifteen. I dated a lot in college, and still date a lot.”

      “Can I ask a very personal question?”

      “We’re having a very personal relationship, remember?”

      “Are your relationships built around sexual adventures? That is, does much of your dating revolve around your sexual prowess?”

      I didn’t like the question and answered it honestly but curtly. “Yes.”

      She studied me, obviously feeling my discomfort. “Do you want to talk about that?”

      “Not really.”

      “Hmm.” She thought about that for a full minute while I sat quietly. I didn’t expect her to pursue the topic, but she did. “But here you are in a cozy cottage on a nude beach with gynecologically approved soap hoping to meet women and lure them back to your sexual laboratory.”

      “I’m vacationing on a Greek beach hoping to make some new friends.”

      “How many condoms did you bring?”

      “What difference does that make?”

      “If you brought a dozen, that would be just short of two a day for a one-week vacation. If you brought two dozen, that would be three or four a day. It has to do with what your expectations are. We’re going to burn at least three today, and I won’t be disappointed if we destroy four.”

      “My expectations are to be prepared for anything.”

      “I think I’m starting to get it.”
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        * * *

      

      Happy hour was winding down. We didn’t have a plan for the evening.

      I asked, “How would you feel about moving out of the campground and in here while you’re on Naxos?”

      She sat quietly, studying me. “Are you sure?”

      “Why wouldn’t I be sure?”

      “I think lots of interesting women on that nude beach would like to have their feet washed on your patio, and you’re only here for one week.”

      “I only want to wash your feet.”

      “I’d love to stay in your cottage for a few nights, but I’m not going to stay for your entire week.”

      “What if I’d like for you to stay for the week?”

      “I’ll think about it, but I’m pretty sure I’ll just be here for a couple nights. On your first trip here, I think you should have a chance to meet some other ladies.”

      “The invitation is open. I’d love for you to stay as long as you’d like.”

      “Thank you. I’m really enjoying our time.”
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        * * *

      

      After moving her backpack to the cottage, we perused the restaurant guide and chose Selam, the Ethiopian restaurant. We taxied to the door. It was a cozy family-owned restaurant where you sat on the floor and ate with your right hand. I wasn’t as comfortable sitting on the floor as Arya, but they provided comfortable cushions, and my side of the mat was against a wall. She sat erect, legs crossed, beaming.

      I asked, “Have you eaten Ethiopian food before?”

      “Yes, and I like it very much.”

      “I’ll let you order.”

      “I think we tell them what we like and don’t like and let them make the choices.”

      “I like everything.”

      “I’ll tell them I prefer vegetarian. How do you feel about spicy?”

      “Spicy is good.”

      The server appeared, and Arya engaged in a lengthy discussion about our preferences and the server’s recommendations. When the server left, I complimented her.

      “Nicely done.”

      “I love this place.”

      “Have you been to Africa?”

      “No, but I will someday.”

      “Tell me about the trip you’re on.”

      “It’s just a trip to Greece. It’s inspired by the time I lived in Goa. I love beaches and oceans. I love being naked in a beautiful place. I don’t want to sit in a chair. I want to sit on the sand. I want to swim naked in the water. I want to lie on my back and look at the sky and stars. I like feeling connected to earth’s natural elements. I love to meditate in the morning in a quiet, beautiful place. I researched places in the world that approximated the experience I had in Goa, and Greece kept coming up. Then I researched nude beaches in Greece, and Plaka Beach kept coming up. I’m island-hopping through Greece with a focus on the nude beaches.”

      “How long are you here?”

      “As long as I want to be. I’m under no deadlines.”

      “You’re living a life of comfort and leisure.”

      “I’m living a life of spiritualty and quiet contemplation. If I wanted a life of comfort, I’d be staying in a plush hotel with satin sheets and room service. Instead, I’m sleeping on a mat on the sand.”

      The server brought two Ethiopian Tella beers made from barley. I liked that Arya was open to new drinks and foods. We were tasting it with approval when the server returned with a platter of fried snacks. She explained they were sambusas, an Ethiopian interpretation of samosas. She said they were smaller than the typical samosa and filled with lentils and Ethiopian spices. We each tried one and liked it.

      I wanted to explore further how she was drawn to the natural elements. “If you’d like, we could make love on the sand.”

      “You’re making fun of me now.”

      “I would never make fun of you. It just sounds like that would appeal to you.”

      “Well, it does appeal to me, but I still think you’re making fun of me.”

      “I’ll ask Alexa if there are secluded beaches where we could be alone.”

      “I would love that. I like being on our nude beach because I like to be around people, and I like looking at naked people, but there’s nothing to compare with an isolated beach. There were many in Goa where you hike around a rocky outcropping and magically discover a tiny pocket beach. Gay men looked for those beaches.”

      My beer went down quickly, and I ordered a second one while Arya nursed hers. The next course arrived. The server described all the dishes on the platter, and our favorite was atakilt wat: cabbage, potatoes, and carrots mixed with various sauces and spices. The protocol was to use your right hand and a piece of flatbread to pinch the food. The dish was delicious and fun to eat.

      “Tell me about life in a family where almost everyone has a doctorate degree.”

      “It’s different.”

      “And how’s that?”

      “We spent a lot of time playing games of intellect.”

      “What’s a game of intellect?”

      “In our case, chess and bridge.”

      “You grew up playing chess and bridge?”

      “Yes, my mother was a child prodigy in chess, and both my parents love playing bridge. They taught my brother and me when we were nine and seven. The family played bridge all the time. When we took vacations, we’d play every night after dinner. If it was raining, we’d play all day. And we played a lot of chess too.”

      “That’s a very unusual family.”

      “We’re a very close family.”

      “How’d you do playing against all the family geniuses?”

      “I usually won. My mother had a sophisticated system for keeping individual scores for how we did over a year. I won the family championship all three years in high school.”

      Arya started laughing. “Oh, this is too good. And what was the explanation for that?”

      “There was none, and it drove my mother crazy. She published an article on phantom brain functions that she claimed science didn’t yet fully understand but that explained anomalies like my success.”

      “Did it ever occur to her that you were smarter than all of them put together?”

      I laughed. “That’s a fun theory, but it isn’t true. It’s possible I have some different aptitudes. I do have some of my parents’ genes in mathematics. It’s always been easy for me, and I test high in that area.”

      “Why didn’t you pursue a career using that? You could have been a doctor, scientist, or engineer.”

      “Yes, I could. But like you, I’m not drawn to science, engineering, or medicine. I’m into people and ideas.”

      “What will you do in your new job?”

      “Next week, I start with a midsize advertising firm in Philadelphia. I’ll be an understudy working with senior partners. The work is helping businesses create brands and message those brands so consumers will be drawn to purchase their products. It’s business, but it’s the creative end of business. It’s about ideas and people. I’m drawn to that work. We’ll see how I feel after I’ve done it a few years.”

      We finished the main courses, and I called for the check. “Would you like to go dancing?”

      “Dancing? Where?”

      “There are several nightclubs on the island.”

      “Do I look like someone who goes to nightclubs?”

      “You look like a young woman who would enjoying expressing how she feels through dance.”

      She laughed. “Is that how an advertising executive markets a nightclub to a yoga freak?”

      “That’s an excellent example of how marketing works.”

      “Do you want to take me dancing?”

      “Very much. Would you like to go dancing with me?”

      “Only because you want to take me, and I’m working really hard to stay open to Western ideas on my Western vacation.”

      “I’m pretty sure they have nightclubs in India.”

      “I’m pretty sure they do, but they’re not the kind of places where I hang out.”

      We argued over the bill, but I insisted that I wanted to host our first dinner out, and she reluctantly let me pay.
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        * * *

      

      When we got out of the cab at Club Paradiso, Arya lightly held my arm. The loud, pounding music from inside the club filled the night air outside. When we walked in the door, she clutched my arm and snuggled tight. The entrance was packed with young people. Beyond, we could see hundreds of people dancing. When I looked down, her eyes were wide open, and she was giggling.

      “Oh my God.”

      “What?”

      “Is this what a nightclub is like?”

      “This is what this nightclub is like. I think they all have their own identities.”

      “Oh my God.”

      I took her hand and pulled her through the crowded hallway and out into the middle of the floor. The music was loud, pulsing rock. I expected a little bit of everything including rap. A disco ball was sending crazy flashing lights over the crowd. I lifted her hands in the air above our heads and started jumping up and down, waving our arms back and forth. When I swayed, she swayed. When I flapped my arms, she flapped her arms. Soon we were both dancing wildly. It hadn’t occurred to me that she’d never danced to rock or rap music, but it didn’t take her long to find her own moves. When she figured out there were no rules or patterns and that everyone was just freely expressing themselves, she got into it.

      Between songs, I took her in my arms for a hug and long kiss, and we only broke when the music started pounding again. We danced nonstop for an hour before taking a break and making our way outside to a patio, where I bought a cold beer to share. We passed it back and forth, laughing.

      I asked, “How do you like Club Paradiso?”

      “I love it. I had no idea a nightclub is like this.”

      “This is an excellent nightclub. Great music, lighting, and the crowd is here to party.”

      “You really don’t need dance lessons to come here.”

      I laughed. “Honestly, it’s just like I described it when you made fun of me. Dance is just a creative form of self-expression. You hear the music and let your body do what it feels like doing.”

      “My favorite part was when you hugged and kissed me between songs.”

      “My favorite part was looking at you.”

      She stood staring at me. I could tell my simple words had affected her. Finally, she said, “That is such a nice thing to say. Thank you. Have you been thinking about what’s going to happen back at your cottage tonight?”

      “Yes, have you?”

      “I can’t think of anything else.”

      “Lovemaking is a lot like dancing.”

      “How’s that?”

      “It’s just another form of self-expression. You don’t need lessons. There are no rules. There is no plan. You just let your body express itself in a way that feels right to you.”

      “Joey, the advertising executive.”

      “Would you like to dance some more?”

      “Yes, I want to express myself wildly into the night on my crazy Greek vacation with a man I find completely fascinating, then go back to his romantic cottage for some more screaming self-expression.”

      I couldn’t help leaning down for the kind of hot, passionate kiss that happens when the lady is approaching a multiple orgasm. When it ended, she took my hand and pulled me back out on the dance floor.
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        * * *

      

      I wasn’t sure if we were going to make it home before having sex. Well after midnight, we were in the back of a cab. Arya had pulled her dress up above her waist and was straddling my lap, her knees tucked against my thighs. She had my head pushed back against the headrest and was kissing me like the world was about to end. I had both hands up her dress and was cupping her bare breasts. I was learning that she preferred to not wear underwear. I also figured out how I misjudged the size of her breasts. Because she didn’t wear a bra and wore loose-fitting tops, her breasts were not prominent. But when the top came off, the two most beautiful fully formed breasts rested on her chest.

      She was working my mouth, I was working her nipples, and she was dry humping me below. We were both gasping for breath. I’m sure the cabbie was enjoying the view in the rear-view mirror, particularly with her dress hiked up around her waist. I didn’t care, and neither did she.

      I paid the fare, and we hustled into the cottage. Our clothes dropped on the floor inside the door, and I was stunned when she produced a condom in her hand.

      “I took one to dinner just in case.”

      I laughed. She liked to be prepared too.

      She immediately dropped to her knees and went to work using her hands and mouth. This was not her first rodeo. Her lips and tongue worked the end while both hands massaged the shaft. I put my hands lightly on the back of her head and massaged her scalp softly. Her hair was thick and sensuous. I liked holding her head. She apparently liked having me in her mouth because she was getting very active down there until I pushed her back. I could only take so much of that stimulation.

      She opened the condom and rolled it on. I lifted her off the ground. She wrapped her legs around my back and her arms around my neck. I moved the rock-hard shaft into position and gently pressed. She shrieked and started stroking me from her awkward position with no wall to press against. Freestanding in the room, I balanced my feet and synchronized my thrusts with hers. We were a team, aggressively pounding, her chin on my shoulder, her arms around my neck, and her legs wrapped around my waist. The fit was incredibly tight and snug, but the lubrication was doing its job. Each thrust crackled with excess moisture. She was grunting and groaning, and I could feel the spittle escaping her mouth. I braced myself, tightened my arms around her lower back, and moved into machine-gun thrusts until she shrieked again, and I felt her contractions take over the process.

      The pulses and spasms deep inside paired with her moans to document each contraction and continued for a long time. I held her tight, the connection wet but tight, her legs firm against my lower back. Finally, she pushed her head back to give me a kiss, a warm, beautiful lovers’ kiss, and I set her down, my arms around her shoulders in case she was unsteady.

      We walked to the bed, and she collapsed on her back. I dispensed with the condom and returned with washcloths to deal with the considerable mess between her legs. She lay quietly, eyes closed, letting me care for her. After, I lay beside her, our hands loosely together.

      I don’t remember anything else that night.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      I woke to an empty bed and the smell of fresh coffee.

