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“I hate Facebook!” 

Amelie slammed shut her laptop.  She had just viewed a picture of her ex-boyfriend, Jay, with 

his new fling.  The smiling girl in his profile picture with him used to be her. It had been almost a 

year since she had dated him, but he still consumed her thoughts daily.  

Jay was the only man Amelie ever loved.  Jay wasn’t like other weak men she had dated; he 

was dark, strong, intense, and passionate.  He had rough hands that would gently caress 

Amelie’s light skin.  The visual of his dark hands caressing her white skin was something Amelie 

craved nightly as she was in bed. She loved seeing the contrast of their skin. His eyes were so 

dark, they rarely showed soft expression; in fact, he easily could intimidate the most masculine 

man. With Amelie, though, his eyes would soften and glow with joy.  She didn’t see this same 

joy with the new woman – or anyone else for that matter. 

The phone rang. 

Amelie jumped to pick up the phone.  It was her best friend Marie, the one who had been with 

her through everything. Marie was an eccentric and beautiful Caribbean woman who lived her 

life through superstitions.  Amelie was more conservative in her beliefs, but Marie’s daily luck, 

love, and money rituals had rubbed off on Amelie during their lifetime of friendship. 

“Hey Marie, what’s up?” said Amelie. 

“Girl, I just saw you back in your old Facebook account.  You were looking at Jay’s profile again, 

weren’t you?”  

Amelie laughed.  Marie knew her like the back of her hand. 



“Yeah, you caught me! I’m telling you Marie, it’s been almost a year, but I know that we belong 

together.  He doesn’t look the same with that bitch,” Amelie explained. 

“It’s been almost a year, hasn’t it? Marie asked. 

Embarrassed that she knew, Amelie answered, “Yeah, October 30.” 

“Girl, you really know the exact date? You have it worse than I thought,” Marie teased.  “Well, 

my grandmother was telling me about this freaky place in the Caribbean where you can go and 

be spiritually reconnected with lost lovers, provided that you are actually in love. If the love isn’t 

real, you won’t feel anything, but if it is, you get a whole night of passion with your lover.  The 

catch is, that you must go on the exact date that you lost your old lover. The lady who runs the 

whole thing is named Red,” said Marie. 

Amelie glanced at the calendar.  It was October 26th. 

“Do you know where this place is?” asked Amelie. 

“Yeah girl, let me go ask my grandmother, hold on the line.” 

Amelie opened up her laptop and typed in the search engine, “Last Minute Caribbean Flights”. 

 

 

It was October 30th and Amelie had just touched down in the Caribbean.  Although it was a fall 

month, the sun’s warm beams fell generously from the sky.  The humidity was thick and stuck to 

Amelie’s skin, causing it to glisten slightly.  Amelie walked through the airport in a slightly damp 

white tank top and long skirt, her light brown hair tied up in a messy bun.   

“Am I crazy for this?” Amelie thought. “Probably.” She slightly shrugged her shoulders. 



Amelie knew Jay was hers. Forever. An ill-timed fight had pushed him away, but she knew he 

had the same intense feelings for her that she had for him. She had faith on this night, the one 

year anniversary of their break-up, that the truth would be revealed to her. She vowed to herself 

that if nothing happened tonight, she’d never so much as think of him again. 

The taxi ride from the airport revealed lush tropical surroundings.  The noise of the busy city 

marketplaces were exciting to Amelie.  She felt a renewed energy flowing through her body as 

the taxi wound its way through the island to her hotel. 

Once Amelie checked into her hotel and was settled, she received a phone call.   

“Hello?”  

“Yes, Amelie, this is Red, I am the woman who will be meeting you this evening for my 

services,” said the woman. 

Amelie was struck that the woman had such an old voice, that of a gentle but powerful 

grandmother. 

“Amelie, please shower and cleanse your body.  Dress as through you are on a date, but wear 

no makeup.  Only your lover’s favorite perfume. I will see you at 6 in your room.” 

The woman hung up.  Amelie felt herself becoming excited, as if she were going to really see 

Jay. She had total faith that this woman knew what she was doing. 

Amelie stepped into the shower.  The water pressure on the island was not what she was used 

to, so she let the warm water trickle all over her naked body.  Her mind slipped to erotic 

thoughts as she remembered the way Jay’s strong hands would feel as he tenderly washed her.  

