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One



Four a.m. came way too fast! The alarm shook my ass out of bed as I struggled to keep myself from falling back into the warm confines of my comforter. But today was not a day to reckon with—no, today I couldn’t just lie there and hit the snooze—not on this day. Today I was going on vacation!

So I held my head that was smarting from the buzz of the alarm clock and ran the shower. Then quickly got into my normal routine—teeth brushing and shaving my face and bald head with the Braun, and trimming my thick, dark goatee. I was turning toward the shower but then thought about it for one quick second—I was heading to the islands to play, so I should spend a minute more on grooming, ’cause things like that were important to me. So, I buzzed off what little chest and stomach hair I had, used the clippers (with guard!) to trim my pubic hair down to a thin layer just the way I liked it. Then got in the shower after admiring my taut form in the mirror. I liked what I saw. Firm, bronze-colored body, tight upper body with a hint of muscles, but not overdone, like some fucking jarhead. Tattoo-adorned—a thin tribal band on my left arm above my elbow; the colorful face of an Indian chief on my right shoulder—feathers from his headdress meandering down my arm to just below the elbow; and my latest acquisition—a five-pointed star, almost snowflake-like in form, sitting on my chest above my left nipple. Well-defined legs and a tight ass that sent the women wild (I’m just repeating what they tell me, so don’t hate!)

The water running down my bald head, face, chest and arms felt sooooo good, I could have stayed there for an hour. But Air Jamaica was calling my name, “Trey, everyting irie, so get ya black ass down here, mon!” I wasn’t about to miss out on any of that. It had been too damn long, ya hear me! Over a year since a real vacation for me. I mean, I’ve been traveling on business, don’t get me wrong, but it isn’t the same. This was the vacation that I’d been waiting for all year long. And today was the day. By noon I’d be on white sandy beaches! I couldn’t wait.

I glanced down at my flat stomach and dark cock, grabbed the razor and the bar of soap, and went about cutting off the hair around my dick and balls. I loved that feeling of little to no hair down there…and the ladies loved it as well. I’m not sure if it was the fact that it made me more sensitive or not, but all I know was that it felt good to be fucking with smooth balls. With each scrape of the razor I thought about the possibilities awaiting me on that island—all of those dark and lovely honeys…six wonderful days…my dick began to swell as I thought of the delicious possibilities…

While toweling off, I recalled the conversation last night with my boy.

“Speak!”

“What up, dawg? How ya livin’?”

“Living large and in charge,” I replied to the routine that hasn’t changed in over fifteen years. Vince and I are best friends, homies from way back! He’s my man, the one person I genuinely look up to and love like a brother.

“So, my man, you ready?”

“Fuck no, what you think? I got my shit all over this mutha fucka—looks like a cyclone hit this place. But don’t worry, my brutha, I will be ready!”

“I hear that.”

“True dat!”

“So, my man, seriously, you gonna go down there to relax, right? Find your flow and do some soul searching?” I could hear Vince through the phone cracking up before my response was forthcoming.

“What you think? I’m gonna tag every ass that winks at me…I ain’t playin’!”

“Dawg, listen to me—what you need to do is take it down a notch, find yourself one of those fine-ass Jamaican women, like Rachel on BET, with the long, dark hair, and thick like I don’t know what, and romance the hell out of her. Do your thing, dawg, and she’ll be like putty in your hands. Then bring her ass back up to the States and make her your wife!” He chuckled but not more so that I did.

“First off, this is me you talking to! Why you trying to play me like that? You know that ain’t me. Shit. Wifey??? Fuck that, V. That’s you, and listen, I ain’t mad at ya, but that, my brutha, ain’t me. Wife,” I said again. “Nigga, please!”

It always amused me how two grown black men with close to seven years of post-graduate work between us still talked like we were from the ghetto—hoodlums, like rap stars or something. That’s one thing I loved about Vince—put him in a work situation and he was all professional and shit, like another person took control of his voice—the way he said things, the manner in which he gestured; and his inflection sounded so damn intelligent and I dare say, prophetic. He was good at that shit—I mean, to a certain extent I am, too—I have to be in my line of work, being an attorney and such, but I’m not like Vince. He’s ’da man when it comes to shit like that. I guess that’s why mutha fuckas pay to hear him speak! Anyway, some things never change between us, and this was one of those things—the way we spoke and vibed when we were around each other.

“I’m just saying, if it were me and I was heading to Jamaica for six days, I would be on the lookout. There’s something about the islands that gets my juices flowing…when I’m around those beautiful beaches and sunsets it makes me feel all romantic inside. Make me wanna grab a honey and wine and dine her all night!” Vince was laughing now, but I knew his words were speaking the truth. That was the major difference between the two of us—the way in which we viewed the world. Vince was a serious romantic through and through—he still got plenty of play, but his approach was totally different than mine. Me, well, I’m just a stone-cold playa! I’m in to pussy, for real! The punany, plain and simple. I don’t fuck around—when I see something I want, I go for it—no long-term romancing allowed! Just not part of my rules, ya see!

“I promise you this, Vince,” I said, as I closed my garment bag filled with clothes for every possible occasion—my favorite dark, Italian-cut, three-button suit for the club; black, tight leather pants and stretch muscle shirt; a few button-downs, a thin pullover in case it got chilly; assorted jeans and shorts; and loafers and two pairs of sandals—black and tan. An unopened box of Lifestyles condoms (lubricated) lay in the upper right compartment of the garment bag. “I’m gonna relax and I’m gonna chill, but I will tag every fine piece of pussy I see. I ain’t playing. This ole dick of mine is gonna get itself a fucking workout! Ya hear me!?!”

“You mean more than normal?” He laughed some more. Then we hung up after saying our goodbyes. I had to finish packing a second bag…

Both bags along with my leather carryon were currently sequestered in the trunk of my black M3. The engine was running and humming as I prepared to leave. I was dressed casual—over-dyed jeans, polo shirt—robin’s egg blue, black leather jacket, and my fav Nikes, blue-tinted sunglasses perched atop my smooth dome—yeah, casual, yet stylish and fresh as only I could be—this I’m thinking to myself as I checked myself out in the full length in the hall before setting the alarm to the crib and jetting—after all, as I’m fond of saying—image is everything! No need to have the panties flying just yet. I mean, it wasn’t even daylight yet. Yeah, mon!
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Fast forward six hours. I was forty-three thousand feet in the air and cruising above Cuba at five hundred forty-five miles per hour. How I know? ’Cause I’m a gadget freak and brought along my handheld GPS. I pointed that bad boy out the window (I was in the aisle seat with nobody beside me), got a fix on a handful of satellites (my shit got a twelve-channel receiver!) and bam! My position was instantly calculated and displayed on a small LED screen. Kind of nice to know just where a mutha fucka is at all times!

Anywho…we’d been flying for several hours and the flight had been uneventful. Security at Baltimore-Washington International had been tight, but nothing overbearing—my designer belt buckle had set the metal detector off (what else is new!) and then they went through the pockets of my leather jacket because my Beemer key looked suspiciously fat under the X-ray machine. (Don’t any of these fuckers drive a luxury car???) I was frisked by an elderly white guy (hourly employee, no doubt!) under the watchful eyes of a pair of National Guardsmen dressed in camouflage with their fingers on the trigger of their M-16 rifles. After that I chilled at the gate until boarding time, looking around like a hawk at my fellow passengers, trying to see if there were any fine honeys that I might get next to. Alas, no such luck. That was cool with me—I needed to save my strength for when I arrived in Mo Bay, ya know? I decided to call my other best friend, my boo, Erika, a.k.a. Sassy, even though it was before seven a.m. Shit, she hadn’t even called me last night to give me a send-off, so screw her if I wake her black ass up!

“Sassy, what’s up, girl?” I said, booming into my cell.

“This better be a fucking emergency, I swear to God.” I could hear her turning over in her bed. Good, I got her at just the right time.

“What up, boo? You forgot about your main man or what? Gonna let me get on a plane without any goodbyes? You know that shit ain’t right!”

A stream of expletives escaped from her mouth, and I just had to laugh out loud. I loved it when she talked dirty to me. Erika and I have been down since I don’t know when. At least as long as Vince and me. Actually, we had been friends since our college days, staying tight and sharing with each other the kind of things usually reserved for same-sex friendships. But Erika was down. She was cool. One of the fellas. I let her know that every chance I got.

