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CHAPTER 1




The humid air hit me like a warm embrace the moment I stepped off the plane at Sangster International Airport in Montego Bay. Jamaica. The word itself had conjured images of turquoise waters, swaying palm trees, and rhythmic reggae beats in my mind for months, ever since I'd booked this solo trip on a whim. As an American tourist from the bustling streets of New York City, I craved escape— from the endless grind of my graphic design job, from the failed relationships that left me questioning my choices, and from the winter chill that seemed to seep into my bones. At 28, with my olive skin glowing under the tropical sun and my long brunette waves tied back in a loose ponytail, I felt alive in a way I hadn't in years.

The airport was a whirlwind of colors and sounds: vendors hawking fresh mangoes and jerk chicken, taxi drivers calling out in lilting accents, and the faint scent of salt air mingling with the earthy aroma of ganja wafting from somewhere nearby. I adjusted the strap of my carry-on bag, feeling the lightweight fabric of my sundress cling to my skin from the humidity. It was a simple white number, flowing to my knees, with thin straps that revealed the subtle curve of my shoulders. I'd chosen it for comfort, but as I caught my reflection in a nearby window, I couldn't help but notice how it accentuated my figure—my full breasts, the dip of my waist, the sway of my hips. Not that I was here for attention; this was my time to recharge, to explore, to be free.

A shuttle van whisked me away toward the Sea-Gordon Beach Resort, a luxurious all-inclusive haven nestled along the northern coast. The drive was mesmerizing—rolling hills dotted with vibrant hibiscus flowers, roadside shacks selling coconuts, and glimpses of the Caribbean Sea sparkling like a million diamonds under the afternoon sun. Reggae music pulsed from the van's speakers, Bob Marley's voice crooning about one love, and I found myself tapping my foot, a smile creeping across my lips. The driver, a jovial man named Clive with a thick beard and infectious laugh, pointed out landmarks along the way.

"First time in Jamaica, miss?" he asked, glancing at me in the rearview mirror.

"Yes," I replied, my voice laced with excitement. "I've always wanted to come. The beaches, the culture—it all seems so magical."

He chuckled. "Ah, ya gonna love it. Sea-Gordon is paradise. Relax, eat good food, dance under de stars. And if ya feelin' adventurous, try de local herb. It make everyt'ing irie."

I laughed softly, nodding. Weed wasn't unfamiliar to me—I'd indulged in college—but the thought of smoking on a Jamaican beach felt like the ultimate indulgence. As we pulled up to the resort, my breath caught. Palm-fringed pathways led to a sprawling complex of white buildings with red-tiled roofs, overlooking a pristine stretch of golden sand. The ocean whispered invitations, its waves lapping gently at the shore. The air was perfumed with frangipani and saltwater, and I could already taste the rum punch I'd promised myself upon arrival.

Check-in was seamless. The lobby buzzed with vacationers—families, couples, groups of friends—all radiating that carefree energy. My room was an ocean-view suite on the second floor, with a balcony that overlooked the beach. I unpacked quickly, swapping my travel clothes for a bikini and a sheer cover-up. The bikini was emerald green, hugging my curves just right, the olive tone of my skin contrasting beautifully against the fabric. I ran my hands over my body, feeling the smoothness of my legs, the firmness of my thighs from my yoga routine back home. This trip was about self-love, too— embracing my sensuality without apology.

Venturing out, I headed straight for the beach. The sand was warm and powdery under my bare feet, like walking on clouds. I found a lounge chair under a thatched umbrella, ordered a piña colada from a passing waiter, and sank into relaxation. The sun kissed my skin, drawing out a light sheen of sweat that made me feel gloriously alive. Seagulls cried overhead, and in the distance, laughter echoed from a group of women playing volleyball in the shallows. I closed my eyes, letting the rhythmic crash of waves lull me into a state of bliss.

Hours slipped by in a haze of sunbathing and swimming. The water was bath-warm, crystal clear, enveloping me like a lover's arms. I floated on my back, staring at the endless blue sky, feeling the gentle currents tease my body. Salt lingered on my lips, and I imagined sharing this moment with someone—not just anyone, but a woman who understood the subtle fire that burned within me. My last relationship had been with a man, but it had left me unfulfilled; my attractions leaned toward the feminine, the soft yet powerful allure of another woman's touch. Here, in this paradise, I allowed myself to fantasize freely.

As evening approached, the resort came alive with activity. Torches flickered along the pathways, and the scent of grilled seafood wafted from the outdoor restaurant. I showered off the sand, letting the cool water cascade over my sun-kissed skin. In the mirror, my brunette hair fell in loose waves, framing my face, my brown eyes sparkling with anticipation. I chose a red sundress for dinner—form-fitting, with a plunging neckline that hinted at the swell of my breasts. A touch of mascara, a swipe of lip gloss, and I was ready.

The buffet was a feast for the senses: jerk pork sizzling on grills, fresh ackee and saltfish, plantains fried to golden perfection. I loaded my plate and found a table near the edge, overlooking the darkening sea. Live music started up—a steel drum band playing upbeat calypso tunes—and people began to dance on the makeshift floor. I sipped a rum cocktail, the sweet burn warming my throat, and watched the crowd with idle curiosity.

That's when I saw her.

She was with a group of women, laughing uproariously at something one of them said. Her skin was a deep, rich ebony that glowed under the torchlight, smooth and inviting. Braided hair cascaded down her back like dark ropes, adorned with colorful beads that clicked softly as she moved. But it was her body that stole my breath—thick and curvaceous, with hips that swayed hypnotically, full breasts straining against a cropped top, and thighs that promised strength and softness in equal measure. She wore high-waisted shorts that hugged her ass perfectly, and a pair of sandals that showed off her painted toes. Her laugh was infectious, deep and throaty, carrying over the music.

Our eyes met across the space, and time seemed to slow. Her gaze was bold, appraising, with a spark of mischief in those dark brown eyes. She tilted her head slightly, a smile playing on her full lips, and I felt a flush creep up my neck. I looked away quickly, heart pounding, but when I glanced back, she was still watching me. One of her friends nudged her, and she turned, but not before winking in my direction.

Who was she? A local? Another guest? The pull was magnetic, stirring something deep within me—a heat that pooled low in my belly. I tried to focus on my food, but my mind wandered. What would her skin feel like under my fingers? How would her voice sound whispering in my ear?

After dinner, I wandered to the beach bar, where fairy lights twinkled overhead and the waves provided a soothing soundtrack. I ordered another drink—something fruity and strong—and settled on a stool. The bartender, a friendly woman with dreadlocks, chatted about the resort's nightlife.

"Ya should check out de bonfire later," she said, sliding my glass over. "Music, dancing, good vibes."

"Sounds perfect," I replied, taking a sip. The rum hit me warmly, loosening the tension in my shoulders.

That's when she appeared again, sliding onto the stool next to mine with effortless grace. Up close, she was even more stunning. Her braided hair framed a face with high cheekbones, plump lips glossed in a subtle sheen, and eyes that seemed to hold secrets. She smelled like coconut oil and something herbal— weed, perhaps? It was intoxicating.

"Evenin', beautiful," she said, her Jamaican accent wrapping around the words like silk. "Ya look like ya enjoyin' de island life already."

I smiled, trying to play it cool despite the butterflies in my stomach. "First day here. It's incredible. I'm Olivia, by the way. Olivia Panton."

"Shanakay," she replied, extending a hand. Her grip was firm, her skin warm and soft. "But mi friends call me Shan. Nice to meet ya, Olivia."

"Shan," I repeated, liking the way it rolled off my tongue. "Are you staying here too?"

She nodded, signaling the bartender for a beer. "Yeah, on vacation. Work at a call center back in Kingston—customer service, dealin' wit' all kinda people. Needed a break, so mi and mi girls came up for de week. What 'bout you? American, right?"

"Guilty as charged. From New York. Graphic designer, but honestly, I just needed to get away."

She laughed, that rich sound sending shivers down my spine. "New York? Dat's hustle and bustle. Jamaica gonna slow ya down, make ya feel every moment."

We talked easily, the conversation flowing like the rum in my veins. She told me about her love for partying—dancing till dawn at local clubs, the thump of dancehall music vibrating through her body. And weed? Oh, she was unapologetic.