      I lay on my back a few minutes letting my mind process where I was and how I got here. Then it slowly came to me.  I was on my Greek vacation and had met the most amazing woman from India. Then I remembered dinner, dancing, and the incredibly energetic stand-up sex from the night before. But she wasn’t in bed, and the coffee smelled good.

      I managed to get up, slip on shorts and a T-shirt, and wander out to the kitchen. A fresh pot of coffee was sitting on the counter next to an empty mug she’d left for me. I looked around and didn’t see her. I filled my coffee cup and walked out to the patio. She was sitting on a mat in the sand in front of the patio in a yoga position I didn’t recognize. Not sure if she was meditating or not, I sat in my Adirondack with my coffee and watched with fascination.

      After she held that position for a long time, she adjusted to the yoga sitting position and spoke to me even though she was looking out at the Mediterranean and I was behind her.

      “Good morning.”

      “Good morning. Thank you for the coffee.”

      “I hope it’s okay. I studied the internet and had to guess how strong you like it.”

      “It’s great. How’s your morning?”

      “Fantastic. You wouldn’t believe what I did last night.”

      “Oh, maybe I can imagine.”

      “After that, I should be in surgery.”

      “And how’s your girl doing this morning?”

      “She’s never been happier. I’m telling you, that’s one tough girl. She decided to give you a break this morning. Three times yesterday was enough.”

      “Maybe that was two times yesterday and one time today. Does your girl have a name?”

      “You can call her Piya.”

      “What’s that?”

      “A playful nickname for a young girl.”

      I chuckled. “I don’t want to interrupt your exercises.”

      “I’m about done, and besides, I want to spend as much of my awake time with you as possible.”

      “Can I pour you a cup of coffee?”

      “Yes, I’ll have one cup with lots of cream.”

      I mixed her coffee and returned. She was sitting in an Adirondack with a huge smile on her face.

      “You look happy this morning.”

      “You have no idea. I feel so good. I loved last night—every minute of it.”

      “How did you sleep?”

      “I don’t remember a thing after getting in bed, but I rose early this morning, took a short walk on the beach, and settled into my morning routine.”

      “Do you have any plans for the day?”

      “I’m with you. Whatever you’re doing, that’s what I’m doing.”

      “How about a leisurely breakfast, stroll down the beach, get naked, swim in the ocean, and return for an afternoon of lovemaking?”

      “I’m all in, and I love that you call it that.”
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        * * *

      

      At her insistence, I let her prepare eggs and toast for breakfast while I checked with Alexa at the front desk about isolated beaches.

      We settled on the patio with more coffee and breakfast.

      “Alexa says there’s a private beach accessible only by boat. She knows the guys who take people there. If we’d like to do that, she’ll make a call. We would taxi to a dock. The guys would transport us to the beach by boat and their fee includes snorkels, fins, and masks. She said the typical trip would be a 9:00 delivery and a 1:00 pickup. We’d pack a lunch, there’s a hike to a waterfall, and we’ll be the only people on the beach.”

      “Sounds perfect. Are you up for it?”

      “Yes, we’d do that tomorrow so Alexa has time to make the arrangements.”

      “I want to pay.”

      “We’ll share the cost.”

      “Fair enough.”
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        * * *

      

      We left our patio right at 10:00, but Arya stopped to talk to a woman two doors down. “Hi, are you headed to the nude beach?”

      The woman had just emerged wearing a muumuu and looked loaded for the beach with her chair and backpack. “Yes, I am.”

      “Feel free to join us, we’re headed that way too.”

      I then recognized the muumuu of the large woman on the back of the beach that Arya had proposed approaching. We’d seen her later that day take a swim in her muumuu. We waited for her to join us.

      “I’m Arya, and this is Joey.”

      “Hi, you two. I’m Maggie. It looks like we’re neighbors.”

      As we took off for the water, I said, “Yes, it’s my first time here. How about you?”

      “Yes, my first trip. I’ve been here for five days, but I’ll be coming back next year. I’ve already reserved my unit. Can you believe this beach and these cottages?”

      We took off our sandals and started walking barefoot through the surf.

      “I’m going to do the same. I’m staying one week this year, and I think I’ll reserve for two weeks next year.”

      “Did you two come together?”

      Arya replied, “No, we met on the ferry. I was in the campground until Joey invited me to stay with him in his cottage, so I’m living the life of luxury now.”

      “I saw you both disrobe yesterday on the nude beach. I’d gotten there early and can confirm that you two put on the best show of the day.”

      Arya said, “Oh, that’s so funny. Was that you on the bluff on the back of the beach?”

      “Yup, that’s me.”

      “I wouldn’t think you could see much up there.”

      “I love the view, and I can see everything. I normally wouldn’t be able to see much detail on a guy from that far, but Joey is a clear exception to that, now, isn’t he?”

      Arya started laughing. “That was the first time I saw Joey naked. Can you imagine what that looked like to me standing next to him?”

      “Hey, I’m right here.”

      I was walking between two ladies who were comparing notes about my disrobing. How bizarre was that?

      “I’m surprised you didn’t start screaming and run into the water.”

      “That was my first instinct.”

      “And I’m impressed that you can still walk today.”

      “Okay, that’s enough fun for now, ladies.”

      Arya changed the subject. “Where are you from?”

      “I live in Santa Fe. How about you?”

      “Joey is from Philadelphia, and I’m from Bangalore in South India.”

      “Cool.”

      “What do you do for a living?”

      “I’m an artist. I teach art at the Santa Fe Art Institute.”

      “I love that. How do you teach art?”

      “Arya, that is such a great question. Honestly, you have no idea the history of that question or the differing theories.” She paused as we continued walking down the beach. “Under my theory, you don’t teach art. We’re all born with artistic capacity. Most people don’t know that or understand what they have. In that respect, it’s not that different from musical, intellectual, or emotional capacities.”

      I loved hearing Maggie talk. She was an intelligent, observant woman.

      “Do you have brothers or sisters?”

      Arya said, “Yes, I have an older sister.”

      “Are you two alike?”

      She laughed and looked at me. “No, we’re very different.”

      “Why did you look at Joey when you said that?”

      “I’ve been telling him how I’m the black sheep in my family and how different I am from everyone else.”

      “That’s like artistic capacity. Everyone is different. Picasso’s sisters couldn’t paint by number. How could that possibly be? Everyone’s talent is inherent in the person. The art teacher’s job is to inspire each person to discover the talent lurking within that has not yet made an appearance.”

      “I love that so much, Maggie. Do you think you could help me find my creative self?”

      “I’d love to help. I converted my cottage to a studio. I sunbathe in the morning, have lunch, then paint in the afternoon. There’s something about this place that inspires new ideas and images. I’m having a wonderful time.”

      “Perhaps looking at naked bodies all morning has something to do with that.”

      Maggie laughed. “I love looking at naked bodies. And I really enjoyed watching both of you. I sunbathe privately on the back of the beach and wear my muumuu when swimming to not expose my fabulous body to the rest of the beach.”

      “I love that you’re out there being yourself. No one cares what anyone looks like. That’s one of the nice things about this beach. No one is being judgmental. Everyone is just happy to let everyone do their thing.”

      We were approaching the nude beach.

      “You’re welcome to join me on the back of the beach, but you looked very happy down by the water.”

      I said, “Yes, we’re headed back to where we were yesterday, but we’d love to have you join us for lunch at Nico’s.”

      “I’d love that. Thank you. And we can talk about Arya’s first art lesson, the one where we unleash her hidden Picasso.”

      “We’re good for a couple hours in the sun. Maybe we’ll swing by and pick you up at about 12:30, and feel free to stop and visit when you take a swim.”

      “Sounds great. Thank you.”
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        * * *

      

      We moved down to the front of the beach, disrobed, took a long, cool swim, and returned to our place to oil up.

      Arya said, “Maggie is interesting.”

      “You knew she would be.”

      “Do you think she can unleash my inner artistic self?”

      “Yes, and I don’t think it will take long.”

      She chuckled. “Why do you think that?”

      “Because you’re out there already. You’re very in tune with your spiritual self. Yoga and meditation seem focused on helping people better understand themselves. It feels like you’re open to expressing yourself artistically just as you were dancing last night.”

      “That was nice of you to invite her for lunch.”

      “That was nice of her to invite you to an art lesson.”

      “Maybe you should have an art lesson too.”

      “I like the idea of you two releasing the inner Arya.”

      “You’re swelling up again.”

      “Your breasts do that to me. I find them incredibly arousing.”

      “Good. I’d be disappointed if they didn’t.”

      “It looks like you need to go in the water too.”

      She looked down. Her nipples were hard and extended. “I can’t help that. Sometimes they just do that.”

      “Do they feel good?”

      “Yes. It’s very arousing.”

      “Would you like for me to lightly finger them?”

      “Yes, but not here, and not now.”

      We both got up and ran naked into the Mediterranean Sea.
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        * * *

      

      We picked up Maggie at 12:30 and walked over to Nico’s. I ordered a bottle of retsina and a bunch of small vegetarian plates. Arya said she’d have one small glass of wine. Maggie welcomed a full glass.

      She asked Arya, “How long are you on Naxos?”

      “I haven’t decided yet. Joey is here for one week, and he has generously invited me to stay in his cottage, but I’m thinking of only staying for a few days.”

      “Why is that? You two look like you’re having a great time.”

      “We’re having a great time, but my theory is that Joey is here to meet women and invite them back to his cottage. I don’t want to take up his entire week.”

      “Joey, how do you feel about that?”

      “I’m here to enjoy the beach, swim, and make new friends. Arya is a fantastic new friend, and I’d love for her to stay at the cottage for as long as she’d like.”

      Maggie turned to Arya. “I don’t think you’re going to get anything more out of him. He seems stuck on his story.”

      “Do you think there are other women on that beach who would like to go back to his cottage for an afternoon adventure?”

      “I’m pretty sure every woman on that beach would like that, but most are here with a partner and aren’t available.”

      “Hey, I’m sitting right here.”

      “Well, good luck with your plans, Arya. From my vantage point, you have a pretty good thing going, and I’d be hesitant to leave that prematurely.”
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        * * *

      

      The small dishes had arrived, and we were eating and drinking. Maggie and I were not going to have a problem finishing the retsina. Maggie was a fun companion.

      “Would you like your first art lesson this afternoon?” she asked.

      “Absolutely. Is that too soon?”

      “Not at all. I assume you and Joey have some important business to attend to when you get back to the cottage.”

      “Yes, as a matter of fact we do.”

      “Would you like to come over to my place when you get that taken care of?”

      “That would be great. What do I bring?”

      “I’ll loan you a smock so you won’t ruin your clothes. I have everything else you’ll need. We’ll probably just take ninety minutes or so for the first time.” She paused. “Joey, would you like a lesson too?”

      “Maybe another time. I’d like for the two of you to do whatever you do.”
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        * * *

      

      We had a nice lunch with Maggie and walked back to the cottages together, separating at our units. The ladies agreed on a time for the lesson. Arya sat for the feet washing ceremony, and we headed inside. We walked straight to the shower, disrobed, and really got into it. We were both aroused from a morning on the nude beach. Her nipples were rock hard and extended. Before soaping them, I leaned down, and she let me mouth them for several minutes. I moved back and forth between the two, softly swirling with my tongue and lips while she writhed around moaning and groaning.

      “Could you stand still please?”

      “I can’t. You’re driving me crazy.”

      I returned to her breasts and dropped one hand to her place and gently moved my fingers in small circles.

      “We’re not going to make it to the bed if you keep doing that.”

      I paused my program, we filled our hands with soap, and thoroughly washed the other before rinsing, drying, and moving to the bed.

      I asked, “Would you like to try something new?”

      “What do you have in mind?”

      “What if you sat on the edge of the bed and I stood before you?”

      She sat on the bed while I rolled a condom on.

      “If you put your knees up but stay sitting, you can watch the action.”

      She pulled her knees back against her torso with legs apart but still sitting straight in a position most women would not have been able to hold.

      I moved my erection to her opening and smooshed up and down. From this position, she could see the connection below. I put my hands lightly on her shoulders to keep her steady, but her yoga training had prepared her for unusual positions. She watched what I was doing, then looked up. I took the opportunity to give her a kiss, a hot, passionate, open-mouth kiss that lasted a long time. When it broke, I gave my erection a final swoosh. She was wet. She went back to staring as I gently pressed and entered a few inches to a grateful moan.

      “I’ve never seen the connection before.”

      “I love this view.” The long shaft was partly inside, her lips spread wide.

      I started light stroking. She held her knees and her legs separated but with her back straight. In this position, she couldn’t move, but she seemed mesmerized by the process below. On each stroke, I moved inside a little farther, and her moans grew deeper. I held her shoulders and fell into a moderate stroking pace. Her eyes never left the connection.

      She said, “I love seeing this.”

      With her body adjusted and fully lubricated, I moved into deep, penetrating strokes, pushing the shaft as far as it would go, then back out.

      “There’s still two inches left when you’re at the end.”

      “It might go deeper if we keep this up. Is it comfortable for you?”

      “Yes, but there’s a place down there that’s not getting the pressure it needs.”