“Look, baby girl, sorry to wake you, but I just had to holla at you before I go.”

“No, your dumb ass just had nothing else to do while waiting at the gate! Am I right?” Erika responded.

“See, now I’m hurt.”

“Well, fuck you!” She laughed. “Trey, I only got one thing to say to you, since you never listen to me anyway—are you listening?”

“Yeah, Sassy. Fire away.”

“Trey, use protection. You hear me???” I laughed loudly as I grunted, and disconnected her dumb ass…

Okay—here I am just ranting and raving, going on and on about this and that, and I haven’t even taken the time to properly introduce myself. Where are my manners? My mother would not be proud! So, here it goes…

My name is Trey Alexander. I’m thirty-three years old, living in Chocolate City (that’s the nation’s capital, D.C., for all of you who are not in the know!) I’m a divorce lawyer, admitted to the bar in D.C., Virginia, and New York. I work for a prestigious law firm in D.C.—and, no, I’m not going to tell you the name, ’cause some of you bitches just might call information and try to get my digits—I’m not having that! I’m originally from New York, Brooklyn, to be exact, and yes, that totally explains my cocky, in-your-face attitude and demeanor (fuck you, very much!) But to paraphrase what I’ve said habitually, “Don’t hate the playa, hate the game!”

I’ve been in D.C. for about ten years—I came here to go to law school, Georgetown, thank you very much, and been here ever since. I love D.C.—love the atmosphere, the people, and most of all, the ratio of women to guys! When I got to this mutha fucka I said to myself, “This is soooooo me!” And here I am!!!! For real!

Anyway, I’ve lived in D.C. the entire time I’ve been here—right now I’ve got myself a stylish crib off 15th and U, a two-story condo with, check it—a doorman! Yeah! I’m moving on up, to the East side…you already know what I drive, but in case you haven’t been paying attention, my ride is a sexy ass, black M3, courtesy of the firm. Yeah, late last year I won this high-profile divorce and child custody case for a prominent, white McLean plastic surgeon. The case was very complex and extremely nasty, so the Beemer was my bonus for winning. Listen, I love the ride and all, but to be truthful, when I think about it, I billed close to one hundred thousand dollars on that case alone, so that’s the least they could do!

Let’s see—what else can I tell ya—last year I cleared two hundred thirty-eight thousand dollars in salary. I’m not a partner, and that used to be a sore subject for me, but in the last nine to twelve months I’ve come to grips with the fact that Trey here does not intend to put in the hours that are demanded of an up-’n’-coming partner-to-be. My motto is and has always been—“work hard, play even harder!” And I live that maxim every day of my life. The firm gets its money’s worth out of me; don’t get me wrong. But when my workday is done, it is done, and don’t talk shit to me about my professional gig. At that point it’s Miller time, and Trey is ready to party! So, I’m cool with the salary and bennies they give me, my phat ride, crib in the city, and plenty of punany to chase after and keep me hoppin’! Now, I know the next question on your mind, so let’s dispense with it right now: Girlfriend? Wife? Significant other, you ask? Not only “no” to those questions, but “fuck no!” Does that answer your question???
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Less than an hour later the clear, fresh aquamarine waters of Jamaica rolled underneath the belly of our jet as we approached Montego Bay. The lush hills of the island slipped beneath us as we landed into the wind. An ancient jeep that was painted just like the one on M*A*S*H (for those of you old enough—like me—to remember that show) stood off the main runway by a tin-slatted hut. As we deplaned onto the tarmac, the heat hit me square in the face and chest. Hard to believe that less than eight hours earlier, I had been in forty-degree weather. “Welcome to Jamaica,” a sign proclaimed as we made a right turn and headed for the terminal and (I hoped) air conditioning. I was here. The vacation was beginning! Ah yeah!

I’ll dispense with the details. Suffice it to say, it took me close to two hours by bus to get from Mo Bay to my resort in Negril (located on the western part of the island). It was hot as hell and the roads were—pardon my French—fucked up! I mean half that island was in disrepair and the roads were in the midst of a serious reconstruction. That meant that every few minutes or so our Jamaican driver would have to downshift and maneuver around pot holes large enough for a horse to lie in. Along the way we saw some interesting sights—cows and/or steer (I don’t know the damn difference!) grazing on the side of the road; a Pizza Hut and KFC that our driver was so damn proud of, he had to slow down and get on the fuckin’ P.A. system to announce; fishermen on the side of the road carrying fresh fish on a line; sellers of assorted fruits, beer, Bob Marley hats; bicycle tires or perhaps steering wheel covers (carried around their dark necks), and of course, ganja—yeah, these mutha fuckas actually ran alongside of our bus as we went through intersections trying to sell us this shit; a guy barefoot carrying groceries on top of his head…I thought I had died and gone to Africa!

There were five of us on the bus—two bruthas from Chicago who had gone to Howard and were therefore familiar with the D.C. area. And a nice, chatty, young, white couple named Lance and Chris from Louisiana. We got through the introductions and the normal chatter—first time to Jamaica? First time to this resort? Yada yada…But finally, we turned into our hotel complex and I breathed a sigh of relief. We were finally here. Yes, Lawd!

I thought check-in would be a breeze, but guess what? Our rooms weren’t ready. I guess some things never change, regardless of what part of the world you are in. They invited us to leave our bags out front and relax in the dining room where a lavish buffet was in full effect. I was totally down with that. I sat with the H.U. bruthas and scanned the room for honeys as we ate…saw a few that definitely caught my eye. Everyone but us was clad in tee shirts, bikinis, colorful sarongs—sunglasses adorned their heads—carrying plates loaded with food to rounded tables. Open bar (this was an all-inclusive place, and I was not mad at anybody, you hear me!), so the Jamaican rum and other top-shelf shit was flowing! An hour later we were stuffed, and I was ready to lose my jeans, Nikes, and jacket, find a spot on the beach under one of them palm trees with plenty of shade and catch a snooze—after all, I’d been up since four.

I sauntered over to the front desk where my H.U. boyz had already checked in and were following the bellmen to their room. I waved goodbye and waited my turn. Come to find out, there was a problem with my room reservation. Now listen, don’t fuck with me after I’ve flown close to fifteen hundred miles and put these six days, five nights on my Visa—I had all the proper paperwork and documentation in my leather carryon—just give me a minute to get to it. No, that wasn’t it, I was told—the crux of the matter was that the resort was under renovation. Funny—no one (especially my travel agent) had mentioned that minor point to me…an entire section of rooms (ocean view—my ocean view room, btw!) was closed, in addition to the main pool and disco!

Okay…here we go! It’s about to get ugly up in here! OH HELL NO! I put on my best “don’t-fuck-

with-me-I’m-an-attorney” face and voice, kept my composure but told the cute, but tight-lipped Jamaican woman behind the desk that she (and this place) was about to have a serious problem if they didn’t produce a comparable room ASAP! She ducked into the back, presumably to consult her manager since the computer terminal at the front desk wasn’t telling her shit—came out a few moments later (okay, more like five to ten minutes later), smiley face painted back on just right. This was what they were going to do—they had a sister resort literally right next door—she genuflected with a smile like she was Vanna fuckin’ White—and it had some very nice ocean-front rooms that were available—I’d be transferred there—I’d retain the use of the privileges at this resort for the entire week, if I’d like—and, here’s how they got me to ease up on a sistah pronto—for my inconvenience, they would comp me three days to be used the next time I came back here to Jamaica and to this resort!

Hmmm, three days…suddenly things weren’t looking that bad…but hold up—tell me more about this other resort, I inquired. I mean, what kind of place was this; what kind of amenities did they have? The Jamaican woman with her dark, perfectly smooth skin smiled a seductive smile as she leaned in toward me, knowing that she now had my full attention. Here’s the thing—this place next door was really nice—and (she just knew from looking at me that I’d love this part), they had a nude side and a prude side…

Nude side! Did someone say, nude side!?! My mind raced for a nanosecond—let me see, does that mean nude honeys flocking by my open window as waves crash onto the white sand every few moments, I wondered??? Hmmm, tell me more, baby, don’t let me interrupt you…

Pause—since y’all don’t know me that well yet, let me say this right up front—I ain’t never been no exhibitionist…okay? I mean, this brutha is comfortable, very comfortable with his body, but that doesn’t mean I get into this naked, holistic, I’m down with nature, let my shit swing free, au naturel shit! I’ve been to a nude beach before—hasn’t everybody? Actually, when I was growing up in NYC, my parents took me to Jones Beach one day and I wandered over the dunes to this spot where there were a whole lot of wrinkled white women with droopy tits and men with little dicks prancing around like spring chickens! Please! That didn’t do shit for me. But the thought of being here, in Jamaica, for God’s sake, with (and here’s where my mind began to fuck with me)—Rachel-looking honeys with dark and lovely hair, big butts, luscious tits—and a smile that would kill a brutha—well, I guess I was just gonna have to take my chances. After all, I was on vacation. No problem, mon! Right???

