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So, you think it can't happen to you, huh?
Don't be so sure until you read this story.

 


The Author

 


 



Chapter 1

 


 


Yeah, I know. I've heard it before. This is
going to sound crazy. However, as crazy as it may sound, it did
happen, and believe me, it can happen to you. So, hold off on your
judgments until you've finished reading.

Okay, where should I begin? It isn't as if
there was a real beginning. It kind of developed over time until
it's now a nightmare — a nightmare with no waking up from.

Let's see, I think I'll begin by telling you
a little about myself. That's as good a place as any.

I grew up in a two parent family with a hard
working father and attentive mother. Although we were barely in the
lower middle class income bracket, my brother, sister, and I, had
pretty much what we needed, and every now and then, a bit more.

A much as I can remember, my early, preteen,
years, were what you might consider as being average. Nothing
extraordinary happened to me that you might consider unusual to a
kid growing up in an economically depress, near eastside, part of
Detroit, not far from what some folks called Black Bottom. And no,
it wasn't called Black Bottom because mostly black folks lived
there. The moniker was innocently given to that particular area of
Detroit because of the black, rich, marsh soils, predominant in the
area.

As a kid, I did what most kids did in my
neck of the woods. We shot marbles, made bows and arrows out of the
predominantly growing weed trees that grew with pretty straight
branches. We made two kinds of slingshots — one the traditional
kind with tree branch handles and the slings made of cut up car or
bicycle inner-tubes, and the other less traditional — well,
actually, not as much a sling shot, as a sling gun, made out of
nailed together plaster lath boards that were exposed in the many,
abandoned, derelict, houses, which peppered the neighborhood. Well,
come to think about it, those guns, that we shot bent over, bottle
cap, tipped, weed tree arrows out of, were more a sort of
spear-gun, absent the crossbows, and were powered by the usual
strips of cut up inner-tubes.

We climbed trees while picking spiny,
chestnuts, played baseball in the allies, and while dodging horse
poop, chased the rag man that drove down those allies in a horse
drawn cart, while attempting to catch a ride on the rear of his
wagon.

I remember that back then, we had boys clubs
we could visit to make toy, wooden, cars, and other things. We had
neighborhood movie houses, and a community center that showed
movies projected on a white sheet every Thursday night.

We made go-carts that we raced while being
pushed with a length of two-by-four.

We had a roller rink not far away, as well
as a community swimming pool.

I could go on while listing many other
summer break distractions available to us, but I think you get the
point, which is even though our neighborhood was considered
economically depressed, the kids living there were blessed with
imagination and devised many ways to entertain themselves, and
weren't deprived of plenty of stuff to do during summer
vacations.

I don't remember much about my late teen
years, the years through high school, and there is a good reason.
Let me explain. Even as a preteen, I've always had a hard time
remembering dates, faces, and just about anything that didn't have
my deep interest. I can remember, as a youth, and having read
somewhere about a perpetual motion machine, I became fascinated by,
and tried to construct one.

At that time, a period before high school, I
knew nothing about the laws of thermal dynamics and the
conservation of energy, which dictate a perpetual machine is
impossible. Boy, did I discover it was impossible. I spent
countless hours constructing possible configuration after
fabrication, but nothing would work and never will.

See, I was enamored by the possibility of a
machine that would run forever without outside power until it
broke, and even though I knew it wouldn't work, I kept trying. I
guess I figured I'd get lucky or something. I don't know.

I didn't know it at the time, but I was
interested in science. Not all science, just the physical aspects
that didn't require me to remember complicated chemical equations
or formulas such as in chemistry class, which I hated.

But, when it came to my physics class, I
loved it and couldn't wait to attend each day. Physics made sense
to my logical, orientated, mind. I understood the basic principles
behind physics. I can remember when my physics teacher demonstrated
how two, vastly different objects, such as a feather and a steel
ball, would fall at the same speed in a vacuum. I didn't know why
at the time, but it made sense to me for some reason. And later,
when I learned that outside any other influences, gravity acts the
same on all matter, that, too, made sense to me. It was logical and
explained the ball and feather thing.