"Nuttin' like a good spliff to unwind," she said, her eyes twinkling. "Makes everyt'ing more intense—de colors, de sounds, de touches."

I felt my cheeks heat at the implication. "I've tried it a few times. Might be open to more here."

Her gaze lingered on me, tracing the line of my neck, the curve of my shoulder exposed by the dress. "Ya should. Wit' de right company, it can be... magical."

Her friends called her over then, a group of equally stunning women—one with short curls, another with locs down to her waist—all radiating confidence and joy. But Shan's eyes stayed on me, even as she stood.

"Come join us at de bonfire later, Olivia. We got stories, laughs, and maybe a lil' sumtin' to share."

"I'd love that," I said, my voice breathier than intended.

She winked again. "See ya dere."

As she walked away, her hips swaying, I watched the play of muscles in her legs, the way her shorts rode up just enough to tease. My body responded—a throb between my thighs, nipples tightening against the fabric of my dress. God, what was happening? I'd never felt such instant attraction, such raw desire.

The bonfire was set up on the beach, flames crackling and casting golden light on the sand. A guitarist strummed acoustic versions of reggae classics, and people gathered in clusters, drinks in hand. I arrived fashionably late, my heart racing with anticipation. Shan was there, surrounded by her friends, passing a joint in a circle. The smoke curled lazily into the night air, carrying that pungent, earthy scent.

She spotted me immediately, waving me over. "Olivia! Come, join de circle."

I sat beside her on a blanket, our thighs brushing accidentally—or was it? The contact sent sparks through me. Her skin was so smooth, warm from the fire. She passed me the joint, her fingers lingering on mine.

"First puff in Jamaica," she said softly. "Make it count."

I inhaled deeply, the smoke filling my lungs, a gentle buzz settling in almost immediately. It was strong, heady, making the world sharper yet softer. Colors intensified—the orange flames, the deep blue night sky dotted with stars. And Shan's presence? Overwhelming. Her braided hair caught the light, and I imagined running my fingers through it, feeling the texture.

We talked for hours, the group sharing stories of Jamaican life—festivals, food, folklore. Shan's laugh was constant, her hand occasionally touching my arm for emphasis, each contact igniting my skin. Her friends were welcoming, teasing her about her "call center drama," how she'd charm even the angriest customers with her voice.

"Shan got dat magic tongue," one friend, Tasha, joked. "Talk ya right out of ya anger."

I nearly choked on my drink, my mind diving into filthier interpretations. Shan caught my eye, smirking as if she knew exactly where my thoughts had gone.

As the night wore on, the group thinned out, her friends heading back to their rooms. Soon, it was just us, the fire dying down to embers, the waves a gentle roar.

"Walk wit' me?" Shan asked, standing and offering her hand.

I took it, her palm fitting perfectly against mine. We strolled along the water's edge, bare feet sinking into the cool sand. The moon reflected on the sea, a silver path leading to infinity. The weed had me relaxed, open, every sensation amplified—the breeze on my skin, the salt in the air, the warmth of her hand.

"Ya beautiful, Olivia," she said suddenly, stopping to face me. "Dat olive skin... like ya been kissed by de sun ya whole life."

I blushed, stepping closer. "You're the one who's stunning. Your hair, your curves—I couldn't stop staring earlier."

She chuckled, her free hand tracing my arm lightly, goosebumps rising in its wake. "I noticed. Felt de same way. Somethin' 'bout ya... draws me in."

The air between us crackled with tension. Her eyes dropped to my lips, and I felt that pull, magnetic and undeniable. Slowly, she leaned in, her breath mingling with mine—sweet from the rum, herbal from the weed.

Our lips met softly at first, a tentative brush that sent electricity through me. Hers were full, plush, tasting of paradise. I sighed into the kiss, my hands finding her waist, pulling her closer. Her body pressed against mine—soft breasts against my own, the curve of her hips under my palms. She deepened the kiss, her tongue teasing my lips, seeking entry. I parted them willingly, our tongues dancing in a slow, sensual rhythm.

Heat built quickly. Her hands roamed my back, dipping lower to cup my ass through the dress, squeezing gently. I moaned softly, the sound lost in her mouth. My nipples hardened, aching for touch, and I felt wetness gathering between my thighs. This woman—Shan—was fire, igniting me from within.

We broke apart, breathless, foreheads touching. "Damn, Olivia," she whispered, her voice husky. "Ya taste even better dan I imagined."

"I want more," I admitted, my voice trembling with desire. "But... not here. My room?"

She grinned, that mischievous spark returning. "Lead de way, beautiful."

We hurried back, hands intertwined, the resort's paths blurring in our haste. My suite was dimly lit by a bedside lamp, the balcony doors open to let in the ocean breeze. As soon as the door clicked shut, Shan pulled me to her, kissing me fiercely. Her hands were everywhere—sliding up my thighs, under my dress, tracing the edge of my panties.

"Ya so soft," she murmured against my neck, nipping lightly. "Wanna feel all of ya."

I tugged at her top, pulling it over her head, revealing full, heavy breasts in a lacy black bra. My mouth watered. "God, Shan... you're perfect."

She unclasped the bra, letting it fall, her dark nipples hardening in the cool air. I cupped one breast, thumbing the peak, eliciting a gasp from her. Her skin was like velvet, warm and yielding. I leaned down, taking a nipple into my mouth, sucking gently, then harder. She arched into me, her braided hair falling over us like a curtain.

"Ah, yes... jus' like dat," she moaned, her accent thickening with arousal.

Her hands worked my dress off, leaving me in my bikini panties—emerald green, now damp with need. She traced the fabric, feeling my heat. "Ya wet for me already, Olivia?"

I nodded, pulling her toward the bed. We tumbled onto the sheets, a tangle of limbs and desire. She hovered over me, her curvaceous body a feast for my eyes. I ran my hands over her thighs, squeezing the thickness, loving the give under my fingers.

She kissed down my body—collarbone, breasts, stomach—her tongue leaving a trail of fire. At my panties, she hooked her fingers in the sides, sliding them down slowly, exposing me. "Beautiful," she breathed, her eyes dark with hunger.

Her mouth descended, lips brushing my inner thighs, teasing. I whimpered, hips lifting. "Please, Shan..."

She chuckled lowly. "Patience, love. Wanna savor ya."

Her tongue flicked out, tasting me, and I cried out. She lapped at my folds, slow and deliberate, the flat of her tongue pressing against my clit. Sensations exploded—wet heat, pressure, the subtle scrape of her teeth. I threaded my fingers through her braids, holding her close, the beads cool against my skin.

She sucked my clit into her mouth, humming in pleasure, the vibration sending me higher. Two fingers slid inside me, curling to hit that spot, pumping rhythmically. My body tensed, pleasure coiling tight.

"Shan... oh God, don't stop..."

She didn't. Her tongue swirled, fingers thrusting, until I shattered, waves of ecstasy crashing over me. I came hard, crying her name, my juices coating her lips.

She crawled up, kissing me deeply, letting me taste myself. "Ya taste like heaven," she whispered.

I flipped us, eager to return the favor. Her shorts came off, revealing no panties—just her bare, glistening core. "Naughty," I teased, kissing her thighs.

She laughed breathily. "Wanted to be ready for ya."

I parted her legs, admiring her—full lips swollen with arousal, clit peeking out. I dove in, tongue exploring her wetness, salty-sweet. She bucked against me, hands in my hair.

"Fuck, Olivia... ya mouth so good..."

I sucked her clit, fingers plunging deep, feeling her walls clench. Her moans grew louder, body quivering. "Gonna cum... ahh!"

She exploded, flooding my mouth, her thick thighs clamping around my head. I lapped eagerly, prolonging her pleasure.

We collapsed together, panting, bodies slick with sweat. But desire lingered. She rolled me over, straddling my thigh, grinding her wetness against me. "Wanna feel ya cum wit' me."

Our pussies met, slick and hot, as she rocked. Friction built, clits rubbing, sensations overwhelming. We kissed messily, hands on breasts, pinching nipples.

"I'm close," I gasped.

"Cum wit' me, baby..."

We peaked together, cries mingling, bodies shaking.

Exhausted, we lay entwined, her head on my chest. "Dat was amazin'," she murmured.

I stroked her braids, smiling. "Just the beginning."