      “Why not put your hand down there and take care of that?”

      “That’s kind of embarrassing.”

      “It happens all the time in videos. Only the woman knows exactly where and how she wants to be touched.”

      She dropped her right hand and made small circles as I continued stroking her.

      She continued watching the connection, her moans now guttural, her face dark red, her eyes smoldering, and her breaths coming in short pants. I was hard as stone. Erotic jolts were deep in my groin. Her tight, moist body had a grip that felt amazing. Thrusting into her was wildly exciting, particularly when we were both viewing the connection. Her fingers were pressed tight against her place, and she was gasping. I continued thrusting, sensing that the end was near.

      She finally pulled her head back, and started whimpering on each thrust. I moved my hand to her right breast and fingered her erect nipple. I could see from her face that that put her over the top, and her first contraction followed. I continued to lightly roll her nipple but pressed the shaft to the end, so the contractions and pulses were deep inside. She whimpered for a long time until all was quiet. She slipped her arms around my lower waist and held me inside for a longer time than expected before finally pushing me out.

      She collapsed back on the bed, her feet dangling over the end. I lifted and carried her so her head was centered on the pillow, and she could splay her arms and legs out. I disposed of the condom and returned to clean where I’d been. After, I lay next to her holding hands until she turned and snuggled close. I wrapped my arm around her shoulders and pulled her tight. She lifted her leg over mine and pressed her damp place against my thigh. Our breathing was still elevated, our hearts still pounding. The fan blew warm air down on us. The cool sheets felt good against our naked skin. I was happy and sensed she was too.

      After a long, beautiful aftermath, she returned to the yoga sitting position at my waist, waggling my shaft.

      She asked, “And what inspired that position?”

      “When we first disrobed on the beach, you were fixated on the mechanics of our making love. That continued for a couple hours over lunch at Nico’s. I thought you’d find it interesting to watch the connection and see how nicely our bodies fit together. Did you like that?”

      “Yes, and it was very erotic to watch. Your shaft is so long. I’m impressed my body can take as much of it as it did, but my girl really stepped up to the challenge even if you couldn’t get it all in.”

      “It’s not important that it all go in. What’s important is the connection, both physical and emotional. And I thought that was fantastic.”

      “We were connected all right. I don’t know where you were, but I’ve never had a man that hard or that deep inside me. It feels good, and it’s very sexy to watch it happen like that.”

      “Are you looking forward to your art lesson?”

      “Yes, are you sure you don’t want to come?”

      “Yes, I have some things I’d like to do too.”
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        * * *

      

      Arya went to Maggie’s. I lay on the bed and ended up in the Naxos siesta. I fell into a deep sleep and woke to wet sensations between my legs. When I looked down, I was relieved to see Arya preparing me for another session. I let her do her thing and install the condom. She pulled her one-piece jumper over her head to reveal her stunning naked body. She crawled on top without any further foreplay, positioned herself on my stiff erection, and backed down. The fit was moist and tight, but she lightly stroked until it was at the end.

      Then, as she’d done before, she lay down on top of me with the connection hard and deep. She laid her breasts against my chest and her face on my shoulder. Her legs were bent, and the tops of her feet rested on my knees. When I lightly stroked her from below, she moaned and purred but remained still. She’d talked about how much she’d liked this position before, so I shouldn’t have been surprised when she returned to it, but I was. She was content to let me stroke her from below.

      She remained still with the occasional waggle at the connection. Her moans were soft and sensuous. I stroked her from below for a long time until she lifted her head and started kissing me. The first kisses were warm and soft, but soon we were into hot, deep, open-mouthed kisses, our mouths desperate for the other, our tongues engaged. But her body remained still as I steadily penetrated to her core from below. The fan blew warm air down on us and the smell of bougainvillea flowers wafted into the room. I could hear the surf in the distance and people talking on the beach. I lost track of time. The moments were beautiful. The connection was moist and tight. I was hard and throbbing deep inside. She continued kissing me but otherwise lay still, letting me do the work.

      I don’t know how long we were connected. I just know that it was the longest time I’d ever been inside a woman, and she continued to lay quietly as I stroked. Finally, I felt her breathing and moans increase, but she never moved from the position. I increased stroking until I was steadily pounding into her. It was exhausting work, but someone had to do it. Finally, she whimpered, and her first contraction launched my release. We lay quietly as her body pulled fluid out of mine, our hearts inches apart, both breathing hard, our hot bodies tight together. Her orgasm lasted a long time, and when I thought it was over, it started again, and her contractions continued. I doubted whether I had more fluid left, but her body was determined to coax every drop out of me.

      Eventually, all was still. She was lying on my body, the connection still in place.

      It was a lovemaking session I would never forget.
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        * * *

      

      After she finally broke the connection, and I’d dealt with the condom and post-lovemaking cleanup, she rolled over and felt into the Naxos siesta. I spooned in behind for a while before I got up and let her sleep.

      I did some small projects I’d been wanting to do, opened a bottle of wine to let it breathe, and put together a platter for happy hour. After about an hour, I heard a light knocking at the patio door and looked over to see Maggie with a bottle of wine.

      “Hey, Maggie, what’s up?”

      “Arya invited me for happy hour. I hope she told you.”

      “That’s funny. She came home from the art lesson, curled on the bed, and is still enjoying her siesta. But I’m dying for a glass of wine, and I have a bottle open. Is cabernet okay?”

      “More than okay. It’s my preferred drink.”

      I set her bottle in the kitchen, carried three glasses and my open wine bottle to the patio, and Maggie and I settled in the Adirondacks with two generous pours. I knew from lunch that Maggie liked her wine.

      “And where did you get California cabernet?”

      “I shipped a half case here before I left the States. Alexa kept it in a cool storage room downstairs.”

      “Oh my. This is the good stuff.”

      “I don’t cut corners on wine. How’d the lesson go?”

      “Did you get a chance to talk with Arya?”

      “No, but I’m anxious to hear the report.”

      She chuckled. “I can tell you two are very busy with other activities.”

      I held up my glass, and she gave it a clink. I wasn’t going to discuss my love life with her, and she didn’t expect it, but she did enjoy bantering about it.

      “We ran through a few exercises to see what interested her and what her aptitudes are. We did some pencil sketches, worked with colored markers, and generally explored various mediums. I could see from the outset that her interests were in the abstract. Even when sketching a classic bottle of wine with fruit, her interpretations were creative. She wasn’t interested in recreating reality. So we got out the watercolors and large paper and worked on bigger abstract concepts. I started by asking her to paint a beach with a blue water backdrop.”

      I loved hearing Maggie talk about her process. I could picture Arya being very engaged.

      “I spent a little time showing her how watercolors worked, using different brushes, mixing colors, and creating different effects. She was fascinated by every step and asked many questions. After I felt she had a sense of the paint and brushes, I left her alone. I went in another room so she wouldn’t be distracted by my presence, but I periodically checked from a distance. Each time, she was completely absorbed. Her imagination took her to very abstract images of pastel colors that represented sand, sea, sky, clouds, and birds, but not a classic beach painting. Her images are pleasing, and she was quite surprised at the end that she’d been able to do a complete painting.”

      “Thank you for helping her with that. I think she’s at a stage in her life where experimentation is important. She knows who she is but might not fully understand all her capacities. She’s a free spirit in a traditional Indian family, so a lot of her energy is going into establishing her own individuality.”

      “Yes, she talked a little about that. My sense is that she’s very grounded in who she is. She’s just not sure yet who she’s going to be, but she wants to be someone, and she wants to make a difference. I’m guessing she’s going to end up in spirituality somewhere. I could see her teaching in an ashram.”

      Our glasses were almost empty, and I refreshed both as Arya walked out to check on us, rubbing her eyes.

      “Oh, yeah, Joey, I invited Maggie for happy hour. I hope that’s okay.”

      “Of course. We were just talking about your art lesson.”

      She said, “I want to talk about that, but I need to wash up first.”

      When I asked about a drink, she said she’d have a glass of retsina. I retrieved the bottle, and Maggie and I talked a little more about the cottages and Naxos.

      Arya appeared in a fresh blouse, shorts, and a red ribbon in her hair. She looked spectacular. She took a drink of the retsina and asked, “So, what have you concluded about my art lesson?”

      “Maggie said your aptitudes are in the abstract, and that you’re talented at mixing colors into pleasing images.”

      “That sounds like the marketing executive, but thank you, Maggie.”

      I asked, “How did you like your lesson?”

      “I loved it. Maggie knows what she’s doing. I couldn’t believe how absorbed I got. I have no idea how long I worked on it. I like the freedom of mixing colors in any way I want. I didn’t feel locked into a structure or plan.”

      I said, “That might be a characteristic that permeates your life. You are a free spirit not bound by artificial constraints.”

      She chuckled. “It sounds like you’ve been drinking a lot of wine.”

      We laughed and tipped our glasses.

      “Thank you, Maggie,” Arya said. “That was so interesting. You’ve introduced me to a new world, and I’m going to embrace it. I don’t pretend to feel like an artist, but I liked expressing myself that way.”

      Maggie said, “And that’s what art is all about. It’s very personal. It’s too bad the world pays so much attention to great art and famous artists. At its heart, art is about everyday people expressing their creativity.”
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        * * *

      

      We invited Maggie to dinner and ended up at Peppers, the Latin restaurant on the island. Being from the Southwest, Maggie was interested in how Naxos did with Latin food. Maggie and I had margaritas, while Arya had sparkling water with lime.

      With drinks in hand and orders underway, Maggie took the conversation to a place I’d been wanting to explore.

      “So, what’s life like in an ashram?”

      “Are you interested in visiting an ashram?”

      “I could be. If an ashram needed an art instructor, I could see taking a sabbatical at some point. Around Santa Fe, where I live, the local tribes are deep into Native spirituality. That has always interested me. I’m active in a nontraditional church where members are encouraged to create their own spiritual path. I’ve always felt that art and religion are closely related. So, what’s day-to-day life like in an ashram? And what ashram were you in?”

      “I was in one of the largest and most famous ashrams. The world headquarters is near Bangalore where I grew up, so I’ve known about it all my life and have visited many times. After I graduated from college, I applied for a position there and was accepted for a two-year placement. I lived there, participated in the life of the ashram, took classes, and worked as an employee to defray my expenses.

      “The guru is a good person dedicated to improving the lives of others. He’s deep into environmental stewardship and peaceful living. The ashram itself is spread over sixty-five acres dedicated to natural beauty and quiet contemplation. The center hosts workshops on yoga and meditation designed to promote inner peace and positive human values.”

      “What’s a typical day like?”

      “From nine at night until about seven in the morning is a silent time. No one talks to anyone. Music is not played. Devices, televisions, and cell phones are not allowed. It’s a widely observed quiet time.”

      Maggie said, “That’s interesting.”

      “I liked it and grew used to it. Joey took me dancing at Club Paradiso last night. I enjoyed it but was very conscious of how the rest of the world is behaving during that time of silence.”

      “When do you get up?”

      “Everyone rises at 5:00. Morning meditation begins at 5:20. It’s usually located in a quiet, peaceful, beautiful place, perhaps on a rooftop terrace with a view of the rising sun. At 6:00, a ninety-minute yoga session begins. Again, this is still during the quiet time. And at 7:30, the fire puja ceremony occurs. It’s one of the most devotional practices at the ashram and dates back thousands of years. The ceremony involves chanting hymns and mantras and making offerings to the fire: ghee, representing water, and herbs, representing the earth. The process purifies the atmosphere while bringing thanks and blessings to our surroundings.”

      I said, “That’s the kind of ceremony I expected to happen in an ashram.”

      “Breakfast is served at 8:30. Three meals a day are all vegetarian. The food is delicious. And then from 9:00 until 12:30 is the first free time. Classes are available, and this is a time for reading, journaling, meditating, cleaning your room, exercising, or taking walks. Lunch is at 12:30. After lunch is a second free time when classes are offered in meditation, yoga, and spirituality. At 4:00 is the second yoga session of the day and dinner is at 6:00.”

      I said, “That’s a lot of yoga.”

      “Yoga is a very meditative, spiritual time. Yoga has many physical, emotional, and mental benefits and is the essence of an ashram. The benefits include reducing stress, building strength and flexibility, improving breathing, cleansing bad thoughts, improving mood, straightening posture, helping sleep, and centering the person.”

      Maggie asked, “What happens after dinner?”

      “The ashram community comes together for songs, chants, dance, music, and ritual. Then lights go out at 9:00, and the next day repeats itself.”

      I asked, “What kind of work were you doing?”

      “I worked in the kitchen, cleaned bathrooms and common areas, set up for events, and did whatever else was needed. I worked three hours a day in exchange for a discount in the cost of living there.”

      Maggie asked, “Did you like it?”