Thirty minutes later I was in my new room—ocean-front, nude side—facing palm trees, white sand, aquamarine blue water, and honeys with bare titties and shaved pussies wandering by my open mutha fuckin’ window, I kid you not—king-size bed, mirrored ceiling (hello!?!—did they create this mutha fucka just for me???) Things in an instant were looking up. Note to self—call travel agent when I get home—curse the bitch out, then send her a dozen roses! Three extra days for my trouble? Oh, no trouble, really! OH HELL YEAH! Trey in ‘da house! Time to get naked, y’all! For real!








Two



The breeze that swept in from the island beyond the beach made it perfect. It was one of those light breezes, the kind that tickles your hair and ears as it passes by, not enough to billow dresses or shirts, but with dazzling stars overhead and the full moon shining off to the west, its light cascading down onto the shore, illuminating palm trees and hammocks, it felt wonderful. The open-air disco was packed, every inch of planked floor taken up with frenzied dancers. The thump from the bass of rhythm and blues was intoxicating as men in comfortable linens and sandals, women clad in short or long flowing cotton skirts and tank tops, glistened with sweat as they twirled and dipped. The beat took control, forced movement even to those uninitiated as drinks flowed from well-stocked bars with efficient tenders.

Vince Cannon, Jr. sat on a high stool and watched from the teak bar, a long, solid, rectangular thing of beauty that butted against one wall facing the moonlit beach. A tall frosty drink with an orange and pink paper umbrella lay untouched in front of him. He observed his best friend, Trey Alexander, twenty yards away as he danced with his woman. He was overdressed, as only Trey could be—tapered, off-white sport coat and matching flat-front trousers; a thin, yellow V-neck sweater and loafers—a dark oblong stone attached to a cord that hung from his tanned neck. Trey was happy, that much was obvious. The way he smiled, his teeth shining from one end of the open-air room to the other. His woman—dressed to a tee in a thin, slinky white and red dress with leopard skin-like patterns, high-heel red sandals, hair pulled back in a bun—threw her head back and grinned as Trey spun her around, a thin, sinewy arm outstretched toward the high ceiling. They danced well together, Vince had to give them that—the way they moved in sync with each other—it was as if Trey would silently telegraph upcoming moves to her without so much as a nod or a wink, and she would follow suit. For a moment, Vince felt a surge of pang in his heart—not jealousy—he was never jealous of Trey—they had known each other far too long and were way too close for that. Looking out over the sea of bodies, an ocean of writhing forms that undulated like the sea in a storm, he felt a twinge of envy—that said it best. And mid center, almost in the glow of spotlights and lasers that cut through the smoke and perspiration that hovered like mist above the heads, he spotted those two and locked onto their flow. The look that she had on her face right then, at that very moment as Trey reached for her, pulled her into him, and wrapping his arms around her half bare back as he kissed her longingly—yes, that look—when he pulled back from the kiss, her lips wet from him—said it all. At that moment Vince felt envy. Because of that look and the feeling that undoubtedly accompanied it—the feeling of pure, unconfined love—the way their eyes locked onto each other’s and no one else’s—the sea continued to bubble and foam, but to the two of them, theirs was an island, deserted save for them two.

Vince shifted in his stool, took a swig of the tall drink—felt the breeze as it ran past his glasses and through his dark hair, the ceiling fans turning out of sync to the D.J.-spun music, something from an old Prince jam, back in the day—old school, when he was still funky. The kind of groove that made you want to grab onto anything in sight and move—Vince lifted his glass in a toast as he caught Trey’s eyes and grin. Trey made a fist and raised it above the crowd in triumph before returning his stare to the object of his affection. Vince shook his head with a laugh and then, as he caught her eye, smiled and nodded—yes, girl, you’ve found someone special, I know, and I can feel your ecstasy even from here.

Then it happened—just as the music downshifted and bodies parted, making for dry land—relief from tired feet. Trey and his lady came out of a spin and slowed down, his arm finding her waist, she leaning into him and them turning a quarter turn more before stopping on the floor. Vince watched silently, almost missing that moment as he signaled the bartender for a second drink. Trey kissed her silently, let his lips fall onto hers and absorb the warmth and love as they touched. And then he wiped the sweat that had formed on his head, hiked up a pant leg with a quick tug of his hand, and sank to one knee. It was a move that did not go unnoticed. Patrons were caught off guard; the music’s beat moving way too fast for this to be part of any dance ritual. Even she played it off for a brief moment, laughing for a second before the smile was wiped from her face as she looked down and saw the seriousness in his eyes. Trey was staring up, child-like, the gaze unbroken as he searched her face slowly, memorizing each curve of her smooth dark flesh. He grasped her hands lightly; Vince sat up, then got off the bar stool as the music subsided—the D.J. realizing that a special moment was about to unfold—and so he panned the sound down until the room was still—the disco patrons pointing, looking, whispering, conversing and wondering about what was about to go down. Trey cleared his throat as Vince, mesmerized by the sight of his best friend on bended knee, took a step forward, wondering like the rest of the crowd, what was going on?

“Baby,” he said in a soft, yet deep voice. It carried across the room and out onto the veranda by the beach. “I’ve reached a point in my life where I honestly can’t go on.” Trey paused for a moment. He was smiling up at her, noticing the beads of fear, not sweat, that formed at her brow. “It has taken me a long time to get to this place—and so, I’ve got no choice but to share with you what is on my mind…Okay?”

She nodded silently.

“Baby. You make me so incredibly happy. I can’t begin to describe this feeling that I’ve had since you’ve entered by life. It’s a feeling that I’ve never experienced before. I keep waiting for this dream to end—for me to wake up and sigh, but you know what? This is no dream. This is real—you are real. And this love I feel is real.”

Vince turned his head away for a second to catch a glimpse of the crowd, wanting to know if anyone else in the disco was hearing what he had heard. He watched several couples as they nuzzled close to one another. Then he shook his head again, as if to say to himself and the others, yeah, this definitely is one hell of a dream—to think that my man Trey here would even consider this kind of thing…I mean, we’re talking about Trey…but then he saw the tear that meandered down her cheek and heard his best friend continue.

“And so, I want to say this to you in front of all of these special people here tonight, as God is my witness—that I love you with all of my heart, and from this moment forward, I pledge to be faithful…”

Vince had been standing by the bar, elbow on the teakwood when he processed those simple, yet powerful words. His pulse increased as the full realization of what was happening began to take shape. He shuffled forward, his eyes not able to leave the scene unfolding before him.

“I pledge to be the kind of man that is worthy to stand beside a queen.” Trey was sweating, but he made no move to wipe the perspiration that layered his bald head. Vince blinked.

“And so, baby, tonight, I ask you the most important question I’ve ever asked anyone in my life…” The pang hit Vince again, like a left hook—it was a straight shot to the heart—powerful in its delivery. He watched as Trey’s woman stood there—the look on her face said it all—that completeness that accompanies true, uncompromising love. Vince blinked again.

“Baby, I need to know whether you will be with me forever.” Vince felt weak; the sweat that had popped out from his own forehead now meandered down his face through his closely cropped beard to his chin.

“Need to know, baby, whether you will consent…” Trey’s hand was emerging from his pocket with a velvet-covered box. The onlookers had been dead quiet, wanting to grasp every breath, every single utterance. But when Trey produced that box there was a collective sigh that drifted throughout the room. He let go of her hand for an instant, the box was opened and at that moment a beam of light hit the diamond that was nestled inside, sending fragments of light out from the epicenter like a pebble that is dropped into a still lake…

Vince swallowed hard, felt the thump as it pounded against his chest, and blinked again…
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…And opened his eyes to a new dawn. He was lying on his side—a thick, pale-blue comforter pulled up to the nape of his neck. He sighed, felt his heart beating loud and clear as it danced inside his entire being. He lay still, feeling the pulse in his neck as it throbbed before settling down into a normal rhythm. He scanned the room with his eyes—first to the dark stained wooden chest where his wristwatch and thick college ring lay, then sweeping to the left and the half open bathroom door that lay beyond. He caught a glimpse of a shiny light blue bathrobe hanging from a hook on the inside. A ceiling fan turned sluggishly in the morning. An oversized tabby cat lay belly up and motionless at the foot of the bed.