CHAPTER 2




The soft hum of the ceiling fan stirred the air in my suite, mingling with the distant crash of waves that had become the soundtrack to my Jamaican escape. I woke to the sensation of Shan's body curled against mine, her thick, curvaceous form a warm anchor in the rumpled sheets. Her braided hair, still slightly damp from our late-night shower, fanned out across the pillow, the colorful beads catching the morning light like tiny jewels. Her ebony skin glowed against the white linen, and I couldn't resist tracing my fingers along the curve of her hip, feeling the smooth, supple texture that had driven me wild just hours before. My olive skin contrasted with hers in a way that felt artistic, like a painting of light and shadow, and the memory of her touch—firm, knowing, electrifying—sent a fresh pulse of heat through me.

Last night had been a revelation. What started as a spark on the beach had ignited into a blaze that consumed us both. Her kisses had been hungry, her hands possessive as they explored every inch of me. I'd lost count of the times we'd come undone, her moans blending with mine in a symphony of pleasure. Now, in the quiet aftermath, I felt a mix of satisfaction and an insatiable craving for more. This woman, Shanakay—Shan to her friends—had awakened something in me that I didn't know I'd been missing. As an American tourist in this tropical paradise, I'd come seeking solitude, but she'd turned my world into a canvas of sensuality.

She stirred, her long lashes fluttering open to reveal those deep brown eyes, flecked with gold in the sunlight. A lazy smile spread across her full lips, and she stretched like a cat, her breasts pressing against my side, nipples hardening slightly from the cool air.

"Mornin', Olivia," she purred, her voice thick with sleep and that melodic Jamaican accent that made every word feel like a caress. "Ya sleep good?"

"Better than good," I replied, my voice husky as I leaned in to capture her lips.

The kiss was slow at first, a gentle exploration, but it quickly deepened as her tongue slipped into my mouth, tasting of mint from the toothpaste we'd shared before collapsing into bed. Her hand slid down my back, cupping my ass and pulling me closer, our bodies aligning perfectly—my slimmer frame against her voluptuous one.

I broke the kiss reluctantly, my breath coming in shallow pants. "If we keep this up, we'll never leave the room."

She chuckled, a low, throaty sound that vibrated through me. "Would dat be so bad? But yeah, mi stomach rumblin'. Let's get some food in us first."

We dressed slowly, stealing touches and glances that promised later indulgences. I slipped into a light blue bikini top and denim shorts that hugged my hips, my brunette waves tied back in a messy bun to combat the humidity. Shan opted for a vibrant orange crop top that barely contained her ample cleavage and high-waisted shorts that accentuated her thick thighs and round ass. Watching her move, the way her body swayed with natural rhythm, made my core clench with anticipation. She caught me staring and winked, her braided hair swinging as she sauntered over to plant a quick kiss on my neck. "Ya eyes on me like dat... gonna make it hard to behave."

Down at the resort's beachside restaurant, the air was filled with the tantalizing aromas of fresh-brewed Blue Mountain coffee, sizzling bacon, and tropical fruits. The open-air setup allowed the ocean breeze to waft through, carrying hints of salt and sunscreen. We filled our plates from the buffet—slices of ripe mango and papaya dripping with juice, fluffy scrambled eggs mixed with callaloo greens, fried plantains caramelized to perfection, and johnnycakes that were crispy on the outside, soft within. Shan added a generous helping of ackee and saltfish, Jamaica's national dish, her eyes lighting up as she savored the first bite.

"Ya gotta try dis proper," she said, forking a piece of the creamy ackee fruit mixed with flaky fish and holding it to my lips. I opened my mouth, our eyes locking as I took it in, the flavors exploding—salty, savory, with a subtle nuttiness from the ackee.

"Mmm, that's incredible," I said, licking my lips slowly, aware of how her gaze followed the motion. "Everything here tastes so alive."

She grinned, her foot sliding under the table to brush against my calf. "Dat's de island magic. And ya tastin' it all—food, sun, me."

We ate leisurely, the conversation flowing as easily as the rum punches from last night. She opened up more about her life back in Kingston. "Work at de call center is non-stop. Customers callin' from everywhere—America, Europe, complainin' 'bout bills or service. I gotta stay calm, use mi charm to fix it. But it drain ya, y'know? Dat's why vacations like dis are gold. Time to party, smoke a lil' ganja, forget de stress."

I nodded, sipping my coffee, the bitter richness grounding me. "I get that. In New York, it's all deadlines and screens. Graphic design sounds creative, but it's endless revisions for picky clients. I came here to breathe, to feel something real."

Her hand reached across the table, fingers intertwining with mine. "Ya feelin' real now, Olivia. Wit' me."

The touch was simple, but it sent sparks up my arm. Her skin was warm, slightly calloused from life, yet soft where it mattered. I squeezed back, my thumb stroking her palm. "More than I expected."

After breakfast, we strolled hand in hand along the beach path, the sand warm under our flip-flops, palm fronds rustling overhead. The resort was buzzing with activity—guests lounging by the infinity pool, kids building sandcastles, couples sipping cocktails at the bar. Shan's friends had already claimed a spot on the beach, their laughter carrying on the breeze. Tasha, with her short, curly hair and infectious energy, waved us over. Keisha, her long locs tied up in a colorful scarf, was applying sunscreen to Mia, who had smooth caramel skin and a tattoo of a hibiscus on her shoulder. They were all stunning in their bikinis, bodies of varying shapes but all radiating confidence—thick thighs, full hips, the kind of beauty that turned heads. But my focus was solely on Shan; the others faded into the background like supporting actors in our personal drama.

"Mornin', ladies!" Shan called, pulling me down onto the large blanket they'd spread out. "Ya remember Olivia from last night?"

Tasha grinned wickedly. "How could we forget? De way ya two were eye-fuckin' each other at de bonfire—hot!"

I blushed, but Shan just laughed, wrapping an arm around my waist. "Mind ya business, Tash. We jus' chillin'."

We settled in, the sun climbing higher, its rays kissing my olive skin and drawing out a light tan. The group chatted about everything—gossip from back home, the best jerk chicken spots in Montego Bay, plans for a boat trip later in the week. Shan passed around a bottle of sunscreen, her hands lingering as she rubbed it into my shoulders, her fingers dipping under the straps of my bikini top. The touch was innocent on the surface, but the pressure, the slow circles, made my nipples tighten.

"Ya burn easy?" she whispered in my ear, her breath hot against my lobe.

"Not if you keep protecting me," I replied, turning my head to brush my lips against hers briefly.

The morning melted into lazy hours—reading books, dipping toes in the water, sharing stories. Shan's friends were fun, their banter quick and teasing, but I felt a pull toward privacy with her. When the sun hit its peak, making the sand too hot to walk on barefoot, Shan leaned close. "Wanna escape? Go for a swim, jus' us?"

"Yes," I said without hesitation.

We grabbed snorkel masks from the resort hut and waded into the sea, the water cool and inviting against our heated skin. It was crystal clear, schools of colorful fish darting around coral just offshore. Shan dove under a wave, emerging with water streaming down her face, braids plastered to her back. She pulled me deeper, where the water reached our chests, and wrapped her legs around my waist, floating us together.

"Dis is better," she murmured, her hands on my neck, fingers playing with my hair. Our bodies pressed close, the buoyancy making every movement feel weightless yet intimate.

I kissed her, the salt on her lips mingling with the taste of her. Her tongue danced with mine, slow and teasing, as her hips ground against me subtly. The water hid our lower bodies, but I felt the heat between her thighs, her wetness mixing with the sea. My hands roamed her back, slipping under her top to cup her breasts, thumbs flicking her nipples.

"Olivia..." she gasped, breaking the kiss to nip at my earlobe. "Ya drivin' me crazy."

"Good," I whispered, one hand sliding down to her shorts, fingers teasing the edge. "Because you do the same to me."

We floated like that, kissing and touching, the world reduced to the rhythm of waves and our quickening breaths. Her finger found my bikini bottom, slipping inside to circle my clit slowly. I bit my lip to stifle a moan, my head falling back as pleasure built. The risk of being seen—other swimmers not far off—added a thrill, but Shan was careful, her movements hidden below the surface.

"Come for me, baby," she urged, her voice low and commanding, finger pressing harder.

I did, the orgasm rippling through me like the tide, my body shuddering in her arms. She held me close, kissing my forehead as I came down.

