Jamal, the wild and crazy one of the crew, enlisted in the Army right after high school. Since he was the type who liked living on the edge, this was right up his alley with him jumping out of airplanes, volunteering to fight in Iraq twice, and engaging in any other life-threatening duties which gave him some kind of sick rush of adrenaline.  After serving twelve years, he was honorably discharged and went to work in DC at the Pentagon. Please don’t ask me what he does for a living. All I know is he works there and makes a lot of loot.

As for me, I guess you can say I’m the smooth one of the crew. Often called a pretty muthafucka by the fella’s, the ladies would tell you I was a playa or just a ladies’ man. Hell, if while you were growing up women repeatedly told you that you were gonna be a heartbreaker, you, too, would start to believe that was your mission, or at least try to understand what exactly they meant by their comment. I was loved by most women I came into contact with, and for the few who hated me, chances are the only thing they hated was the fact that they loved me. 
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My name is Dontae “Serious” Moseley. The nickname “Serious” was given to me when I was a boxer, a young pup at the age of eight. Whenever I entered the boxing ring, I always had a serious look on my face which scared the daylights out of my opponents, so my friends and family started calling me “Serious.” 

 
Back in those days, hip-hop and break dancing was hot. I wasn’t too good at break dancing, but I knew my shit when it came to music…thanks to my mom and her vast record collection. I became fascinated with the local DJ’s such as Jazzy Jeff, Cool Monte’, DJ Ran, Teddy B, H. Vidal, and DJ Touch Tone, who was the very first blind DJ. With all of this talent and influence around me, I had no choice but to launch my career as DJ Serious. So I saved up my money from a summer job I had and bought my first set of turntables. I went on to Temple University and became the hottest DJ on campus. Now, several years later, I am one of the hottest radio personalities in LA.

Chapter Two

Dontae’s Inferno

With only two days left until we boarded the cruise ship in Miami, the crew agreed to meet the day before we were due to depart. We wanted to get a taste of South Beach and see what all the hoopla was about. I flew into Miami a day earlier than the fella’s to meet this sexy little half-Chinese, half-African flight attendant from Trinidad who I met in LA about three years ago at a club I was broadcasting live from. Her name is Soko Mitchell, pronounced Sock-o, and she is as pretty and exotic as her name, with her slanted eyes and full ass lips. When she said her name upon introducing herself, my dick jumped. That’s how sexy she is. We hit it off from day one and have been seeing each other ever since. We only get a chance to hook up about three to four times a year, but when we do, we make up for lost time. 

While I stood at the front desk of the hotel checking in, Soko called on my celly to let me know she’d just arrived in Miami and would be there in an hour. So, naturally, I did what any brotha would do when he is about to get some grade “A” pussy. I ran to my room, did some push ups, took two shots of Hennessey, put the Dom P on ice, and got in the shower. As I was washing Mufasa, my pet name for my dick, I heard a knock on my door. SHIT! She’s here already. 
Quickly, I rinsed off the soap, wrapped a towel around my waist, opened the door, and allowed the sexy goddess to enter. DAAYUM is what my dick and I thought simultaneously. I kissed her and attempted to go back to the bathroom to dry off, but was stopped in my tracks by her words. 

“Come here…now,” she said in a seductive voice that I don’t think a rabbi would’ve been able to resist. As I walked over to her, I tried to maintain my cool and smooth demeanor, but this day, she was the one who was much cooler and much smoother. “I want you just like my pussy, soaking wet,” she whispered in my ear with her sweet, sexy ass accent as she removed my towel.  

Despite how hard I was trying not to, this chick was breaking me down fast.  She grabbed Mufasa and started playing with it, giving it long strokes, gentle tugs, and soft kisses. 
“Damn, Dontae, your dick is so long and fat,” she moaned in amazement. It had been a while since the last time we were together, but, hell, she acted like she had never seen it before. “How big is it?” 
“Shit, I don’t know. Probably eleven inches, give or take a half inch.”

Without warning, this chick reached into her bag and pulled out a measuring tape. Sure enough, it measured eleven and a half inches long and was six inches round. I don’t know if she was more shocked at the measurement or my accuracy in knowing the length of my piece.

“Damn, Dontae, your dick is a foot long! I want to feel every inch of your foot-long dick inside my pussy right now!” And at that moment, she placed Mufasa in her mouth and began giving me head as if she was siphoning gas out of a Mack truck. 

