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​“There’s that
black dude again,” Cole perked up, sleepy eyes behind a dark cup of
coffee, “the one we saw with the hippie-van over by the bike
shop.”

Jodi followed Cole’s line of sight past her
shoulder and out the coffee shop window. At the street corner stood
a lean, dreaded black man with a flimsy flowered shirt on and torn
jeans. His grizzled face was framed by long dreadlocks that came
down to his shoulders.

“Isn’t he a character…” she said, watching as
he walked off down Washington Ave. “Wonder what his story is.”

“I bet you’d like find out,” Cole
grinned.

“I think you’d like me to find
out,” Jodi turned back to her fiancé, “you little horn dog I know
you’re just dying to try it.”

“Hey now, no kink shaming,” Cole turned red,
“I came clean with you about it and that was hard enough.” He
looked around the cafe, checking to see if any of the multitude of
hipsters were listening to their conversation. He always got
embarrassed when she brought it up, terrified that someone they
knew might find out what he was in to.

“Nothing to be ashamed of,” she winked, the
lush red of her lipstick curving over straight white teeth, “I
think it’s kinda’ hot you even told me.”

“Really?”

“It tells me you’re confident…in yourself, in
us.”

“Exactly,” he sighed with relief, his anxious
paranoia abating. “I’m so glad you see it that way.”

“The real question is how do you see
it, Cole. How do you really see it? Because it’s one thing to talk
about it with me…it’s something else to actually do it.”

Cole considered his fiancé’s insight, gulping
down bitter black coffee with a blueberry muffin. Watching her do
anything at all was a pleasure for him, something as simple as
sitting and drinking espresso. The way her mousey lips came to the
tiny cup, the way she licked away the foam with a whip of her pink
tongue. For a moment, he tried to picture her with someone else.
Enjoying someone else. Someone different…someone black.

“I can definitely see it,” Cole nudged her
foot below the table, “and I can definitely handle it.”

“Is that so?” Her blonde hair fell across her
face playfully.

“Absolutely.”

“Well then Mr. Confident…maybe you’ll get the
chance to prove yourself someday.”

“Someday soon I hope,” he stood from the
table, taking her hand, “it’s a better deal for you than me, if you
really think about it.”

“Oh, I’ve thought about it,” she followed him
out into a bright Thursday morning, “I don’t need any
convincing.”

They got to the park around noon, stopping
along the way for beer, snacks, and a few joints from the local
dispensary. On the rare occasion they both had the day off, the
engaged couple liked to spend it together by the lake. They laid
out a picnic blanket and Cole read his book while Jodi sunned.
Docile, white, and happy.

Lying on his back, Cole placed the copy of
The Silmarillion down on his chest and reached blindly into
a backpack, rifling around until he came away with a black lighter
and a white, stinky joint. Slipping the doobie between his lips, he
lit it, staring up at the washed blue sky overhead. He pulled the
thick smoke into his lungs and held it there. He blew it out. He
dragged again, holding it tight in his chest.

“Pass it here,” Jodi reached over and slipped
the joint from his mouth with two fingers. Cole let it go in a
cloud that hung above them in the still afternoon air, like a smoke
signal telling everyone in the park exactly who the potheads were.
Coughing, he rolled onto his side and looked at his bride-to-be.
She had denim summer-shorts on with a loose-fitting white tank top
that bared her tummy, and broadcasted her heavy, soft breasts. The
direct sunlight illuminated her tattoos, greens and reds and black
and purple mixing together across her arms in the shapes of flowers
and animals.

“You’re so fucking hot, Jodi,” he stated the
obvious, accepting the joint back from her.

“You so fucking hawt’ Jodi” she mocked
him, snapping her head back and shrieking with laughter. “Jeez your
romance is just flawless, babe. Absolutely irresistible.” She sat
up on the picnic blanket and took off her flimsy white
tank-top.

“I mean goddamn,” Cole continued, oblivious
to her jests, “Look. At. Those. Titties.”

