
















Dear Reader:


 


I am delighted to present to you The Last Prejudice, the latest novel by David Rivera, Jr. For those of you who have followed the author’s first novels, Harlem’s Dragon, The Street Sweeper and Playing in the Dark, you know that he is a talented writer who blends suspense with erotica. On the cover of The Street Sweeper is the incredibly sexy model from movies like Tyler Perry’s Madea’s Family Reunion. Yes, he was the stripper dressed as a police officer. He is hot and so is the author of this book: David Rivera, Jr.


In The Last Prejudice, Rivera detours from his detective series and addresses the adventures of three plus-sized women. We follow Noreen, Dahlia, and Kat through their wild, erotic odysseys from Jamaican resorts to S&M clubs. We also share in their sisterly bond as they deal with the ups and downs of romance and weight, discovering that true love and lust come in all sizes.


If you haven’t read Harlem’s Dragon, The Street Sweeper and Playing in the Dark, you will love them. The titles in the trilogy are all written without the need to read in a particular sequence, however, I would encourage you to read them all.


Thank you for supporting Mr. Rivera’s efforts and thank you for supporting one of the dozens of authors published under my imprint, Strebor Books. I try my best to bring you cutting-edge works of literature that will keep your attention and make you think long after you turn the last page.


Now sit back in your favorite chair or, better yet, chill in the bed, and be prepared to be tantalized by yet another great read.


 


Peace and Many Blessings,
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“There is only one happiness in life, to love and be loved.”


—GEORGE SAND

















 









Prayer:


May the evil man be good.


May the good man find peace.


May he who finds peace be free.


And may he who is free make others free.
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CHAPTER ONE


BEST OF FRIENDS







Dahlia looked down the bar at her ex-husband, Martin Gray. She was slightly drunk, and the sight of him was messing with her high. Her disdain for the man was palpable. He was sitting there with a beautiful, caramel-skinned woman, who looked to be about a size twenty-four, Dahlia guessed, categorizing the woman by her dress size the way she did all women.


Dahlia felt sorry for the woman. Her ex-husband was a piece of shit. It had taken her too long to figure out his true nature and hatred for women. It certainly wasn’t obvious to her at first. Martin was a tall, dark-skinned, handsome man. He kept himself well-dressed and well-groomed; a manicure and pedicure was a part of his weekly regimen. He spent money like he had it to burn. He was a catch for any woman—at first pass.


Dahlia was married to him nearly two years before she finally let the gilded lenses she saw him through shatter, along with her self-esteem. Initially, he treated her like a queen, taking her out, buying her gifts and making love to her like no one else ever had. Soon after they were married, he started using her size, which he feigned reverence for, to belittle her which heightened her already keen feelings of insecurity. Still, his derogatory remarks hadn’t kept him from climbing on top of her every night and humping away like some wild boar.




Months after Dahlia and Martin divorced, she inadvertently met a woman at the Laundromat who had dated him. Dahlia overheard a bit of female bonding between four women who were folding clothes and joined the conversation. While the woman spoke of her past love, how hot and intense the courtship began, how his love had turned cold and, finally, how he began to mutilate her with his words, it dawned on Dahlia that this woman was speaking of her ex-husband. She never let on that she and the woman shared something in common. By the time she finished folding her clothes, she reached the conclusion that her ex-husband had a fetish for abusing overweight women. First luring them in with his fine clothing, perfect manners, and good looks and then, when he had them hooked, go to work on their self-esteem. She became nauseated when she heard her own tale, told in excruciating detail, through the mouth of the woman at the laundry.


Dahlia caught Martin’s attention and sneered at him through narrowed eyes.


Noreen had only agreed to meet with Martin after he begged her relentlessly to meet him one last time at the restaurant where they first met. She enjoyed the oysters there and had nothing better to do, so she went for the free meal. She knew she wanted nothing to do with Martin. He was too bogus, the way he gushed and swooned over her. She didn’t know what he was after, but she knew the difference between a man who loved big women and a man that was just full of shit. Martin was definitely full of shit.


Martin kept staring over Noreen’s shoulder at a woman sitting alone at the bar, tossing back chocolate Cosmos. Noreen had already finished her meal and was ready to give Martin the “brush-off.” She’d suppressed her urge to see what he was looking at during the entire meal, and finally turned her head to see what was so interesting.


“Do you know her?”


“Yes,” Martin sighed. “She’s my ex-wife. She took to drinking right after we divorced two years ago, and I hear she hasn’t been sober since.”