Back on the beach, we rejoined her friends for lunch—grilled lobster tails drizzled with garlic butter, fresh salad with avocado and tomatoes, washed down with cold Red Stripe beers. The alcohol loosened us further, laughter flowing. Shan sat beside me, her thigh pressed against mine, hand occasionally brushing my knee.

As the afternoon waned, the group decided on a volleyball game. Shan was a natural—her powerful serves and spikes showcasing her strength, her body glistening with sweat, breasts bouncing with each jump. I played opposite her, but my eyes were glued to her curves, the way her shorts rode up, revealing the underside of her ass. During a break, she pulled me aside behind a palm tree, kissing me hard.

"Ya distractin' me, watchin' like dat," she said, her hand squeezing my breast through my top.

"Can't help it," I replied, nipping her lower lip. "You're too sexy."

We returned to the game, but the tension built. By late afternoon, the sun dipping lower, Shan's friends headed for naps or spa treatments. "Catch ya later," Tasha said with a knowing wink. "Don't do nothin' we wouldn't."

Alone at last, Shan and I gathered our things. "Mi room or yours?" she asked, her eyes dark with intent.

"Mine," I said, leading the way, our hands linked.

The door clicked shut, and the world outside vanished. Shan pushed me against the wall, her mouth on mine in a fierce kiss. Her hands were everywhere—pulling off my top, cupping my breasts, pinching nipples until I gasped. "Been wantin' dis all day," she growled, her accent thickening with arousal.

I tugged at her crop top, freeing her heavy breasts, my mouth latching onto a nipple, sucking hard. She moaned, her head falling back, braids cascading. "Yes, Olivia... jus' like dat."

We stumbled to the bed, clothes discarded in a trail. She lay back, legs spread, her pussy glistening—dark lips swollen, clit peeking out. I knelt between her thighs, inhaling her musky scent, mixed with coconut from the sunscreen. My tongue traced her folds, slow and deliberate, savoring her taste—salty-sweet, addictive.

"Fuck, baby... eat me," she begged, hands in my hair, pulling me closer.

I obliged, tongue delving deep, then flicking her clit. Fingers joined, two sliding inside her wet heat, curling to hit her G-spot. She bucked, thighs trembling, her curves jiggling with each thrust.

"Don' stop... gonna cum..." She did, her walls clenching, juices coating my chin as she cried out my name.

She flipped me over, her turn to devour. Her mouth was magic—lips sucking my clit, tongue swirling, fingers pumping. I came hard, stars bursting behind my eyes.

We weren't done. She straddled me, our pussies grinding together, slick and hot. The friction built, clits rubbing, her breasts swinging above me. I cupped them, pinching nipples as we rocked.

"Come wit' me," she panted.

We peaked together, bodies shaking, moans echoing.

Exhausted, we lay tangled, her head on my chest. "Ya amazin', Olivia."

"You too," I whispered, stroking her braids.

But the day wasn't over. Evening brought a resort luau—torches flickering, steel drums playing, a feast of roasted pig and rice and peas. Shan and I danced under the stars, her hips swaying to the beat, body pressed against mine. The weed she shared earlier heightened everything—the music pulsing through me, her touch like fire.

Back in the room, passion reignited. She bent me over the balcony railing, the ocean view before us, her fingers fucking me from behind while her thumb circled my clit. I came watching the waves, her name on my lips.

She sat on my face, grinding down as I licked her, her juices dripping. Then she used a vibrator from her bag—buzzing on my clit while she fingered me, then switching.

Nights blended—slow lovemaking, rough play. One day, we hiked to a waterfall, making love under the cascade, water pounding around us.

Emotions deepened. Over dinners, we shared dreams—she wanted to quit her job, open a bar; I confessed my fear of commitment. Vulnerability turned passion into something more.

By week's midpoint, I knew I was falling. But vacation's end loomed, a shadow on our bliss.


CHAPTER 3




I was in bed, tangled in sheets that still carried the faint, intoxicating scent of Shan's coconut oil and our shared passion from the night before. Her arm was draped possessively over my waist, her curvaceous body pressed against my back like a warm, living blanket. I could feel the steady rhythm of her breathing, each exhale a soft puff against my neck that sent tiny shivers down my spine. My olive skin prickled with goosebumps, not from cold, but from the sheer proximity of her—the way her full breasts molded to my shoulder blades, her thick thigh slung over mine as if claiming me even in slumber.

Jamaica had woven its magic around us, turning what started as a fleeting attraction into something deeper, more insistent. Over the past few days, Shan had become my sun, my sea, my everything in this paradise. Her laughter echoed in my mind like the reggae beats from the beach parties, her touch a fire that ignited every nerve. But today promised adventure beyond the confines of our room—a boat trip organized by the resort, complete with snorkeling and, if we were lucky, some jet skiing. The thought excited me, but not as much as the prospect of sharing it with her.

I turned slowly in her arms, careful not to wake her just yet. Her face in repose was a masterpiece: high cheekbones softened by sleep, full lips slightly parted, those long braids framing her like a crown of midnight silk. I traced a finger along her jawline, marveling at the smoothness of her ebony skin, warm and inviting under my touch. She stirred, her eyes fluttering open, and that mischievous spark lit up instantly.

"Mmm, mornin', beautiful," she murmured, her voice a husky whisper that wrapped around my heart. She pulled me closer, her hand sliding down to cup my ass through the thin sheet. "Ya starin' again. Like what ya see?"

"Always," I replied, leaning in to brush my lips against hers. The kiss was lazy at first, a sweet good morning, but it quickly turned playful as she nipped at my bottom lip, her tongue teasing the seam of my mouth. I giggled against her, my hands roaming up her sides, fingers dancing over the curve of her hips.

"Ya taste like temptation," she said, pulling back with a grin, her dark eyes gleaming. "But if we start dis now, we'll miss de boat. Literally."

I pouted dramatically, tracing circles on her stomach with my fingertip. "Who needs a boat when I have you right here?"

She laughed, that rich, throaty sound that made my core clench. "Flirt. But come on, Olivia. Adventure calls. Plus, mi friends gonna be dere—can't leave 'em hangin'."

Reluctantly, we untangled ourselves and prepared for the day. The air in the room was humid, carrying the salty tang of the ocean through the open balcony doors. I slipped into a red bikini that hugged my curves, the fabric smooth against my olive skin, tying the strings with a bow that I knew Shan would enjoy untying later. She chose a teal one-piece that plunged daringly low in the front, accentuating her ample cleavage and the swell of her hips. Watching her adjust the straps, her braids swaying with each movement, I felt a surge of desire mixed with something softer—affection, perhaps even the beginnings of love.

We grabbed quick breakfasts at the buffet—fresh pineapple chunks bursting with juice, flaky pastries dusted with sugar, and strong coffee that warmed us from the inside out. Shan's friends were already at the dock, waving us over with excited shouts. Tasha, in a bright yellow bikini, handed us life vests with a wink. "Bout time, lovebirds. Thought ya got lost in each other again."

"Jealous?" Shan teased, slipping her arm around my waist possessively.

The boat was a sleek catamaran, its white hull gleaming under the sun, sails furled for now as the engine hummed to life. We boarded with a group of about twenty other guests, the wooden deck warm under our bare feet. The captain, a weathered Jamaican man with a booming laugh, welcomed us aboard and outlined the itinerary: a cruise along the coast, snorkeling at a coral reef, lunch on board, and optional jet skiing at a secluded cove.

As we set sail, the wind whipped through my brunette waves, carrying the fresh, briny scent of the sea. Shan and I found a spot at the bow, leaning against the railing as the boat cut through the turquoise waters. Spray misted our faces, cool and refreshing, tasting of salt on my lips. She stood behind me, her body pressed close, chin resting on my shoulder.

"Look at dat view," she whispered, her breath hot against my ear.

But I was looking at her reflection in the water—her smile, the way the sun kissed her skin. "The view's better right here," I said, turning my head to capture her lips in a quick, flirtatious kiss.

She chuckled, her hands sliding to my hips. "Ya such a charmer, Olivia Panton. What mi gonna do wit' ya?"

"Whatever you want," I replied, my voice low and teasing, as I ground back against her subtly.