     
That shit was feeling too good. Nah, correction…that shit was feeling GRRRREAT, as Tony the Tiger would say! As Soko started licking my balls and stroking the shaft of my dick with her hand, I laid back and enjoyed the moment. Soon, I reached for a pillow and bit that shit so I wouldn’t scream like a little bitch. This sexy, freaky little thing then tried to swallow my entire dick. It was amazing to look at it disappear into her mouth and down her throat, but it became harder for me to watch without losing control because she was licking and sucking my dick like a pro. I felt my nut rising up through my shaft as if it was building up to bust like an opened fire hydrant on a hot summer day. Giving in to the feeling, I tightened my ass cheeks and locked my legs. 

“Baby, I’m cumming,” I grunted, but she kept on with her relentless sucking of Mufasa. I figured her refusal to stop was my signal that she wanted me to cum in her mouth. Hell, if she didn’t, it was too late now. “Ooh GOD! Ooh my GOD! Oh ooh!” I shouted as I released my nut down her throat. Even though she gagged a little, she kept right on sucking and licking. 
Now on an ordinary day, I would be drained. But with the little Hennessey up in me, my dick remained rock hard and I still wanted to fuck. After she peeled the clothes from her body, Soko laid across the bed and opened her legs wide, giving me a clear view of the prettiest pussy I’ve ever seen. It was shaved clean except for the little runway strip of hair, but there was also something else different. A tattoo just above it, and one that had not been there the last time we hooked up. 

“Is that a tattoo?” I asked in disbelief, not sure if my eyes were seeing right. She simply smiled while I read the branding. I then looked up with an expression of astonishment at this chick that had the words “Dontae’s Inferno” tattooed on her. Now that is the ultimate ego stroke! I wanted to cry. I know you are laughing at me, but this was no laughing matter; this was B-I-G. I felt like I had arrived. I was definitely THE MAN!  

Not wanting to let her down, and being the nasty dirty dick freak that I am, I dove in to taste her pussy, gently kissing and licking the outside of her clit. My mission was to re-discover and re-familiarize myself with all her spots. I wanted to know what pleased her without her having to tell me. 
Taking my two fingers, I spread her pussy lips open, fully exposing the clit and positioning the pussy so I could taste the inner walls of her lips. She let out a beautiful moan, indicating I was doing the job right. As I continued to work the inside walls, her body began to squirm. 

With the same two fingers I had used to open her up, I gently started massaging her clit and licking it at the same time, making sure to apply just the right amount of pressure with my tongue, but not too much to the point where it would cause her pain. With my other hand, I slid two fingers inside of her moistness and massaged the roof of her pussy, hitting that G-spot. Her screams of passion sounded so sweet I started grinding the mattress, anticipating the moment I could enter her with all of my eleven and a half inches of dick. By this time, she was screaming my name, digging her fingers into the mattress, and pulling at the bed sheets. Now was the time to give Soko everything I had. 
I pulled this sexy little thing close to my dick rubbed the head up and down against her wet pussy to lubricate it, placed her legs on my shoulders, and slowly put Mufasa inside of her. Her pussy welcomed him with open lips. I looked down as her pretty ass pussy swallowed my dick inch by inch like it was a Venus flytrap. Suddenly, she jumped as if I had hurt her. 
“Are you okay?” I asked with genuine concern. 

With pride, she responded, “Yes, I’m fine. Just give it to me, baby.” 
I didn’t play into her command, though. I could have hammered the shit out of her, but since I cared for her and didn’t want to destroy the pussy, I decided to give her long strokes until she was comfortable and her pussy was fully fitted to my dick. I wanted to cum just from looking at her titties bouncing up and down and my big black ass dick disappearing inside of her walls.  
“Lay down on your back,” she instructed. 
She wanted to be in control and take the dick at her leisure, so I kicked back and watched her work her magic. She squatted and slid down on me while holding onto my chest to steady herself as she slowly moved up and down. As she rode me, I grabbed her ass and thrust my dick deep inside of her, while sucking on her C-cup tits. 
“See, I told you I can take this dick,” Soko moaned. “I got you now, Dontae. I got all of you in me. Now, say my name.” 
This woman was definitely after my heart talking like this, so I obliged her by saying her name.

“Say it louder!” Soko ordered. I guess she felt like she was accomplishing something, so I played along and started screaming her name. 
“Whose dick is this, motherfucker?”

 “It’s your dick, baby! It’s all yours, baby! It’s all yours!” 
“Give it to me from behind,” she said while climbing off me. With no hesitation, I started hitting that ass doggie style. No longer feeling pain, this pussy was fully molded to the shape of my dick. 
Her next request was not one common among black women, but remember she was part Chinese. “Put it in my ass.”  
“Are you sure?” I asked. 

