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Determined to forget a childhood full of poverty, shopaholic Kyra Mays decides to shop for a rich man on her Jamaican vacation. Instead, she meets Justin Lance, a white reggae singer who’s nearly as poor as the orphans he devotes his life to helping. Overwhelmed by his magnetism, she decides to have a fling with him.

All that matters to Justin is being a perfect Rastafarian. Spiritually driven, he vows to avoid succumbing to temptation with the dark beauty at all costs. Unable to keep their hands off each other, they forge a bond that is just as emotional as physical as they explore their differences on the lush island of Jamaica. But Justin’s troubling secret will put their ability to compromise through an impossible test.
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Dedication

This book is not dedicated, but what Rastafarians call livicated, to reggae music and the legendary artists who pioneered it. My visit to Jamaica, although a short one, made a lasting impression on me. I gained a Muse and discovered reggae music isn’t just fun to listen to. It has the power to heal.
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Kyra Mays shaded her eyes as she stepped outside the Jamaican Sunrise Resort. The real Jamaican sun, so bright and strong this afternoon, even in April, was finally setting.

“So where do you want to go tonight?” Latasha asked.

Kyra adjusted the purse strap on her shoulder and smoothed her short hair. “A hot club where I can find an equally hot man.”

Her friend pulled off her pink hair band, releasing long, black curls. “A rich man, you mean?”

“What’s wrong with that? A woman needs a little financial security these days.”

While they waited for a taxi to take them to downtown Ocho Rios, strains of reggae music drifted to them from the beach behind the hotel.

“Come on.” Latasha pulled her arm. “Let’s go wherever the music is coming from.”

They walked to the open-air bar facing the beach where dusk colored the creamy beach sand lilac.

“Hotel entertainment,” Kyra muttered. “If it turns out as lame as I think it will, we’re still going to town.”

Close to the stage, they took a seat on chairs made of thick bamboo canes. The vaulted ceiling was festooned with white, wispy draping that undulated from the breeze of ceiling fans. Colored lights lit the fabric, making it resemble a rainbow. At least the setting was romantic enough for meeting a man.

After they ordered some tropical drinks with cutesy names, she scanned the room, hoping to spot the man of her dreams. Instead, she saw an older couple, a group of loud women, and a guy, who’d evidently had too many margaritas, slumped on a barstool.

Kyra sipped her yellow, frosty drink when it arrived, tasting pineapple, rum, and sugar. “Exactly as I thought. Lame. I told you we should have gone to Grand Cayman instead.”

“But Jamaica has more beauty,” Latasha insisted. “Did you see those mountains as we flew in? I already have ideas for at least ten paintings.”

“You’re such an artist. Grand Cayman has a zillion banks. That’s my kind of art.”

“Maybe we can tour a coffee plantation tomorrow,” Latasha suggested. “I want to see the island from up high, and you could meet a rich plantation owner.”

Kyra grinned for the first time since she’d strolled into this boring bar. “Me and a white plantation owner? I’m not so sure I like the sound of that.”

So why did her thighs clench under her black-and-gold-striped sundress? She’d fantasized about getting intimate with a white man, but could she actually do it for real? As long as his money was green, she wasn’t too particular about her dream man’s skin color. It paid to have an open mind.

Both women focused on the stage when the band launched into the next song. The reggae beat drifted through Kyra’s body, washing away the frantic rhythm of her life and replacing it with something slower, sexier.... She found herself swaying in her seat, rocked by an invisible tide.

In addition to the male lead singer, the band included a guy each on drums, keyboard, and bass guitar. A teenaged male swished a flag around. No white men there. Each had dreadlocks or braids of varying lengths.

Wait a minute. The lead singer had paler skin than the others. He was either mixed race or a white guy with a tan. He was so slim and lithe as he swayed to the music, he appeared pretty young. Condensation dripped over Kyra’s fingers as she clutched her glass.