Another study I found easy was Math. It was
logical. One plus one is always going to equal two if both numbers
are positive. The same is true about advanced math. A times B
equals C. All I had to remember is all equations must balance.
Sure, some equations were complicated, but as long as I knew the
rules, I don't care how long the equation is, I could, a bit at a
time, solve it. How much simpler can it get?

However, classes such as English Composition
and History, I hated. English comp isn't based on logic, but more
on abstract rules that had no rhyme or reason. I know there must be
a reason why the word, physics, is spelled with a "ph" instead of a
"f", but I don't understand why. I just don't get it. And to this
day, I'm terrible at spelling and grammar, which, also, is not
logical to me. I guess you can tell that by now, and no, this story
will not be professionally edited. I can't afford it.

When it came to the study of History, I was
terrible at it, also. It's mostly memory, which I was no good at
unless it was based on logic and I was interested. I could never
remember certain names, and dates, and, actually, didn't care.

For those reasons, my late teen years are a
blur to me. I attended a technical high school that focused heavily
on English, History, Math and the Sciences. The science classes,
except, Chemistry, were easy, but the English and History classes
were extremely difficult. I spent my high school years with my nose
in books trying to learn those subjects such as History, Chemistry,
and English.

Actually, because of my weak memory, I
didn't have any business in that technical high school, but I was
determined to graduate, and I did, but it sure wasn't easy. Mostly,
all I can remember of my late teen years is spending countless
hours in the main library, and in my room, while studying.

Listen, I'm not complaining. Even though I
had a hard time graduating, now that it's over, I'm glad I did
decide to go to the technical school instead of my neighborhood
school. I learned a lot in that school that wasn't offered in my
neighborhood school, some of which benefited me in later life.

So, you see, I told you all that so that
when I tell you my story, you'll understand that I'm just another
guy who is not crazy, although, it might sound like it at
times.

Okay, now that I've got the preliminaries
out of the way, let's get on with the story. I have to be quick
telling the story because it's in the room with me right now and I
don't trust myself to do or think the right thing. It's about ten
feet away and just hovering there waiting for the slightest mistake
on my part. So, please understand if I don't include all the sorted
details. I just don't have the time. I must keep my mind on the
story and not let any random thoughts slip in. Thoughts that could
cost someone their life. Even though I'm locked up in this solitary
confinement, cell, in a prison, with no hope of ever being
released, I still have to be very careful. Anyway, here's what
happened . . .

 


 



Chapter 2

 


 


Let's see, why don't I begin by telling you
the events that led to the, where, and when, I first encountered,
what I call, my shadow of death. It all happened so unexpectedly,
that, had I known certain events would cause the horror, I'd never
have done them.

 


It's four years since I graduated from high
school and I've secured a job with one of the big three auto
makers. I've bought a new car and have a nice apartment and life is
good.

One day at work while standing in line to
punch out at the end of my shift, a buddy came to me and asked if
I'd come by his place. He was throwing a spades card party.

"Hey, Marcus," said, Fred, a life long,
good, friend, with whom, and his two brothers, all got our jobs
with the auto company together. "I'm throwing a set tonight. We're
going to play a little rise and fly spades. Will you be there? From
what I understand, my two, fine, cousins will be there."

"Hell, yeah, I'll be there if you will be my
partner. I don't like loosing when playing with some of them other,
no-card-playing, chumps," I told Fred.

"That's a given. I don't like loosing
either. Don't forget to bring something to drink. Maybe a six-pack
or something?"

"Got you partner. You coming by the liquor
store's parking lot after we get off. I'm planning to be on point
when I arrive at your party. I know you'll be busy, but I don't
like drinking by myself, besides, all I plan to drink is half pint
of vodka. It won't take long."

"Yeah, well, okay, but I ain't gonna stay
long. I got a lot to do to set up the party. See you there. I'm
going back to my department to punch out," Fred, said, as the end
of shift whistle blew.

"Cool. I'll see you there." I punched out
and hurried to the plant parking lot. I'd been waiting all day to
get me a drink and now it was time to party.