“Do it!” she yelled. 

Her freakiness heightened my sexual senses. I couldn’t remember the last time I was excited to the point where I wanted to bust a nut just from words being spoken to me. After taking it out of her pussy, I put in her asshole, slowly of course. Her ass was wet from the sweat of her back and the wetness we created. I hadn’t put much of my dick in her tight asshole before I was cumming hard all over her ass and back. Quickly, she slid down and started stroking the rest of my nut out of my dick while licking my balls. With the sounds escaping my mouth, one would have thought I could speak Arabic and speak it fluently. I put a beat down on Dontae’s Inferno all night, and by the time I finished, the only thing left was smoke. 

When five o’clock a.m. came around, she had to leave in order to make the early flight back to Trinidad. Weak legs and all, I got up and walked her to the door, giving her a deep, long kiss goodbye. After locking the door, I walked back to the bed with a big ass Burger King smile from replaying the night with Soko in my mind. As I sat on the edge of the bed, I looked over at the nightstand and noticed three one-hundred-dollar bills under the empty Dom P bottle, along with a note which read: “This one was on me.” 
Damn, I love that girl!
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Later that day, the fella’s arrived one by one. Keith was the first to get in.  
“CUZZO, OPEN THE DOOR!” he shouted while banging on my hotel room door.  
“Yo, what’s good, man?” I said, greeting him.  
“S.S.D.D., bro … same shit different day.” Keith looked around at my room. “I take it from the look of this room Ms. Trinidad came through.” 
“Hell yeah, man! Yo, that little sexy muthafucka could fuck around and be Mrs. Moseley.” 
“It ain’t like that, is it?” Keith laughed. 
“Yo, it’s like that, man! This girl got a tattoo on her pussy that says Dontae’s Inferno.” 
Keith was laughing harder now. “Get the fuck out of here!” 
“Nah, man, I’m dead serious,” I replied with an expression that let him know I was not joking. 
“Dayum!”

“Shit, that’s what I said. She is wifey material. I’m just glad she doesn’t live in LA, because if she did, I might have to turn in my playa’s card.” 
“Nah, not the playa’s card!” Keith shouted, as if it was the end of the world.

“Yeah, man, the playa’s card. Or at least change the status of it from platinum to silver or bronze.” 
“Damn, the pussy is that good?” Keith asked. 
“All I know is, it’s gonna take me some time to get over this one.” 

Jamal called me from Calvin’s phone to let me know they just got in and to come pick them up. So, Keith and I jumped in the rented Navigator and headed for the airport. I spot Calvin’s big ass head first, and standing next to him is the always GQ Jamal. 
“WazzzzzUppppppp!” all of us yelled at the same time.   
“South Beach, here we come!” Jamal added. 

After loading up the truck with their bags, we headed back to the hotel, where their room reservations were, also. 

Since Keith frequented Miami several times a year, he knew the hot spots. He wanted to take us to a few clubs so we could see the Cuban mami’s and of course the famous strip club, Club Rolexxx.  We agreed to meet  downstairs at the lobby bar around 6:30 p.m. in order to give Jamal and Calvin a chance to change their clothes.

While looking around at my surroundings, I noticed two women leaving out the other side of the bar, one of whom looked very familiar. 
“What are you looking at?” Keith asked, turning his head in the direction which my eyes were staring. I told him 
“Those two shorties leaving from those doors over there,” I replied while pointing. 
“Damn, kid, don’t tell me that you got a thing for older chicks now?” Keith joked.
“Nah, the one just looks real familiar, though.”  
Keith took another look and then commented, “The one in the yellow two-piece is kind of sexy, fat ass and all.”  
“I hate to tell you who she looks like,” I replied, not wanting to ruin the sexual fantasy he probably had running through his mind. 
“Who?” His attention was still drawn toward the bar’s exit, even though the two ladies were long gone. 
“You know I occasionally go to church, right?” 
“Yeah, we all occasionally go to church,” Keith chuckled. “Wait, don’t tell me. She’s the mother of the church?” he inquired, now laughing out loud. 
“Nope, worst…I think she’s the pastor’s wife.” 
“Quit playing like that, man.”  
“Aight, dawg, but she did look like her,” I replied, then dropped the subject.