He would caress her pretty pink nipples with his dark fingers, lathering her with soap.  Gently 

probing between her legs, he would feel her slickness even through the water was washing it 



away.  Amelie was in heaven when this sexy, ebony man was touching her.  Her mind could not 

focus on anything else but him. 

The water suddenly turned cold and Amelie was shook from her fantasy.  She stepped out of 

the shower and put out some keepsakes of Jay as she got ready.  She slowly dressed, 

seducing herself in the mirror, thinking of Jay. She wore full lingerie; black stockings, garter belt 

and an expensive jeweled bra.  She put on his favorite earrings and perfume, and a dress he 

had picked for her while they were together.  She looked in the mirror and smiled a smile she 

had been missing. For once she was not missing Jay, she knew she was about to see him.  She 

could sense his intensity near her, even inside of her.   

** 

Six-o-clock came and there was a knock at the door.  Amelie opened the door to find a wrinkled, 

petite woman there with flowing red hair that threatened to drag on the floor. Amelie was 

stunned at Red’s appearance and demeanor.  She was definitely a woman to respect, a woman 

of power. 

“Are you inviting me in, Amelie?” 

Amelie quickly moved to allow Red access into her hotel room.  She realized that she had been 

staring at her, but her eyes told that she was used to it. 

Red sat on the bed. 

“Come here, Amelie.” 

Amelie did as she was told.  Her heart was pounding.  She felt silly that she was apprehensive 

of this small, elderly woman.  

Red looked right into Amelie’s eyes.  She then let her gaze wander all over Amelie’s well 

adorned and clean body, from her long, stocking clad legs, high heels, and pushed-up cleavage. 



“Amelie, tell me.  Did you love Jay?” 

Amelie couldn’t even answer the woman right away.  A tear welled up in her eye before she 

answered. 

“Red, I more than love Jay.  I love him more every day even though we are apart.  I hate myself 

for pushing him into another woman’s arms.  We are meant to be together.” 

Red’s aged face cracked into a smile.  She knew Amelie was more than a teen, stuck in puppy-

love.  She also knew she was a not a desperate woman.  Amelie was attractive, and could have 

any man in the world.  But she wanted none of them.  She loved Jay, and she could see in 

Amelie’s heart, that the love was real. 

“Amelie, tonight, take yourself on a date, as if Jay were here.  Buy yourself a dozen red roses 

from the vendor outside.  Go to the beach and meditate, then come home and sleep.  He will 

come.” 

Red then got up and left, and as quick as she was there, she was gone. 

He will come!  He will come!  He will come! 

Amelie was overjoyed.  Tonight she was going to feel her long lost lover again, and she knew 

he would come back.  Amelie checked her appearance in the mirror and ventured into the city. 

She came back to the hotel, feeling refreshed, and quickly fell asleep. 

Amelie woke up in the middle of the night to the sound of thunder.  Her body was sweaty, as 

this hotel had no AC.  Her mouth was dry, and her clothes were damp.  The silence was almost 

overwhelming. 

Amelie had taken off her evening dress, sleeping in just her lingerie.  She walked to the 

bathroom slowly, as everything was dark.  She turned on a single buzzing light and splashed 

her face with water.  She looked into the mirror. 



Jay’s eyes. 

Amelie gasped.  It was Jay’s eyes looking back at her through her reflection.   She backed up 

from the sink and bumped into the wall.  She couldn’t break the gaze. Suddenly she semi-heard, 

semi-thought a voice. 

“Baby, I am here.” 

It was Jay’s voice.  A tear rolled down her eye in disbelief.  She felt a hand on her back – his 

rough hands- guiding her to bed.  Amelie knew it.  She knew her love was real. 

“I want you tonight, my love, it has been too long,” Jay said. 

Amelie’s mind went to where it always went with Jay, somewhere in the universe where she no 

longer was hers, their minds and feelings melted into one being, each sensation being shared. 

They became one unit together, unbreakable.  She literally felt him inside of her, controlling her 

body and mind. 

Amelie tried to grab him, to hold him, but she realized that he was inside of her. He was 

possessing her, pleasing her, loving her. 

Feeling the sensation of Jay’s hands made Amelie moan.  She had missed this feeling.  She 

could feel him everywhere.  Her eyes rolled back and she was at his – or this spirits – mercy.  