When the lights rotated and swept the stage, she caught a glimpse of blue. The lead singer had blue eyes. Come to think of it, his dreadlocks were brown instead of black and not quite as puffy as the others’ hair.

“I’ll be damned,” she muttered to herself. “He is white.”

“Huh?” Latasha asked.

“The lead singer is white.”

“So?” Her friend shrugged. “I don’t think there’s any rule against white people playing reggae.”

That’s not the point. The point is...he’s hot. Damn hot.

He wore a worn, light-blue shirt with the sleeves rolled up. His faded jeans had holes in them and were one step away from the rag bag. Her gaze continued to his feet, finding a pair of biblical-style sandals.

Hardly the rich man she was searching for.

So why couldn’t she stop staring at him? His shirt was unbuttoned halfway down a tanned, hairless chest. A white shell hanging from a thong bounced back and forth across his breastbone. His enthusiastic jumping around tossed his dreadlocks over his expressive face and made his shirttails fly up, revealing a taut belly as slim and smooth as his chest.

And those swiveling hips. Lord. She squirmed in her chair with each move.

His voice was the sexiest of all. She barely noticed the lyrics about freedom and some Rasta stuff she didn’t understand. His voice was as smooth as his chest, with a hint of huskiness, and raised tiny goose bumps on her arms. How would it sound whispered in her ear while those hands traveled over her hips?

Okay, he looked and sounded great, but that only told half the story. There was something special about the guy. Two songs later, she glanced down at her drink, realizing the ice had melted.

Latasha nudged her elbow. “You’re pretty quiet. If you really don’t dig this place, we can go into town.”

“No!” She rubbed her arms. “I mean, the music is pretty good.”

A hotel employee lit tiki torches around the perimeter. The raw flames unleashed something primitive and hungry inside her. Busy with her job, she’d hardly noticed not having sex in the past six months. She missed it now.

Maybe she should stop searching for the rich man of her dreams and get laid instead.

Latasha touched her arm. “Hey. More men are coming in. Some of them appear well off.”

Kyra dragged her gaze from the stage to the crowd filling nearly every table in the place. Where had all these people come from? She forced herself to evaluate each man. If she found one who fit her guidelines, she’d generate a little eye contact and wait for him to come over.

She only saw a mélange of arms, legs, hair, and shorts. No individual stood out, and trying to select one—any one—gave her a headache.

“Man, you’re picky,” Latasha said, glancing around the room. “This place is crawling with men.”

Suddenly, finding a man was too much hassle. Maybe she needed to stop trying so hard and simply relax tonight. When her gaze returned to the stage, a sensation of rightness settled over her.

When the song ended, an MC took the stage. “Let’s hear it for Caribbean Climax!”

“Cool name,” Latasha said with a snicker.

Caribbean Climax? No wonder Kyra had been one step away from an orgasm all evening.

The lead singer bowed at the applause. “We’ll be back after a short break.”

Since he’d stopped singing, the bar sounded much too loud and crowded. She wanted to follow that voice wherever it went, even to the men’s room, if necessary. Her gaze tracked his every move. While the other guys went to the bar, he picked up a bottle of water from the corner of the stage and drank it. His locks swayed as he tipped his head back.

“I get it,” Latasha exclaimed, following her gaze. “You like the Climax guy!”

“No I don’t. He’s a good singer,” she half-whispered. “And keep your voice down.”

“Then why do you keep staring at him like you can’t wait to get busy with him?”

“Okay, he’s hot.” There. She’d admitted it.

“He’s also white.”

“I noticed.” Kyra sighed, already writing him off. “He looks more your type than mine. The man is practically wearing rags.”

Latasha glanced down at her tie-dye shirt. “Thanks a lot, but don’t go by his clothes. He could be an eccentric rich guy trying to appear reggae for the performance.”

Kyra doubted it. Rich men swaggered with assurance bordering on arrogance, as if they owned the world and everybody in it. At least, that’s how Devon, her ex-boyfriend, acted. This guy simply appeared kind and friendly as he mingled with the audience. He even had a slight limp.