      “More than that. I loved it. I felt at home there. I can see myself getting a graduate degree in spirituality and eventually teaching at an ashram.” She paused. “This is embarrassing to talk about, but I’ve often thought about starting my own. My sister and I will one day inherit wealth from my parents. What would I do with that kind of money? I don’t yearn for material possessions, but I could see purchasing a beautiful piece of property adjacent to a beach in a place like Goa and starting a small ashram. It would be simple and spartan, with natural huts, and not expensive. I visualize a quiet, beautiful retreat where people come to meditate, practice yoga, and explore spirituality. We would host workshops and teach classes.” She smiled. “That’s my deepest, most private dream, and here I am sharing that with you two.”

      Maggie said, “It’s a lovely dream. I hope you realize it one day.”
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        * * *

      

      After finishing dinner and saying goodbye to Maggie, we decided not to go dancing that night and instead to return to the cottage. Arya and I settled on the patio. I poured myself a glass of cabernet, and she steeped herself a cup of tea from leaves she’d brought with her.

      “That was an interesting way to wake up from my siesta this afternoon.”

      “I hope that was okay. I loved my lesson with Maggie, but I was aroused the entire time thinking about returning to your cottage and what might happen. I’m afraid I let that part of me take control.”

      “It was beautiful. Was it your plan to make love the way we did?”

      She giggled. “No, that just happened, and it turned into tantric sex.”

      “Tantric sex? Tell me about tantric sex.”

      “What do you know about it?”

      “I mean, you hear the term, but you don’t hear much about it. I guess I have it associated with making love for extended periods. I don’t think many Americans are that into it.”

      “Tantra is an ancient Indian practice that dates back thousands of years. In Sanskrit, the word tantra means ‘woven together.’ People who practice Buddhist and Hindu meditation may also practice tantric sex as a way of weaving the spiritual and physical experience together. The goal is to merge spirituality, sexuality, and intimacy. It isn’t just about sexual pleasure. It’s a form of mindfulness. In its perfect state, a spiritual connection is made during a sensual experience. The goal is not to achieve orgasm. The goal is to connect with your partner in a way that’s both intense and enlightened. It involves breathing, making sounds, and moving to activate sexual energy.”

      “Were you thinking about that before we made love?”

      “I’d been thinking about it with you from the time we first met on the ferry. I was drawn to you in that way. Yes, I like to have sex, and I’m sexually experienced. But my life revolves around meditation, yoga, and spirituality. Tantric sex is a vehicle for bringing all those together. So it was just natural for me to have that in my mind.”

      She paused and I sat still. I wanted her to go on, and she did.

      “You remember yesterday when I lay quietly on you for a long time and let you stroke from below. I was experiencing a tantric sexual moment then. I loved being connected physically with you, but I felt close to you emotionally in those moments too. We were one. You were pulsing deep inside. I felt your heart beating. Your breath was warm on my neck as I lay with my face on your shoulder. In addition to the sexual arousal, I was having an emotional and spiritual experience. So I just relaxed and let you penetrate me from below for the longest time. I wasn’t planning on that happening again today, but it just did. When I got on top and made the connection, I just wanted to lie on you and be very still. And it was so beautiful.” She paused again, then asked, “And how was that for you? Am I getting too metaphysical for you?”

      “And what does metaphysical mean in this context?”

      “Metaphysical refers to the study of things not measurable through objective observation and testing. When you study Eastern religion and spirituality, metaphysics is a big deal. The world understands objective research on physical objects. We’re not so skilled at understanding emotional or spiritual dynamics. What we experienced this afternoon on your bed is not subject to objective analysis. What we experienced occurred in a metaphysical world. That’s the world that’s important to me. That’s the world I experienced at the ashram and the world I explored in Goa.” She paused. “Am I getting too weird for you?”

      “Not at all. I’m getting an education.”

      “Did you like our little tantric sex adventure?”

      “Very much.”

      “You can’t do that with many guys. Most guys are driving hard to the finish. I’ve never been with a guy who could last as long as you. And we still don’t know what your staying power is because you always wait for me to finish. My orgasm today was involuntary. I was trying not to finish, but nature eventually took over. You, on the other hand, waited beautifully for me. We have no idea how long you could have held off. But that was amazing for me.”

      “Are you going to tell me at some point about what spirituality means to you?”

      “We’ll need some time for that one.”

      “How about after we make love in the sand on a private beach?”

      “There’s the marketing executive again producing graphic images to sell me on something.”
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        * * *

      

      We made love again upon going to bed. We lay quietly, side to side, facing the other, kissing and caressing softly. Before penetration, she offered her breasts to me, pulling my mouth to them. I alternated softly kissing them, swirling the hardened ends with my tongue and lips. I gently fingered the nipple not in my mouth. She massaged her fingers through my hair, holding the back of my head. It was her way of encouraging me to do what she knew I most wanted. I loved it so much, and she was so generous to let me be with her that way for a long, beautiful time.

      When she finally pushed back, I was rock hard and throbbing. I rolled on a condom and lay back down facing her. I moved my erection to her place and let her decide when she wanted the connection. She softly moved back and forth until the glide was smooth, then positioned her body so entry was natural and unassisted. I let her choose how deeply she wanted it. She was content to stroke for a long time, the moist shaft hard against her most aroused place.

      The moments were so beautiful, I lost track of time. I don’t know how long we continued, but the side-to-side penetration, playful kissing, and intimate caressing was romantic and beautiful. She was having a spiritual experience. I was having an emotional one. Were those different? I didn’t know. But now I understood her earlier description of tantric sex where the object was not orgasm, but rather an intimate metaphysical union between two people.

      I finished shortly after her first contraction, but we lay connected for a long time after the final pulses worked themselves out. When she finally pushed me out, she lay on her back for my cleaning ceremony, then rolled over, inviting me to spoon in behind.

      I wrapped my arms around her torso, my closed hands buried in the softness of her chest, and we slept soundly as one unit.
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        * * *

      

      I again woke in an empty bed to the smell of fresh coffee. I knew she was meditating on the sand staring at the incredibly blue Mediterranean Sea. I poured a cup of coffee and went out to join her. It was a cool, beautiful morning. Walkers and joggers were moving up and down the beach. Sea birds were squawking, and freighters were quietly moving along the horizon.

      She spoke first without seeing me. “Good morning.”

      “Good morning. How’s Piya this morning?”

      “She’s never been happier. She’s just purring away down there. She really enjoyed her day yesterday.”

      “Is she looking forward to an isolated beach this morning?”

      “More than you can know.”

      “And how is Arya this morning?”

      “About the same as Piya. We’re very close.”

      “Can I bring you a cup of coffee?”

      “Yes, with lots of cream. I’ve finished yoga and meditation. It was lovely this morning. My heart is in a very happy place right now, and I really want to spend the day with you.”
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        * * *

      

      After breakfast, we taxied to a local dock to meet the boat. We packed a picnic lunch, snacks, and drinks in a backpack. The skipper brought snorkels, masks, and fins. We were dressed for a day on a remote beach that included a hike to a waterfall.

      The boat pulled away from the dock and motored out to sea. We sat quietly on a bench seat toward the front of the boat. The engine was noisy and smelled of fumes, and the boat tossed and turned in the waves. Arya snuggled close to me, and we focused on the beautiful sea in front of us. The trip took about a half hour before the skipper rounded a rocky outcropping and steered us into a small, quiet cove with a sandy white beach. The cove was surrounded by big boulders and dotted with rocks. I was glad the skipper was experienced. I didn’t need a shipwreck on a remote beach, but he expertly steered the bow up on the sand. We confirmed the pickup time, then stepped out in the water, wading up to the beach.

      We dropped our gear and watched him maneuver his small boat around the rocks, back out to sea, and out of sight.

      “Oh, Joey, this is so perfect.”

      “Is this like Goa?”

      “Yes. This was the Goa I loved the most.”

      “Can you picture your ashram set back in the trees on a beach like this?”

      “Yes, exactly.”

      “Does Piya like it here?”

      “I’m afraid she’s out of control right now, but I’m trying to keep her patient.”
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        * * *

      

      We disrobed, took a dip, settled on the beach, and planned our time here. We decided to take care of Piya first in hopes that we could get a second round before the skipper returned. After round one, we’d hike to the waterfall for a swim, return to snorkel around the bay looking at fish, and settle on the beach for round two and lunch.

      “You want to make love on the sand?” I asked. “I can lay out a towel so we don’t have to worry about the sand getting into annoying places.”

      “I want to lay naked on the sand. No towel. We won’t worry about the sand.”

      “I’m guessing this is not the first time you’ve done this.”

      “Lucky guess.”

      She settled on her back in the sand, her head lying on a sand pillow she had fashioned, her arms and legs splayed. She positioned a water bottle next to her that I assumed was for washing away unwanted sand. I stood above her looking down. She was smiling at me. It was a sight I never wanted to forget: her lovely brown skin against the pure-white sand; her black hair splayed on a sand pillow; her lean, slender torso; her perfect breasts with nipples extended; and her thick black triangle. I snapped a photo in my imagination that I hoped to retrieve many years from now.

      I asked, “Do you have a plan?”

      “I’d like for you to make love to me while I lie on my back looking at the sky.”

      I kneeled next to her head, leaned down, and kissed her warmly on the lips. After the kiss, she smiled at me. The kissing gradually morphed into a hot make-out session that lasted a long time. When I finally pulled my head back, I looked down at her body and could hear her breasts talking to me: Oh, Joey, please. We’d like to be French kissed just like that.

      I responded to the imaginary voice and adjusted my body so I was on my knees next to her breasts. Taking my time, I gave her breasts full open-mouthed kisses, working the hard ends with my tongue and lips as gently as I could. Her breasts were fantastic. She lay quietly letting me enjoy my feast, her eyes open, staring at the sky, but the coloring in her face had darkened, her breathing was elevated, and her eyes were glassy. She looked like she could be in a trance. Was she meditating?

      After a beautiful session with her breasts, I looked down and could hear Piya’s plaintiff voice: Hey, Joey, don’t forget about me.

      I positioned myself between Arya’s legs, put my hands under her buns, and lifted her to my mouth. Her body was salty and delicious. I worked my lips and tongue on her sensitive tissue for a long time. She lay still, but every exhale was a moan. I loved being intimate with her like this. When I sensed she couldn’t take the stimulation any longer, I leaned back on my haunches. Using the water bottle, I rinsed the sand off my hands, my erection, and her body.

      After rolling on a condom, I carefully positioned myself at her opening and gently pressed. Piya welcomed me ever so nicely, and we were connected. Sitting on my knees, I stroked gently, letting her body adjust. She averted her eyes from the sky to look at me. She looked happy. The sun was hot on our skin, the sea a few feet away. The sand was warm. Birds were flying over. The sound of waves gently arriving on the quiet, protected beach matched the lovely, soft moans from her throat.

      I leaned forward, resting on my elbows in the sand and cradling her body so no weight was on her. She took the opportunity to raise her legs and wrap them around my back and at the same time move Piya farther from the sand. I increased stroking until I was going to the end. She wrapped her arms around my upper back and pulled me tight, so our bodies were now together. I stroked from above and she stroked from below, the connection making a light smacking sound. I kissed her and she welcomed my mouth with a wide-open, hot, passionate kiss. We were connected above and below. It was a beautiful moment.

      We continued stroking together until her urgency required more, and we were aggressively thrusting when her first contraction arrived. She pulled me tight and deep as our bodies worked through the magical process. When the final pulses finally ended, we lay quietly in the sand, still connected, breathing hard, our bodies hot from more than the sun.

      I asked, “Is that what you had in mind?”

      “That was more than I could ever have imagined. I loved it so much. Thank you.”

      “I’ll never forget it.”

      “Neither will I. We’ll both have that forever.”

      “I love that thought. We have a few perfect days together, but we’ll have these memories forever.”
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        * * *

      

      We took another dip, then dressed for the hike to the waterfall. The skipper said the trail was narrow with encroaching brush. We put on shoes for the steep switchbacks and set off on the only trail leaving the beach. We’d been told it was about a twenty-minute hike.

      We walked in silence. I sensed a sadness in Arya that day, yet our lovemaking in the sand had been the most beautiful of our time together, and I felt very close to her. I couldn’t imagine my good fortune meeting her on the ferry and having a partner on Naxos. The hike was steep, hot, and tiring. But the lovely waterfall was beautiful with a small pool perfect for a dip. We dropped our clothes and slipped into the cool water, dropping our heads below the surface. The cool water felt so incredible, I kept my head under it and reveled in the sensations.

      We treaded water and enjoyed the waterfall splashing into the pool. I found a shallow rock to stand on. Arya swam to me, wrapped her arms and legs around my back, and rested her face against my shoulder. Her warm body in the cool water felt so good. It was a beautiful moment, but I wasn’t expecting what happened next.

      I felt her shudder and a warm sensation on my shoulder. I wasn’t sure what was going on until I realized she was crying. I held her tight, not knowing what to do or say. She seemed content to hold tight. Soon, her body was still again, but she remained snuggled against me. When she finally pushed back, she smiled at me and wiped the tears from her cheeks but didn’t say anything.