Noreen looked back over her shoulder at the woman downing her most recent Cosmopolitan and then turned back to Martin. She picked up her napkin and wiped her lips, having decided that it was time to call this meal and this relationship to an official end.


“Goddamn!” Noreen said, throwing her napkin on her empty plate. “Who would think a woman could go on celebrating for that long?”


Martin stared at Noreen. Noreen stared right back at him, daring him to say anything else. Martin diverted his gaze first, and tried to play it off by raising his hand to call the waitress for the check.


Noreen decided she wasn’t ready to go home quite yet. She got up from the table and patted Martin on the cheek.


“You can go on without me, sweetheart. I’m going to stay at the bar and get myself a drink.” Noreen turned to go.


The waitress arrived at the table and looked from Noreen to Martin sensing that something more than she needed to know was going on.


“Leave her a big tip, honey, maybe it’ll make up for what you’re lacking in your pants.”


“Fucking bitch,” Martin said just loud enough for Noreen to hear.


Noreen turned back to Martin with a smile on her face and in her most sugary voice responded, “Oh, what a coincidence, I was just thinking the same thing about you.” Noreen left the table and headed for the bar.


Two minutes later, Martin was leaving the restaurant. His ex-wife and ex-girlfriend were sitting seven feet from each other, and he could smell the hatred oozing from their pores. He was determined to walk past them without turning his head to look in their direction. He didn’t like a lot of negative attention drawn to him. He had a reputation to uphold in the community and didn’t need it tarnished. Harlem was his natural hunting ground. The selection of big beautiful women of color was plentiful and he didn’t need anyone fucking that up.


Both of the women knew his style and neither of them was willing to give him a pass. He was walking with his head up too high and full of himself. As it worked out, when he reached an equal point between the two women, they had the same idea. Both tossed the remnants of their drinks on him as if they had choreographed their movements and synchronized their watches.


Martin was embarrassed into paralysis as he stood between the two women with his jaw hanging open as he was completely stunned. He quickly composed himself and continued on his way without so much as a glare over his shoulder.


That was how Noreen and Dahlia met. They were two women, despising the same man, and out for a good night on the town. The kindred spirits became fast friends. They were both smart, professional, no-nonsense women. They shared other noteworthy physical characteristics that made them sistas, three times over. They were big, black, and beautiful.















CHAPTER TWO


HEDONISM







Kat sat on a lounge chair skirting the perimeter of the pool at the Hedonism resort in Jamaica. It wasn’t the first time she had been here. Years ago she’d visited with some girlfriends and they’d had a great time. Now, here she was thirty-five years old, trying to recapture some of her old glory. She’d tried to convince her one-time best friend Margarita to come down with her, but Margarita had begged off. Three years after getting out of jail, Margarita was still trying to get her life together, insisting that she couldn’t afford to let her business go one day without her presence. Once a control freak, always a control freak, Kat thought.


Kat needed this trip. Her divorce was finally settled and she needed time to gather her thoughts and figure out what, if anything, she would do next.


When she and her husband, Kenneth, divorced, she took a job as a middle school social studies teacher in the New York City public schools system. She always thought she would teach if given an opportunity, but was really surprised when she went down to the board of education and, after a review of her college transcripts, was told that her sociology degree made her eligible to teach social studies.


Once she was sure that teaching was something that she could really do, Kat left Kenneth the limousine business they had built together. She was sure that he would continue to support their son, KJ, in the way they had discussed, prior to Kenneth leaving their home.


Kenneth was a lowdown, cheating son-of-a-bitch, but he did have one redeeming value—he took excellent care of his child. It was the only quality about the man that Kat hadn’t been mistaken about.


After the many telephone calls that he explained away as wrong numbers, and late nights that he spent out of the house, Kat finally confronted him with his indiscretions. His response to her had been forthright and brutal.


“It’s not my fault you let yourself go. Look at you! You’ve put forty pounds on since you had the baby. Your stomach is hanging over your skirt and you still haven’t stopped eating.”


Kat was so taken aback by his callousness that she didn’t immediately have an answer. He was right. She had put on some weight after the baby was born. But he was wrong about the eating. She did realize that she put on too much weight and slowed down on her food intake. She had even tried three different diets that hadn’t worked for her. But all of that, she had done for her own personal reasons. She missed the way men used to look at her before she had the baby. All her life men had eyed her, whistled at her and generally come on to her, even at the expense of raising the ire of whatever man she happened to be with at the time.