Once Calvin and Jamal came down to the lobby bar, we rolled out.  Keith wanted to first take us to this frozen drink spot called “Wet Willies”, which was off the chain. There were chicks everywhere in bikinis drinking frozen drinks. 
Jamal speaks Spanish fluently, so he was talking to a chick from Cuba; this girl was so sexy and had an ass that would make J-Lo’s ass look flat. Well, maybe that’s exaggerating just a bit, but she did have a phat ass. Anyway, shorty was all over that cat. He was speaking that shit and she was talking it back. Next thing I knew, Jamal was headed back to the hotel. 
“Hit that shit for me, dawg,” Keith yelled. 
“Make sure you wear your jimmy. No matter how fine that bitch is put a rubber on, nigga,” Calvin said. 
“Yeah, and put a pillow under her ass,” I added and we all busted out laughing.

By this time, Keith was ready to roll out to The Rolexxx. After I finished my drink, we were out. As we pulled up to the club, I took notice of the several fine ass sista’s going inside, pulling what looked like overnight luggage that I assumed housed their costumes.  If they were a sample of what awaited us beyond those doors, I was sure we were in for a treat. 

After going through what felt like Fort Knox’s security, we cashed in our larger bills for one hundred in singles a piece. I couldn’t help but notice the wide variety of sexy ass sista’s working the crowd.  There were dark ones, yellow ones, red ones, short ones, tall ones, slim ones, and thick ones. I found it hard to focus on just one chick. That is, until the music changed and this caramel-complexioned chick came out dancing to Lil’ Jon’s song, “Get Low.” 

“From the window to the floor,” I sang along while stuffing my dollar bills in her garter, g-string, or wherever else I could fit them on her body. As long as I kept the dollars comin’ she was all mine. However, as soon as a crew of drug-dealing thugs entered the establishment, things changed. It may sound as though I’m stereotyping, but the fact that a couple of them had “Dope Boy” written across their shirts like an advertisement and many were iced out in expensive looking chains was a dead giveaway as to their occupation.  

 
After finding a table to accommodate their entourage, one of the drug dealers took a stack of bills and threw it on the stage. I’ve never seen so many fine ass women, including my little southern caramel-colored pearl, scatter like dogs for scraps. They busied themselves with gathering up the loot as if to say fuck a song, fuck the patrons, and fuck a Lil’ Jon.  Not to be showed up by his boy, one of the others stood up and threw a larger stack in the air, causing a stampede of thong-wearing women to encircle him. 
That shit had gotten so damn wild we decided to get the hell out of there. But not before I grabbed up about $50.00 for myself that had fallen by my feet.  Shit, I’m from north Philly! What would you expect?

Having seen enough, we jetted out of The Rolexxx and headed back to the hotel so we could get some rest before we boarded the ship.  

Chapter Three

Sarah a.k.a. Bambi

Before heading to our rooms, Keith and I stopped in the lobby bar for a nightcap. Calvin had already gone straight to his room, saying he was tired. 

“Let me get two Henny and cokes and two Coronas,” I told the bartender who greeted me with a smile as if he was doing the most pleasurable job on earth. To him, maybe he was. Who am I to judge one’s own destiny? 

Keith began rapidly hitting me on my arm. “Yo, there goes the preacher’s wife.” 
Certain he was just teasing me from earlier, I said, “Stop playing, man.” 
“Yo, that is her! For real, I’m not playing. That is her.” 
“Let me find out the preacher’s wife is down in Miami doing her thing,” I said as I turned to look in her direction, our eyes meeting. With a surprised look upon her face, she simply stared at me. 

“She’s spotted you now, so you might as well go over and talk to her,” Keith urged. 
As I headed towards her, with this pretty forty-something looking at me in a way she should not be looking at another man, especially me, I reminded myself to be respectful of the preacher’s wife. In the background, Keith chanted in a low voice, “DDC is in the building, baby baby. Take no prisoners.” I continued to approach her while ignoring Keith’s sick talk.

Not sure as whether to call her Sister Carter or Mrs. Carter, I played it safe and greeted her by saying, “Hey you, what are you doing in Miami?” 
She replied, “Me and my girlfriend go on this cruise every year.”  
“Is that right? My boys and I are taking a cruise in a few hours.” 
“What cruise are you guys taking?” she asked. Come to find out her and her girlfriend would be on the same cruise ship as me..  
“Are you going to be a good girl on the ship?” I teased. 
“What happens on the boat stays on the boat,” she replied, quoting the cruise line’s slogan.  
I smiled. “Sho you right. Sho you right.” I learned as a young boy to not ask any questions I really didn’t want to know the answer to. Therefore, I didn’t ask shit about her husband. Instead, I said, “You look totally different from Sunday morning.”  
“Is that a good thing?” she replied.
“Hell yeah…oops, excuse me.”  
“Be yourself, baby. It’s ok.” 
With the Hennessey and Coronas taking effect, her tits became the center of attention. I couldn’t keep my eyes off of them.  Stop, Serious! Get yourself together.   