      We finished our dip, dressed, and hiked down the steep trail to the beach, walking in silence. I decided not to ask. If she had something she wanted to tell me, that was up to her. She lived in a metaphysical world that was very foreign to me. I didn’t pretend to understand her or what her life was like in her spiritual or meditative moments.

      We arrived back at the beach and took another dip before putting on snorkeling gear and drifting around the protected cove looking at fish, coral, and the beautiful colors in the underwater world. Back on the beach, she opened the backpack and retrieved the lunch we’d brought, laying choices out on a towel. We still hadn’t spoken since the waterfall. I had decided to wait until she was ready.

      “I assume you’ve figured out that I’ll be leaving tomorrow.”

      I sensed this was coming, but still felt that statement like a punch in my gut. It was the only thing that made sense with the tears.

      I didn’t know what to say, and finally mustered, “What’s up?”

      “We’ve had our time. These were the most beautiful three days of my life. I really don’t have words to express how much I’ve enjoyed them, or what they’ve meant to me. But it’s time for me to go and for you to have your adventure on Plaka Beach.”

      “I’ve had the most wonderful adventure on Plaka Beach with you.”

      “I understand. But you came with a purpose. I’ve seen your condom supply. I understand the journey you’re on. I know the effect your body has on a woman enjoying the nude beach. You’re here to meet ladies and, as you put it, make new friends. I get that, and I want you to have that experience.”

      “Maybe you’re the experience I came for.”

      “I hope that’s true. But there are more adventures out there for you. I know you’re not here to have sex with women. You’re here to make new friends and have intimate experiences. If the friendships are anything like what we’ve created, I want you to have them.”

      I didn’t have words in response. I was sad, but I also knew she was a woman of strong convictions. She’d made her decision, and I wasn’t going to change her mind. I didn’t expect her to go on, but she did.

      “There’s something too about the perfectness of our time together, from the moment we met on the ferry until this moment right here. Everything has been just like a dream, a string of perfect back-to-back moments extending through the day and night. I want to remember our days exactly how they’ve been: exchanging looks on the ferry, your awkward approach sidestepping along the bench carrying your backpack, learning we were both staying on Plaka Beach, riding in the back of that cab together, dinner at Zorba’s, the disrobing on the nude beach, swimming naked in the Mediterranean, lunch at Nico’s, and your foot washing ceremony. I’m not going to recite it all, but it has been just one perfect moment after another. And each moment has been burned into my memory. I’m not going to forget any of them.”

      She paused. The food was laid out on the blanket, but I wasn’t hungry.

      She said, “You don’t have to say anything, but I wish you would.”

      I mustered a smile.

      “And that’s just so Joey. That smile. You’re never about yourself. You’ve only been about me. It doesn’t matter how you feel. It’s always been about how I feel. You’ve been so completely dedicated to making me feel good, and you’re doing that right now.”

      I knew I needed to say something. “I came to Naxos in hopes of meeting someone and making a new friend. I could never have imagined meeting you. You’re so completely different than anyone in my world. Meeting you has confirmed my original instinct that traveling around the world might lead to people I wouldn’t otherwise meet in my protected little Philadelphia world. I live for people and ideas. How would I have ever met you if I hadn’t made this journey?”

      She responded, “You asked about my spiritual journey. I don’t have the energy to try to capture that for you right now. Perhaps we can become pen pals and continue our friendship that way. But I do believe in a God, and I believe in the human spirit. I believe that everything we need resides inside us, that learning what’s inside requires a constant, never-ending search, and that quiet meditation is an essential part of that search. But human interaction is also a part of that journey, and I’ve learned so much from you.”

      She paused. These moments were so beautiful, sitting naked on the sand, baring our souls. I was sad, but I was happy too. I waited for her to continue.

      “I’ve never known a more selfless person than you, Joey: watching you befriend Lydia on the ferry, sit with her, bring her water, and deliver her to her father; catering to my vegetarian preferences, going to the market so I could have organic yoghurt and fruit for breakfast; taking me to the Ethiopian restaurant so we could sit on a rug and eat food with our bare hands; teaching me to dance in that wild nightclub; the way you honored and respected my body at all times, washing my feet and cleaning so carefully between my toes, soaping me ever so gently in the shower; intently watching me every moment of our lovemaking, and always waiting for me to finish first; bringing me to an isolated beach so we could make love in the sand. At every turn, it was about me, never about you.”

      She paused. I sat still, my feet in the sand, the sun hot on my body, the waves softly landing on the shore. She continued.

      “Seeing you be the person you are—just meeting you—has made me a better person. I want to be that person to others in my world. I want to see them, really see them, really understand them, and be there for them like you’ve been there for me. This is how the world becomes a better place, one person at a time. You’ve enlarged my world, and I will never forget you.”

      She paused one more time before closing her thoughts.

      “But it’s time for me to move on with my journey and for you to move forward with yours.”
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        * * *

      

      We didn’t make love a second time on the remote beach. I finally ate a few bites of food. We waited for our skipper to rescue us from our romantic hideaway. Back at the cottage, we showered, made love a final time on my bed, and fell into a deep siesta with me spooned in tight behind. We had happy hour on the patio, dinner at Zorba’s, and turned in early. We didn’t make love that night or in the morning but snuggled all night.

      We had yoghurt and fruit for breakfast on the patio after her morning yoga and meditation. She wouldn’t let me take her to the ferry. She said she was going to cry, and she wanted to have that cry privately in my arms at the cottage. Alexa called for a cab, and we stood inside the door in a long final embrace, her tears warming my T-shirt.

      The cab arrived, she gave me a final warm kiss, tears still in her eyes, and got in the back seat. Her arm out the window gave me a final wave as the cab went around the bend and out of my life.
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        * * *

      

      I collapsed on the patio in a deep Adirondack with a fresh cup of coffee. I’d never felt like this before, deep in melancholy, a mixture of sad and happy. Sad that she was gone. Happy that I’d had the experience. I was enriched by an amazing person with whom I’d shared three days. I would never forget Arya and hoped fate would bring us together again. Might I meet her for a week on a beach in Goa for the Indian version of our Plaka adventure? Might I stay in her ashram one day, perhaps twenty or thirty years from now, after we both found our soulmates and raised our families? Would she ever come to Philadelphia for a visit? I contemplated the possibilities as a quiet peacefulness settled over me replacing the melancholy.

      I was a better person for having met Arya, and that felt good.
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        * * *

      

      I’m not sure how long I sat quietly. Had I fallen into a meditative trance when Maggie ventured by, saw me sitting on the patio, and waved? I invited her to come and sit. I poured coffee for both of us, and we settled in.

      “Where’s Arya?”

      “She left on the morning ferry for Mykonos.”

      “How are you?”

      “I’m processing the time we had together and trying to prepare for my remaining days on Plaka Beach.”

      “I get it. She was special. You were lucky to have had that time with her.”

      “I agree. And how are you today?”

      “Excellent. I love this place, everything about it. I can’t wait to come back next year.” She sipped her coffee. “I didn’t see you on the beach yesterday.”

      “We took a boat to a private beach.”

      “I can picture the two of you on a private beach.”

      “It was nice.”

      “Are you headed to the nude beach later?”

      “Yes. You?”

      “Yes.” She paused. “I hesitate to say this fresh off Arya leaving, but there was a single woman on the beach yesterday. She made me think of you.”

      “Why is that?”

      “She just looked interesting. She was alone, about your age, and looked like she’d like to meet someone. But no one approached, and she spent the day sunbathing, reading, and swimming. I watched her arrive and leave alone. If you check in with me when you arrive, I’ll point her out to you.”

      “You have the perfect vantage point on your bluff for seeing the comings and goings.”

      “Yes, I like it up there. I have my privacy, yet I can see everyone else. Maybe I can be your spotter.”

      “Is it that obvious that I’m here to make new friends?”

      “Yes, Joey, I’m afraid it is and, in your case, that’s never going to be a problem.”
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        * * *

      

      We agreed to head down to the nude beach together at ten.

      I sat quietly on my patio still recovering from Arya’s leaving and thinking about my remaining time on Naxos.

      Arya had been in my arms just a few hours ago. I’d loved my time with her, but she was gone. Still, it felt strange to be venturing out to the nude beach in hopes of meeting someone so close to her departure. But she left for a purpose, a very specific purpose. She wanted me to make new friends on the beach, and I wanted that too. I let my mind process the confusion of that dynamic.

      But, in the end, I decided I would head down to the nude beach with an open mind. If I met someone, great. If not, I’d lie in the sun, swim in the ocean, and enjoy the day as best I could.

      I was happy to see Maggie when she reappeared. It was fun having a friend on Naxos. We walked together along the shore, our feet splashing in the shallow waves, making small talk. It was another perfect day on Naxos. The sky was clear, the sun hot, the ocean deep blue, the breeze off the water refreshing, and the sights on the beach varied and interesting.

      As we approached the nude beach, she said, “That’s her, the tall, slender, dark-haired woman walking into the water for a dip.”

      I watched the attractive woman dive into a breaking wave.

      “Maybe I’ll head over there and take a swim.”

      “Yes, Joey, you do that, and please check with me later.”

      Maggie headed off for her perch, and I walked over to the front of the beach to disrobe and take a dip.

      My first Greek adventure had been spectacular. Was there another chapter in my future?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Author Note

          

        

      

    

    
      Dear Reader,

      

      I hope you enjoyed reading Joey’s First Greek Adventure as much as I enjoyed writing it.

      

      If you enjoyed it, there are three things I would love for you to do:

      
        	Leave a review. The best gift a reader can do for an author is leave a rating or review. I would be honoured if you would be willing to do that. Here’s a link for such a review: https://books2read.com/joeys-first-greek-adventure.

        	Keep reading for a sneak peek of  Joey Does Greece, book 1 in the Joey Series. If you like your erotic romance hot, hilarious, heart-warming, and satisfying, you’ll love Joey Does Greece… Turn the page to start reading now.

      

      

      Thank you again for taking a chance on me.

      

      Happy Reading,

      
        
        Kris Kassady
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            Joey Does Greece

          

        

      

    

    
      The ferry from Athens approached the Naxos harbor. It was a hot early August day with a mild breeze, temperature in the eighties, and a cloudless sky. I stood next to the front rail eagerly anticipating arrival. The sun sparkled on the wave tops of the deep blue Mediterranean Sea. I was surrounded by European and American sun-seekers loaded with backpacks and travel gear, preparing to party on their next Greek island.

      I was traveling alone on my annual trek to Greece, always Naxos, always early August, always for two weeks. I had my routine down, and it never disappointed, consistently producing the best two weeks of my year. Why change a perfect program?

      The ferry snuggled into its berth, the crowd teeming with energy, a tiny snapshot of the fifteen million tourists who descended on the Greek Isles each summer. What was there not to like? Guaranteed daily sun, clear skies, sandy beaches, the warm, swimmable Mediterranean, outdoor beach bars open to the wee hours, legendary Greek food, music, dancing, and the best people-watching on the planet. The Greek islands exploded with hedonistic energy each summer before dying down to quiet village life in the winter.

      My annual trek to Naxos was for all the above reasons, but mostly for the spectacular nude beach on the back side of the island—one of the top five nude beaches in the world, and certainly the best in Greece. After the ferry docked, I strolled off with my backpack and signaled the first cabbie who approached, giving directions to the Naxos Cottages on Plaka Beach. I opened the windows in the cab and enjoyed the hot breeze and sights on the picturesque drive to the remote back side of Naxos.

      After a quick grocery stop for breakfast supplies, my cabbie pulled up to the whitewashed Naxos Beach Cottages with the iconic blue trim, the quintessential Greek beach destination. I grabbed my backpack and walked into the reception area and was warmly greeted by Alexa. Each year at checkout, I reserved the same corner unit for the same dates the following year, thereby guaranteeing I’d have the best cottage on the best beach.

      At reception, I ordered a half bottle of champagne for immediate delivery, then went to unpack. When the champagne arrived, I took it to my outdoor patio, opened it, and poured myself a glass, settled into a beach chair, and toasted my good fortune. My private patio had an unobstructed view of the nearly three-mile-long white sandy Plaka Beach. Beyond was the Mediterranean Sea stretching for hundreds of miles, with passing ships and distant Greek islands on the horizon. My ground-floor patio was surrounded by lush bougainvillea in full bloom.

      I put my head back in the deep chair, enjoying the warm sea breeze, smelling the salty air and sweet bougainvillea, and watching sunbathers packing up for the day. It was late afternoon, time for a shower, happy hour, dinner, and whatever beckoned after that. Dozens of outdoor beach bars offered drinks, music, food, and a rousing party that meandered into the morning hours.

      I finished the champagne, put on my swimsuit, and headed out for a dip. Plaka Beach was thirty yards from my patio. Arriving at powdery sand, I dropped my towel and ran into the Mediterranean, taking a big dive into the warm salt water. I’d been yearning for that moment. I surfaced, shook the drops from my face, and treaded water, scanning the beach and horizon, enjoying a lovely moment. The champagne, sun, water, breeze, and view were all in play. Life was good.