“Boys,” she sighed, lying down on her back,
“so easily entertained.” Jodi adjusted the strap on her bikini,
delicate white tits jiggling as she got comfortable. From where
Cole sat the piece looked about two sizes two small, with both side
boob and under-tit a plenty. The longer he stared, the more he
became convinced it was actually a top specifically made for a
woman’s nipples, not her actual breasts.

“You’re lucky we’re in public, babe. Because
if it we were home right now I would just- “

“That’s enough, Cole,” Jodi closed her eyes
beneath dark sunglasses, “you can put it back in your pants now.
I’m afraid our conversation at breakfast might have gotten you a
little too worked up.”

“You’re working me up,” he laid down next to
her, “but I’ll try and contain myself.”

“Thank you,” Jodi turned the music up, her
delicious body soaking in the heat.

The young couple basked in the gorgeous
midsummer afternoon. Nearby, kites flew, frisbees whizzed, and
people fished the small, calm lake. A quiet, two-lane street ran
parallel to the park, and at the very moment Jodi pulled her shirt
off, an old, blue VW bus came gliding down the road. Decked out
with floral paintings and illustrations of the sun, moon, and
stars, it was what some might call a “hippie-van.” It parked
adjacent to the lake, and the driver got out.

“That joint got me so fucking high,” Cole
mumbled, hands in front of his face and swaying against the blue
backdrop of the sky.

“You gonna be OK, little buddy?” Jodi teased,
rolling over so that her back could get some sun.

“Not sure. Might need to smoke the other one
to level out.”

“Ha-Ha.”

The owner of the hippie-van crossed the
street and walked into the lush, manicured grass of the park, his
ashy feet firm in Chaco sandals. As he b-lined for the lake he
caught a whiff of something both heady and earthy. Skunk. Weed.
Scanning the large open space, he spotted two white kids lying out
on a blanket with a hazy drift of smoke lingering around them.
Considering his own stash was dwindling, he decided to try his
luck.

“Hand me that backpack, Jodi,” Cole’s
bloodshot smirk gave way to giggles, “I need to find the other
J.”

“If you smoke that thing, you’re going to go
blind, Cole. Just relax, OK?” Jodi turned her head from him, cheek
to blanket.

“I think if I don’t smoke it, I’ll go blind,”
he cracked himself up.

“I’ll give you a hand,” came an unfamiliar
voice, rich and masculine. “Looks like you might need it, I
mean.”

The couple sat up simultaneously; Cole on his
butt, turning to face the owner of the voice. Jodi pushed up on her
elbows, tummy to the ground. When she saw the hulking figure in the
shade of the evergreen tree, she removed her sunglasses.

“Hi there,” Jodi said jovially, “how are
you?”

“I’m good, I’m better now,” the stranger
said, noticing Jodi’s ample cleavage but not eyeing it for too
long. “I smelled bud. Y’all gettin’ high in the park today?”

“Something like that,” Cole laughed
nervously, “say, aren’t you thet guy who drives that van? The one
with the paintings all over it?”

“Guilty as charged,” the black man walked
closer, “that’s my hippie-mobile. I call her Rita. We’re on a
cross-country road trip, camping and all that fun stuff.” He
pointed to an empty spot at the head of the blanket and sat down,
“Mind if I join you guys?”

“Not at all,” Jodi sat up, shooting Cole a
quick, curious glance. He returned it with a shrug, stoned eyes
glossy.

“I’m Arlo by the way,”

“I’m Cole, this is my fiancé- “

“Jody,” she interrupted him, “and I like to
introduce myself, thanks Cole.” She held out a prim hand to Arlo
and he took it, her pale fingers disappearing inside his wide black
palm.

“Jodi and Cole from Denver,” Arlo mused,
“sounds righteous enough.”

“This bud is righteous, that’s for sure,”
Cole pulled the joint out and wagged it in the air.

“Thanks for sharing,” Arlo smiled, a white
toothy grin behind a messy, grizzled beard. Jodi watched him
intently, noticing the way his veiny chest shown through the
billowing fabric of his shirt.