Kat never imagined she would ever get this big. She was a solid size 18. When she was younger, she and her girls would make fun of the full-sized women. Now she was “one of them”—a pretty face and fat ass.


She knew that her husband had been purposely cruel. He knew her pride would force her to throw him out and that was just what he wanted. Kat obliged and Kenny left their home for the last time that night. After he left, Kat spent a whole hour in front of the mirror. She didn’t think she looked so bad. She was still pretty. Her breasts were now 38D. They sagged a little more than she thought looked sexy, but with her bra on, they still looked appealing. The one good thing about the pregnancy was that it made her hair grow thicker and longer. Her hair now went all the way to the middle of her back, tapering off just above her bra. She had never been able to grow her hair that long before and did not look a gift horse in the mouth. She took better care of her hair now than she ever had. She went to the Dominican hair salon every other week and let a lady named Miriam work her magic. She always got her nails, toes, and eyebrows done at the same time. The time and money Kat spent on herself was a small price to pay in exchange for having a taste of her former swagger, even if only sporadically.


Kat rubbed her naked belly as she frowned at herself in the mirror. She could feel the stretch marks that her son had left her with—badges of motherhood. It’s not fair, she thought to herself as hunger pangs made her think of the chocolate cake in the fridge. Her hips were wider than she remembered them the last time she had looked in the mirror. Could it be that she was getting even bigger? Kat slid both hands up her waist feeling its thickness. It made her feel kind of sexy. Here she was feeling herself up in the mirror and there wasn’t even a man there to enjoy the show. She couldn’t remember the last time Kenneth had touched her, and now he was gone.


Kat had found out about this resort trip because she was on Strebor’s listserv. Although she usually avoided giving out her email address on commercial web sites, she decided to join while searching for information regarding the latest book of her favorite fictional author, Zane. The web site gave details about Zane hosting a resort week at Hedonism. With the lack of sex in her life that she believed her extra girth had relegated her to, she thought that this trip would be the perfect opportunity to get her swerve back.


Now that she was sitting by the pool, hiding her huge, dimpled thighs with a sarong, she thought maybe this wasn’t such a good idea.


Fifteen minutes after she had sat on her lounge chair, two other women sat directly across from her. They were big women, cute, but still big. They waved to her nonchalantly as they settled in their own lounge chairs. Kat nodded and smiled back at them. She didn’t want to be unfriendly, but she also didn’t want the area where she lay to become the “Big Girlz” section. If memory served her correctly, they always seemed to travel in herds. Kat felt it was going to be hard enough to attract a handsome man looking the way that she did. She didn’t want to add any pressure on any would-be suitors by having competition around her.


Hedonism was definitely the place to be if you were looking for love without conditions. She and Margarita had slayed many would-be playas the last time she was here. Kat believed they coined the phrase, “What happens in Hedonism, stays in Hedonism.”


Kat didn’t have to wait long before her first suitor rolled up on her. The empty lounge chair was an obvious invitation. The minute she looked over to see what had plopped down on the chair next to her, she knew it wasn’t going to happen.


This man is definitely long in the tooth. Kat didn’t think he was too old. She was really referring to his two long, yellow front teeth. They draped over his bottom lip like an old blanket on a sofa.


He had a drink in his hand and it was obvious that the brown liquid in his glass was acting as a courage potion. There was no way that a man who looked like this, had the confidence to approach women of Kat’s caliber sober. Kat knew she wasn’t the hot chick she used to be, but there was no way she could have fallen this fast…and that far. She knew she had to get rid of him quickly, if she was going to have a chance with anyone else on the island. If he were seen next to her for too long, other ugly men would think they had a chance and the good-looking brothers would think she was beneath them.


“Hey beautiful, you mind if I sit here a while?” Toothy asked.


Kat gave him an annoyed look and shrugged her shoulders to show she didn’t care if he sat or not. Toothy took this as a positive sign and smiled his most sunshine yellow smile.


“So what’s your name, Miss?” Toothy asked.




Kat acted as if she didn’t hear him, but this did not deter him.


“My name’s Carl Hancock,” he said, extending a hand for Kat to shake.


Kat continued to act as if she did not see or hear him and he withdrew his hand still smiling.


“I’m a White House staffer in Washington, D.C.” Toothy seemed to like to hear himself talk. Kat ignored him but he continued to talk about his job a mile a minute.