 


At the liquor store parking lot, Fred pulled
in next to me, and came over to get in my car, a new, Chrysler,
300. "You been inside yet?" he asked.

"Naw, not yet. I was waiting on you to see
if you wanted to split a bottle of Orange Driver," I replied.

"Damn, boy, you is planning to get a big
jump on the rest of us, ain't you? Yeah, let's split a bottle, but
like I said, I gotta get going."

"I know, I know." We got out of my car
together and went in the store. "What kind of beer should I get?"
I, asked, as we split up to go to different isles.

"Get a couple of the cheapest six-packs, and
don't forget the Orange Driver. I've got to get a bunch of stuff I
need for the party."

 


Back in my car, we poured a couple cups of
the Orange Driver, a prepared, vodka, cocktail, and talked. "You
said your female cousins will be stopping by. Are they nice
looking?" I, asked, after downing half my cup.

"Not bad. Bernice is a little chunky but she
has a nice face, and Elaine is kind of nice looking but she is a
gold digger if you ask me."

"Which one of them is putting out?"

"Come on, Marcus. They are family, but I'll
be honest. Both of them ain't no virgins, and both wants to get
married, and a dude like you with a good job, a nice car and a
place of your own, won't have any problem getting what you
want."

"Cool. But if you was going to tap one,
which would you pick?" I asked, while trying to envision the two
women.

"Aw, man, Marcus. Why is you asking so many
questions?"

"Look, homie, you mentioned them first. I
just want to go in with a heads up. If both of them gives me the
eye, I wants to know which to go for."

"Damn, you is making me feel like a traitor.
But I'll answer this one last question and then I'm out of here,"
said, Fred, as he downed his second cup of cocktail. "I don't know.
Maybe, Bernice because she is more the kind of woman who would be a
good girlfriend, whereas, Elaine is more the party type. I guess it
depends on what you want out of a woman. You'll see when you get
there. Now, I got to get going. So, you'll be there, right?"

"Yeah, Fred. I told you I'll be there, man.
And since you are going home, here, take these two six-packs with
you now, so that I won't have to worry about keeping them
cold."

"Got you partner." Fred got our of my car
while taking the beer with him. Getting in his truck, an older SUV,
he cranked up his radio and with a smile, gave a wave as he backed
out of the parking space.

I looked at the near empty bottle of
cocktail, and debated pouring one last cup before going home to
take a nap before the party. Naw, it'll only make me drowsy and
I want to be sharp tonight.

I twist the cap back on the bottle and
tossed it in the trash can next to the store. Better to be safe
than sorry. I don't want to get caught with an open
container in my car should I be stopped by popo, I thought, as
I backed out of my parking space. I better change the sheets on
my bed just in case I do get lucky tonight. Oh, yeah, I better wash
out my UAW T-shirt to let the women know I got a good job, too. But
which one should I go for? I think I'll try the party girl first.
At least I know I can score with her if I makes her think I'm an
easy touch. I just hope she ain't the stalking type when I dumps
her. One thing is for real, I sure as hell don't want to get tied
to no party girl.

 


 



Chapter 3

 


 


"There's my partner," said, Fred, as I
walked into his spades party (Spades is a form of whist in which
either high or low spades are always trumps.)

"What's up, Fred. I see you have a nice
crowd. When are we supposed to start kicking asses and taking
names?" I asked, as I gave the room a quick once over. I noticed
two women seated on the couch, and one of them giving me the
eye.

"You're right on time, Marcus. We're next
after these hams." Fred patted one of the players at the card table
on the shoulder. Why don't you grab a beer from the kitchen.
Rasheda is in there and she'll show you where they are."

"Great. Say, who is that young lady dressed
in green sitting on the couch?" I asked, as I gave her another
glance.

Fred glanced at the couch. "Oh, that's one
of my cousins I told you about, remember? Her name is Bernice and
she's the one I told you would be a nice girlfriend. The woman
sitting next to her is Elaine. She's more the party girl."

"Oh, yeah? I think Bernice is giving me the
eye."

"Go for it, Marcus. You ain't got nobody. If
she is digging you, I'd go for it."