Vince turned over, felt the large, thick mattress yield to his weight as he shifted to his left side and came face-to-face with Maxine. She lay on her side facing him, her eyes shut, dark, shoulder-length hair partly covering her soft face, the rise and fall from her breathing visible as the covers shifted around them. Vince loved to watch Maxi sleep—there was something so serene and peaceful about the way she slept, never twitching or moving—no, Maxi found her place and gave in to the feeling of slumber—allowing herself to be drawn into that deep, dark hole, swallowed up and consumed—a place that held not fear for her, but comfort. Maxi loved to sleep. And Vince loved to watch her doing so.

But now, on the cusp of this new day, Vince felt sadness that permeated his soul, replacing the feeling of tense anguish that had forced him from his dream state. It was slowly overtaking him—he could sense it, feeling it, the way a cup of hot tea that is drunk seeps in to stiff veins and warms one’s entire being. Melancholy and downheartedness spread from limb to limb as he stared at Maxi’s prone form and thought of yesterday…

It had turned out to be a wonderful day. Saturday morning spent running errands—bill paying, picking up some much needed supplies for the studio, stopping by the grocery store—much later in the afternoon, heading home, showering, changing, and then riding over to Maxi’s. He took the Harley—his baby, as he was fond of calling her—a 1998 Fat Boy—purple with gray tank and trim—a custom paint job he had gotten done two years ago from a bike shop down in Richmond. He loved that thing, especially the way it sounded—eighty-eight cubic inches and Vance & Hines pipes that gave it a low growl and rumble every time he tapped the throttle. The source of much banter between Trey and him—those pipes. Trey swore his were louder. Of course, Trey was always dissing Harleys. That began last year when he went out and spent twenty-five grand on an Indian. Now it was Indian this and Indian that! The two of them loved to meet in Old Town in the evening after work, where the rest of the Hogs congregated, Trey pulling up with his beast, all of the Harley dudes stopping their conversation in mid-sentence when he downshifted to a stop—“damn, that’s a fucking Indian!” Didn’t see many of those on the road—not at all! Yeah, Trey loved that aspect—even got a tattoo on his arm—became an Indian convert for life! Vince had to admit, the bike was beautiful. But he was sticking with his Fat Boy. Nothing wrong with his girl. She would give that Chief a run for his money any day of the week!

Maxi had a small but cozy condo in Arlington by the courthouse. Vince had shown up in jeans and an oversized sweater that complemented his rich, dark skin; leather boots and jacket that together with his six-foot frame, muscles, closely cropped hair, and beard made him look rugged in a sexy kind of way. Maxi had chosen a pair of Levi’s jeans and black stretch blouse that showed off her curves—she pulled her hair back and tied it down; her thin, black-rimmed glasses were set against her smooth dark face. One thing about Maxi—she didn’t use a lot of makeup. Didn’t have to. And Vince dug that. She splashed on some perfume, grabbed a light jacket that accentuated her leather boots, and was good to go.

They took her car into downtown around eightish—they felt like being around people but not in a dense crowd—so they settled on 18th Street Lounge for drinks—a hip, diversified place with acid jazz, plenty of comfortable couches, and great Cosmopolitans. They found a nice quiet table by the window overlooking Connecticut Avenue, ordered a round of drinks—Maxi was a Johnnie Walker Black and Coke kind of girl—and Vince was in the mood for a Cosmo. They talked about their work week and family—Maxi was from Detroit and spoke to her family regularly; Vince still had his parents here in D.C., and visited them each week, faithfully for Sunday night dinner unless he was out of town on a speaking engagement. The conversation flowed freely and without force—they had been dating for about a month now—so they were still circling around each other somewhat cautiously, but their guard had been lowered.

Maxi really liked Vince—for the first time in a long while she was with a man who didn’t play games and was sincere. That’s what defined Vince for her more than anything—the fact that he was so genuine. Most of the men she had dated since arriving here in D.C. two years ago were full of themselves and so full of shit. She had gotten so tired of the dating scene—going to the obligatory happy hours with her friends from work, meeting these knuckleheads—good looking, yet overly confident men who talked a big game, but always turned out to be nothing but big liars! Then she had met Vince one night at a book signing at the Barnes & Noble in Georgetown. He had seemed almost too nice at first—confident, but not cocky, intelligent, smooth in his delivery, the way he listened when she spoke—that was clearly his gift. He made people think as if they were the only one in the room when he spoke to them.

Vince immediately had dug her, too! They had exchanged small talk after he signed his book—Finding Nirvana: A Quintessential Game Plan for Success, for her. She had hung back—letting the rest of the small crowd that had gathered to hear him speak go to him—but they disbursed quickly. Afterwards, he had come up to her—remembered her name—that got him points big time—and asked her to join him for a coffee at the Starbucks down the street. Nothing big, no fancy first date—just good conversation at a coffee shop on a Sunday night. She recalled how he had laughed when he told her that she had eyes just like Nia Long—and stroked her arm—that had sent chills down her spine when he did that. They had been seeing each other ever since.

For Vince—especially in the beginning, she had him all excited like a kid in a candy store—Maxi was something that didn’t just come along every day. She was intelligent, had a good job, good looks—not a show stopper—not a hottie as Trey was fond of calling them—but, and most importantly, she was drama free—a definite keeper, no doubt about that. He liked her because he saw the potential in her—it was there during that first night at Starbucks as they chatted over chai tea and a grande latte—a future with this woman. In Vince’s line of work as a speaker/writer—he met all kinds of women day in and day out. Most, unfortunately, were just not all that. On the surface they were nice—but if he dug down, like a diver who dips below the surface of the waves, he’d find the baggage and the drama that inevitably would push him away. Life was way too short to settle for stuff like that. And so, Vince would move on…thanks, but no thanks.

Last night, sitting there at 18th Street, sipping a really good Cosmo, watching Maxi with her Nia Long eyes smile as they conversed, he felt good. That was the one thing about Maxi—they had fun together. Wherever they went, whatever they did, whether they decided to stay in and watch a DVD or go out to a club, they had fun. Good conversation; Maxi was not the kind of girl that bitched and complained about stuff—instead always upbeat and fun. And she was one of those self-sufficient women that impressed Vince a great deal. They weren’t in each other’s face 24/7, and Vince appreciated the fact that Maxi gave him his space. She had her own friends here—she hung with her girls and had some after-work activities—she was taking a photography class downtown and was really getting into that—spending a great deal of her free time with a Nikon slung around her shoulder, speeding up New York Avenue, M Street, or Wisconsin looking for stuff to shoot. If they didn’t talk on the phone every day, no one had a melt down. How refreshing, Vince thought!

After 18th Street they went across Connecticut to Dragonfly, an eclectic sushi bar that played house and trance, and displayed weird Japanese-produced cartoons on its white walls. They finally got a table around eleven, ordered quickly because they both were famished—some really good sushi and sashimi, along with Coronas to wash the food down. The place was packed—a wacky kind of crowd in terms of dress and demeanor. But neither Vince nor Maxi paid much attention to them—they talked some more—Maxi about this project she was working on at her job—she was a software developer for a small, Internet start-up in northern Virginia. Vince listened attentively as she described some of the problems they were having with their code. Then shifting gear, talking about stuff in general—what he was working on in his studio. She had only gone there one time and watched in quiet awe as he worked on his art.

A little after midnight, they drove to The Saint on 14th. A relatively short line had formed—they waited patiently for the bouncer to let them in. Maxi recognized a few folks—they exchanged their hellos. Once inside, Vince grabbed a Corona and water from the bar and found Maxi standing by a pillar overlooking the dance floor. The Saint was packed—mostly young, college-aged folks—black, white, Puerto Rican, Spanish, even Asian up in the spot this evening. The music was bumping, and after a few minutes of small talk, Vince led Maxine to the crowded dance floor. A rapid-fire succession of really good songs came on—nice grooves and bass lines—hip-hop and rap by Jermaine Dupri, Ja Rule, and Ludacris—they danced close together, Maxi moving with rhythm the way most black girls do—like they invented the shit! Vince grinned and followed along, doing his own thing, enjoying the feeling of grooving with his lady. They had fun and got a bit sweaty as they lip-synced along with the tunes—Jay-Z, R. Kelly, and an upbeat new jam from Mary J. Blige that Maxi just loved.