Mingled with the audience.... Oh shit. She might get to meet him.

As usual, Latasha Gordon was one step ahead of her, waving her arms in the air.

Kyra grabbed one arm and tugged it back down. “What the hell are you doing?”

“You want to meet him, don’t you?”

Yes. No!

“It worked.” A triumphant grin lit Latasha’s face. “He’s coming our way.”

Kyra fought the urge to slide under the table to hide until he went away again. The whole night was crazy. She just had a bad case of lust. Never again would she take a vacation to an exotic island after six months of celibacy without packing some sex toys. She needed to go home, back to her job and normalcy.

Her attraction to the singer probably wasn’t mutual either. Even though she entertained the idea of sex with a white man, it didn’t mean he was open to interracial mating.

“Good evening, ladies. Are you having a good time?”

She glanced up into the blue gaze she’d stared at all night. It was a hundred times sexier close up. Instead of everyday dark and grayish, they were a bright, crystalline blue, reminding her of the tropical sea beyond.

His voice had a trace of Jamaican accent. It wasn’t heavy, so he probably hadn’t been born here.

“We’re really enjoying the music.” Latasha pointed to her. “Kyra absolutely loves your singing.”

A flare of heat welled up from her chest to cover her entire face. It if weren’t for the ceiling fans, she might spontaneously combust.

I’ll get you for this later, you little....

“So nice to meet you, Kyra.” He extended his hand. “I’m glad you’re enjoying the Climax.”

Excuse me?

When she touched him, embers that had simmered in her body all night burst into flames. Never had she felt such magnetism in a man’s touch. It was as though his blood entered her body and filled every inch of it within seconds. When his braided-leather bracelet brushed her fingers, she almost did have a climax right there in the bamboo chair. Her limp hand fell back into her lap.

“I like reggae music,” she managed to say. Her throat felt so dry, she could barely talk.

He peered at the glop of congealed yellow in her glass. “I see you could use a refill.”

Had she heard correctly? Had he offered to buy her a drink? Maybe he wasn’t as poor as he appeared.

“Thanks. I’ll have a white...wine.”

She clapped her palm over her thundering heart because she’d almost blurted out white man instead of wine.

“And for you?” he asked politely, turning to Latasha.

Her loyal friend gripped her glass harder than a dog guarding his dinner bowl. “No, thanks. I’m good.”

“Come.” He cocked his head, beckoning Kyra. She’d follow him anywhere, even into a cave with bats.

Latasha gave her the thumbs-up sign when his back was turned. On shaky legs, she followed him to the bar where an exotic drink whirled inside a blender. What was wrong with her? She’d given presentations to top executives at work without as much as a tremble. She gripped the bamboo ledge of the bar for support while he ordered a glass of wine for her and another bottled water for himself.

“Will you come outside with me for a little air?” he asked.

Her heart fluttered so fast she thought it might fly into the ocean. The attraction she feared might be one-sided appeared mutual. But why? She was a project manager, and he was a reggae singer. They probably had nothing in common.

The raucous voices from the bar seemed miles away as they walked an unpainted board path connecting the hotel to the beach.

He stopped short. “I can’t go far because the break will be over soon.”

So why lead her out here in the first place?

“You’re a beautiful woman, Kyra. I noticed you right away.”

“Really?” Her throat was dry again so she took a sip of cold wine. “I-I noticed you, too.”

Because he stood so close, she noticed more details, such as the dusting of dark hairs on his upper lip and chin—a barely-there moustache and beard that begged to be rubbed against.

His fingers, still radiating that strange, magnetic energy, drifted down her bare upper arm. “I’ve been waiting for you.”

If any other man said that, she’d tell him to think of a more original pickup line and stop taking up her time. The sincere emotion in his voice, though, made the words ring with truth.

“You have?” An innocent seventeen-year-old couldn’t sound more gullible. What was wrong with her?

He nodded. “We were destined to meet.”