      After the swim, I returned to the room, showered, and dressed for dinner in shorts, sandals, and a Caribbean Tommy Bahama shirt, my uniform for a Greek summer. My wardrobe consisted of four pairs of shorts, eight Tommy Bahamas, a swimsuit, and two pairs of sandals. What more did a guy need in paradise? Oh, yeah, and three dozen oversized condoms.

      I took the short walk to Zorba’s, my favorite beach bar, and was greeted by Demetra, a waitress who remembered me from prior years. After a warm hug, she seated me at the end of the bar with the best view of the restaurant and beach. I ordered a margarita and smelled the garlic wafting out of the kitchen.

      Zorba’s was packed, noisy, and festive every night of the Naxos summer. A three-piece band was playing live Greek music. People weren’t dancing yet, but the night was young. I sat inconspicuously at the bar. I didn’t expect to meet anyone that night. Fully clothed in a place like this, I didn’t attract attention. Any woman interested in me would likely be plain, modestly attractive, quiet, and introverted, like myself. I had lived with my average appearance for thirty-four years. I knew the profile of women interested in me, and I was fine with that. I was what I was: average looking, certainly not exciting. I didn’t look to be that hunky party guy most women came to Greece to hook up with.

      But all that would change the next day on the nude beach. I was patient. I knew opportunities would present themselves. They always did. I wasn’t in a hurry. On this, my first night on Naxos, I was content to sit quietly at the bar, down a few margaritas, enjoy the music, and survey the crowd. After a few drinks, I ordered a plate of moussaka, finished with the baklava, and returned to my cottage. I was tired from the long flight and the ferry trip from Athens.

      I collapsed happily in my bed.
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        * * *

      

      I slept soundly for ten hours, the doors to my patio open, the fresh night air cooling the room. A single sheet was all I needed until morning, when I pulled up a blanket for the last few hours. The morning air felt great. I awoke refreshed, put on a pot of coffee, and went directly into the large walk-in shower. After a long, warm shower, I dried off and studied myself in the full-length mirror. I started with the chest and shoulders. I’d been lifting weights and doing daily ab drills for several years to build the upper body. I liked what I saw. Over the last two years, I’d increased my weight from 170 to 185 pounds, all muscle. I’d also been hitting the tanning booth four times a week for two months to get a decent full-body tan. I learned my first year that starting a Greek vacation with a sunburn was not fun. The tanned, sculpted upper body looked good.

      My eyes moved below, where I was hanging low and heavy. I was gifted with that, and it was my signature feature. I studied the entire package. Nothing more I could do about any of that. I was what I was, and I was ready for my annual Greek vacation.

      I put on my swimsuit, poured a mug of coffee, and carried fresh yogurt and fruit to the patio. Beach time was between 10:00 and 2:00. The beach was most crowded at that time and best for people-watching. It was warm enough by 10:00, and after 2:00 the afternoon sun was too intense. Afternoon was for siesta, particularly for those who partied into the night. It was 9:00, so that gave me an hour to hit the local market to stock up on more groceries, which I did. With the fridge stocked, I geared up for the beach and headed out.

      Plaka Beach was a nearly three-mile-long, stunningly beautiful, white sandy beach on the Mediterranean Sea. At the end of the beach where my cottage was located, attire was mixed—some topless women, but mostly clothed sunbathers. Beach attire got scantier farther down the beach. While Americans first arriving were fascinated by topless and nude sunbathers, all seemed natural by the second or third day. Europeans were comfortable from the start. I lived for it. But the bottom line was that everyone wore what they wanted, and no one cared what anyone was wearing.

      At the far end of the beach, where I was going, all the women were at least topless, and all the guys were nude. I headed down to that end with my backpack and supplies. I knew the routine. In the custom of the beach, I wore a swimsuit to my destination. Plaka Beach that day was beautifully populated with sunbathers of all ages, nationalities, and ethnicities. I loved that about the Greek summer. Tourists from all over Europe, America, and even the Middle East loved vacationing on Naxos. It was Greece, but it felt like a cultural melting pot.

      I strolled past what appeared to be a large Greek family of all ages, perhaps six or eight in all, including children. Beach towels spread out over the sand, shaded by large umbrellas. A portable table sagged with food, a bowl of fruit, and several bottles of wine. Several of the women were topless, and others wore swimsuits or beach dresses. Standing in the middle watching me walk by was a short, barrel-chested, brown, naked man, who I imagined to be the family patriarch, perhaps in his sixties, graying hair, extremely well endowed, his long, thick member wagging proudly below. Since he was the only man with a half dozen women, my mind couldn’t help imagining what might be happening later.

      As I approached the beach where I liked to set up, I checked out a nearby coed volleyball game in progress, all players nude, laughing, and having a great time, junk flopping all about. The very farthest corner of the beach, up against a rock wall that signaled the end, was populated by gay men. Greece is a top tourist destination for gay men and women. The gay bars on Naxos rocked all night. About a hundred yards down the beach, at the very end, forty or fifty naked men were swimming and sunning. I had learned that the best way to avoid approaches by gay men was to stay away from the obviously gay portion of the beach.

      Selecting the final resting place on a nude beach is a skill that I had carefully refined over time. It had to be far enough down the beach to be in the nude section, but not too far or I’d be with the gay guys. I wanted to be situated near people who looked fun to get to know, but I didn’t want to crowd anyone. After surveying the beach on my approach, I selected an open spot directly in the middle of three interesting situations.

      The first situation appeared to be a single woman with her son. I guessed the boy was about twelve. They were playing a paddleball game, hitting a small rubber ball back and forth near their beach towels. The boy was naked with a full-body tan. The mother was topless, showing the largest and most perfect breasts imaginable. I guessed she was in her early thirties, but her medium-build body was hard and tanned. Her breasts were huge, firm, beautifully shaped, and swaying back and forth as she played the game. I tried not to stare as I walked past, but it was hard. I noticed that most sunbathers in the area, men and women, were keeping an eye on her. I imagined their eyes, tucked discreetly behind sunglasses, moving back and forth like a tennis match spectator.

      The second situation, and most intriguing, was four college-age girls sunbathing together, all topless but in bikini bottoms. Wearing dark sunglasses, they were sitting up and showing brown breasts of different shapes and sizes, all beautiful. They looked fun and compelling.

      The third situation was what appeared to be a hippie-style Scandinavian couple with two daughters. All four members of the family were tall, slender, blond, and nude. The father had long, unruly hair and a matching beard. The mother was small breasted, beautiful, and had wild blond hair. I guessed the daughters to be about thirteen and eleven, both in puberty. Nude families were not that unusual, particularly from northern Europe, but two naked pubescent girls were somewhat unusual on the nude beach. After noting the situation, I made a point not to look at the girls, who were frolicking in the water.

      Back up on the highest part of the beach, I recognized Maggie, an American woman in her forties who visited each year at the same time and who stayed several cottages down from me. Completely naked, she was hard to miss at three hundred pounds, her larger body a surprising contrast to the mostly slim population on the beach. Over time I had grown accustomed to seeing her, and we’d become friends. She seemed as comfortable with her body as anyone else on the beach, so I took her size in stride. Several years back, swimming at the same time, we’d fallen into conversation, and now each year I invite her to have lunch at Nico’s, the nearest beach bar, or for happy hour on my patio. She’s an intelligent, interesting woman, and I always look forward to spending time with her.

      She had watched me walking up the beach, and when I looked up at her, we exchanged friendly waves. I normally would have checked in with her first thing, but because I had identified a desirable spot to settle, I decided to grab it and visit her shortly.

      I moved toward an open spot of sand in the middle of the three interesting situations. It was a perfect landing spot. I took my time setting up. I had attracted no attention. I was just another guy arriving at the beach. I laid out two extra-large beach towels, planted an umbrella, pulled out my water thermos, and set out the sun lotion. I didn’t like to oil up until after the first dip. But first I sat and surveyed the scene.

      The volleyball game sounded fun with lots of laughing and smack talk. The large-breasted woman and her son had put down the paddles and were playing a card game on a beach towel. The gay guys were generally quiet with a few men parading their goods. The four college girls were talking quietly, not far away. I hadn’t made eye contact with them yet. The sun felt wonderful, the sky was blue, and the Mediterranean was magically beautiful.

      I’d finally made it. I was at my happy place. And I was about to get a whole lot happier. I tried to relax, feeling the adrenaline start to build, breathing deeply to calm myself, sweat beading in my palms. When I was ready, I stood up and stretched. It was time. I could feel eyes on me. It was only natural to watch the new arrival disrobe, and I was in the middle of a hundred nude sunbathers. The custom was to wear a swimsuit to your location, then disrobe at the spot. The etiquette, of course, was to not stare at other naked people, but that was, of course, ridiculous. You didn’t come to one of the most beautiful nude beaches in the world and not watch people disrobe.

      I let the moment linger. I lived for this moment all year. There were few places in the world where this experience was possible. My arousal surged. There was nothing like exposing yourself to the world on a warm, sunny day on a beautiful Mediterranean beach. Finally, I untied the drawstrings, put my thumbs on each side of my suit, and gently slid it down to my ankles, standing up again to stretch.

      Two of the college girls gasped and the other two giggled. I didn’t look over at them, but with sunglasses shielding my eyes, I was able to see the reaction of the woman with large breasts. Taking a short break from her card game, she was staring at me. She couldn’t be sure that I was looking at her, but just the same she flashed a thumbs-up. I pretended not to see. The Scandinavian family was oblivious to such matters, the parents sunning, the girls playing in the water.

      I strolled slowly down to the water with my sunglasses on, away from where the young girls were playing, walked in up to my chest, took my glasses off, and dunked under the surface. The cool salt water was unbelievably refreshing. Upon surfacing, I slipped my sunglasses back on and started treading water. I could feel the attention of most of the sunbathers in the neighborhood. They were reading and talking and laughing and enjoying themselves, but their eyes were on me, the newcomer on the beach.

      I had formulated my plan and was nervous about it. Approaching people on a nude beach had to be done right. It had to be tasteful, and not pushy, and with a legitimate purpose and humor. Because I knew I had the attention of the college girls, and because they looked fun, they were my first-day goal. I was still contemplating my approach when I finished my swim and slowly walked out of the water. I could feel every eye on the beach checking me out.

      They say cold water makes it shrink. Well, swimming naked in the Mediterranean on a beautiful day had the opposite effect on me. It was a stimulating experience, and I could feel the swelling as I walked out of the water, hanging low and heavy. I stopped for about ten seconds, wiping the water from my hair and face, letting anyone interested check out the situation.

      I walked back to my setup, picked up a towel, and dried off. I applied a generous coat of suntan protection, then proceeded with my plan, still not looking at the nearby college girls, although I could feel their eyes on my body. With my beach spot secured, I decided it was time to visit Maggie. We were casual friends, and it was always nice to see a friendly face on vacation. I was used to seeing her fully naked. She was grinning ear to ear when I walked up.

      “Joey! Welcome to Naxos. How’s it hanging?”

      “Hi, Maggie. About the same.”

      “It’s looking mighty fine to me. Thanks for coming over.”

      Maggie liked to flirt, even though there had never been a spark between us, and I took it in stride.

      “Anything interesting going on today?”

      Maggie knew I was asking about prospects. She liked being my spotter on the beach.

      “The woman with the watermelon boobs is interested. She was really checking you out. I’m sure you saw her thumbs-up when you disrobed. She’s been the number-one attraction on the beach until you showed up.”

      “I admit she’s striking. How have you been?”

      “Can’t complain. I’m two doors down from you this year. I hope we can share a happy hour or two.”

      “Definitely. Let’s plan on it.”

      “Well, I’d appreciate it if you could squeeze me in. I know your dance card fills up.”

      “I always have time for you, Maggie. See you soon.”

      I liked Maggie. She was a good person with a heart of gold, as well as an accomplished artist and intelligent conversationalist. She had a painting studio set up in her place, and it was fun to see what she was doing.

      I strolled over to the volleyball game. There were several attractive women playing. I couldn’t tell if they were attached or not. Mainly, I was surveying the scene. I saw several women checking me out. They invited me to play, and I said maybe later. I watched for a few minutes and headed back to my setup.

      My base was right in the middle of where I wanted to be. The Scandinavian family was in front of me to the left. The large-breasted woman was in front to the right. The four college girls were ten yards to my right. Maggie was directly behind up on the hill. The volleyball game was behind to the left. I surveyed the scene and decided it was time to make a run at the main targets. I took a deep breath, reviewed my opening lines, and strolled casually over to the four college girls.

      I stopped directly in front of them, a towel around my neck. The towel gave me a place to put my hands because it was awkward enough standing naked in front of four young topless women. I acted as casually as I could but didn’t want to speak too soon in case one of them might start the conversation. Because of their sunglasses, I couldn’t see their eyes, but there was no doubt I had their full attention. They were all in anti-droop mode, sitting back, arms straight behind in the sand to support the position, shoulders back with breasts forward in the most flattering display possible, each beautiful. They waited for me to speak first.

      “Excuse me, but by chance might any of you beautiful ladies be American?”

