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Introduction (Atali)
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I love this man. I crave everything about him... his mind, his confident presence, his authentic vibe, and at this very moment, his touch. His touch is like no other. It makes me feel secure, protected, and loved. As I gave thought to our connection, he wordlessly spoke to me, spooning and skillfully grinding inside of me from behind. In. Out. Deeper. Slower. The care, the passion, and the intensity all communicated the love we shared. It’s the love I’d always wanted, and I was thankful that he was all mine. Only he wasn’t. The soft caress and kiss of the woman in front of me, his woman, quickly brought me back to that reality. 

Her touch conveyed the same love as shown by her man. In spite of the intense pleasure that I was receiving from them both and the love in my heart, I couldn’t escape the thoughts in my head. How did I get here? How did I develop a relationship and commitment to a couple...both a man and woman? Being in a relationship with multiple people or a woman at all had never been my desire. I wanted the traditional love, the one that I’d watched my parents enjoy in my early life. But as life repeatedly showed, there would always be something to cause me to reverse course.

Our bond was deep. I couldn’t believe the level of trust developed so quickly. Due to the losses and betrayal that I’d experienced at such a young age, trust and reliance on anyone else was something I simply didn’t do. Yet here I was. 

This relationship had provided me with so many highs but was beginning to show cracks in its foundation and make me long for a more normal arrangement. So many broken promises, changes, and tests flooded my brain despite all of their assurances. Unfortunately, the usual, mind-numbing lovemaking and repeated orgasms did little to suppress my racing thoughts this time. Could this last? Should I stay? Aside from my heart, what would this cost? I tried pushing my fears aside to just enjoy being fulfilled. However, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this was the beginning of goodbye, whether I wanted it or not.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

1

Atali
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Life’s a funny thing. Just when you think you have things figured out and are finally on a path to success and happiness, life pulls the rug from underneath you again, causing you to adjust and begin considering things that are simply beneath you to survive. This pretty much summed up the story of my life. 

I was my father’s baby girl, his only girl, and he doted on me as such. My father, Andre, provided every gift, opportunity, and security a father could give. At 8 years old, he and I both told anyone who’d listen that I’d be a lawyer when I grew up. I was reading books far too advanced for my age and comprehension, learning different languages, and meeting those prominent in the area of law at such a young age as if I was studying and interning to become a lawyer anytime soon. My parents matched their confidence in their children with action.

However, all of that ended a few years later on the day my parents, uncles, aunts, and most of their closest friends were all arrested. They were arrested on drug trafficking, money laundering, and racketeering charges, and my world was immediately left in shambles. My siblings and I couldn’t even count on other family members. Sure, taking in 5 additional kids had to be stressful for anyone. But my father regularly took care of each of these family members, providing them with cash monthly to keep them afloat and never asking for anything in return. He did it for the love. The very least that they could do was house his children. However, when the money dried up, so did the love and loyalty.

My family was able to beat the racketeering and money laundering charges, which was unheard of. It gave the lawyers hope that they’d beat them all, but the drug charges stuck. They were all sentenced to 14 years.  To make matters worse, they were all placed in facilities a great distance from our home in South Florida, so the direction and communication my siblings and I were accustomed to receiving from them quickly faded away. In one of our last times speaking before she was led away, my mom cautioned me on trusting people and let me know I was going to have to guard myself and my brothers. My young mind just didn’t comprehend what she meant and the extent that I’d have to do so.

My two older brothers, AJ and Aaron, were placed with one set of my father’s friends, and I was sent to live with another friend and his wife, along with my younger twin brothers, Amari and Amir. This was the best that they could do, as my parents’ most trusted confidantes were all locked up alongside them. No sooner than I’d settled into this friend’s home, he and his wife exposed their true nature. The very day that my father was sentenced, his friend, who my father showed nothing but love and put on, repaid him by molesting his only daughter. I was traumatized and quickly introduced to my new normal. 