“I meet with the president and his top aides on occasion. They’re pretty smart people, for the most part. But, our first president, he was a very smart man. John Hanson knew how to get things done when no one else did. I bet if he were running the country now, we wouldn’t have all these terrorists making crazy threats. That damn ‘W’ just sat for ten minutes while the country was being bombed.” Toothy sat back, very secure that he’d just sprung some new news on the lovely sista, thereby effectively enhancing his chances as a serious contender.


Kat knew his kind well. She had worked with politicians before and this guy was no politician. He was probably some grunt. It was obvious that he thought working in the White House made him an authority on American history. She had heard the Hanson myth many times over, and it was always “shared” by grunt guys like Toothy trying to impress with information and intellect.


Kat waited for him to pause and then turned to him and spoke. “John Hanson was not the first president of the United States.”


Toothy looked at her still smiling and let out a chuckle. “Well, you can speak after all.”


“Yes I can speak, when I have something to say. And like I said, John Hanson was not the first president of the United States.”


Toothy sat on the lounge chair ready to make a point. He spied the two women that sat across from Kat. They were perking up and listening carefully to the exchange.




“Do you have a two-dollar bill in your purse?” Toothy asked.


“No I don’t,” Kat said, barely concealing her disgust at Toothy’s insistence for passing off fiction as fact.


“Well, if you did, you’d see that the back of the two-dollar bill has an engraving of the signing of the Declaration of Independence. In the image is a man who has dark skin and wearing a powdered wig while sitting at the table just to the left of the men standing in the center of the engraving. This dark-skinned man was a Moor, or a black man, if you will. His name was John Hanson, and in his position was president of the continental congress.


“The new country was actually formed on March 1, 1781 with the adoption of the Articles of Confederation. Once the signing took place in 1781, a president was needed to run the country. John Hanson was chosen unanimously by Congress, which actually included George Washington. No one would run against him because he was a man to be contended with during the revolution, and was an extremely influential member of Congress. He took office at the time the Revolutionary War was ending. The army was demanding to get paid, but there was no money to pay them. As a result, the army threatened to overthrow the new government and put Washington in place. Congress decided to leave him holding all the weight, as the only guy left running the government.


“If anyone were to come back from the past that was fit to run the country now, it would definitely be John Hanson. As president he ordered all foreign troops off American soil, as well as the removal of all foreign flags. And, as you must know, this couldn’t have been an easy thing to do considering how many European countries were occupying the United States since Columbus landed.”


Toothy was caught up in his lesson and didn’t notice the look of caution on the faces of the ladies that were listening intensely.


“Hanson established the seal that is now used on all official presidential documents. He established the first Treasury Department, the first Secretary of War, and the first Foreign Affairs department. He even declared that the fourth Thursday of every November was to be Thanksgiving Day—”


“I don’t know about all you just said,” Kat interrupted, “but I can see…”—Kat took the time to let her eyes wander down to Toothy’s extended gut—“…that you clearly know when Thanksgiving is.”


Loud snickers could be heard from the women across from them.


“Are you finished?” Kat asked impatiently.


“Yep. What more is there to really say?” Toothy offered.


“Well maybe you should think about this. The claim that John Hanson was the first president of the United States is a flat-out lie, anyway you try to slice it. The foundation of the lie started in 1876 by a guy named George A. Hanson whose only motivation was enhancing the careers and backgrounds of his ancestors and anyone else with the last name Hanson. George Hanson’s hallucinations were treated as fact in 1932 by Seymour Wemyss Smith who wrote a book called John Hanson: Our First President.


“In real-life history, Hanson was the third president of the Continental Congress. He was the first to serve a full one-year term, and the first to formally use the title President of the United States in Congress Assembled. However, the office of the President of the United States in Congress Assembled was, despite the name, not an executive post. It was more like what’s now the Speaker of the House or the Vice President. The office was in existence from 1781 to 1788, under the Articles of Confederation, and was replaced by the modern office of President of the United States when the Constitution took effect in 1789.


“As for all that hype about paying troops for the war, history annals will show that the only issue was about paying the secretary who reported to the Board of War—not the president. Congress passed the final resolution on that issue on October 1, 1781 before Hanson became president.


“George Washington, John Adams, and Abraham Lincoln all declared a national day of thanksgiving, after all, the holiday had been celebrated since the 1600s. However, it was FDR—that’s Franklin Delano Roosevelt in case you can’t keep up—that actually made the date of Thanksgiving a matter of federal law on December 26, 1941.”