Her eyes darkened with promise, but before we could escalate, Keisha called us over for photos. We posed with the group—arms around each other, silly faces, the wind tousling our hair. The playful energy was infectious; Shan splashed me with a handful of water from a bucket on deck, and I retaliated by tickling her sides until she squealed in laughter, her curves jiggling delightfully.

The boat anchored at the reef, and we donned snorkel gear. The water was a warm embrace, clear as glass, revealing a underwater wonderland of vibrant corals in pinks and oranges, schools of yellow tang fish darting like arrows, and the occasional sea turtle gliding gracefully. Shan and I held hands as we floated, pointing out sights to each other through our masks. Her body moved with fluid grace, her thick legs kicking powerfully, and I couldn't help but admire the way the water beaded on her skin when we surfaced.

"Dat was magical," she said, treading water beside me, her braids floating like dark ribbons. "Like swimmin' in a dream."

"You're the dream," I flirted, pulling her close for a salty kiss, our legs tangling underwater.

Lunch was served on deck—grilled snapper with mango salsa, rice and peas steaming with coconut milk, and cold fruit punch that quenched our thirst. We ate cross-legged on cushions, Shan's knee brushing mine, her foot occasionally teasing my calf under the low table. The flavors were explosive: the fish flaky and spiced with jerk seasoning, the salsa tangy-sweet, bursting on my tongue like fireworks.

After lunch, the captain announced jet skiing at the cove. Excitement bubbled up as we paired off. Shan and I claimed one, her at the helm first. I wrapped my arms around her waist, my breasts pressing against her back, feeling the vibration of the engine through her body as we sped off.

The wind roared in my ears, the spray stinging my face in the best way, as we bounced over waves. Shan's laughter carried back to me, pure joy. "Hold on tight, baby!" she shouted, accelerating into a turn that had us leaning sharply, water splashing up like a fountain.

I squeezed her tighter, my hands splaying over her stomach, feeling the firmness beneath her soft curves. "Don't let go!" I yelled back, but it was more than the jet ski—I meant us, this connection.

We switched places, me driving now. Shan clung to me, her hands wandering playfully over my thighs, her breath hot on my neck. "Faster, Olivia! Make mi scream!"

I obliged, pushing the throttle, the jet ski slicing through the water like a knife. Her squeals of delight mixed with flirtatious whispers: "Ya handlin' dis like ya handle me—bold and sexy."

The cove was secluded, ringed by cliffs draped in vines, the water a deeper blue here. We idled the jet ski, bobbing gently, and Shan pulled me into a kiss that was all heat and hunger. Her tongue tangled with mine, hands cupping my face, then sliding down to tease my bikini top.

"Ya drivin' me wild," she murmured against my lips.

Back on the boat, the sun began its descent, casting a warm glow over everything. We lounged on the netting at the front, bodies entwined, sipping rum punches as the captain played soft reggae. Shan's head rested on my chest, her fingers tracing lazy patterns on my arm. "Dis day... perfect," she said softly.

"It is," I agreed, my heart swelling. But beneath the playfulness, emotions stirred. I felt vulnerable, exposed—like the sea had washed away my walls.

As the boat docked, the group dispersed, but Shan and I lingered, walking hand in hand along the beach. The sand was cooling, still warm from the day, crunching softly underfoot. Sunset painted the sky in oranges and pinks, the ocean a mirror of fire.

"Olivia," she said, stopping to face me, her expression serious yet tender. "Dis ain't jus' fun for me. Ya gettin' under mi skin."

My breath caught. "Me too, Shan. I didn't expect this— you. It's scary, but in the best way."

She pulled me close, our foreheads touching. "Let's not think 'bout de end yet. Jus' feel."

Back in my room, the tension that had built all day exploded. She pushed me against the door, kissing me fiercely, her hands roaming with urgency. "Been wantin' ya all day," she growled, yanking off my bikini top.

I moaned as her mouth found my breast, tongue swirling around my nipple, teeth grazing just enough to send jolts of pleasure straight to my core. Her skin was sun-warmed, tasting of salt and her, as I kissed her neck, hands squeezing her ass.

We tumbled to the bed, a frenzy of limbs. She straddled me, grinding her pussy against mine through our bottoms, the friction delicious. "Feel how wet ya make me?" she whispered, her voice breathy.

I slipped a hand between us, fingers finding her slick heat. "God, Shan..."

She rode my fingers, head thrown back, braids whipping, her curves undulating. I sat up, sucking her nipple as she came, her walls pulsing around me.

Then she devoured me—tongue expert on my clit, fingers deep, curling. I came screaming her name, waves crashing through me.

But it was the slow lovemaking after that built the romance—bodies moving in sync, whispers of affection, eyes locked as we peaked together. In her arms, I felt home.


CHAPTER 4




The vibrant chaos of Montego Bay's streets enveloped us like a living tapestry, woven with the scents of sizzling jerk chicken, ripe mangoes, and the faint, salty tang of the nearby sea. Shan and I had ventured out from the Sea-Gordon Beach Resort early that morning, her hand firmly in mine as we navigated the bustling market. The sun beat down relentlessly, turning my olive skin slick with a sheen of sweat that made my lightweight sundress cling to my curves. My brunette waves were tied back in a loose ponytail, but stray tendrils escaped, dancing in the warm breeze. Shan, with her braided hair swaying like rhythmic pendulums and her teal tank top hugging her thick, curvaceous body, looked every bit the island goddess she was. We'd come for souvenirs—beaded necklaces for my friends back in New York, perhaps some Blue Mountain coffee beans—but the real draw was just being together, exploring this side of Jamaica beyond the resort's polished gates.

"Ya gotta try de peanut cake, Olivia," Shan said, her voice lilting with that irresistible Jamaican accent as she pulled me toward a street vendor's cart. The air around it was thick with the sweet, nutty aroma of roasted peanuts mixed with sugar, caramelizing under the heat. "It's crunchy, sweet—jus' like ya kisses."

I laughed, squeezing her hand. "Oh yeah? And what does that make you? Spicy like jerk seasoning?"

She grinned, her dark eyes sparkling with mischief as she leaned in close, her full lips brushing my ear. "Nah, mi sweet and spicy. Best of both worlds. Now, come on, let's get some."

The vendor, a wiry man with a gap-toothed smile, handed us two pieces wrapped in wax paper. I bit into mine, the brittle texture shattering delightfully, releasing a burst of sugary peanut flavor that made me hum in approval.

"This is amazing," I said through a mouthful, crumbs tumbling down my chin.

Shan wiped them away with her thumb, her touch lingering. "Told ya. Now, let's wander a bit. Mi wanna show ya de real Jamaica—folklore and all."

We strolled deeper into the market, the sounds of haggling vendors, blaring dancehall music from a nearby radio, and children's laughter creating a symphony of life. Shan had been teasing me about Jamaican folklore since our boat trip yesterday, promising stories that would "make ya hair stand up." I was intrigued; as a graphic designer from the concrete jungle of New York, myths and legends felt like a portal to another world.

"Tell me one," I prompted, linking my arm through hers as we dodged a group of tourists bargaining for woven baskets. "Something spooky or romantic. Fit for us."

She chuckled, her curvaceous hips swaying as we walked. "Alright, mi love. Ever hear 'bout de Duppy? Dem spirits of de dead, restless souls wanderin' at night. Dey say if ya hear a whistle in de wind, it's a Duppy callin' ya name. Don't answer, or dey take ya soul."

I shivered dramatically, pressing closer to her. "Sounds like a bad date. What do you do to ward them off?"

"Throw salt over ya shoulder, or wear red underwear," she said with a wink. "But seriously, Olivia, Jamaican folklore full of dat—Anansi de spider, trickster god; River Mumma, de water spirit who guard treasures in de rivers. Dem stories passed down from slavery times, mixin' African roots wit' island life."

"Fascinating," I murmured, imagining illustrating them—spindly spiders weaving webs of deceit, ethereal mermaids lurking in turquoise depths. "Tell me more about River Mumma. Is she benevolent or dangerous?"

Shan paused at another stall, picking up a carved wooden mask with exaggerated features. "She beautiful, wit' long hair and fish tail. But dangerous if ya greedy. She drag ya down if ya try steal her gold comb from de river. But if ya respectful, she might bless ya."

"Like a siren," I said, nodding. "Reminds me of Greek myths, but with a Caribbean twist."