By one-thirty a.m. they were heading home, Vince driving, Maxi a bit tipsy from the Black and Cokes she had downed. They made it back to her place without fanfare. When they arrived, Maxi kept the lights off and shades parted, turned on the stereo to WKYS—they were playing slow jams with little commercial interruption this time of night. She giggled softly as she shed her clothes, leaving a trail of her evening’s attire around the living room. Vince watched as he undressed quietly. And then they lay down, right there on the carpet, and made love, stray flecks of warm street lighting creating patterns across their bare bodies as they moved, not as quietly as they normally do—Maxi’s inhibitions being smothered by the liquor—a warm, comforting feeling overtaking her and causing her moans and squeals to increase in pitch and intensity. In the background, Aaliyah’s sultry voice: …Rock the boat, rock the boat, work the middle, work the middle…change position… stroke it for me, stroke it for me… Vince was enjoying himself completely, taking pleasure in the sensation of being inside her, making love to her face-to-face, eyes locked on each other as they thrust their flushed bodies against one another, Maxi’s head resting in Vince’s hands. They both felt the passion build and then spill over, overflowing, Maxi crying out, and Vince covering her mouth with his as he joined her in orgasm. After a few moments of feeling the afterglow that comes from this kind of exquisite release, they lay together on the carpet for a while in silence, listening to the radio, old school songs with soulful melodies keeping them both awake. Some time later they climbed into her bed and fell asleep, Vince spooning Maxi tight, his hands covering her breasts as if they were precious gems, his pelvis nuzzling against her nude flesh, as they both settled down into that deep, dark hole, and dreamed very different dreams…
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In an instant, things can, and do change forever. And in this case, it was that image of a moonlit beach somewhere in paradise, Vince’s buddy on bended knee—a sea of bodies huddled together, bonded in kindred spirits by this special moment—the look between lovers that would forever be frozen in time by his psyche—knowing unconditionally and without question what that look meant. What it said inescapably to him and to the others: this was the one. And that is what changed it, in an instant, for Vince. That knowing—that guttural, instinctual knowledge that is visceral—Maxi was not the one. In a sense, Vince had known that from the moment he had laid eyes on her at the book signing. Maxi was a wonderful girl—that was not even in question. She was successful, independent, and possessed good looks…also, brave, clean, and reverent! But at the end of the day, what mattered most to Vince, was that she was not the one. He did not love her. Not today, not tomorrow, and whether or not he ever could was also not the question—the fact remained—Vince needed and desired to possess that quality which he saw with pinpoint clarity in his mind’s eye. Pure, unconfined love—the sea may continue to bubble and foam around him, but to Vince—he desired a woman that to the two of them, theirs was an island all unto themselves…

And so, on the cusp of this new day, Vince once again felt the sadness infuse his being until he was consumed, his soul overflowing with its soup. He rose quietly, began the shower and stood underneath, letting the hot water batter his face and neck, massaging his shoulders and back like a masseuse. He tilted his head back and closed his eyes, not from the spray, but from the injury, the wound that was smarting. He stayed in there a very long time, going over it again and again in his mind. But Vince was no stranger to the verse that rang inside of his head. This was a movie, which was all too familiar. He knew deep down inside exactly what he was searching for. Always hoping that he’d find it around the next corner, the next one who came along and smiled at him. He’d give each one a chance—that much was for sure—Vince, the kind of man who saw beauty in everything that crossed his path. It was there somewhere, if you just knew where to look and nurture it. But, sadly, at the end of the day, beauty alone did not bring him any closer to finding the one thing that kept him rising every day with a smile to continue his journey—true, unconditional love.

Vince dressed quietly, careful not to disturb sleeping Maxi. He said a silent prayer for her and for himself—that the two of them would one day find the happiness and the passion that made life worth living. That special something that was beyond the thrill of money, sex, or power.

Before he left, Vince bent down, kissed Maxi on her cheek—she opened her eyes briefly, those Nia Long eyes watching him silently for a moment before she smiled, turned and stretched like a cat before saying: “Vince Cannon, Jr., you were soooooo wonderful last night…” Then she closed her eyes and purred back to sleep, contentment etched into her face like an ancient hieroglyphic. Vince remained for a moment more, watching her settle back down into that place, free of fear and strife, before he climbed onto his motorcycle, still damp from the morning dew, and rode off into the rising sun.








Three



First mutha fucking thing I did—no, it was not unpack! I slipped out of my clothes, took a quick shower to erase that airplane/travel smell, oiled my body up with lotion and sunscreen until my shit shined like I was in a bodybuilding competition…threw on a pair of designer swim trunks, a wifebeater, black sandals, the bad-ass sunglasses, and headed out to case the joint! Wanted/needed to get the lay of the land so to speak—I began with the open-air dining area where another lavish buffet was in full effect. I breezed through there like a movie star, head and chin up, fly shades on, pausing at the bar to order a Sangaster’s original Jamaican rum cream. The dude behind the bar filled my glass with ice and rum cream—I took one sip and suddenly felt the reggae vibe as it coursed through me. Yeah, mon! Strolled around the grounds, checking things out—a few restaurants and bars—a 24/7 gym with free weights, Nautilus, and machines, duty free store, tennis courts, squash courts, and basketball courts. I passed by this fine, Jamaican honey dressed in tight, pink bellbottoms and a matching, low cut top that proudly displayed her lovely tits in a push-up bra! She said, “Welcome to Jamaica, mon!” I smiled while eying her lovely curves.

“Just get in?” she asked while sneaking a peek at my chest tattoo.

I smiled back. “Yes, I did—and loving it already.”

“Prude side or nude side?” she inquired while resting a hand on a waist that was no more than twenty inches in circumference.

“Nude side,” I exclaimed proudly, thrusting my chest out like it wasn’t any big deal to me! “You gonna come by for a visit?” I asked all cockily.

“Oh,” she said, softly, licking her lips seductively, while thinking of a comeback. Her nametag was attached to her flimsy top, but I was having a hard time concentrating on the lettering. “They gonna have fun with you!”

“Bring it on, I ain’t scared,” I replied, pronouncing the word “scared” like “scurred,” the way Mystikal, that fly rapper from the Dirty South had made famous in his song, “Shake Ya Ass.” Then as she walked away with a wave of her hand, I was left standing there observing the rise and fall of her ass cheeks in those pink pants, thinking to myself, who were they????
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A sign proclaimed, “Nude Beach—No Photography!”—alrighty then! I had walked down to the beach, prude side first, observed the folks: black, white, Europeans, Jamaicans, and whatnot, baking in the sun. Folks looking good, I’ll give them that. Walked past the watercraft—sunfishes, catamarans, kayaks, bicycles with huge oversized tires for use in the water, past the Jamaican locals who were selling wood carvings, trinkets, and jewelry on tables under the shade of palm trees—past rows of white plastic lounge chairs filled with holiday travelers lying out and just chillin’—until the sign slowed me in my tracks. Okay, here we go…

Walking past, I observed a number of couples lying about, butt-naked, mostly white, a few with some pigment to them, bushes neatly trimmed. Saw a lot of silicone—you can guess that I’m a self-proclaimed expert on titties, and can spot the fake ones a mile away—not that I’m mad at any of these ladies—do your thing, girls, I am not complaining!

The beach curved slightly to the left, and at the end off to the right was the pool area. I walked up the stone steps slowly eyeing those around me. The place was fairly well packed. A bunch of people, all butt-naked in the pool and by the swim-up bar area, checked me out as I strolled by looking for a place to chill and lay my things. I was still in my trunks and tee, but that was about to change. Through my shades I observed tits and much ass, and a few dicks, how could I not, and I have to say, I was impressed (with the tits/ass, not dicks)! Most of the women here, okay, let me say this—close to seventy percent, looked damn good! I mean, there were a few pigs; I’m not trying to be mean, just telling it like it is…but seriously, most looked okay in my book. The women were an average age of thirty-five I would say, and in good shape. The guys on the other hand were a mixed bag—some were fit, but most were carrying around a beer gut. I saw one brutha over by the edge of the pool sitting alone, lost in thought. Didn’t pay him any mind. Past him was a hot tub the size of most YMCA pools. In the middle, was a whirlpool that currently held about eight people, all shaded and drinks in hand or close by.