Call the paramedics. I think I’m going to die of a romance overdose. The moon is shining on the water, and the man smells so damn good, like coconuts and some type of earthy vegetation—fresh-cut bamboo, maybe.

They’d better make conversation, and fast, or they’d end up squirming in the sand together here in public.

“Have you been singing long?” she asked.

He nodded. “Several years now. I came here while I was a college student and loved it so much I never left.”

Why did the hottest man in the bar have to be a college dropout? When she was in college, she did an internship and made sure she had a good job when she graduated. This guy obviously hadn’t followed the traditional path. Her heart sank. He was all wrong for her.

Unable to stop her hands from shaking, she set her drink on the board walkway. He did the same. When she straightened, his face was so close, she could hear him breathe. Every thought scattered when he bent to touch his lips to hers. Although the kiss was chaste enough to be borderline religious, the intensity of that brief touch was even stronger than when they’d shaken hands. What did the guy have in his blood—Jamaican magic?

And why kiss her that way— as if he were testing her or sampling a piece of fruit at the market? What if he decided he didn’t want it?

Any self-control she might have brought out here vanished into the warm night air. Before he could pull away, she kissed him back, and her mouth was anything but chaste. The taste of his lips reminded her of coconuts, exotic and mysterious. She discovered the texture of his facial hair was an erotic mix of silky and rough.

Seeing the tiki flames licking the sky from the corner of her eye only fueled the uncontrollable hunger coursing through her. She couldn’t blame it on her yellow drink because she’d hardly touched it.

Her arms slid around his slim waist. The soft, cottony fabric of his shirt did little to hide the heat radiating from his skin. Meanwhile, the velvety ropes of his dreadlocks spilled downward, caressing her face.

So what if they didn’t have anything in common? Vacations were for relaxing and seeking pleasure, not being practical.

She wanted him. For tonight. For fun.

Her lips parted, begging for his tongue, but he gripped both sides of her face and tore his mouth away.

“Don’t you want me?” she whispered.

“More than you know.” His voice, huskier than ever, hung in the night air around them.

He obviously had more self-control than she did. Visiting the Caribbean unleashed the slut who must have been hiding in her body the whole time.

A deep voice intruded into the darkness of their private world. “Yo, Jus-tin. Where are ya, mon?”

So that was his name. She’d forgotten to ask because it hadn’t mattered.

“I’ve got to go,” he said, letting go of her. “Stay until the end of the last set. I want to spend more time with you.”

She nodded, willing to hang around all year if necessary. “I will.”

While Justin grabbed his water bottle and headed to the stage, she staggered back to her table. She’d forgotten to bring her glass of wine, but it didn’t matter. The man she’d kissed a moment ago had intoxicated her enough.

She blinked, put off by the crowd at her table.

Latasha winked at her. “There you are. I’ve got some people for you to meet.”

Several were guys, she noticed. When one smiled at her, she turned away. She had no interest in anyone except the man on stage. Catching her drift, they left the table as the band played a new song.

“He’s the one, isn’t he?” Latasha asked.

Kyra nodded. “He asked to see me after the show.”

Her friend nudged her in the ribs. “Kyra’s in love!”

“Hush! We’re complete opposites. All I want is a one-night fling with him.”

“Okay, then Kyra’s going to get busy!”

Would she? He clearly wanted her, but would he have sex with her? She wasn’t so sure. There was something mysterious and reticent about him. What had he really meant when he’d said they were destined to meet?

He was probably another player, feeding her what he thought she wanted to hear. No, not this guy. She would bet money on it. He radiated goodness and honesty in that magnetic touch. Later tonight, she’d get him under a palm tree and find out what he really wanted.

Either way, she was already in over her head. She’d come here with the goal of meeting a rich man, but in a very short time, he’d short-circuited her mind. The man had warning labels written all over him.

Run, girl, and don’t look back. But it was already too late for that.