"I think I will when the time is right. I'll
be back. I'm going to get me a beer." I walked past the couch and
gave both women a smile and a nod.

Both women said "Hi," as I passed, but I
could tell that Bernice was really interested.

In the kitchen, I found Rasheda, Fred's old
lady, leaning against a counter. She had her arms crossed and
seemed to be upset about something. "Hey, Rasheda. Fred told me
you'd show me where the beer is," I said.

Rasheda went to the refrigerator and removed
a beer and handed it to me without saying anything.

"What's the matter, Rasheda? You seem to be
upset about something."

"I am. Fred could have told me he was
planning this party. He comes in after work and surprises me, and
expects me to cook something for his guest and I don't have
anything in the house that's easy to fix and I ain't about to bust
out no chicken or fish that ain't been thawed this late in the day.
He just ain't right. If he wants his friends to eat, he can order
pizza or something. I ain't cooking nothing."

"I don't blame you, Rasheda. I wouldn't
either. Well, let me get back to the living room. It's about time
for my turn at the card table. I'll see you later," I said, as I
pulled the tab on my beer and it hissed satisfyingly and I took a
sip.

Back in the living room, I saw Bernice
talking to Fred. She saw me returning and smiled as she returned to
sit on the couch.

"I got the beer," I told, Fred. "What was
you and Bernice talking about? It wasn't me, was it?"

"As a matter of fact, we was talking about
you. Bernice wanted to know who you were and if you had a
girlfriend. I told her that you were single and worked with me in
the plant, but I think she already knew that because I see you wore
your UAW T-shirt."

"You got that right. I want all the women to
know I've got a good job. So, she's interested, huh?"

"You is in that, buddy. I'll introduce y'all
after our turn at the table, if we looses, that is."

"Cool, Fred. Oh, by the way, Rasheda is
pissed off because you didn't give her a heads up about the party.
She said she ain't gonna cook anything and you better order pizza
for your folks."

"Yeah, I know. I'll get a few Hot and
Readies, later. Say, will you do me a favor?"

"Sure, what you need?"

"When I order the pizzas, will you go and
pick them up for me. I'll pay for them so it won't cost you
anything."

"Done, partner. Just let me know when," I
said, as Fred and I took our seats at the card table, and I was
surprised to find that Bernice and Elaine were our competitors.
"Hello, ladies," I said, "I hope you don't take this seriously, but
you don't have a chance against Fred and I. So Don't get too
comfortable."

"Fred," said, Elaine, "will you tell your
friend that me and Bernice been playing spades together before we
was out of diapers. If anybody will be rising, it will be y'all
two,"

"Is that right?" I asked, as I picked up the
deck of cards, shuffled them, and then dealt each player one card.
"High card deals," I said.

Bernice had the highest card and I handed
her the deck. She took the deck and expertly shuffled them, and
then set it down for Fred to cut. She then picked up the deck and
with fingers moving faster than I could see, dealt the cards way
faster than I could. She then sat the kitty in the middle of the
table and looked up at me with a, take that, look on her face.

 


Well, I won't go into detail about how Fred
and I lost, except to say Bernice and Elaine ran a Boston on us.
They won every trick.

"Damn, Marcus, what happened?" asked,
Fred.

"You just got your butts kicked. That's
what. Now, what's my name, turkeys and get up losers," Elaine,
said.

We all laughed.

"I guess it's time for you to go get those
pizzas, Marcus. Come on in the kitchen and I'll give you the
money." Fred got up from the table.

"Right behind you, Fred. Say, would you like
to ride with me, Bernice?" I asked.

"Sure, I'd love to, Marcus. Since we done
beat the so called best in the house, there ain't no reason to hang
around here," Bernice, joked, and everyone laughed.

"Funny, Bernice. Come on let's go," I said,
as I led the way to my car parked across the street.

No sooner had we got in my car did Bernice
show her interest in me. I was a little worried about casual
conversation, but I needn't worry.

"Nice car," Bernice began.

"Thanks," I responded.

"So, you and Fred work together, huh?"
Bernice, asked.

"Yeah, but not in the same departments. I'm
a job setter who sets up a bank of machines, and Fred is a relief
man on the assembly line."