Toothy wasn’t going down without a fight.


“You know, you’re so pretty, I would believe just about anything that fell from those sexy lips of yours. But the fact still remains that Hanson was black.” Toothy thought he had her.


Kat took a deep breath and closed in for the kill. “You know, you really shouldn’t believe everything that’s written in black ink. There was a Senator John Hanson, a politician who was involved with the resettlement of freed slaves to his homeland of Liberia, West Africa. He was indeed black, but was no relation to John Hanson of Maryland and lived about a hundred years too late.”


Kat sat back in her chair and closed her eyes thinking that Toothy would leave her alone now.


“I like a smart woman,” Toothy started again. “What else can we talk about?”


Kat sat up again.


“What do you want to talk about?” she said, feigning interest in showing him up again. Toothy thought hard for a moment, trying to think of a subject that a woman would not likely have a lot of information on.


“Why don’t we discuss nuclear power,” he said, believing that Kat would not have anything to say on the subject.


“Sure we could discuss nuclear power,” Kat agreed. “That could be a real interesting subject, but let me ask you a question first.”


“Sure, ask me anything you want.” Toothy flashed another smile.


“A donkey, a cow, and a deer all eat grass, right? Yet deer excrete little pellets, while cows turn out flat patties, and donkeys produce clumps of dried grass. Why do you suppose that is?”


“Damn, baby, I have no idea.”


“Well then,” Kat said. “How the hell you feel you’re qualified to discuss nuclear power, when you don’t know SHIT!”




The two women sitting across from Kat burst out in fits of laughter. Toothy’s smile was no longer visible. He mumbled something incoherent under his breath and then got up and left.


After the two women stopped laughing, they formally introduced themselves to Kat. Coincidentally, they were both from Harlem, too.


“Girl, we thought you were some stuck-up heifer from California or somewhere,” Noreen admitted to Kat later that day, after they’d all had a few drinks. Kat hadn’t come to find friends in Jamaica, but after no other man approached her that first day at Hedonism, she was glad to be around some decent sistas. These women were no different to the women she used to hang with before the kid and the marriage. If anything, they were more mature, less preoccupied with self and even more fun.

















CHAPTER THREE


SLIM PICKINS







The three women spent the first three days together at Hedonism. They danced every night, if not with each other, then with whichever gentleman asked them. After the first day at the resort, the men and women who were there to hook up did just that. Everyone else who was only there to have a good time weren’t disappointed either. During the morning, Noreen and Dahlia would meet Kat in her room and then they’d spend the day by the pool or at the spa. On the third day, Noreen made an announcement to Dahlia and Kat.


“I signed up for The Dating Game this afternoon.”


Every afternoon since they had arrived at Hedonism, Zane hosted a Dating Game contest by the biggest pool at the resort. All three women would look on and laugh at the contestants, enjoying the questions and responses from the three women or men who were brave enough to participate in the fun.


Neither Dahlia nor Kat seemed surprised by Noreen’s announcement.


“I knew you were going to do it,” Dahlia said.


“After you got up on the open mike last night and did your poem, ‘Big Juicy,’ I knew you were going to do something else to prove that you’re as good as the skinny girls. “Kat chuckled.


“And why shouldn’t I?” Noreen asked.


“The charcoal-black chick did her poem, ‘Midnight Love.’ All she was doing was advertising how much better extra dark punany is, than regular brown punany. Why can’t I put the word out, how good Big Juicy punany is? I know I got some good stuff and I’m not ashamed of it,” Noreen said, turning over onto her back on the reclined pool chair.


“Anyway, what does my poem and signing up for the Dating Game, have to do with anything?” she said, turning to her side and leaning on her elbow while she spoke.


“Nothing, except anytime you see some small woman getting something that you want, you go all out of your way to do something about it,” Dahlia said, remaining relaxed on her back.


“And what’s wrong with that? I’m proud to be a big beautiful woman and I’m not letting life shortchange me out of anything. You can keep trying to diet if you want, Dee, it’s not going to change who you are.”


Dahlia remained quiet. She was not ready to admit that Noreen was right, again. She stayed on her back and continued to look at the blue sky through her Versace sunglasses.


Noreen turned to Kat waiting to see if she had something to add.