She was not afraid as she knew it was him, she could smell his scent, she felt his hands, she 

heard his voice. 

The possession made her disrobe from her lingerie.  As she slid off her panties, she felt a 

growing pool between her labia. She felt his hands and mouth everywhere.  Her skin was being 

stroked, his lips were biting her nipples slightly with another tongue massaging her clit.  Her 

arms were thrown back as she was in complete ecstasy.  The tongues and fingers were 

groping, probing, pleasuring.  Amelie couldn’t hold back.  It had been too long.  She had an 



orgasm as she let out a long, guttural, moan. She felt her body contract with each wave of 

orgasm. 

Amelie was almost exhausted already from the spirit’s sexual possession, but it was nowhere 

near over.  Amelie felt the head of Jay’s big penis rubbing up and down her wet slit.  The 

teasing was overwhelming, then suddenly, Amelie screamed and arched her back.  She felt 

Jay’s massive cock forcing her wetness open.  None of the other sensations stopped, but she 

could only focus on the thickness stretching her.   Jay had that undeniable sexual energy and 

the libido to prove it.  Amelie had not felt another man inside her since their break up and in that 

moment her brain was awash with emotion.   

The possession pulled Amelie’s hips even closer, filling her more with Jay’s member.  The 

passion was so much that Amelie almost passed out.  She felt like she was drugged, having an 

overdose of Jay’s sexual pleasure. She could feel the slight pain in the deepness of her vagina 

as he filled her wholly. 

“This is what sex feels like when you are really in love,” was the only thought Amelie could even 

muster to think.  The only other sensation in her mind was Jay. Just Jay – he encumbered her 

entire world. His long, dark erection was excavating her deep golden tunnel.  With every stroke, 

her wetness increased as well as his intensity, until she had a climax unlike any other.  Her eyes 

rolled back and she was no longer here on earth.  The wash of orgasm caused her body to flush 

with heat. Her body convulsed as she bucked against the giant rod inside of her.  She could feel 

him everywhere. 

She was stuck in her possession all night, with round after round of orgasm.  She was never 

satiated – that was impossible with Jay.  She had an orgasm in the shower, the floor, the sink, 

every possible surface in the hotel room, just as she would with Jay.  She came so many times 

she didn’t know when she fell to slumber.  All she knew was pleasure. 



 

** 

 

She awoke the next morning to birds chirping.  Her hair was wild, her face pressed into the 

pillow. 

“Jay?” she called out, half-expecting a response.  

No one responded. 

She was completely alone as she was when she checked in.  She felt a throbbing between her 

legs. Something definitely happened at this hotel last night.  The phone rang. 

“Hello?” Amelie answered groggily. 

“Yes, honey.  He came, didn’t he? I could hear your screams of passion,” It was Red. 

Amelie laughed. “Yes, he did. I don’t know how to thank you.” 

“You know your love is going to make him come again, right?” said Red. 

Amelie’s heart started to race. “I thought this was just one night?” she asked. 

“Give it some time, and don’t miss the signs.  Goodbye.” Red hung up the phone. 

Amelie got up, took a shower and wore another long skirt, this time forgoing the panties to be 

gentle to her puffy, oversexed lips. 

The phone rang again.  This time it was Marie. 

“Hey there, lady!” Exclaimed Amelie. 

“You sound in a good mood,” laughed Marie.  “Did it work? You have to tell me all about it.” 



“Girl, yes! It worked. Tell Abuelita thank you! The overseas minutes are expensive, so I will tell 

you all about it when I land tonight.” said Amelie. 

“Ooh, amazing! Well, before I go, if you have internet, there may be something that you want to 

see on Facebook, so check it out if you can. Bye!”  Maria hung up the phone. 

Amelie grabbed her laptop and opened it. She was barely able to get Wifi, but Marie’s statement 

had Amelie curious. She didn’t see anything too interesting on her regular account, just the 

typical updates. She logged out and signed into her secret account she used for snooping on 

Jay.  She looked at Jay’s page.  Shocked, she saw his relationship status had been changed to 

single and there were no more pictures of his new girl.  All the lovey-dovey statuses had been 

deleted, and the only one left read: 

“I’m just looking for a sign…” 

Amelie picked up her phone.  She smiled as she dialed his number. 

“Hello, Jay?” 

 