"That's nice. How long have you been in the
plant?"

"Oh, about four years. I've only got twenty
six more to do before I can retire."

"Do you mind if I ask you a personal
question?"

"No, go ahead."

"Do you have a wife or are you in a
relationship?"

"No."

"Really? A nice looking man like you don't
have a girlfriend? You aren't gay or something, are you?"

Now, I had to laugh at that one. "What? Do I
look like I might be gay?"

"No, but you can never tell these days.
There are a bunch of guys out there who are on the down-low. But
why haven't you got hooked up with anyone, Marcus?"

"I've had a few lady friends, but because
I'm so easy going, they thought they could push me around. It
didn't take long for them to discover I'm not a pushover. Rather
than fight with them, I get out of dodge."

"Well, what do you think of me? I promise
I'm not the type to argue and I definitely ain't pushy," Bernice,
said, as she placed a hand on my thigh. And to be honest, she did
turn me on a little.

My mind went straight to carnal. After all,
she wasn't a bad looking woman. Sure, she was a touch on the chunky
side, but she had a beautiful face with large, come hither, eyes,
and seemed to have a nice personality. "Okay, woman. You better
stop feeling on me like that or we won't get back with the pizzas,
if you know what I mean?"

"I sure do, honey, and I'm game if you
are."

"Really? But I think we better go back with
the pizzas. What are you doing after the party?"

"Nothing. I rode to the party with Elaine,
and I'll need a ride home or where ever. Will you drive me?"

"It's a date," I said, as we pulled up in
front of the pizza shop. I'm sure glad I changed the sheets on
my bed, I thought, with my mind going there.

 


After the card party broke up, and before we
got to my apartment, Bernice and I stopped to get a rib dinner we
could later split and a bottle of cognac. Bernice said she wasn't
much of a drinker, so the liquor was more for me because I was a
bit nervous.

When we entered my apartment, Bernice didn't
seem to be impressed. "What's the matter, Bernice? You don't seem
to like my place."

"Oh, no, it's not that. It's just a little
spartan, that's all."

"Spartan? What does that mean?"

"Nothing bad. It's just plain, not fancy. It
needs a woman's touch to make it more homelike. I could do wonders
with this place and the type of furniture you have."

"Huh, you sound like you're applying for the
job."

"Could be. Let's see. I like you enough. You
seem to be a nice fellow, but let's give it some time. Now, I'd
like to take a shower, where is your bathroom and do you have any
clean towels?"

"Oh, yeah, it's down that hall and I have
clean towels in there, already. While you're showering, I'll put
the dinner in the microwave for later."

"See, that's what I'm talking about. Most
fellows would ask something stupid like could we take a shower
together. You, know, be kind of pushy. Not you. That's why I like
you."

"Thank you. I didn't want you to think I've
only got one thing on my mind. Actually, I do, but I want you to
set the pace."

"Marcus, you alta quit. I've got things on
my mind, too. So don't be surprised if my pace is a little quicker
than you expect. Now let me get in the shower."

"Oh, sure. Do you want a drink when you come
out?"

"No. I'm not much of a drinker, but you can
have all you want. Just don't get so drunk you can't . . . well,
you know."

"I won't. See you in a little while."

"I'll be right back big boy," Bernice said,
as she headed for the bathroom.

I heard the shower start as I poured a good
sized glass of cognac. I wondered if she could see how nervous I
was. I turned on the CD player and put in a Barry White album. I
always did like his songs.

I sat down on my couch and wondered how we
would get into the bedroom and in the bed. As it turned out, I
didn't have to wonder, long.

The shower stopped before I could finish my
drink, and I heard the bathroom door open. "Marcus, I've got a
towel around me, where is your bedroom? I'm a little cold and want
to get under some covers," Bernice, said, as she stuck her head out
of the bathroom.

"Oh, it's the door on the right straight
across from the bathroom. Do you want me to turn on the television
in there?"

"Yes, thank you. I'll wait in here until you
have everything set up."