"Exactly," Shan replied, setting the mask down. "Our stories 'bout survival, cleverness. Anansi always outsmartin' bigger animals. Teaches us to use wit over strength."

We continued chatting, her words painting vivid pictures in my mind. The market's energy pulsed around us—vendors calling out "Fresh ackee!" and "Handmade jewelry, pretty lady!"—but in that moment, it was just Shan and me, sharing pieces of her culture like intimate secrets.

As we turned a corner, I spotted an elderly woman sitting on a stool by the roadside, her stall laden with more peanut cakes, bottles of colorful potions, and bundles of herbs. She was striking: her head wrapped in a vibrant turquoise cloth, adorned with beads and feathers that clicked softly in the breeze. Around her neck and wrists hung numerous ornaments—shells, bones, and what looked like tiny pouches tied with string. Her skin was weathered like ancient leather, eyes sharp and knowing as they fixed on me.

"Peanut cake, miss?" she asked, her voice gravelly but warm, with an accent thicker than Shan's.

"Yes, please," I said, handing over a few coins. As she wrapped another piece for me, her gaze dropped to my palm, which I'd extended absentmindedly.

"Ah, ya hand tell stories," she muttered, grabbing it before I could pull away. Her grip was surprisingly strong, her fingers calloused as they traced the lines on my palm.

I glanced at Shan, who was browsing nearby, her back turned. "Um, what do you mean?"

"Palm readin', child. Free for ya, since ya buy mi cake." She peered closer, her ornaments jingling. "Ya from far, cities of steel and noise. But true love... it lies in de seas, not de cities ya accustomed to."

My heart skipped. "True love? What does that mean?"

She smiled mysteriously, her eyes glinting. "De sea call ya home. Waves bring what towers can't. But beware—"

Before she could finish, Shan appeared at my side, her expression shifting from relaxed to tense in an instant. "Olivia, let's go," she said sharply, tugging my arm.

"But Shan, she was just—"

"Now," Shan insisted, her voice low but firm. She nodded curtly at the woman, who released my hand with a knowing chuckle.

We sped off through the crowd, Shan's pace brisk as she hailed a cab on the main road. The taxi was an old Toyota, its seats worn and sticky from the heat, the driver blasting reggae from tinny speakers. As we settled in the back, the car's AC sputtering weakly, all I could think about was the woman's words. True love lies in the seas, not cities I'm accustomed to. Was it a riddle? A warning? New York was my city, all skyscrapers and subways—did that mean my heart belonged elsewhere? With someone like Shan, tied to this island paradise?

"What was that about?" I asked, turning to her as the cab jolted forward.

Shan shook her head, her braids swinging. "Dat woman... she a reader woman. Obeah practitioner. Dem deal in spirits, hexes. Ya don't mess wit' dat."

I laughed lightly, trying to ease the tension. "Come on, Shan. It's just a palm reading. Harmless fun. She said something about true love in the seas—maybe she's onto us, with all our beach romps."

But Shan wasn't laughing. Her face was serious, eyes narrowed as she stared out the window at the passing palm trees. "Olivia, mi serious. Dat bitch will hex ya if ya not careful. Obeah real here. People get sick, lose love, all from a bad readin'."

"Hex me? Really?" I teased, poking her side playfully. "What, turn me into a frog? I'd make a cute frog, don't you think?"

She finally cracked a small smile, but it didn't reach her eyes. "Ya laugh now, but wait. Mi grow up hearin' stories—neighbors cursin' each other, spirits takin' revenge. Better safe dan sorry."

I leaned my head on her shoulder, inhaling her scent—coconut and sunshine. "Okay, okay. No more palm readings. But what do you think she meant? About love in the seas?"

Shan shrugged, her hand finding mine. "Who knows? Dem reader women speak in riddles. Prob'ly jus' to mess wit' ya head."

The cab ride back was filled with my persistent questions, laced with humor to lighten her mood. "So, if she hexes me, will my hair turn into seaweed? Or will I start craving fish all the time?"

"Stop it," Shan said, chuckling despite herself. "Ya too much. But seriously, promise mi—no more street psychics."

"I promise," I said, crossing my heart with exaggerated solemnity. "Scout's honor."

When we arrived at the resort, the familiar sight of the white buildings and golden sands greeted us like old friends. Shan's friends were lounging by the pool, sipping colorful cocktails under umbrellas. Tasha spotted us first, waving us over with a grin. "Hey, lovebirds! Where ya been? Market adventures?"

Keisha and Mia looked up, their faces relaxed until Shan plopped down on a lounge chair and announced, "Olivia ran into a reader woman downtown. Got her palm read an' everyt'ing."

Their eyes went wide in horror, as if Shan had said I'd danced with a Duppy. Tasha nearly spilled her drink. "What? A reader woman? Like, Obeah?"

Keisha leaned forward, her locs falling over her shoulder. "Girl, ya serious? Dem t'ings no joke!"

Mia shook her head vigorously. "Olivia, ya alright? She didn't give ya anyt'ing to drink or wear, right?"

I blinked, caught off guard by their intensity. "Whoa, hold up. It was just a quick palm reading while buying peanut cake. She said something cryptic about true love in the seas, not cities. No big deal."

But their reactions said otherwise. Tasha set her glass down firmly. "No big deal? Obeah women powerful. Dey can see into ya future, but dey also curse if ya cross 'em."

Shan nodded solemnly. "Told her dat. She laugh it off."

I sat down beside Shan, feeling a mix of amusement and curiosity. "Okay, educate me. Why are you all so worked up? I'm not superstitious—back home, palm readers are just for fun at carnivals."

Keisha sighed, adjusting her bikini top. "It's different here, Olivia. Obeah come from African traditions, mixed wit' slavery history. It's spiritual practice—herbs, spells, readin' signs. Some use it for good, like healin', but others... dark t'ings. Hexes, love potions, even death curses."

Mia chimed in, her voice hushed as if the spirits might overhear. "Mi auntie once got a readin' from one. Woman said she see betrayal in her lines. Week later, auntie's husband run off wit' another woman. Coincidence? Maybe. But auntie swear it was a curse."

Tasha leaned in, her curls bouncing. "And de seas part? Dat sound like River Mumma or Ol' Higue vibes. Spirits tied to water. Maybe she seein' ya future wit' Shan—island girl, sea in her blood."

Shan rolled her eyes but smiled. "Don't put ideas in her head. But yeah, Olivia, we take it serious 'cause we see it work. Good or bad."

I absorbed their words, the pool's chlorine scent mixing with the floral notes from nearby hibiscus bushes. The sun dipped lower, casting long shadows that danced like spirits themselves. "So, what if it's true? About love in the seas?"

Keisha grinned. "Den ya better stay here wit' Shan. Forget dem New York cities."

We all laughed, the tension easing into playful banter. "Yeah, Olivia," Mia teased. "Ya could be our adopted Jamaican. Learn to cook curry goat, dancehall all night."

Shan pulled me onto her lap, her arms wrapping around my waist. "Mi like dat idea. Ya fit right in."

I wiggled playfully, feeling her curves against me. "Oh yeah? What would I have to do to earn my spot?"

Her voice dropped low, for my ears only. "Keep kissin' mi like ya do. Dat's enough."

The group groaned good-naturedly. "Get a room!" Tasha shouted, splashing water at us.

We did, eventually. After more stories—Keisha recounting a tale of the Rolling Calf, a fiery-eyed beast that chased sinners—Shan and I slipped away to my suite. The door clicked shut, and the world narrowed to us. She backed me against the wall, her mouth claiming mine in a kiss that was sweet and urgent.

"Ya drive mi crazy, laughin' at spirits," she murmured, her hands sliding under my dress.

I gasped as her fingers teased my thighs. "And you drive me crazy period. But seriously, Shan—do you believe all that?"

She paused, her forehead against mine. "Part of mi does. Grew up wit' it. But wit' ya... mi believe in us more."

Our lovemaking that night was tender, erotic—her tongue tracing paths of fire, bodies entwining like folklore lovers. As I came undone in her arms, the woman's words echoed: true love in the seas. Maybe it was here, with Shan.