“So are you meeting any honey’s on the ship?” she inquired. 
“Not at all! A brotha don’t bring sand to the beach. Besides, you’re going to be on the ship without a man, so I knew I had to come alone,” I replied, flirting. 
“Well, hopefully, you won’t have to cum alone on the ship,” she responded. Right then and there, I knew I was about to get promoted to President of The DDC. After we exchanged cabin info, I headed back to my room, but not before Keith had a chance to grill me. 

“So what happened?” he prodded. 

“What do you mean what happened?” I asked, playing dumb.  
“Yo, Serious, talk to me. You got a look on your face as if you are about to get P.E.R.” 
“Man, what the fuck is P.E.R?” 
“Post Ejaculation Regret.” 
“You’re stupid as hell, man,” I replied while laughing, but the sick thing about it was that he was probably right.   
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“Damn, it’s time to head to the ship,” I grumbled while rolling out of bed to go take my morning piss. After showering, I pulled out this bad ass linen short set I picked up in New York a couple weeks ago and complimented my outfit with some fly ass Kenneth Cole sandals. Look out, ladies, ‘cause here comes King Dingaling. I had to laugh at myself on that one, but that’s exactly how I felt.

After making it to the ship, we started looking for our cabins. When he booked the reservations, Keith made sure our cabins were in close proximity just in case we had to throw somebody overboard. We may be professionals, but at the same time, we are from North Philly. Once we found our cabins, with the help from one of those skipper dudes, I suggested we just throw the bags in our cabins and go to the upper deck to check out the scene and wave goodbye to those folks who were not fortunate enough to be going with us. 

While en route to the upper level, we passed by many women clad in two-piece bikinis. Of course, some were in shit they had no business being in. From afar, I spotted Mrs. Carter, and I ain’t gonna lie, shortie was looking fine as hell…and I hadn’t even had anything to drink. She also had on a two-piece that was catching the eyes of every brotha insight. Those double D’s stuffed in the top bounced with her mean swagger. 
“Shit, I’ll go to your church if she came in marching with the choir with that walk,” Keith said as she approached. 

“Hey, Serious.” She grinned while scanning my body from head to toe with a lustful look. 
“Hey, Mrs. Carter.” From the way her facial expression quickly changed, I sensed she was a little upset by the way I addressed her. It was at that moment I noticed she wasn’t wearing her wedding ring. 
She pulled me close and said, “Please, call me Bambi,” and then handed me a key to her cabin. “Meet me there at two in the morning.”  
As I stood baffled as to why she referred to herself as Bambi when her name was Sara, my cell rang. It’s Soko! All bullshit ceases when it comes to her. 
“Hey, baby,” I answered while watching Mrs. Carter saunter away. 

“When will you be returning?” Soko asked. 
“We are leaving now, and I’ll get back to Miami in about five days. Why do you ask?” 
“Because I want another dose of Mufasa,” she purred. 
Her request was one I could surely fulfill. “You know you can have Mufasa anytime you want him. So, check it out, baby. Go ahead and reserve the hotel, and I’ll call you when I get to the Bahamas.” 
“Don’t worry, baby. I’ll take care of everything. Enjoy yourself and call me when you get back to Miami.”  

As we ended the call, I thought to myself, If this girl is trying to lock me down, she’s doing a damn good job. 
“So what are you gonna do?” Jamal asked, breaking me from my trance. 
“Yeah, what are you going to do?” Calvin and Keith said in unison. 

“What are y’all talking about?” Once again, I played dumb. 
“Did you forget about Bambi?” Jamal pressed. 
“No, I didn’t forget about Bambi.” 
“So tell us, are you going to eat from the forbidden tree?” Keith inquired. 
“I don’t know, man,” I sighed. 
“How old is she?” Calvin asked. 
“She told me that she is 49 and would be 50 next week.”

“Damn, dawg, she looks like that at 50?” Calvin said, flabbergasted. 
“You are well on your way to getting your bicentennial wings,” Keith commented. 
“What the hell are bicentennial wings?” I asked. 
“Fucking a woman 50 or over!” Keith shouted.  
The fella’s then started chanting, “Serious for President.”  
“You know what? You’re stupid, you’re stupid, and you’re stupid. Three stupid muthafuckas,” I replied while flipping off each of them.