If I expected any reprieve from his wife, I was sadly mistaken.  She was just as sick as her musty, Aramis smelling ass husband. She participated or watched each time, weirdly commenting that I looked so much like my mother. There wasn’t a day that I wasn’t victim to their advances while in their home. To this day, I still hated the smell of that damn cologne and can’t understand why anyone still wears it. 

One day, I got the courage to grab my brothers and leave, and that sick fuck knew not to come looking for us because of what I could tell. We were supposed to go to school as usual, but I took them and tried returning to relatives’ homes in Palm Beach County, who turned us away without even considering. When we sat outside their homes hoping to change their minds, they called the authorities and caused us to be placed in a group home, which was nearly as bad as our previous living situation. 

Tracking down my older brothers proved pointless, as they’d quickly gotten into trouble while trying to make ends meet without our parents and were committed to juvenile facilities. My brothers’ being put away seemed like just as much of a set-up as the rest of my family’s incarceration did. 

My new situation was hell, but I had to adjust quickly. Nobody was fucking with us. It taught me to see the griminess in people. I tried giving the group home a chance since it kept me and my siblings together, fed, and with a warm place to lay our heads. But the adults that came and went were just as handsy as those in our prior home. I braved it for a while and just accepted that I’d have to sacrifice for my baby brothers. However, when it became clear that they could fall victim to some of the same molestation or worse, I knew we’d have to move on. I wouldn’t let what happened to me happen to them in any way. We left, choosing to stay in laundromats, shelters, abandoned buildings, or any place we could set up for the night. It was nothing that a child should ever have to be responsible for planning, but it was do or die. 

One of the girls from the group home, Ashanti, left with us. She and I quickly connected and decided that fighting the streets of Dade County together was better than any other option. She’d been my best friend since then. Her problems were mine and vice versa. You did not come for one without the other. We took things as they came and did whatever was necessary to get by. I wish I could say things turned around quickly and drastically over time. I wish that the hard lessons from the streets didn’t prepare me for my current situation. But that was life I guess, at least as I had known it.

“Yeah, that’s right, Sunshine. Throw that ass for me,” the groping and demands of my customer pulled me out of my trip down memory lane. I looked over my shoulder, smiled, and threw it in a circle like she liked. I twisted, winded, and kept this chick in an absolute trance. Yes, this was my new reality. I worked at a strip club. I can’t simply say that I was stripping, because despite how I lied to myself sometimes, I knew that I was doing significantly more. This stage of my life, like so many others, was definitely not a part of the plan. However, with mounting bills, expenses, and mouths to feed, it felt necessary.

Ashanti and I had managed to graduate high school, receive college scholarships, and hold down small, regular jobs. The scholarships didn’t cover everything, however, and the jobs were paying pennies. In addition to tuition, we were responsible for rent, food, and other necessities for my younger brothers and many of the other neighborhood kids we’d unofficially taken in, whose circumstances mirrored our own.

So, here I was dancing. No, I’m sorry. I was throwing ass. I closed my eyes and pretended to enjoy my customer’s touch and vodka breath while dancing in a secluded back corner of the room. She was a regular, so I knew what she liked and wasn’t surprised at all when her hands slipped under my bikini top, massaging and pulling my bare nipples. She was one of the main customers who took to the name Sunshine, a name given to me by some of the other girls at the club because I had so many regular customers, most of them female. They named me after the infamous movie character, certain that there was sunshine and rainbows between my legs that kept them coming back. The name was fine with me and more memorable than the name I came in with, “KiKi”, so I let it ride.

“Can we get a more private room for a sec, Sunshine?” I heard after all of her groping. Fully expecting this from her, we quickly settled up the money with Maceo, one of the club owners. Knowing that Maceo charged so much for so little time, she got straight to business once we were alone. She licked and sucked seemingly for 15 minutes straight. Girlfriend was always thirsty when she stopped in, pulling me away from anyone else I was with at the time and demanding all of my attention. But she was great at what she did and paid well, so I wasn’t completely bothered. I got my usual nice tip, cleaned up a bit, and headed back out to work.