"Doing it now." I hurried to my bedroom and
turned on the television and pulled back the covers on my bed. I
was glad I'd thought to change my sheets. I didn't want Bernice
laying in crumbs from when I last ate in bed. I then went back to
the livingroom while saying the television is on and the covers are
turned back, as I passed the bathroom door.

As I walked back to the living room and my
drink, and with my back turned, I head the bathroom door open.
Before I could turn around, Bernice had darted across the hall and
into the bedroom. "Are you going to take a shower?" she, asked,
after a moment. "I want us squeaky clean before we gets down."

I immediately downed the last of my cognac
and began undressing while stumbling to the bathroom. It wasn't
easy. My manhood was already standing tall and ready for
business.

As you can imagine, it didn't take long for
me to shower. I was still poking out when I wrapped a towel around
me. That was embarrassing. I didn't want to appear too anxious, but
what was I going to do? My stiffness wasn't going anywhere,
anytime, soon, so, I decided to carry on, tent post or not.

Bernice had to notice my erection as I
entered the room, but I still waited until I was under the covers
before I ditched the towel.

She rolled over and grabbed my stiffness. "I
hope you got that thing wrapped?" she asked.

Damn, I thought, I hope she don't
think I go around having all kinds of sex without a condom?

"Oh, I'm so sorry," I said, "I'm so excited
I completely forgot. You really turn me on, woman. I just want you
to know that I've never done that before." I rolled over and
removed a raincoat from the bedside lamp table, and while still
under the cover, unrolled it onto my, now throbbing, boner.

Seeing I was properly protected, Bernice
gently grabbed my woman-pleaser and guided me to a position on top
of her and then to the entrance to her, well lubricated, pleasure
pit.

Now, a lot of men wouldn't admit this, but I
was over excited, and by the time I'd inserted and pushed in to the
hilt, I was in the beginning stages of orgasm. I stopped moving for
a moment while hoping I could retard my premature ejaculation, but
had no chance.

Absolutely still, and trying my best to not
complete, I let out a prolonged moan as my man juice began flowing
behind several contractions. Fortunately, I could also feel her
contractions of rapture as she, too, arrived.

You talk about embarrassed. As I fell off of
her, exhausted, I tried to apologize. "Wow, I guess you're too
good," I said. "You turned me on more than I've ever been excited.
Please believe me, I can last a lot longer than that."

Out of breath, and her well formed breast
rising and falling, Bernice said, breathlessly, "Honey, you didn't
need to last any longer. I don't know if you could tell, or not,
but I bust my nutt too. You lasted as long as I needed. I guess I
was excited too."

"Yeah, I did feel your contractions. At
least I didn't leave you hanging. Give me a moment and we can try
it again, and this time, I promise I'll ride you all night
long."

Bernice laughed. "Baby, I don't know why you
men think a woman wants to be pounded on all night. Sometimes we
like it quick just like you men do at times. I ain't in no hurry to
go anywhere. Let's slow down and talk while I catch my breath. I
got an idea, why don't you go and heat up them ribs for us."

"Oh, yeah. Great idea," I said, as I got out
of bed, and now feeling more comfortable, went to the bathroom,
naked, to remove the full condom and wash my hands. I like this
girl a lot. We might have something going here, I thought. "The
remote to the TV is on the night stand on your side if you wants to
watch a different channel on the TV while I'm gone, What do you
want to drink? I've only got ice water, Kool-aid, and orange soda,"
I said.

"Kool-aid? That sounds great. I haven't had
Kool-aid in a while now."

"Got you, I'll be back in a quick nutt
moment," I joked while on my way to the kitchen.

 


After we ate, I went to the bathroom and
returned with a warm soapy cloth and washed and rinsed her private
area. I then gave her some good oral until she climaxed, which only
took a moment and got us started again. This time I lasted much
longer and we continued, off and on, the rest of the night with
both of us reaching rapture several times. I couldn't help but
think we were sexually compatible, and before the night was over, I
repeatedly thought I could marry this woman if we get along as well
out of the bed.

 


 



Chapter 4

 


 


Over the next year, Bernice and I were
inseparable. We spent all our spare time together. It was obvious
we were heading headlong towards marriage.