CHAPTER 5




The velvet cloak of night had descended over the Sea-Gordon Beach Resort, wrapping our suite in a hush broken only by the eternal whisper of the waves outside the balcony doors. I lay entwined with Shan, her warm, curvaceous body a comforting weight against mine, her braided hair spilling across the pillow like dark rivers under moonlight. The air was thick with the lingering scent of our earlier passion—musk and coconut oil mingling with the salty breeze that slipped through the cracked window. My olive skin still tingled from her touches, my body sated but my mind restless, replaying the cryptic words of the Obeah woman from the market. True love lies in the seas, not the cities you're accustomed to. I'd laughed it off then, but now, in the quiet hours, it gnawed at me like a persistent tide.

Sleep came fitfully, pulling me under like an undertow. And then, the dream began.

I found myself standing on a deserted stretch of Jamaican beach, the sand cool and damp beneath my bare feet, glowing ethereal under a full moon that hung low like a silver lantern. The sea stretched out before me, a vast, undulating mirror of stars, its waves lapping gently at the shore with a rhythmic sigh that echoed my heartbeat. The air was alive with the scent of brine and night-blooming jasmine, heavy and intoxicating. But I wasn't alone.

There she was—the elderly woman from the market, her head wrapped in that vibrant turquoise cloth adorned with beads and feathers that now seemed to shimmer with an otherworldly light. Her ornaments—shells, bones, and pouches—clinked softly as she moved, like wind chimes heralding secrets. She stood ankle-deep in the surf, her weathered face illuminated by the moon, eyes deep pools of ancient wisdom that pierced through me.

"Child," she said, her voice a gravelly murmur that carried over the waves like smoke. "Ya come seekin' answers ya heart already know."

I stepped closer, the water lapping at my toes, cold and invigorating. "What do you mean? Your words earlier—they haunt me."

She smiled, an enigmatic curve of her lips, and raised a gnarled rod—carved from driftwood, etched with symbols I couldn't decipher. With a deliberate motion, she stomped it into the sand three times, each impact sending vibrations through the earth that resonated in my bones. The ground trembled, and from the sea rose a massive oval mirror, its frame wrought from twisted coral and seashells, dripping with water and seaweed. It emerged like a leviathan, towering over us, its surface rippling like liquid silver before settling into clarity.

"Look," she commanded, her rod pointing toward the glass.

I gazed into it, my reflection distorted at first, then sharpening into a vision that stole my breath. There I was, radiant in a flowing white gown embroidered with island flowers, standing on a sun-kissed beach much like this one. Beside me was Shan, her ebony skin glowing, her braids adorned with hibiscus blooms, her curvaceous form draped in a matching ensemble that hugged her like a lover's embrace. We were exchanging vows, our hands intertwined, rings glinting in the sunlight. Laughter echoed—her friends, Tasha, Keisha, Mia, cheering us on. The scene shifted: us dancing under stars, bodies pressed close in a slow, sensual rhythm; lazy mornings in a beachside cottage, her lips on my neck as the waves serenaded us; years unfolding in bliss, our love deepening like roots in fertile soil. Happiness radiated from the mirror, warm and eternal, filling me with a joy so profound it brought tears to my eyes.

But then, the image wavered, the colors bleeding into gray. The beach dissolved, replaced by the stark, angular lines of New York City—towering skyscrapers piercing a smoggy sky, the cacophony of honking taxis and bustling crowds assaulting my senses even in the dream. I saw myself in my apartment, hunched over my desk, surrounded by sketches and digital tablets. One of my favorite graphic designs caught my eye—a vibrant poster for a client's campaign, flames stylized in reds and oranges, titled "Catching Fire." It was a piece I'd poured my soul into, symbolizing passion and renewal.

Suddenly, horror unfolded. Smoke curled from the edges of the paper, then ignited. Flames leaped, voracious and unrelenting, consuming the design, the desk, the room. My apartment erupted in fire, walls blackening, furniture crumbling to ash. I watched myself trapped, screaming as the inferno closed in, the heat blistering my skin even through the mirror. The city outside burned too—skyscrapers crumbling, streets engulfed in chaos. It was my end, a fiery demise that left nothing but embers.

The mirror shuddered, its surface cracking like ice, before plunging back into the sea with a thunderous splash, waves crashing over us in a cold deluge.

I fell to my knees in the sand, tears streaming down my face, terror clawing at my chest. "What is the meaning of all this?" I cried, my voice breaking as I clutched at the woman's skirt.

She regarded me calmly, her ornaments jingling like a dirge. "De seas lead to happiness, child. De cities will inevitably lead to ya end. De power is in ya hands to choose."

Before I could beg for more, she dissolved into mist, her form merging with the waves, vanishing into the depths as if she'd never been.

I woke with a gasp, bolting upright in bed, my body drenched in sweat, sheets twisted around me like bindings. My heart pounded like a drum, echoes of the fire's heat lingering on my skin, the old woman's words ringing in my ears. I was shaking uncontrollably, tears blurring my vision, the room spinning in the dim light of predawn.

The sudden movement stirred Shan. She blinked awake, her dark eyes widening in concern as she sat up, her naked form silhouetted against the faint glow from the window. "Olivia? Baby, what's wrong?" She reached for me, her arms enveloping me in a warm, protective embrace, pulling me against her soft curves. Her skin was smooth and comforting, scented with the faint remnants of our lovemaking.

I clung to her, burying my face in her neck, inhaling her familiar essence to ground myself. "A dream... it was so real. Terrifying."

"Shh, mi here," she murmured, stroking my back with gentle hands, her fingers tracing soothing circles. "Tell mi. What had ya shakin' like dis?"

I pulled back slightly, meeting her gaze, her face etched with worry. "It was the old woman—the reader from the market. We were on the beach, and she summoned this mirror from the sea. It showed us... you and me, getting married, happy, living here. But then it changed to New York—my apartment burning, my work catching fire. She said the seas lead to happiness, cities to my end. The choice is mine."

Shan's expression darkened, a flicker of fear crossing her features before she masked it with resolve. "Dat Obeah woman got in ya head. Mi call de girls. Dey know 'bout dreams better dan mi."

She reached for her phone on the nightstand, her breasts swaying gently with the motion, a distracting beauty even in this moment of crisis. Minutes later, a soft knock echoed, and Tasha, Keisha, and Mia slipped in, wrapped in robes, their faces sleepy but alert. They gathered around the bed, the room filling with the soft rustle of fabric and concerned whispers.

"Olivia, ya look like ya seen a Duppy," Tasha said, perching on the edge of the mattress, her short curls tousled.

I recounted the dream in detail, my voice trembling as I described the mirror's visions—the joy of our wedding, the horror of the fire. They listened intently, exchanging glances that spoke volumes.

When I finished, silence hung heavy, broken only by the distant waves. Tasha leaned forward, her eyes intense. "It's clear as day, Olivia. De dream a warnin'. De sea represent Shan, Jamaica—ya happiness here. De city ya old life, burnin' up. And dat design 'Catching Fire'? Symbolic. Fire mean destruction, but also jealousy. Ya got enemies back in New York. People jealous of ya success, ya talent. Jealous enough to... end ya."

My blood ran cold. "Enemies? Who?"

Keisha nodded solemnly. "Colleagues, maybe. Rivals in ya field. De dream sayin' stay here, choose love over ambition."

Mia added softly, "Obeah dreams powerful. Dat woman plant de seed. Listen to it."

Terror gripped me, but deep down, truth resonated. I'd felt the undercurrents of envy at work—snide comments, stolen ideas. Could it escalate to harm? Tears welled again, and Shan pulled me close, her embrace a lifeline.

"Mi won't let nothin' happen," she whispered fiercely.

The girls stayed a while, offering comfort and stories of similar dreams, lightening the mood with humor. "If ya stay, we teach ya patois," Tasha joked. "No more tourist talk."

But as the sky lightened, they retired, advising sleep. "Tomorrow another day," Keisha said.

Alone with Shan, emotions surged—fear, love, desire. We made love slowly, her touches healing, bodies merging in a dance of reassurance. As dawn broke, I knew my choice loomed, the dream's echoes guiding me.


CHAPTER 6




The dream clung to me like seaweed after a storm, its tendrils wrapping around my thoughts, refusing to let go. Every waking moment since that fateful night, the visions replayed in my mind—the shimmering mirror rising from the sea, our wedding on the sun-drenched beach, Shan's laughter echoing like wind chimes, and then the horrifying shift to flames devouring my New York life. The Obeah woman's words echoed relentlessly: "De seas lead to happiness, de cities will inevitably lead to ya end. De power is in ya hands to choose." I could still feel the cool sand under my knees, the salty spray on my face, the terror that had jolted me awake, shaking and sobbing in Shan's arms.