Yeah, I know. This was fucked up. No matter how I rationalized it, I understood that it was essentially prostitution. But like every other girl in the club claimed, I had a plan. I needed just enough to pay the bills, take care of the fam, and get me through law school. Despite all of the negative things I’d faced, I had managed to get in and remain successful in law school. I was so close to being done, and I wasn’t letting anything deter that. So, I danced and got paid for letting some of the patrons go down on me from time to time. Nothing more, nothing less. I cried daily at what I’d been reduced to when I first started at the club. It took some time to get adjusted. But like always, I did what I had to. 

The strip club wasn’t like many of the hole in the wall hood spots. It was as upscale as could be for a strip club, with nice décor, a chill, relaxed environment, and as much privacy as anyone wanted. The clients were a bit more discreet, with higher profiles. No, they weren’t the President or anything, but they were definitely individuals with something to lose, simply looking for some fun. Of course, the dope boys were regulars. In any hood USA, they can never get enough of the strippers. But only a certain type with sense who knew how to act frequented the club. Maceo and the other owners worked hard to build trust and make everyone feel comfortable unwinding freely in the spot called The Oasis. 

Personally, I was still extremely careful with my activities in the club. I wore wigs, contacts, added makeup, and covered any identifying marks to be able to move freely outside of there in hopes of having a successful law career, free of anything I had to do to get there. None of the customers would be able to recognize me out on the street, and I planned to get fully out of dodge once I was finished with school and finally passed the bar, leaving all of this shit behind. 

Early on, I only danced. However, it wasn’t bringing in the money that the extracurriculars seemed to pull. I could reach my financial goal a lot quicker and get the hell out of The Oasis. The Oasis had a number of rooms and sections to cater to customers’ tastes. Largely, I danced on the side geared more towards women. I didn’t consider myself lesbian or anything, but I felt that I’d rather engage more with other women than to leave the job with a high body count messing with these men. It worked perfectly because the ladies loved me and paid better. They also seemed to want to do all of this on the hush as I did.

Dealing more with women is how my “audition” to work at the club went as well. Maceo and the other male owners had no problem auditioning the women and helping themselves to more than a dance, knowing a lot of us were either desperate or simply willing. Even after women were working at the club, the guys used them at their leisure. When it was my turn to “audition”, I did so with the female owner, Giselle, Maceo’s sister. She happened to be around that day with some other girl, who I guess was also family. I was much more comfortable with them and was happy that I wasn’t passed around. I only danced for them and talked, giving them the generic rap about myself that I quickly spouted off to anyone who wasn’t close or family. They’d only know what I wanted them to know. I knew the information by heart and had to remind myself sometimes that it wasn’t my true story. I’d thus far managed to keep it that way and avoid sleeping with any men in the club.

The rest of the night flew by. I got a few dances with some of my regulars, but I spent a lot of my time with a bridal party. They were clearly drunk, uninhibited, and in rare form. They were going to make sure they sent their girl down the aisle happy, and only after she really enjoyed her last night of freedom. 

These ladies sat me in their laps and talked to me comfortably about everything on their minds between dances. That liquor made them bare their soul with no remorse. They fed me drink after drink as they got wasted themselves, and of course, copped their feels shamelessly and complimented me on my frame. It was wild. It never ceased to amaze me what vices people had and who you’d come across in the club. Out in the world, these bitches probably would never even speak to me. Without liquor, they’d thumb their noses and look down on anyone in this line of work. In front of their men and colleagues, they would never. But within the walls of The Oasis, they didn’t hold back. 

After talking my ear off about their work and life problems and whispering in my ear what they wished they could do with me, the bridal party took a few of us separately into private rooms. They did what they wanted from there. I spent time with the bride and the girl whose entire life story I now knew, the matron of honor, Jessica. They laughed, drank more, and danced along with me earlier in our private session, but Jessica intended to play out some of those fantasies she’d shared earlier and get her money’s worth behind closed doors. Once the bride, Kamia, was comfortable with me, Jessica had me straddle her and pulled my top to the side for some action. Kamia sucked my nipples like a pro...definitely not her first time. She licked and sucked as if these were the last she’d feast on. Jessica participated the entire way by touching us both, showing that they’d probably shared a few moments as well. If Kamia released my nipples from her mouth and moved on to kissing me, Jessica assumed Kamia’s previous position. 