“Why are you looking at me? You know how I feel. I’m going to diet and exercise until I get this weight off of my fat ass, and if that doesn’t work, I’m gonna get me another job until I can pay for some liposuction. Then maybe I’ll find a man that deserves this good pussy. It won’t be fat, it won’t be funky black, but it will be good.”


All three women laughed. They had already had this discussion the first day when they met. Kat and Dahlia had sided with each other on the issue of why big women settle for whatever man they can get. Noreen made the point that she was fat, happy and never settled for second best. She had even bragged that she could get any man whom she really wanted.


After three days of seeing Noreen manipulate and seduce all sorts of men, Kat was ready to believe her. Dahlia had seen Noreen in action and had never doubted her. All Dahlia knew was that she didn’t have that same power over men.


An hour later, Noreen was sitting behind a makeshift partition with two other women. They were definitely not as pretty as Noreen, but they were not big women. All three women wore bathing suits with a sarong wrapped around their waists. Noreen’s suit was the tightest. She had an incredibly flat stomach for such a large woman. Her hips flared out widely over the stool she sat on, and when she crossed her legs you could see more of her evenly brown thighs than the other two contestants. Noreen was bachelorette number three.


The bachelor was named Dennis. He was a thin, handsome, brown-skinned man. His face was clean-shaven if not for the pencil-thin mustache that outlined his upper lip. During the introduction of the contestants, Dahlia and Kat whispered and joked with each other how he would never be able to carry Noreen to bed.


“She will break that little man in two,” Kat said, giggling behind her hand.


There were approximately a hundred people by the poolside. This daily event had quickly become the entertainment of the day for the resort. Everyone stopped swimming and people stepped out of their rooms to enjoy the show. Noreen waved to her girls and they waved back, not wanting her to become suspicious of their little joke.


Noreen was not attracted to skinny men at all. She liked her men to be big and strapping. She liked feeling petite in a big man’s embrace or when lying underneath him in bed. She also liked the feeling of being “handled” in bed. You couldn’t be too big for her taste. If she knew it was a skinny man that she was competing for, she would have walked right off the makeshift stage. Her girls had promised her that if it was a skinny or ugly man, they would give her the high sign. She would then give bad answers so that there was no chance she would get stuck with a lemon—so much for friendship.


“Bachelorette Number One, if I were at a fruit stand and you were the fruit I was looking for, what fruit would you be?”


Dennis had a voice that was so deep and rich it made all the contestants’ eyebrows raise. Bachelorette Number One sat up a little higher in her seat and then smoothed her sarong before answering.




“Honey, I would be two big melons,” Bachelorette Number One said, holding her two large breasts together for everyone else but the bachelor to see. The men who were watching clapped a little, but it was a very obvious answer.


“Bachelorette Number Two, same question.”


“Baby, for you, I would be a grapefruit, because although I could be called high yellow, I’m definitely pink and all juicy on the inside.”


More men clapped for that answer than the first, but the women were still not giving it up.


“Bachelorette Number Three, would you like to try your hand at that same question?”


Noreen smiled easily before opening her mouth.


“Dennis,” she said, letting his name linger in the air. None of the other contestants had said his name. You could tell he liked the way she said it, by the smile that came to his face.


“I couldn’t be anything other than a quince if you were looking for me.”


“A quince?”


“Yes, the quince was the fruit that Eve allegedly tempted Adam with in the Garden of Eden. The only difference is that biting me is not a sin. And if you bite me right, I’ll bite you right back.”


The crowd liked her response and both men and women gave her a loud clap. The game continued for about another thirty minutes. Noreen gave the cleverest and sexiest answers. If Dennis were to pick anyone else, he would be a fool. At the end of the question-and-answer session, Zane, the resort’s hostess, asked, “So Dennis, who will it be? Bachelorette Number One, Bachelorette Number Two, or Bachelorette Number Three?”


After Dennis picked Noreen, the other two women came out to meet him. He didn’t seem wholly disappointed that he didn’t pick the other contestants. He gave them both a perfunctory kiss on the cheek before they went on their way.




When Noreen came from behind the partition to meet Dennis, the crowd was momentarily hushed. It was as if now that they were standing next to each other, the crowd could finally see how they each opposed the other’s physical appearance.


For his part, Dennis smiled and held his arms out to welcome Noreen in a warm embrace.


Noreen’s response was not as warm. As she allowed herself to be hugged by Dennis, she looked over his shoulder at her two friends. They did not look back in her direction. Instead they acted as if they were in some very interesting conversation with one another. Noreen gave a dirty look in their direction and then pulled away from Dennis’s grasp.