I slowed my already unhurried gait and found an empty lounge chair with a good view of the festivities. My heart was thumping as I readied to remove my clothes—not from fear, just the opposite, in fact—my mind churning from the possibilities…endless possibilities. Bending down, I pushed my trunks off like they were an afterthought, balled them up and lay them under my lounge chair. The tee came off next and finally the sandals. Mutha fuckas were watching, I kid you not—oh yeah, they were checking a brutha out—seeing what I was packing. Now, let me stop you right there and keep it real. I ain’t no Long Dong Silver; I ain’t packing eighteen inches, no, not hardly—but my shit is nice; I’ve been told I’ve got a beautiful cock. It doesn’t hang very low, but trust me, when you awaken that bad boy, that mutha fucka inflates to a nice length and solid girth. And that’s when the ladies hold their hands over their mouths (and pussies) and exclaim, “Oh my!”

I glanced left, spied the towel rack behind the enormous hot tub that was empty this time of day. I casually walked to get a towel, shades on and nothing else, my shit tight and on-point! Mutha fuckas were clocking me, I swear to God, as I grabbed a towel and slowly sauntered back to my lounge chair. A few smiled, but most just watched…I gave them the show I knew they were craving…doing a very slight pimp roll, you know how we do…not too much leaning, but head up and chest out; stomach tight; arms flexed; a thick, expensive Breitling Blackbird on my left wrist; a thin, sterling silver bracelet on my right, each jingling as I walked by the onlookers. I flung the towel onto the chair without missing a single stride; cut to the right and pool edge, bent down, one arm on the concrete and in one fell swoop, I gracefully entered the cool, refreshing water. Took my shades off for a moment as I submerged my head, then quickly returned the shades ’cause it was bright out! Swam over to the swim-up bar, mutha fuckas making a path for me as I went. Yeah, buddy! Who’s mutha fuckin house is ’dis???

The bartender was a dark, Jamaican brutha with black shades on and a Hawaiian shirt. He was bopping to reggae music emanating from a boom box behind the bar. I nodded to a few couples as I edged over, ordered a rum punch, and said a few “Waz ups” to people who eyed me cautiously. Got my drink, took a sip and touched the bartender fist-to-fist, giving him dap. I nodded. “Respect,” he replied.

I turned and headed back to my chair, being clocked by the women as I went. It felt real good. I mean, I hadn’t been here five fucking minutes yet and mutha fuckas already knew I was the shit! Wait ’til I told Vince about this. I suppressed the thought of running back to my crib (a.k.a. my room) and hitting him on the cell—naw, not right this minute, I’m a bit preoccupied…

A woman with a tight-ass body; deep, rich tan, and big titties that were obviously fake (’cause they defied gravity) was sitting on the side of the pool, while her man (or someone’s man) massaged sunblock into her skin. He ran his hands over her neck and then descended to her mammoth tits, massaging those bad boys like he was a professional masseuse! She smiled as I went by, drink in hand.

“How you doing?” she asked in a New York accent, looking down over the rim of her designer shades. One leg was up on the edge of the pool, her perfectly shaved pussy was within spitting, or, more accurately, licking distance! The guy continued his massaging like he was on a mutha fuckin’ mission! I was not mad at him!

“Livin’ large. How YOU doing?” I replied as I stopped in front of her.

“Everyting irie.” She threw her head back, long brown hair flowing down her back as she laughed.

“Oh, I didn’t know you was Jamaican. Damn, girl!” I laughed with her and sipped my rum punch. Damn, that shit was good! “Listen,” I continued with a grin, “if dude here misses a few spots, holla at me…Okay!?!”

“Damn,” he said, removing his oily hands from her erect nipples to look at me for the first time, “been here five minutes and already working!” He was grinning; not that I was worried. Dude had a gut and would need a few of his buddies to take me on.

“You know how we do!” I responded while eyeing his honey. One thing about me, one lesson I learned long time ago—look a woman straight in her eyes when you’re talking to her. Don’t half-step it—none of this glance here, then there—no, that shit just doesn’t work. Women love a brutha that will stare them down while he’s speaking. Look right through them to their very soul. That shit turns them on. And that’s just what the fuck I did—stared straight through this honey while I spoke to him, as if I was saying, “Yeah, I hear ya, my man, but it’s you I’m talking to!”

“Just might do that,” girlfriend replied, licking her lips in a way that I just know was done automatically, without conscious thought—like her lips had a mind of their own and were speaking directly to me.

“You do that, sweetie! I make house calls, too!” Taking another sip I moved on, feeling her eyes as she followed me away. I left the pool damn near the way I entered, with a flex from my upper body and a quick exit. I strolled back to my chair in slo-mo, drops of refreshing, pool water cascading down this bronze brutha’s tight body, the weight of dozens of pairs of eyes upon my firm back, sexy tattoos, and ass. My package was right, ya hear! And it felt so damn good to finally be in Jamaica, on vacation. Yeah, mon!
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You know, y’all, I probably should pause right here to explain something for a moment; a clarification, so to speak. One thing you need to know about me, when it comes to women, I am colorblind. I love women—all colors, shapes, and sizes. To me, the only color that matters is the color pink—that’s ’cause pink is the mutha fuckin’ universal color, ya hear? It may be different shades on the outside—white, black, dark, light, and whatnot, but it’s all pink on the inside. Now, some of you are haters—you know who the fuck you are—yeah, I’m looking straight the fuck at you! And you’re sitting there thinking to yourself, well, Mr. Big Shit over there thinks he’s too good for sistahs. Naw, it ain’t that at all. Don’t get me wrong. I love me some sistahs. I’ve got nothing but love for my Nubian Queens; I’m serious. But at the same time, give me a blonde with big tits and a black girl’s ass and I’m all in that shit, ya hear me??? I mean, I’m gonna fuck that pussy like it is going out of style. So don’t hate ’cause I push up on a Latino, an Irish chick, or some corn-bread country thing with big tits and thick hair. I ain’t mad at any of them. Long as they got pink pussies…I’m there! Enough said!

By now, the sun was beating down and attacking this black man’s body from all angles. Okay! Every few minutes I had to leave the confines of my deck chair and immerse myself in the pool. My bald head was roasting, regardless of the sunblock that I had massaged into my skin. I had refreshed my drink a few times too many I thought already—them rum punches were kicking into overdrive, let me tell you. And it wasn’t even dinnertime yet!

I had (mistakenly, I would later learn) taken a book with me to the pool. I rarely got time to read during my “normal” life in D.C. as an attorney and with my busy social commitments, I mean, hey, who has time to read? So I was viewing this vacation as a way to play catch-up on my fiction. I had picked up a few paperbacks at the airport Barnes & Noble, and the one I had begun on the plane now lay on my lounge chair. It was funny, but I had noticed that I was the only mutha fucka in the pool area who had brought a book with them. The book I was reading was entitled “White Teeth” by Zadie Smith—a black woman from England. I remember her from Oprah or some show like that saying something like, “Readers were better than sex!” I’m not sure what that was all about, but I’ll tell you this—the book was all that! Anyway, I gotta give this chick credit—the book was damn good—I had totally gotten into the first seventy-five pages on the flight over, so naturally I took it to the pool with me…I mean, why wouldn’t I? It had a distinctive red cover with bold white lettering on it. People kept glancing at the book when they walked by me. At first I assumed it was the cover that they were attracted to. Then I realized they had never seen a book in a nude pool area before!