After another few months of a perfect
relationship, we made it official and got married. I mean, why not?
Everything was as good as it gets. We had a fantastic sex life,
which wasn't hard because, once Bernice was turned on, she would
have a climax before I could insert all the way. From then on we
made love more leisurely, sometimes, three times a night. After a
hot lovemaking session, we'd talk until late into the night, then
we'd grab a snack before falling, blissfully, asleep while
spooning. Perfect, I tell you — well, for a while anyway.

At first, I thought it was all in my mind,
but Bernice seemed to be changing on me. She began disagreeing with
me when she'd never done that before, and over nothing Not full
blown arguments, but a short word here and there with an intonation
in her voice that sounded dismissive. I feared she was getting
bored with our relationship. I had to do something to get the fire
back in our marriage. So, I propose we take a vacation to Jamaica.
I had a couple weeks of vacation time coming up, and we had money
in the bank so we decided to go for it. That seemed to make Bernice
happy, for the time being, anyway.

A few days before we were supposed to leave,
Bernice came to me and told me her girlfriend, Elaine, the woman
who was at the spades card game, wanted to go with us. She told me
that Elaine didn't have anyone who wanted to go with her, so she'd
be coming along with Bernice and me as a third wheel. I had no idea
how that would work, but I'd find out.

 


***

 


Okay, it's three weeks later and our second
day of four on the cruise ship, Liberty Lady. As you might imagine,
Bernice and I spent most of our time in our cabin, while Elaine
spent a lot of time searching amongst the single men for a one
night stand.

Now, Elaine wasn't a bad looking women so
she had no trouble finding a willing bedmate, but because she was a
little on the loud, ghetto, side, particularly, after having a few
drinks, and with her obvious scandalous ways, her problem was
keeping the men interested in her after they got what they
wanted.

Something else that bothered me was that on
the day we booked our trip, Bernice and I discovered Elaine didn't
have enough money to secure her cabin on the ship.

Bernice desperately wanted her friend to
come with us, so, even though I didn't like the woman, I was forced
to cover that part of the booking Elaine couldn't afford. I really
didn't want to lay out the money because I knew I'd never be paid
back, but Bernice was adamant, so I had no choice if we were going
to begin the trip on a happy note.

Sure I could have gotten out of paying for
Elaine if I told Bernice, that actually, Elaine wasn't the friend
she thought Elaine was, and told her about the time Elaine
solicited me behind her back, but I didn't think it a good time to
cause a rift between the friends before leaving on a much needed
vacation. Besides, I told Elaine that if she ever hit on me again,
I would tell Bernice. So, here we are on vacation as a trio and I
avoided being around Elaine as much as I could.

Every time Elaine, on another of her late
night drunks, and after another one night stand with another
stranger, came to our cabin to tell Bernice about another of her
affairs, I pretended to have something else I wanted to do on the
ship and left. Boy, I dislike that woman.

Anyway, it's the fourth day and the ship was
anchoring in the picturesque St. George harbor. The girls were
excited and ready to get to the island. They talked about all they
wanted to do, none of which I was interested in as long a Elaine
was with us. So, while in the tender ride to the pier, Ocho Rios,
Dock, I told the women I was going to visit the back streets of the
island and see how the underprivileged lived — something I knew the
women didn't want to do.

As we climbed off the tender onto the dock,
there were several natives waiting on us tourist. They offered all
sorts of merchandise and services, some appearing a little sorted
if you ask me, particularly, a few of the men, who appeared to be
fancily dressed, gigolos, and women who were obvious prostitutes,
and all masquerading as guides. All I looked for was a cab driver
and there were several of them standing by their cars further up on
the beach.

"Okay, baby, what do you have planed?" I
asked, Bernice.

"I don't know. Elaine was talking about
taking some snorkel diving lessons. She said she met a man on the
ship that said it was fun. So, I guess we'll give it a try."

"Well," I, said, "You know I'm not to much
into swimming. So, I think I'll stick to my plan to visit the back
streets of the island. Let's see, it's eight now, let's meet back
here at around noon and go back to the ship to have lunch, or we
can eat on the island. How does that sound?"