      A large-breasted girl with a decidedly German accent said, “Watch out, girls, Casanova says we’re beautiful. Better hold on to your bikini bottoms.”

      Giggles and smiles. An American voice spoke up. “I’m Becca from Boston.” She was petite with larger than proportional breasts.

      “Hi, Becca. I’m Joey from Philly.”

      Becca asked, “Why are you looking for an American?”

      “I’m curious to everyone’s view on this, but I wanted to start with an American, because I think Europeans might have a different take on my question.”

      I had their attention. I wasn’t just hitting on them—I had a legitimate excuse for coming over.

      Becca asked, “What’s up?”

      Without looking at the Scandinavian family, I said, “I guess I’m just asking your advice about the two young girls playing on the beach. It makes me uncomfortable. I don’t feel it’s appropriate to look at them. I’m wondering if I’m having an American experience here, or if this is an awkward situation for everyone.”

      A girl with a Spanish accent said, “Oh my God, that’s so funny. We had that conversation yesterday when the young boy showed up and again today when that family arrived. They came about an hour before you. Becca said we shouldn’t look, but the rest of us disagreed.”

      “If you don’t mind my asking, where are the rest of you coming from?”

      “I’m Beatriz from Spain.” She was petite with beautiful, small, round breasts.

      “I’m Gretchen from Germany.” Gretchen had a medium build with full breasts and a beautiful, toned body.

      “I’m Gio from Italy.” Gio was the only one who hadn’t spoken, and she was the one who had most captured my attention. She was tall and slender with olive skin, perfect breasts, and a pretty smile. I was trying to equally distribute my attention, but I couldn’t help looking at her, and I knew she was checking me out. She seemed the most nervous, playing with her hands and shifting around. Her dark, oversized nipples were pointing straight up.

      “So, what say the rest of you about the girls?”

      Gretchen said, “It’s not a sexual situation. People are just sunbathing and swimming on a beach. No one is taking advantage of anyone. That family is not inhibited about their bodies. They’re just having a nice time at the beach. It’s not like watching child porn. They’re a beautiful family with healthy attitudes about their bodies. There’s nothing to be ashamed about.”

      Gio and Beatriz nodded concurrence.

      Becca said, “I guess. I just don’t want to look at them. If they were out of puberty, maybe, but they’re right in the middle of it. It makes me uncomfortable. For me, it’s harder to look at the young boy with his mother, maybe like it’s harder for you to look at the young girls.”

      I said, “Okay, then, it looks like I was just having an American moment. Thanks for the help.”

      Beatriz asked, “Who’s your girlfriend on the hill? She looks like a real sweetheart.” They had watched me go visit her.

      “That’s Maggie. We vacation here at the same time every year and stay at the same hotel. We’ve gotten to know each other. She’s a very talented artist who lives in New Mexico and teaches art at the Santa Fe University of Art and Design. You’d like her. She’s a very fun, articulate, and creative lady.”

      I hoped the conversation wouldn’t turn to her size. Some Europeans I’d encountered had strong feelings about American obesity, and Maggie was on full display, but it seemed like my flattering description took that out of play.

      Becca said, “Cool. Thanks for the background.”

      Gio finally said, “You’re welcome to bring your chair over if you’d like. It looks like we could use some new perspective.”

      I was pretty sure that Gio and I were making a connection, and I considered this a positive sign, because I liked everything about her. I seized on the opportunity, casually walked over, picked up my chair and valuables, leaving my other gear in place. I didn’t want to crowd the girls but liked the idea of getting to know them. They whispered together while I was away. I was curious as to their discussion. I hoped Gio wasn’t getting in trouble for inviting me over, but I didn’t think that was the case.

      I set my low beach chair in front, facing them, with my back to the sea, and sat down, my junk flopping over the chair and lying in the sand, on full display. Beatriz giggled, then quickly corrected.

      “So how is it that you all speak such beautiful English?” It was true. They each had a decided accent, but grammar and word usage were spot-on.

      Beatriz said, “These days growing up in Europe requires fluency in English. We get it all the way through school and each of us has studied either in England or America at some point. We speak to each other in English. A Turk and a Greek speak English to each other. It’s a necessity of life in Europe now.”

      I pretty much knew that but was especially impressed with the fluency I’d heard so far. “Well, your English is excellent. Congratulations. It makes me embarrassed that I don’t know your languages.”

      Beatriz changed the subject, speaking in her beautiful Spanish accent. “Did you see Heidi checking you out?”

      “Heidi?”

      “We don’t know her name, but she’s speaking German with her son, so we call her Heidi.”

      “And what did you name her son?”

      “Boris.”

      I looked over to see Heidi still playing cards with her son. “Oh, I guess I didn’t see her.”

      All four squealed in protest led by Becca. “Yeah right! And we didn’t see you either.” The girls threw their hands up for a high five from Becca.

      Gretchen said, “And you just happened to put down by Heidi and us, right? Then you just happened to walk over and wag your big flag right in our faces. Just a coincidence, huh?”

      More high fives. Everyone was laughing.

      I smiled, pretending to suppress a laugh but acting innocent of the claim. “Well, I certainly saw the four of you. I mean, wow. I’ve never seen such a beautiful sight, four stunning young women with breasts from heaven.”

      More squeals and protests. Beatriz said, “Yeah right, and you never saw Heidi.”

      I looked over at Heidi. “Nope. Just you four.”

      Becca said, “You’re so full of it.” We were all laughing. They knew it wasn’t true but were enjoying the flattery just the same.

      Beatriz said, “Heads up, girls. New development.”

      I turned to watch as the young boy was making his way toward the Scandinavian girls. He was playing in the water about ten yards away from them. I reversed my chair, so I was sitting next to Gio—where I most wanted to be—and now had a perfect view of the Scandinavian parents, their two daughters, the young boy, and his mother. Both sets of parents were pretending not to watch, but of course they were. Everyone on the beach was studying the situation.

      Gretchen said to me, “So what’s that boy going to do if… well, you know what happens to young boys when they see naked girls?”

      I said, “He’s got to head for deeper water and hope the cold shrinks it back to normal.”

      Giggles. Beatriz said, “It didn’t shrink you up, now, did it?”

      More giggles.

      “I might be an exception to the rule. I find swimming naked to be quite stimulating.”

      Beatriz said, “Yeah, we noticed.”

      I said, “Well, it’s not just men who have this problem.” I left it there and let each of them check to see what was happening with their breasts. All looked normal except for Gio. Her oversized nipples were completely erect, two large, dark thimbles pointing beautifully up.

      Gio took it all in stride. “There’s nothing I can do about that. And it doesn’t mean I’m aroused. You know, sometimes it just happens.”

      I decided not to say anything further, but the other girls weren’t about to let her off the hook.

      Beatriz said, “Good Lord, Gio, you better head into the water.”

      Gretchen, who had larger breasts but smaller nipples, said, “If I had nipples like that, I’d rule the earth.”

      Gio said simply, “I am what I am. They are what they are.” She pulled her shoulders back, which only accentuated the stunning presentation.

      I changed the awkward subject. We were still looking at the German boy and the Scandinavian girls. They were still playing in the surf about ten yards apart, obviously aware of the other. “Do the Scandinavian girls have names yet?”

      Beatriz said, “Gretchen says they’re speaking Swedish. We haven’t had time to name the parents, but we gave the girls Swedish names. The older we named Astrid and the younger Kirsten.”

      We all watched the fascinating scene unfold. After a few minutes, Astrid walked directly over to Boris and introduced herself, holding out her hand for a shake, which Boris accepted. This was a first for me: a naked thirteen-year-old girl walking up to a naked boy her age on a nude beach in Greece with parents watching. They were talking casually, until Boris came out of the water, retrieved the paddles and ball from his mother, and went over to play the paddle ball game with Astrid.

      I said, “Do we assume they’re speaking English?”

      Gretchen said, “Yes, a Swede speaking to a German would typically speak English.”

      Becca taunted me: “This might be your big chance. Heidi is all alone. I’m sure you’ve dreamed up some snazzy pickup line for her.”

      “You ladies have the wrong idea about me. I’m sitting with the most beautiful women on the beach and you’re trying to get me to hit on Heidi, who, by the way, I never even noticed.”

      More squeals of protest. “Yeah right, you never noticed Heidi.”

      Heidi was sitting straight, shoulders back, huge breasts resting beautifully on her chest, watching her son playing with the Swedish girl.

      I was feeling playful. “So did you have time to assign me a name?”

      Gretchen said, “Oh, we never even noticed you, just like you never noticed Heidi.” More giggles.

      Gio then stood up and said, “I’m going for a swim.”

      I jumped all over that. “Mind if I join you?”

      “Please do.”

      On the way to the water, I said, “Let’s say hi to Heidi. She looks lonely, and your friends will like it if we stop and talk to her.”

      Gio didn’t say anything, but she stayed with me as I walked toward Heidi, who saw us approaching. She turned to greet us and went into anti-droop mode, her hands braced behind her, shoulders back as far as they could go. The result was breathtaking. She looked up at us with a pleasant smile.

      I said, “It looks like your son has found a friend.”

      “Finally.” She spoke in clear English, but with a strong German accent. “He’s stuck on this vacation with his boring mother, not many kids around his age. I wanted him to meet the girls, but he’s shy. I couldn’t believe that girl just walked up and introduced herself. I think they’re cute together.”

      “Beautiful, really. We enjoyed watching it happen. I must confess that this would not be happening in America. So I’m completely fascinated by it. Young boy meets young girl on a nude beach in Greece. I’m guessing your son will remember this for a long time.”

      “I hope so. Mainly, I hope they make friends. I want him to have a good time in such a beautiful place.”

      Whenever she looked away, I studied her incredible breasts. I returned the favor by looking at the kids, giving her a chance to study me, and she surprised me with her next words.

      “Your schlong is very handsome.”

      I chuckled. She left me speechless with that. I briefly considered complimenting her breasts but decided against it.

      She was looking at me with a big smile. I sensed she was enjoying putting me on the defensive, and she wasn’t done. “In German, we say schlong.”

      Gio said in her beautiful Italian accent, “In Italian, we say gabagootz.”

      “Well, whatever you call it, it’s very beautiful. Everyone on the beach is enjoying it very much.”

      “Not as much as they’re enjoying you.”

      She had expected the compliment but deflected it immediately. “I don’t think so. By the way, I’m Hanna.” We introduced ourselves and shook hands.

      “What’s your boy’s name?”

      “Klaus.”

      “Well, good luck with Klaus. He’s a lucky boy to find these beautiful Swedish girls.” The paddleball players laughed, clearly having a good time. The younger sister sat nearby watching.

      “Thanks for stopping. Enjoy your swim.”

      Gio and I walked down to the water and dove in. All the college girls looked fun, but Gio really had my attention. She was beautiful and just looked interesting. Tall, slender, and lean with rich black shoulder-length hair. Her nose reminded me of Pénelope Cruz, a little crooked, but with character. I couldn’t tell how much of the dark olive skin was natural and how much came from the sun, but the result was spectacular, no visible tan lines. Her most arresting features were the dark, oversized nipples, which had remained erect as we walked to the water. I speculated about why she suggested swimming. Was she hot? Did she want to calm herself? Or was she interested in getting time with me? I hoped the latter. She had said the least in our beach banter, so I was happy to have a chance to talk with her.

      “I’m not sure what Gio might be short for?”

      “Giovanna. The male version is Giovanni. Both are very common in Italy.”

      “It’s a beautiful name.”

      We were treading water and talking comfortably. The view of the beach was fun. I had made a nice entry on my first day and was pleased that Gio had initiated the swim. She was certainly acting interested.

      “You made an impressive presentation to our little group. We’ve been sitting on that beach topless for three days, and you’re the first guy to approach us. We were starting to feel unattractive. So thanks for coming over.”

      “Believe me, the pleasure is all mine. It’s not easy walking up to a group of complete strangers on a nude beach.”

      “You seem pretty confident.”

      “That’s all an act. It’s possible I become a different person when my clothes come off.”

      “Interesting, but I get that. You have good reason to feel confident around women.”

      I changed the subject. “I usually have lunch at Nico’s.” I pointed toward the bar just down the beach. “I was planning to invite all four of you. Do you think your friends might accept if I extended the invitation?”

      “I’m sure they will, and I would like that too.” She hesitated. “They all have serious boyfriends, so maybe that’s helpful information for you.”

      “Very helpful. And you?”

      “I’m very available right now.” She looked at me with a wicked smile. Okay, then, she couldn’t get much more direct than that. I liked that about European women. They were strong and didn’t play games.

      “Good to know. Has your body settled down yet?” The conversation was promising, and I decided to keep it a little racy.

      “I don’t think so. You know that was your fault. But it feels good. I like that feeling, especially in the water.” She gave me another sexy smile.

      “I can’t get out of the water right now just thinking about it.”

      “I wish you would. It would give everyone on the beach a real treat.”

      “Let’s hang back a few minutes. I’ll try to not think about your body and maybe things will settle down.”