Zane announced that their prize for participating in the game was a private lunch at the most exclusive restaurant at the resort. Everyone clapped their approval as the pool crowd started to dissipate. Now that Dennis and Noreen were left to be with each other without the benefit of a hundred onlookers, Dennis voiced his mind.


“Hmm, not too pleased with what’s behind door number one, huh?”


Noreen seemed shaken out of her thoughts by Dennis’s voice.


“Pardon me?”


“I must not be exactly what you expected.”


“I have to be honest with you, Dennis, and mind you, I never judge a book by its cover, but I’m not sure that we’re at all compatible.”


“Compatible? I see. Am I too short? Too skinny? Too lightskinned? Which one is it?” Dennis smiled good-naturedly.


“Yeah, that’s it.” Noreen made an awkward face.


“Whoa! All of the above, huh?”


Noreen shook her head yes, and folded her arms against her chest, uncomfortably shifting her weight from one foot to the other.


“No problem, I feel you,” Dennis said, raising his hands to chest level, as if to ward off a blow. “But there is still the issue of a special lobster lunch. The all-inclusive buffet is all right, but I don’t eat lobster enough to just throw away this opportunity.”


Noreen wrinkled her nose as if she had just smelled something fishy, but then decided to put her own prejudice against thin men down for a second.


“You certainly make a good point…Dennis, right?”


Dennis smiled at her and nodded slowly, not wanting to scare Noreen away with too much enthusiasm.


“All right, Dennis, let’s do lunch.”


Dennis’s smile widened showing his perfectly white teeth and a pair of abnormally long canines for the first time. Noreen made a note of that slight oddity and tried not to stare.


“Great, if we go right now, we can be seated and enjoying lunch, and more of each other’s company in about fifteen minutes.”


Noreen wanted to go over to her friends and give them a piece of her mind, but let the thought go. She could feel them looking at her and Dennis from across the pool. They were probably laughing themselves silly with their little prank. She thought it would be better to let them think it didn’t faze her. Or if they knew better than that, then at least she could keep them in suspense over when she was going to give it to them good.


Dennis put his arm out for her to take a hold of and she grasped it, hesitating only slightly before looping her arm through his. Noreen held her head high and found her most regal and dignified gait. She heard her two friends laugh uproariously as she took a few more steps and she couldn’t help herself anymore. She turned around and shook her fist at them as Dennis continued to lead her out of the pool area. The women laughed harder. They knew they were in for it, but they were enjoying their moment of triumph.















CHAPTER FOUR


DAMN, BABY!







This was going to be Noreen’s fourth date with Dennis. Kat and Dahlia were in the room with her as she prepared to go out for her last night at Hedonism.


“What the hell is it about this guy that’s so special again?” Kat asked.


“I told you before, I don’t know. He’s just different.” Noreen was irritated that she didn’t have a better explanation.


“I know what it is,” Dahlia offered. Both Noreen and Kat turned to her at the same time.


“It’s the fact that he hasn’t tried to do anything with you yet. You’re obsessed with the fact that he hasn’t tried to get into your panties by now—and here at Hedonism, no less. My girl couldn’t get laid in the only resort where anybody that wants to get laid, will get laid.”


“Please, that is so not true. We have kissed.”


“Listen to her. ‘We have kissed,’” Dahlia mocked Noreen.


“This from a woman that drags me all over New York checking out all of the hot spots for guaranteed love connections. If I thought you were getting any, I’d say you were dick whipped.”


“For your information, if I really wanted to, I would have already had him in my bed.”


“Uh-uh, not in this bed, you wouldn’t,” Dahlia said, bouncing heavily on Noreen’s disheveled bed.




“I am not sleeping out by the pool like you had me do when we were in Cancun. Hell no! Not this time!”


“I did not have you sleeping by the pool in Cancun.”


“Like hell you didn’t. You left the dance floor with that big doofy guy you met. Darren or Derrick or…”


“Darrell.”


“Darrell. That was his name. I get back to the room, by myself, and I hear all kinds of animal noises going on.”


Dahlia made her voice deep and gruff and added a Southern drawl for her imitation of Darrell. “Slow down, baby, slow down. Oh damn! I didn’t know it was going to be like that.”


All three women cracked up at Dahlia’s imitation.


“He wasn’t that bad. He was kind of cute,” Noreen tried to explain,


“Well, cute or not, I am not spending my last night out by the pool.”