Inside, Justin struggled to coordinate his guitar with the “one-drop” drumbeat because his heart sped faster than the song. The pretty black girl in the audience was the only thing he could think about. With her gold hoop earrings and designer handbag, she had what Rastafarians called materialistic “Babylon” society written all over her.

Kyra’s hair said it all. Instead of being left in its natural state, it was short, straight as a poker, and decorated with gold highlights. Not that he minded admiring the graceful curve of her neck. Even her melted-gold scent screamed Babylon.

She had temptation written all over her, too. Was that why he craved her so much?

Touching her had set his blood on fire. Her hungry lips tasted as sweet and full-bodied as Jamaican coffee. The slippery lip gloss alone had made his cock harder than a drumstick. Her bold kiss had almost driven him to drag her under a tree and explore the feminine curves beneath her classy dress.

Speaking of coffee, her skin was the same rich color as that tempting beverage. Would her inner thighs feel as soft as the skin of her arms? The yearning in his groin almost made him forget about the ache in his leg.

Had he lost his mind, telling her they were destined to meet? She was the last thing he needed right now. Even a Rastafarian woman would be a distraction at this point in his life, but she certainly wasn’t one of those. He’d committed himself to the Rastafari faith since he’d moved here. Every day he followed the path put him one step further away from his heartless father and everything he stood for.

While some of the Rasta bredren accepted him, a few still called him “bandaloo white Rasta”—a fraud. At a meeting today, an older Rasta had waved a US newspaper in his face, pointing to an article about his father’s company. It had taken over yet another firm, eliminating countless jobs. Like father, like son. He saw it in the bredren’s accusing eyes.

He’d try harder, donating even more of himself to charity. Nothing mattered but living as a good Rasta and dying as one, too. His leg throbbed, reminding him he didn’t have a lot of time left.

When he finished singing tonight, spreading his message, he needed to send the pretty tourist on her way. Spending time with her would only derail his plan, and there was too much at stake to risk that. After all, was anything more important than his soul?
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Kyra thought the last set would never end. Waiting for Caribbean Climax to pack its instruments seemed to take another eternity. Latasha had returned to their hotel room a couple of hours ago.

“Be safe,” her friend had told her.

If she didn’t get another kiss from Justin tonight, she’d go crazy. Reliving it in her mind all night had left her gold satin panties hot and sweltering between her thighs. She needed him inside her as soon as possible. After all, she was no night owl and didn’t care to spend the next day with bloodshot eyes from lack of sleep.

Unable to wait any longer, she approached the stage and cleared her throat. Justin’s Caribbean blue gaze swept over her, almost stopping her heart.

“Can you guys handle the rest?” he asked the band.

The bass guitarist, a tall, dark-skinned man with short braids, shot him a devilish grin. “Run along, mon.”

She recognized the deep voice as the one that had called Justin inside earlier tonight.

“You sure?” Justin asked.

The other man waved. “Go. Have yourself some fun.”

Exactly. Time for fun. So why was Justin’s face so serious?

His hand passed over his forehead. “Thank you for waiting, Kyra. I’m sorry, but—”

“You’ve changed your mind,” she finished in a flat voice.

Why hadn’t he told her about ten songs ago? He did look pretty tired around the eyes. No wonder, after performing like a madman. He’d sung so hard after their first meeting, his voice went from husky to hoarse on every other note. He’d acted like he had to prove something.

“You’re so pretty, you know that?” He cocked his head as he studied her. “I suppose it wouldn’t hurt to talk a while.”

Even though she itched to jump his bones, she answered with a noncommittal shrug.

He took her hand, his touch flooding her with new energy. “Shall we take a walk?”

They used the same board path, but this time they didn’t have to stop. She finally had the luscious male specimen all to herself. I deserve this. After getting dumped by her ex and working her fingers to the bone, it was about time she got something good.

When the walkway ended, they kicked off their sandals. The sand, still deliciously warm from the hot day, caressed her toes. Would they live dangerously and do it here on a public beach? Or would he drive her to his place? She’d take either one.