      She giggled her appreciation for the compliment.

      The volleyball game had picked up a few more players and was loud and fun. Maggie was sitting up and watching me from her perch above the beach. She enjoyed kidding me about my beach exploits, and I wondered what she would make of this afternoon. Hanna was reading a book. The Swedish parents were sunbathing and keeping an eye on their daughters playing with the German boy. The gay guys had started a kickball game.

      Klaus and Astrid had been playing paddle ball, but Astrid handed the paddle off to her sister, who excitedly jumped into the game. They didn’t play long, however, before Gio said, “It looks like Klaus needs to head into the water pretty soon, like real soon.” We both laughed, and on cue Klaus dropped his paddle and ran into the sea, followed closely by Astrid and Kirsten. They were swimming about twenty yards away.

      Gio said, “That was cute. Has your body settled down?”

      I said, “Yes, I’m ready.”

      We both walked out of the water and waved at Hanna as we passed. I could feel every eye on the beach checking us out. Gio was an eye-catching Mediterranean beauty. Her breasts were spectacular, standing firm, and still pointing up. I was swollen from the conversation and swim but wasn’t hard, so it just waggled back and forth as we returned to our group.

      Becca said, “You two are quite the postcard. We might have to take a photo later.”

      Gretchen asked, “How’s Heidi?”

      Gio answered, “Her name is Hanna, and her son is Klaus. She told Joey that he has a beautiful schlong. I told her it was called a gabagootz in Italian.”

      Beatriz said, “Oh my God. This is hilarious. Schlong. Gabagootz. In Spanish, it’s plátano, the word for banana.”

      Gio continued, “Joey has invited us all to lunch at Nico’s. Is anyone hungry?”

      Becca said, “I’m starving. Thank you, Joey. Let’s go.”

      We packed up, unsure if we’d return to the beach or head back to our places after lunch. Nico’s was just a five-minute walk back up the beach. It was an outdoor beach bar with tables and chairs set in the sand and a big tent over the eating area. We found a table for five with a view of the beach and water, set our stuff to the side, and sat down.

      Menus were on the table. I took the lead. “Lunch is on me. You’re my special guests. I propose family style. That is, we order up a bunch of dishes, put them in the middle of the table, and share. That way everyone enjoys everything.”

      Becca said, “Perfect.”

      The server came, we ordered a half dozen plates and two bottles of retsina. When the server had poured a glass for everyone, I raised my glass.

      “I propose we each toast in our native language. Because Becca and I share the same language, I’ll begin with the classic toast to the Greek Gods. After each toast, we’ll drink and await the next toast.” My audience nodded and raised their glasses.

      With flair, I said, “Yamas!” All repeated and drank. We fell into a rhythm.

      Becca said, “Cheers!”

      Gretchen said, “Prost!”

      Beatriz said, “Salud!”

      Gio said, “Saluti!”

      The toasts were fun. I loved showcasing the mixed ethnicities of the group. The glasses were empty, the first bottle of retsina was gone, and the alcohol high kicked in immediately. We refilled our glasses and turned our attention to conversation.

      “So, what brings you all together?”

      Beatriz spoke first. “We met at a culinary program in Athens. We’re all enrolled in cooking schools in our own countries. A New York culinary institute offers a sixty-day intensive program on Mediterranean cooking that includes southern European, Greek, Middle Eastern, and North African. We finished the class last week and are island-hopping Greece for fun before we return to our homes.”

      “Very cool. So sampling a bunch of dishes works for you.”

      “Perfectly.”

      “Where are you staying?”

      Gretchen responded, “We’re camping at the public campground at the beginning of Plaka Beach. We have tents and sleeping bags. We’re roughing it. You know, students on a tight budget.”

      “I know the place. I’m staying right next door.”

      Gio said, “The square whitewashed Greek cottages with the blue trim?”

      “Yeah, I rent the same unit every year.”

      “They’re so cute.”

      The wine was going fast, and I signaled the waitress for another bottle. “Oh, by the way, how long are you all staying?”

      Becca said, “We leave tomorrow. This is our last day.”

      They must have seen the disappointment on my face. I liked my new friends and felt like the relationship with Gio was promising. I tried to think up a snappy retort to pretend I wasn’t disappointed, but it didn’t come. I sat a little stunned.

      The awkward moment worsened when Gretchen said, “We’re happy to share the cost of the lunch. You don’t have to host us.” Her comment might as well have been, Since you have no chance to bed any of us, you don’t need to waste your money on an expensive lunch. I think Gretchen regretted her words as soon as they were said.

      I recovered and said, “Lunch is my treat. It’s been a pleasure meeting you all, if ever so briefly.” I turned the conversation back to their cooking careers and each enthusiastically summarized their work and aspirations. They were high on the wine and the setting, and everyone liked to talk about their dreams. It was a fun and lively conversation.

      About halfway through the discussion, I felt something rubbing against my leg. Thinking it might have been a cat or dog under the table, I almost looked, before realizing it was Gio’s foot sending me a reassuring message. My heart skipped a beat, and my spirits perked up. I interpreted her gesture to be her way of saying, Please don’t be disappointed, at least we have today, and maybe something good can come of that. I moved my leg against hers and was comforted by the warmth of our bodies touching under the table. Okay, then, a most interesting situation was developing.

      After the third bottle of wine had been consumed and we’d been talking for several hours, the food was gone, and it was time to move to the next phase of the day. I’d been thinking about how to get time alone with Gio when I realized I was the last to learn of the grand plan.

      Beatriz said to me, “Why don’t you and Gio take another swim? The rest of us are going to head back.” I wasn’t sure how that got put together, maybe while Gio and I had been swimming, but it wasn’t a surprise to anyone but me. Gio said nothing, but her leg was firmly against mine. I seized on the opportunity.

      “Sounds great.”

      I cleared the tab and we all got up, gathering our stuff. Each lady said thank you and gave me a warm hug. Several suggested we meet up at a nightclub later. It was understood, I guessed, that Gio would give me details. Becca, Gretchen, and Beatriz headed down the beach toward their campground. Instead of returning to where we’d been, Gio and I dropped our stuff in the sand in front of Nico’s.

      I said, “Up for a dip?”

      “Yes. You?”

      “Let’s do it.”

      I dropped my swimsuit. She took off her blouse, swimsuit top, and, in an unexpected move, she also dropped her bikini bottoms, so she was completely nude. She turned to face me with a little hands-up gesture. She was beautiful. Her breasts were aroused again, and below was a thick, rich, perfectly groomed black triangle. We ran into the sea, dove in, and surfaced.

      She spoke softly. “I hope my friends aren’t pushing you into something you don’t want.”

      “When I heard you were leaving tomorrow, it just took me by surprise. I was hoping there would be some time for the two of us to get to know each other.”

      “There is. We have today.” She moved toward me and waited for my response.

      I moved closer to her, our faces now very close, and she was not pulling back. I extended my arms and she moved into them, putting her arms around my neck, and pulling me in for a warm, delicious kiss, her mouth soft and slightly open. She pulled her face back and smiled. I immediately went back for another, this one longer and deeper, and partway through I felt her legs wrap around my waist, her triangle hard against my stomach. I ran my hands softly on her side and back and down over her bottom. She was toned and fit. We kissed for several minutes like that. I put my arms around her back and held her tight. I didn’t want this to end. The combination of the wine and food, a beautiful Italian woman, the sun, and the sea created one of those magical moments that I would long remember.

      The only way I wanted that moment to end was by following it up with an even nicer string of moments. “Would you like to come back to my room?”

      “Yes, of course. Can you get out of the water in your condition?” I knew she could feel that I was getting hard.

      “I don’t mind. It will just hang a little lower. I don’t think anyone will care.”

      “I’m confident no one will care, but I’m pretty sure a lot of people will be interested.”

      We walked out of the sea holding hands. I was very aroused, wagging in the wind, and was aware of the eyes enjoying the show. Two nearby gay-appearing young olive-skinned women applauded and said something to Gio in Italian, and she spoke to them in return.

      “How do they know you’re Italian?”

      “I have an Italian flag on my bag. They must have seen me set it down.”

      “What did they say?”

      “They said they hoped I didn’t hurt myself.”

      “And what did you say?”

      “I said I hoped so too.”

      I knew what they were talking about. “Are you worried about that?”

      “Perhaps a little.” Then, with more confidence, she said, “But I’m really looking forward to it.”

      We arrived at our clothes, dried off, dressed, and started walking back to my place holding hands. After a bit, I slid my arm around her neck, resting it on her shoulders. She put her hand around my waist, and we walked together. She seemed nervous, and I sensed that she had something to say, so I waited.

      “I want you to know that I’ve never slept with a man on the first or even second date. And I know this isn’t even a date. We’ve only known each other for a few hours. But there are exceptions for every situation. I don’t know the words for this in English. Maybe you can help me. I’m on the last day of a wonderful summer in Greece that I will remember forever. And today, you just walk up, pull your pants down, and say hi. All my senses were completely overwhelmed by that. So I’m invoking a special one-time exception for this rather remarkable situation. Do you have words in English to explain this?”

      I laughed. “I understand completely. Yes, the madness exception: a little crazy, a little wild, a little magic, a little unexpected, and against the usual rules. Everyone is entitled to a bit of madness when magical moments present themselves, especially when they’re young, beautiful, naked, and in Greece. What better time for a few mad moments? Have you read The Magi?”

      “Of course, everyone reads The Magi before a Greek vacation. Yes, that’s it. A little bit of madness, like in The Magi.”

      “I’d love to know what the conversations were with your friends that led to this. They seemed to have a plan for us.”

      “It started the minute you dropped your swimsuit. They’re all in committed relationships, and I’m not, so they immediately started pushing me to make a move. They were giving me a bad time while you were visiting your big friend on the back of the beach and watching the volleyball game. We all assumed your next stop would be Heidi—or Hanna, as she turned out to be—and we were pleasantly surprised when you came to see us.”

      “Once I saw the four of you, you were always the goal.”

      “Well, if you hadn’t come over, they were encouraging me to walk over and start a conversation with you. I would have felt very inadequate talking with you after you visited Hanna. So I was happy when you came over.”

      “I didn’t come to see your friends. I came to see you. I was drawn to you. I’m glad it worked out.”

      “I know you’d rather be with Hanna.”

      “If I wanted to be with Hanna, I would have approached her. I approached you.”

      “Well, you’ll get your chance with Hanna after I’m gone.”

      I concurred with her assessment but decided now was not the time to agree. Gio had always been my first choice. We were approaching my place, walking together slowly as one unit. The warmth of her body felt good. I steered her to our destination, my perfect square whitewashed Greek cottage with arched windows and doors, blue trim, and red tiled roof. The entrance was through a bougainvillea-covered patio, with flowers in full bloom. If there was a more perfect beach cottage in Greece, I didn’t know where.

      “The cottages are just so perfect. How many times have you stayed here?”

      “This is my seventh year. I reserve this one each year and come the first two weeks of August. It’s the nicest time I spend every year.”

      “I think I understand your program. Go to the nude beach. Drop your pants. Pick up a hot woman and bring her back for sex. I can’t imagine how many conquests you’ve had here.”

      “Oh, you’re the first. Did I mention that I’m a virgin?”

      She slugged me in the arm. “Yeah right. Well, if you’re a virgin now, you won’t be soon.” She gave me that same wicked smile that got me aroused in the water. She really couldn’t be any clearer about her intentions. We turned up on the path and onto my patio, laying our gear on a table. I gestured for her to sit in a seat by a faucet near the door. I got on my knees, turned on the water, rinsed the sand off her feet, picked up a bar of soap and gave them a good scrub, rinsing after.

      “Oh boy, you’ve really got this down to an art, don’t you?”

      “Your feet are sandy from the beach. It’s good to clean them up.”

      I dried them with a soft towel, gently wiping between each toe.

      “Nice moves, Joey. That’s very erotic, undoubtedly part of your foreplay program.”

      “Oh, really? I never thought of that.”

      That earned me a second gentle slug. While she watched, I washed my own feet. I unlocked the French doors, turned the ceiling fan on low, and offered my hand, leading her into my romantic beach cottage. The furnishings were simple Mediterranean blue and white. Rustic oversized slate tiles covered the floor. The walls and ceiling were whitewashed with blue trim and accents. The windows and doors were arched. Tasteful photos and images of Greek life adorned the walls. The main room had a comfortable sitting area, a square dining table for four, and a small kitchen with a sitting bar. The bedroom and bath were behind the kitchen. It was a classic Greek beach cottage, simple and spartan.

      “Oh my God, it’s so cute. No wonder you come back every year.” She wandered around checking out everything.

      I was sexually anxious and knew she was too.

      “It seems like we should get the sand and salt off. Are you ready for a shower?”

      She didn’t answer but let me walk her into the bathroom. I turned on the water in the large walk-in shower to get it at the right temperature. When I turned around, she was completely naked, nipples up, hard, and dark red. I was aroused too, and when I dropped my swimsuit, it was readily apparent.
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