For the first few hours I think I got about two pages read! I kept restarting the same paragraph over and over again. Just when things got interesting (in the book, that is), something in or around the edge of the pool would catch my eye! First it was Ms. Biggums with her Massage Daddy. Then I caught some activity over in the whirlpool—a few honeys were playfully splashing each other’s tits with water while their boyfriends watched enviously! I mean, it was getting hard for a brutha to concentrate! And the heat was fucking with me. I decided to take a break and head to my room—time to put on another coat of sunscreen before I baked to a crisp, and see what I could see on the beach side…but before I left, I went to take a quick cool-me-off soak in the whirlpool, and do some quick intros to get acclimated…

I climbed in and over a few folks. Most nodded in approval as I joined them. The fellas and I exchanged some “Waz ups,” while the ladies looked on. I caught each of their gazes in turn and said, “Waz up, girlie? My name’s Trey,” or some variation of that theme as I got out of harm’s way from one of the powerful whirlpool jets (that shit was way too close to a brutha’s asshole, know what I mean?!) Small talk was exchanged: Just get down here? How you like it so far? (Wink, wink, grin, grin!), you know, shit like that, yada yada yada. A well-built middle-aged guy named Randy from Indiana with a shit-load of tattoos over seventy percent of his body was doing most of the talking at this point. He was loud, but totally cool. His wife, Cathy, was by his side, large tits with pierced nipples and a large tattoo on her navel plunging below to her shaved cunt (I didn’t know it was shaved at this point, but trust me, I’d find out this little tidbit later on that evening.) Randy and I vibed right off the bat—he was a regular guy who dug his wife and was down here chilling and enjoying the sunshine, T&A, and reggae music. They owned a restaurant and tattoo parlor back home. I was not mad at them!

“Dude,” Randy said in between sipping some kind of banana cream concoction that looked like cum, but smelled a whole lot better, “are you down here with the Lifestyles crew or what?”

“Hmmm?” I responded. Not clear on what he was talking about, I thought maybe he was referring to the condom company—perhaps they were down here doing a promotional bit, giving out condoms and shit…free samples? For real? Hit a brutha up ’cause I’m gonna be fresh out by nightfall!

“Lifestyles,” Randy repeated slowly, moving closer to me to be heard over the two honeys across from us who were cackling like a bunch of black crows. “You know, the group?”

“Naw, never heard of ’em.” I shook my head while watching the dark nipples surrounded by large, jiggling tits of the brunette in front of me.

“Lifestyles,” Randy repeated, “they’re a kind of national swingers group—they sponsored a trip to this resort for the past two weeks—you lucky guy, you happen to catch the tail end.” He smirked as he checked my reaction over his dark sunglasses. His wife, Cathy, on the other side of me nuzzled against my side and her hand found my leg. She had a smirk of her own.

“You don’t say?” I said, smirking now myself. At this point, everyone was just a smirking! “Swingers? You mean most of these folks here are…” I gestured with my hand while lowering my voice and keeping one eye on Ms. Jiggletits, letting the sentence finish itself.

“Oh, yeah,” Randy said with a harsh laugh that I would learn was his trademark. He grinned and showed his teeth. “Oh yeah!” he said again while Cathy stroked me, knee to thigh. DAYUM, I thought to myself. Things keep getting better and better in this piece!

[image: space]

I walked slowly back to my room, taking the scenic route. There was a tarmac-covered walkway that cut behind the beachfront and in between the two-story rooms, nicely littered with tall, shade-covering palm trees. A few chickens ran through the underbrush as I sauntered along, following the meandering path, my sandals and sunglasses the only articles of clothing on my person. This actually was a totally new feeling for me—the sense of ultimate freedom, the sun on my exposed flesh as I walked, talked, shook another’s hand, took a sip, slept, read—feeling totally relaxed and at ease, as if I was a natural, and had been doing this for years. I admit I was a bit tired (jet lagged, in a sense), but the rum had kicked in and mellowed me the fuck out. I felt the reggae vibe inside of me—it coursed through my limbs and veins even though I heard not a thing—but that was irie with me!

There were a few couples, mostly nude, who walked past me, nodding their welcome. I nodded back, caught up in my own little world. Farther down the winding path was my room. My room key jiggled on an elastic band around my dark ankle. The path wound to the right. I followed, suddenly noticing up ahead a splash of pink. My senses were heightened immediately, on alert—Defcom Three! It was the lovely Jamaican honey I had spoken with hours earlier. In her elbow she carried a metal vase filled with what appeared to be champagne. Two wine stems were curled between long, slender fingers. She was heading toward one of the rooms and it took her a moment to look up and see me. She smiled when she did, glanced down slowly (admiring the package), and then back up. We had stopped at the same place, in front of the same room. My room!

“For little ole me??” I said, batting my eyelashes.

“Doesn’t look that little to me,” she threw back. I laughed as I watched her observing me with a grin. “Just our way of welcoming our newest guests to our fine resort,” she said, thrusting the vase in my direction. Her eyes sparkled, and I concentrated on them for a moment, letting my gaze seep in before lowering my stare to her wonderful dark breasts that strained against her tight, sequined bra. Barely covering that was her pink top. I glanced at her nametag—Jackie.

“Well, Jackie,” I said, feeling myself growing, enlarging, engorging as I imagined that luscious, tight black ass covering my face and neck, tasting her luscious juices, “it’s a good thing you are here,” I remarked, lifting my sunglasses onto my bald head so she could see my eyes. I leaned against the doorframe and set down the champagne. Her face changed to a frown as if something was out of place.

“Is something wrong?” she asked, pursing her full lips together. She had on a pair of dangling earrings that sparkled in the sunshine. A thin, matching chain was around her neck. Complementing these, her belly was pierced with a single, knobby piece of silver that winked at me every time I peered down. Trick of light, I presumed.

“Most definitely there is, Jackie,” I responded in my serious, attorney voice that I had perfected over the years. “And you arrived not a moment too soon. I was just getting ready to call the front desk.” I unlocked the front door with my key and pushed on it, held it open, and gestured for her to enter. “Please, this way.” Jackie looked at me for a moment; her eyes sparkled as she sized me up, trying to see if this was a ruse, a ploy to get her into my room. She stood her ground until I lightly touched her thin waist, ran my hand along her back and exerted small amounts of pressure. In unison, we crossed the threshold to my room. I set the glasses down on the dresser as her gaze swept around my room. I held the cold bottle of champagne by the neck in one hand, letting the cold drops of ice water run down my wrist.

“I’m sorry, Mr.…” Jackie paused.

“Alexander, Trey Alexander,” I responded lightly, taking her hand in mine.

“Mr. Alexander then. Is it something with the accommodations?” she asked, twirling around the room to take in its contents. I used this moment to admire her beautiful ass. Two perfectly shapely balls packed in light cotton—I was about to lose my mind! She glanced toward the bathroom, then popped her head in for a brief moment before returning to the side of the bed. I let a moment of silence invade the space before responding.

“Isn’t it obvious to you?” I asked, brushing my dick with the bottom of the bottle. The coldness made me flinch. I noticed that Jackie followed my movement with her eyes before responding.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Alexander, you’re going to have to be more specific.”

“Indeed,” I said while moving within a foot of her body. She was quite beautiful. I glanced down into her sparkling eyes, which held my attention for a brief moment. “Actually, Ms. Jackie—the problem simply has to do with this bed.” I paused while she looked over my shoulder to the well-made bed. She moved around me, tested the bed with her palms before straightening up and staring at me helplessly.

“I fail to see the problem. I’m sorry.”

I sighed for effect. “The problem, Ms. Jackie, is you. And the fact,” I exclaimed, moving within six inches of her, “that you aren’t in it…”

In the time that it took for her brain to process that information I was on her in an instant—my mouth covered hers as I grasped her small waist, bringing her the remaining distance to me. She struggled (if one can even call it that) for a brief moment—her arms raised up to my smooth chest as if in protest, ran her hands along my nipples and down my forearms—but that ceased as my tongue slipped into her mouth. She groaned as I wrapped my arms around her waist, taking a handful of ass with me along the way. My cock was fully hard now. I pulled her closer to me. Felt her warmth as she came to me, body-to-body, my pulsating dick against the thin fabric of her pink pants. My free hand went to her mouth, touched her face and traced the outline of her lips while I continued to kiss her. She pulled back.

“I…can’t…” I gave her enough air to breathe before I ran my tongue around the edge of her mouth and then stuck it back between those divine lips. She licked at me, playfully at first, hands on my arms, as if trying to decide whether to pull me closer or push me away. “Seriously,” she said, exhaling forcefully. I glanced down and could see her hardened nipples. I stroked her waist with my free hand, moved it up her belly, lightly touching the piercing before moving to the sequined bra. I ran a fingernail across the material, tracing circles over the exposed top part of her breasts, kneading the flesh with my hand. She moaned again and pulled me into her as she sucked at my tongue. Yeah, there wasn’t going to be any further problems with this one…

My hand grabbed her tit and squeezed. Felt those lovely mounds of flesh. She let me squeeze and probe for a moment before she pulled back and ran a hand through her hair.