“I’ll tell you what,” Kat said. “I’ve got the single room, so if any of us feels like we want to be alone with a guy, we’ll just use my room, okay.”


“Okay with me,” Noreen said.


“Of course it’s okay with you. I know I’m not sleeping with anybody I meet tonight.”


“Me neither,” Kat agreed.


“Well, I guess you can give me the keys now then,” Noreen suggested.


“’Cause tonight is definitely the night.”


“You don’t mind me bunking with you, do you, Dahlia?” Kat asked, as she handed the keys over to Noreen.


“As long as you don’t snore, I don’t mind.”


Kat gave her a sideways glance.


“You do snore, don’t you?” Dahlia accused her. Kat nodded matter-of-factly.


“Dammit, I can’t get a break.”


“Well, you grind your teeth,” Noreen said.


“I do not.” Dahlia was indignant.




“Please, you grind your teeth so much, I’m surprised you have any left.”


“I do?” Dahlia looked heartbroken.


“It’s no big deal, just another little Piccadilly for your great personality. We all have those little idiosyncrasies that make us special,” Noreen said with a honey-dipped voice.


Dahlia didn’t think it was so special. She didn’t need another flaw to make her feel even more inferior to everybody else.


 


When the girls reached the club, the party was in full swing. Everybody was letting it all hang out for the last day at the resort. Dennis met them at the door and he immediately swept Noreen out onto the dance floor.


It took Kat and Dahlia a drink and a trip to ladies room before they were asked to dance. The men who asked them were not the finest men in the place, but luckily or maybe because of the way they carried themselves, the men were no losers. Both men were handsome with average builds. They came over to Kat and Dahlia together as if it were planned. Like women they figured that there was safety in numbers and less likelihood of rejection. The girls were just glad that the men were not fat. They both hated when fat men thought that they were what big women were supposed to end up with.


After a few dances and just as many drinks, Noreen coaxed Dennis out to a secluded grove outside of the club. They kissed passionately, touching each other’s faces tenderly for several minutes before Noreen took him by the hand and tried to lead him toward Kat’s room.


“Where are we going?” he said, stopping abruptly before they went more than a few yards.


“To my room.” Noreen smiled devilishly.


Dennis looked up into the night sky as if trying to figure out the mystery of the heavens before he looked back into Noreen’s eyes.




“I don’t think that’s such a good idea,” he finally said.


Noreen blew out an exasperated breath.


“Are you gay?” she said in annoyance.


“What? Gay? No! I’m not gay. Whatever gave you an idea like that?”


“Whatever gave me an idea like that? You gave me an idea like that. I’ve done everything but smack you with it and you won’t even try to touch me below the waist.”


“That doesn’t mean I’m gay.”


“Well, what does it mean, Dennis, ’cause I’m all out of answers to that question.”


Dennis looked at Noreen closely, gauging what she might accept.


“I just don’t have sex that often, that’s all,” he finally said, looking at the ground.


Noreen had been holding her breath for a moment and when she heard his explanation, she let it out easily. She smiled, feeling better that he hadn’t said that he had some disease or that he had someone else back home.


“Is that all?” she responded, reaching out for him and squeezing him about the waist.


“You’re just a little shy because you don’t have sex often.”


“No, that’s not it.” He wriggled out of her grasp uncomfortably.


“Then what?” Noreen was once again annoyed.


“I’m not shy, Noreen.”


“You could have fooled me.”


“I just don’t want to hurt you, is all.”


“Hurt me? I thought you said you don’t have anyone else in your life.”


“I don’t.”


“Well, what is it? Are you embarrassed to be seen with me?”


“Don’t get crazy, we’ve been with each other all week, we look good together.”


Noreen had a different opinion on that subject, but did not bother to elaborate on her own feelings.




“Well?” Noreen said, waiting with her hands on her hips.


Dennis mumbled something under his breath that sounded like, I’m going to be sick.


“What? You’re going to be sick?” Noreen was suddenly more concerned.


Dennis shook his head.


“No, no.”





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
   
     
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
         
             
             
             
             
             
        
    
  
   
     
  




OEBPS/Images/i.jpg





OEBPS/Images/crlogo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/titlepage.jpg
ANE PRESENTS

THE

LA

PREJUDICE

DAVID RIVERA,JR.

StrEBOR Books





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
ANE PRESENTS

THE

LAY

PREJUDICE

DAVID RIVERA,JR.

StrEBOR Books