"Great, baby," Bernice says, as she gave me
a peck on my cheek. "Now, you be careful. You don't know what parts
of the island might be dangerous."

"Don't worry. I'll find a cab driver who
knows where to go. I'll see you later."

"Okay, baby. Why don't you get us a cab and
we'll be on our way."

"All right. I think I see what you need down
there," I said, as I jogged down the street to catch the attention
of a driver. I had to hurry because I saw another couple heading
for the same driver. I got to him first, and told him where to take
Bernice and Elaine.

The driver said he knew exactly where they
wanted to go in a heavy Jamaican accent, as Bernice and Elaine
walked up.

"Do you think you have enough money on you?"
I asked, Bernice, as she climbed into the back of the cab.

"Yeah, baby. I'm good. Now, you be careful,
honey," she said, with a worried look on her face.

"Don't worry about me. I can take care of
myself, besides, my driver won't let anything bad happen to me
because he'll loose his license if he has one. Now, you two get
going. I've got to find me a driver," I said, as I closed the door
of the cab and it pulled off.

Now, this is the part I think of as being
more an anathema than fortuitous. As I turned around, only one cab
was left and the driver was looking at me as if he hoped I wanted
to rent his services. Out of all the cab drivers on all of Jamaica,
why did this particular driver have to be the one I was unlucky
enough to be stuck with? Keep reading and you'll see what I
mean.

Anyway, I walk over to the driver who was
smiling broadly, his whiter than white teeth contrasting his dark
complexion. "Boy, am I glad you're still here," I said.

"Yes, Sir. At your service," he said, in a
thick Jamaican accent.

 


 



Chapter 5

 


 


"So, who was this fella you met on the boat
that told you bout the snorkel lessons?" Bernice asked, Elaine,
while on the way to the diving school.

"Girlfriend, I got to admit something to
you. I hope you don't get mad," Elaine, said, while looking, not at
Bernice, but through her side window.

"What you done did now?" Bernice, asked.

"I lied to you about the person on the boat
being a man. Actually it was a woman, and she told me about
something I really want to try, but if I told you the truth, I was
afraid you might not come with me."

"What? What are you talking about? I've
caught you in a bunch of lies and I ain't never got mad at you
before. What is this thing that is so bad you couldn't be honest
with me about this time?"

"Well, that woman who'd been here before,
told me about this fine Jamaican fella that . . . that is kind of
hung real large and kind of offers extra services besides diving,
if you know what I mean? I'm hoping he'll invite me to dinner later
today, and who knows what might happen after dinner."

"Whoo, girl, you is so nasty," said,
Bernice. "I'd be to scared to try getting it on with one of them
Jamaicans. I heard they is built kind of large and the last thing I
needs is to have some mutha giving me a stomach ache while jamming
a long thing up in me . . . On second thought, this is a once in a
lifetime situation. I think I'll tag alone with you, girlfriend. I
might meet a friend of his, but I ain't gonna get down on no first
date."

"That's up to you, Bernice. But I'm on
vacation and I'm going to vacation, if you know what I mean?" I'm
glad you're coming along, and who knows, you might have a good
time. Marcus ain't got to know anything about what we do except
what you tells him."

"I don't know about the good time thing, but
I'd like to see what a fine Jamaican fella looks like. But I ain't
gonna get down with one."

The girls giggled.

"Okay, Bernice," said, Elaine. "When we're
back on the ship tonight, if I make it back to the ship, I'll tell
you about how this Jamaican brother tossed my cookies."

"Girl, where did that come from?" asked,
Bernice. "I didn't know you was so whorish."

"I ain't. I just want to see if it's true
what they say about Jamaican men being, well, you know. Hell, if
you come with me, you might find out for yourself."

The women giggled again, as their, aging and
not too attractive, driver, turned to look at them and smiled. He
appeared to want to offer some extra service, himself, but Bernice
gave him a look that said why are you listening in on our
conversation, and he quickly turned to watch the road, but from
then on until the cab arrived at the destination, he couldn't keep
his eyes out of that mirror.
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