“Trey—seriously, I can’t be doing this. I mean, I work here and…”

Okay—under normal circumstances I might have been tempted to hear this honey out—you know, it can be quite amusing to watch a woman all turned on and shit, pussy dripping, nipples distended, trying to explain why she shouldn’t sit on your cock right this particular minute—but today’s situation was different. Here I was fifteen-hundred miles from home, in paradise, I swear, standing, with not a stitch of clothing on, beside a beautiful, young Jamaican honey, with my dick harder than high school trigonometry—I wasn’t about to let this shit get out of my sight! Nope. So I did what any playa in my situation would do. I pushed up on her; she backed into the closet that housed my clothes and the room safe—until there was no place left to go. I ran a hand down to the valley between her legs and felt for the damp space. It was there, just like I knew it would be. I bent down and kissed her harder this time, taking her upper lip in my mouth and sucking at it like fruit. I kept a firm grip between her legs, my fingers outlining her pussy through the fabric of her tight pants. My dick was pushing against her leg and she couldn’t help but feeling it. But on the off chance she had a case of tactile insensitivity, I reached for her hand and brought it to my cock. She inhaled quickly and looked down as her fingers curled around the girth.

“Dayum! That…,” she said, swallowing hard, “is one beautiful piece.” (See what I mean, I don’t make this shit up!) Her hand grasped the shaft and she squeezed it before moving to the head, which she massaged with her palm. “It’s sooooo hard!”

“Yes it is, Jackie…look what you’ve done.” I smiled while pulling her toward the bed. The door remained open. She glanced to the right as I let go of her hand. She went to the door and slid it shut, locking the bolt in place. I lay back on the bed, checking myself in the ceiling mirror the size of the bed itself. Slowly, Jackie moved back to the bed, a seductive grin on her face. My right hand held the champagne bottle while my left slowly stroked my cock.

“Damn,” she exclaimed again, “boy, does that look good. You look good. Tattoos and all!” She leaned over me, one hand on the bed, and the other on my stomach. She lightly fingered my nipple, ran a hand across the newest acquisition—the star tattoo, spent a bit of time tracing the outline of the Indian Chief and his headdress—all the while licking her lips seductively. My cock was throbbing; I swear I could see that bad boy pulse!

“Stop playing, girl,” I said with a smile. She tugged on my dick, ran a hand down to my clean-shaved balls, lightly squeezing the sacs. I managed to get the bottle open without too much effort. The cork flew off with a loud pop, startling Jackie, who bent down on the mat in front of the bed. Grasping my cock with her hand, she moved closer, lightly blowing on the shaft of my dick with her mouth. My eyes rolled back into my head, but not before I caught a shot of her and myself in the mirror. Damn, wish I had brought the camcorder! Her tongue touched the tip of my dick—she traced the outline of the head, leaving a trail of saliva in its wake. Then down the shaft she went, holding it gingerly, licking it like a child does a lollipop, reaching the base and my balls, giving them a playful tug before heading back up along the other side. With two wet swaths she painted my cock with her tongue, and I was not mad at her! She was incredible. I groaned and held her hair in my hand.

Jackie moved up, kissed my tight stomach, probing my belly button with her tongue before plunging her mouth, without warning, onto my dick. Her warm, wet mouth met my cock and it slipped inside effortlessly, parting lips and pushing her tongue aside in one fell swoop. She kept going down, my hand tightening the grip on her hair as her mouth took as much of me in as deep as she could. I hit the back of her throat, she paused, her eyes opened and she stared back at me, my cock buried to the hilt in her mouth. I took the bottle and ran it across her face. She flinched, but didn’t lose any dick in the process—and then she went back to sucking.

“Yes, love, you are so amazing. My God!” I said, as she sucked my member with abandonment. “Shit, don’t make me come yet, you hear me?” My words were lost in the sounds of her sucking—slurping, slobbering, suckling sounds that made me twitch in excitement. I reached behind her and unfastened her bra—her tits were fantastic—ripe, soft melons of fruit—small dark nipples that stuck out at attention at least a half-inch. I tugged at them with my fingers, squeezed the fruit, enjoying the feeling of natural flesh (no preservatives or enhancements here)—just 100% woman, soft, spongy titties that fit in the palm of my hand as if they were custom made just for me. Dark lovely nipples, hard as I twisted them between my thumb and forefinger.

“Your cock tastes so damn good!” Jackie exclaimed while leaning back to admire my taut, reclining form.

“You like?” I asked, knowing the answer. “Do I taste good, honey?” I said all baby-like. She glanced up and smiled, her eyes twinkling as she watched me.

“Oh yes, I love the way you taste, the way you smell. I could do this all day.”

Hmmm, now there’s a thought!

I took the opened bottle of champagne and poured some of the cold liquid onto my cock and stomach. Grabbed her hair and steered her mouth onto my champagne—laced cock. Have some bubbly, I thought to myself with a chuckle! She took it like a good woman should—without any complaints, and sucked me like this would be the last time for both of us. I felt myself stirring—that feeling, that pre-come sensation, which begins like a storm, deep in the bowels of my balls. I forced her off of me.

“What?” She had this look of disgust on her face, but I stroked her face and bent forward kissing her hard on the mouth.

“Jackie, you need to slow down. You are gonna make me come hard if you keep that shit up.”

“Isn’t that the whole idea?” she said, standing up and slowly unbuttoning her pants. Dayum!!!—Can I package this bitch up and take her ass back with me to America like Vince said, I wondered. I watched her perform a slow striptease. She slid her pants down, revealing a black g-string.

“Turn around,” I ordered her. “Let me see that ass.” Jackie was a soldier who knew how to follow orders. She turned seductively, her eyes never leaving mine. Her ass came into view—and what a sight it was to behold. Better than my wildest imagination: her black skin was flawless, without marks or blemishes. I held those lovely mounds of flesh, kneading them in my hands. Ran my fingers over her skin and to the cleft, then downwards, following the thin cotton fabric that disappeared as it reached around to cover her cunt. My fingers moved down and under, feeling her mound, which was wet with pussy juice. I pulled the cotton to the side, slipped a finger around her sticky pubic hair and then plunged inside, Jackie sucking in a breath as I entered her. A moment later I pulled a glazed finger out. She turned to me as I held my finger in front of my face, examining it for a quick second like a doctor would, before slipping it between my lips. I closed my eyes as I did this, for effect, of course, sucking on my finger hungrily before opening my eyes and offering up a single moan.

“Girl,” I said, my eyes locked with her, “you taste so fucking good.” Jackie’s face melted right there. Putty in my hands!

I pulled her on top of me, running my fingers over her ass, tight thighs and knees before up her back and around to her lovely tits that hung inches from my face. I took each one into my mouth, licked them all over, paying special attention to the nipples that I bit lightly. She threw her head back and closed her eyes—I know this because I was watching her in the mirror—watching that ass that rotated as I massaged her cheeks, thrusting my hardened dick into her pelvis.

“Come here, Island girl. I’ve gotta taste you before we go any further.”

I grabbed her by the waist and lifted her off of me, my muscles twitching and flexing as she slipped beneath me. She spread her legs and my mouth went to her stomach for a brief moment, ran a tongue over her belly before tracing a swath down to her canyon. Her dark skin glowed under me—then I came to her pussy. It was lightly covered with dark, curly hair. Her pussy lips were not overly big or fleshly, but she possessed a meaty clit that was presently elongated. I teased it with my mouth, blowing on it and then brushing against it with my closed mouth. Moving downward to her thin pussy lips, I twisted my head around her thighs, pressed my nose in between her wetness, then stuck my tongue straight out and let it forge a path. It found her cunt; she opened up with a groan as I probed her—licking voraciously as if I was a man who had been without a meal for far too long. Jackie was incredibly wet—her pussy juice meandered down her thigh before I caught it with the edge of my mouth, sucking the juice in and swallowing the liquid down in one gulp.

My head shook from left to right, her clit in between my lips. I tugged at it with my teeth as her lower body—hips, thighs, and ass—all began to shake. I had been eating her for thirty seconds before Jackie grabbed her ass with both hands, lifting herself off the bed as she came—her whole body trembling as she groaned.
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