Cole lit the joint and passed it to Arlo, who
took it with a nod and a grin.

“Where did you start your road trip, Arlo?”
Jodi said.

“Left out of Florida, came through Georgia
and Louisiana, Texas…”

“You camped the whole way here?” Cole
asked.

“Been sleeping out of my tent for about a
week now, taking in different sites around the country. Meeting
different people.” Arlo passed the smoking cig to Jodi, who placed
it carefully between her red, plump lips. “I must say though, of
all the people I’ve met this past week…you might be the most
beautiful of them all, Jodi.”

Cole chuckled awkwardly, surprised by the
man’s forwardness. Jodi smiled, taking the joint from between her
lips, tilting her head back, and sending a plume of smoke towards
the sky. “That’s sweet, Arlo,” she said, “but maybe the weed is
stronger than you think?”

“I doubt that very much,” Arlo smirked.

Cole watched the way the black stranger
gawked at his wife. Jodi hadn’t bothered to put her white tank top
back on yet, her soft, fat breasts escaping out the sides of two
tiny black cups.

“Is it hard camping every night?” Cole’s
voice cracked, desperate to fill the silence.

“Hard? What do you mean?” Arlo was
puzzled.

“I dunno. Like camping and bad weather? Seems
like it would get old after a while.”

“This beard is getting old,” Arlo ran his
fingers through his scraggly dark facial hair. “I’d love a hot
shower and a shave but what can you do? No hotels on a road trip.
Not for me. Just the open road, the woods, and myself…And I guess
you two along the way.”

“Where are you camping tonight?” Jodi passed
the spliff.

“Haven’t decided yet. Was going to try and
hit a brewery and then head out on 285 south, see if I can find a
campsite before it gets dark.”

“Sounds like a plan…” Cole passed to Arlo,
“you know we were actually going to go to a brewery after we
finished here…would you want to join us for a beer?”

Arlo inhaled, nodding, smoke escaping his
mouth as he coughed, “fuck yea I would.”

What are you up to Cole? Jodi thought,
though she knew the answer already. Something like butterflies
fluttered through her stomach just then, watching Arlo’s full, pink
lower lip wrapped around the joint.

“What type of beer do you like, Arlo?” Cole’s
gaze became similar to his fiancé’s, something beyond curious but
before lust. Neither of them could take their eyes off the
hippie-chic African-American smoking their weed.

“I’m no beer snob or anything like that,”
Arlo shot eyes at Jodi’s clad-less chest, “a good blonde ale will
do just fine.”

“It’s settled then,” Jodi blushed, “beers at
Goliath. Meet you there in half an hour.”

It was a short drive to the brew pub for Cole
and Jodi, not a second of it wasted.

“Do you think he knows?” she asked excitedly,
pulling her white tank top back on over her luscious tits.

“Knows what?” Cole’s hands drummed the
steering wheel.

“You know…that we might want him
to…play with me?”

“Fuck it’s so hot hearing you say that.”

“Focus, Cole.”

“I don’t know! Maybe he has a suspicion?
Maybe he’s just one of those nice, care-free hippies that just
‘goes with the flow man.’ Either way. I don’t want to come off
too pushy. I can’t do all the heavy lifting. You need to
pitch in.”

“I’m ready to pitch in, baby. I just need to
know you’re not going to freak out.”

“Do your worst, dear,” Cole blew her a
kiss.

“Don’t make me tell you I told you so.”

Arlo arrived five minutes after they did,
getting a beer at the bar and joining them on the back patio. Cole
drank a stout, Jodi an IPA, and Arlo his patented blonde ale. The
trio talked where, when, and how’s, trading small talk and life
paths. The first round went smooth, cordial.

“I’ll get this next lap,” Cole stood,
collecting their glasses.

“Many thanks, Cole,” Arlo rolled the sleeves
up on his flowered shirt, revealing veiny biceps and hard skin.

“You must find time to work out on the road,
Arlo,” Jodi reached across the
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