That morning, as the first rays of sunlight pierced the gauzy curtains of our suite at Sea-Gordon Beach Resort, I lay there, staring at the ceiling fan whirring lazily above. The air was thick with humidity, carrying the faint scent of frangipani from the gardens below, mixed with the earthy aroma of Shan's skin beside me. She slept peacefully, her full lips parted slightly, her ebony curves rising and falling with each breath. Her braided hair splayed across the pillow like dark vines, and I traced a finger along her arm, feeling the warmth that had become my anchor in this paradise.

But paradise felt incomplete now, shadowed by the dream's prophecy. New York called me back—not out of longing, but necessity. I had to tie up the loose ends of my old life: my apartment, my job, the possessions that tied me to the concrete jungle. The city that once pulsed with excitement now loomed like a threat, its skyscrapers casting long shadows in my mind. I was done with it—the endless deadlines, the superficial connections, the isolation amid millions. My heart had shifted, pulled inexorably toward the seas, toward Shan. Jamaica was my future; she was my home.

Tears welled as I imagined leaving her, even temporarily. The thought pierced me like a jagged coral reef, raw and unrelenting. How could I board that plane, cross the ocean that separated us, without her? Yet, I knew I had to. To build our life together, I needed to sever the old one cleanly.

Shan stirred, her eyes fluttering open, those deep brown pools locking onto mine with instant concern. "Olivia? Ya cryin'?" She sat up, the sheet slipping to reveal the swell of her breasts, her skin glowing in the golden light. She pulled me into her embrace, her arms strong and soft, enveloping me in her warmth. The scent of her—coconut oil and something uniquely her, like sun-baked earth after rain—filled my senses, grounding me.

"I can't stop thinking about the dream," I whispered, my voice cracking. "It's all I see. Us happy here, and then... fire. Destruction. I have to go back to New York, Shan. To pack up, quit my job, say goodbye. But I'm terrified. What if it's a sign? What if something happens?"

She held me tighter, her hand stroking my brunette waves, fingers gentle yet firm. "Baby, de dream a warnin', not a curse. Ya choose de seas—ya choose mi. Go tie up ya loose ends, den come back. Mi wait for ya. Always."

I pulled back, searching her face, the love there mirroring my own. "Promise? This isn't just a vacation fling for you?"

She cupped my cheek, her thumb brushing away a tear. "Fling? Olivia, ya mi everything. De way ya look at mi, touch mi... it's real. Mi love ya. Come back, and we build dat life in de mirror."

Those words shattered the dam inside me. "I love you too," I sobbed, crashing my lips against hers. The kiss was desperate, salty with tears, our tongues dancing in a frenzy of emotion. Her hands roamed my body, igniting fires that chased away the dream's chill. We made love then, slow and tender, her curvaceous form pressing me into the mattress, her thighs straddling mine as she rocked against me. The friction built, slick and hot, her moans a symphony that drowned out my fears. When we came together, it was a release of more than pleasure—it was a vow, sealed in sweat and whispers.

The days before my departure blurred into a haze of bittersweet moments. We wandered the resort's beaches hand in hand, the powdery sand warm between our toes, the turquoise waves lapping at our ankles like playful lovers. Shan's friends joined us for lunches of fresh grilled lobster, the meat succulent and buttery, drizzled with lime that zinged on my tongue. They teased us mercilessly—Tasha joking about our "honeymoon phase," Keisha sharing stories of island weddings—but beneath the laughter was support, a circle of warmth that made leaving harder.

One evening, as the sun dipped below the horizon in a blaze of orange and pink, painting the sky like a watercolor masterpiece, Shan and I sat on our balcony. The air was alive with the chirp of crickets and the distant thrum of reggae from the beach bar. She lit a joint, the herbal smoke curling lazily into the twilight, its pungent earthiness mingling with the salt air. We passed it back and forth, the buzz softening the edges of my anxiety.

"Ya really doin' dis?" she asked, her voice soft, vulnerable.

I nodded, exhaling a plume of smoke. "I have to. But I'll be back in two weeks. Promise."

She pulled me onto her lap, her thick thighs supporting me as her hands slipped under my sundress. "Den let mi give ya somethin' to remember mi by."

Our lovemaking that night was fervent, a storm of passion. She pinned me to the bed, her mouth exploring every inch—nipping at my neck, sucking my nipples until they ached, her tongue delving between my thighs with expert precision. I arched into her, fingers tangled in her braids, the beads cool against my palms. Her taste, her scent, her cries as I returned the favor— it all etched into my soul, a sensory map to guide me home.

The airport farewell was agony. Sangster International buzzed with travelers, the air conditioned chill a stark contrast to the humid embrace outside. Shan's eyes glistened as she held me, her curves pressing against mine one last time. "Call mi when ya land. And remember—de seas waitin'."

"I love you," I whispered, kissing her deeply, ignoring the stares. Then I walked away, each step a tear in my heart.

The flight to New York was a limbo of turbulence and tears. I stared out the window, watching the Caribbean blue fade to Atlantic gray, the dream's flames flickering in my mind. Landing at JFK felt like entering a foreign land—the cold December air biting through my thin jacket, the cacophony of taxis and crowds assaulting my ears. Snow flurries danced in the wind, a far cry from Jamaica's warmth.

My apartment welcomed me with stale air and dust motes floating in the weak winter light. The space that once felt like a sanctuary now seemed claustrophobic—high ceilings echoing emptiness, the view of brick walls and fire escapes mocking the dream's inferno. I collapsed on the couch, the fabric rough against my skin, and called Shan.

"Mi miss ya already," she said, her voice crackling over the line, a lifeline across miles.

"Me too. This place feels wrong now. Like it belongs to someone else."

"Den hurry back, love."

The next days were a whirlwind of closure. I met with my boss at the design firm, the office a sterile cube of fluorescent lights and humming computers. The scent of coffee and printer ink filled the air, a reminder of countless late nights. "I'm resigning," I said, my voice steady despite the knot in my stomach. "Moving to Jamaica."

He blinked, surprised. "Olivia, you're one of our best. Is it a guy?"

"A woman," I corrected, pride swelling. "And yes, but it's more. A new life."

Colleagues whispered as I packed my desk—sketches, tablets, the "Catching Fire" poster that now chilled me. Jealous eyes followed; Tasha's interpretation rang true. Envy lurked here, perhaps the spark for the dream's fire.

Packing was emotional archaeology. I sifted through clothes, the fabrics soft under my fingers—silk blouses that once felt empowering now seemed frivolous. Books with dog-eared pages, their inky scent evoking rainy afternoons. Photos of exes, discarded like shed skin. Each item I boxed for shipping or donation stirred memories, but none held the vibrancy of Shan's touch.

Nights were lonely, the city's sirens wailing like lost souls. I'd video call Shan, her face lighting the screen, her laughter a balm. "Show mi ya body," she'd tease, and we'd indulge in virtual intimacy, her fingers mimicking mine, moans bridging the distance.

Finally, loose ends tied—apartment sublet, belongings shipped—I boarded the return flight. The ascent lifted weights from my soul, the clouds below like a clean slate.

Landing in Jamaica was rebirth. The humid air embraced me like an old friend, scents of jerk spice and sea welcoming me home. Shan waited at arrivals, her curvaceous form in a flowing dress, eyes shining.

We collided in a hug, lips meeting in a kiss that tasted of both love and lust. "Welcome home," she whispered.

Our reunion was electric. In the cab, hands wandered; at the resort, we barely made it to the room before clothes flew. Passion consumed us—her body on mine, scents mingling, cries echoing. Later, as we lay spent, the waves our lullaby, I knew: this was my choice, my happiness.

OEBPS/nav.xhtml


  
    		Title Page


    		Copyright


    		Contents


    		CHAPTER 1


    		CHAPTER 2


    		CHAPTER 3


    		CHAPTER 4


    		CHAPTER 5


    		CHAPTER 6


  



Guide

		Cover

		Beginning

		Contents




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51






OEBPS/image_rsrcMN.jpg
SHORT LESBIAN ROMANC

.  JSOWIRALL