He led her to the water’s edge. While the sea licked their ankles, they drifted into each other’s arms.

“Why can’t I resist you?” he whispered.

“Why do you need to?”

His jaw tensed as if he had a good reason or two, but he didn’t answer her question. Her hands traveled the width and length of his narrow but strong back as he kissed her. She planned to touch him the same way when they made love, too.

Her legs trembled when he focused on her bottom lip, tracing it with his tongue and sucking it into his mouth. When he did the same with her top lip, she exhaled every molecule of air from her body. The sounds of their wet kisses competed with the gentle, lapping waves.

Outdoor lights from the surrounding hotels gave them enough light to see each other’s faces. Offshore, more lights winked from docked and passing boats. Kyra felt as though someone had planted a tiki torch between her legs. It burned and smoldered, making her mindless.

The friction of Justin’s palms on the bare skin of her back, exposed by the sundress, hardened her nipples into diamond points. The ridge pressed against her pelvis was equally hard. His touch, excruciatingly slow and gentle, coated her panties with slick need.

Maybe they’d do it right here in the water, standing up.

Her fingers drifted to his dreadlocks, exploring their length and silky texture. How good they would feel, sliding across her bare belly. She intended to hang onto them, like ropes, while he fucked her.

So what if he was white? He was also the hottest man she’d ever seen, felt, or tasted, and she could not leave Jamaica until she’d had him at least once. As if she could stop after one time. Already aroused from kissing, she could easily spend the rest of her vacation in bed with him.

His mouth dropped to her neck, planting kisses as slow and gentle as his hands. When her hoop earrings jiggled with his movements, a band of need squeezed her with the strength of a boa constrictor. No longer able to stand on her own, she gripped his shoulders.

She thought she might faint when he lowered his head to trace warm, wet kisses on the exposed skin of her chest. Thank goodness she’d worn such an accommodating dress.

God, yes. Lick my breasts. I need you, Justin.

To her surprise, he removed his hands and mouth from her body and straightened. What happened? She hadn’t said those words aloud, had she? The sea, as warm and sexy as bathwater a moment ago, seemed to encase her feet in ice.

“We’re getting carried away,” he said, breathing fast.

“I’d say,” she replied, barely even finding the breath to speak.

Maybe he was ready to take it someplace private. So was she.

“Where are my manners?” he asked. “We need to get to know each other.”

Are you kidding me? Right now? Okay, so he was a tease. She already knew what she wanted to know. What time was it? She couldn’t see her watch face very well in the darkness.

He clasped her hand. “I’m Justin Lance.”

“K-Kyra Mays.”

So, now she knew his last name and that she could barely string two words together around the man. Actual conversation might be a challenge.

“Let’s go sit on the dock,” he said, pointing to one nearby. “We can talk until the sun comes up. Is that cool?”

She wasn’t cool at all. She was hot, hot, hot! Was he out of his dreadlocked mind? Losing a night’s sleep for passionate sex might be worth it. Talking? Not so much. Maybe they should sleep together tomorrow instead.

“Sure, we can talk for a while,” she finally answered, “but I don’t know about sunrise. Latasha and I have a busy day of sightseeing planned tomorrow.”

They picked up their sandals and walked, hand in hand, toward the dock. Even that simple touch kept her nipples hard and waiting. Because she didn’t wear a bra, they showed. Why hide them? Let him see what he did to her.

“How long are you planning to stay?” he asked.

“About a week. We just got here.”

He took a deep breath, sounding relieved. Was he that anxious to get rid of her?

“There’s a lot to do here in Jamaica,” he said. “Zip lining is fun.”

Hanging by a thread over the jungle, screaming her head off? She didn’t think so. Latasha wanted to climb Dunn’s River Falls, but getting soaking wet and slipping down the rocks on her butt didn’t sound appealing either.

She smoothed back a piece of her hair. “I think Latasha wants to go up in the mountains. She’s such an
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