I can’t front. I was really enjoying what was happening. Life had told me I wasn’t shit for so long that being adored and desired by these “upper echelon” women, at least by their estimation, felt a bit intoxicating and empowering, even if it was a façade and strictly a transaction. The latter half of our time together ended with them taking turns tasting me, Kamia a little more than Jessica with it being her night and all. It still blew my mind that women who would never associate with me in any other setting happily and hungrily placed their faces between my legs. We all left the room satisfied with the night, with my satisfaction being more about the insane amount of money I made. The boys’ basketball expenses were now paid in full. I thought it would take me longer to get it, but that night had been sweet. I was definitely ready to call it a night, get out of fantasy world, and go back to those I could be myself around. I gave fake pleasantries on my way out and acted as if I believed or cared that they truly wanted to see me again. I wished Kamia the best of luck on her day and headed out to get dressed and back to my side of town in North Broward.

“What’s up, Sunshine?!” I resisted punching air, but I was irritated that someone noticed me in jeans and a tee as I made my way out for the night. I was ready to disappear. I spun around with my best smile and pink bob wig and contacts still intact. I was relieved to see that it was only Giselle, the female club owner. 

“Hey! How are you?” I asked, still unsure of how to address her, though she evidently wasn’t much older than I was. Maceo was ok with us calling him by first name, but the others may have felt differently. I didn’t want to mess up my gig before I was ready to leave for good. 

“Great! How are you?” she asked. 

“I’m making it,” I generically rattled off. 

“I see, since you’re leaving rather early tonight,” she said with a smile and laugh. 

“Yeah, it was a good night. It gave me a chance to get out of here early to go handle some things,” I told her. I didn’t know if she was pissed about me leaving or just making conversation. Even through smiles, you couldn’t often tell with some people, and again, I didn’t want to rock the boat and cause them to get rid of me prematurely.

“That’s what’s up,” she said, easing just a little bit of my anxiety. She then went on to ask me if I was still in school, how it was going, etc. I’d forgotten that I’d told her that I was in school. Of course, I’d given her the wrong college information and degree program. I spoke about the business program that I was in as if that was my main course of study. I’d taken a number of business and economics courses because I wanted to venture out on my own one day, even in law. Ownership and having my own is something that my father always taught me, and the streets reinforced as a necessity.  

I was able to talk to Giselle about the business program with ease, giving no hint that this was not my only path. She seemed impressed and kept smiling, asking questions, and showing genuine interest. She even spoke about her own time in college. It was refreshing to share, even if not altogether factual. She then completely shocked me when she asked if I was done with The Autobiography of Assata Shakur. I’d never spoken with her about that or shared with anyone in the club that I was into that book, though I’d quietly read it from time to time in the back if I got in early before everyone else. This confirmed two things for me: One was that Giselle had taken interest in me and possibly the activities of the other girls, which was unheard of for a strip club owner. And secondly, I was being watched more than I even considered and needed to be more on my P’s and Q’s as a result. 

After letting Giselle know that I’d finished the book, we talked in depth about it...the things we loved, were confused about, and any parallels to the bs we still see today. She had a different view on a few things, but for the most part, we saw a lot of things in that book the same. Without me realizing it, we’d actually sat down to talk, and it had been over an hour. It made me both excited and insecure. It left me retracing bits of our conversation, trying to make sure that I didn’t share more about myself and background than I intended to give. It caused a bit of stagnation in our talk, and I think even she could sense it. I quickly tried wrapping up the conversation, and she obliged. 

Before leaving, she suggested that I grab Between the World and Me for reading next. I avoided telling her that I was already on that book and simply agreed to cop it to not appear so eager, but to make sure we could talk again. I appreciated the brief escape our conversation provided. She wished me goodnight with a side hug and quick peck on the cheek, which again, shocked the shit out of me. 

“Goodnight, Akimi,” she said, reminding me of the fake name they all knew me by. I got out of there fast as hell after that.

I’d never driven to the club, not even for my “audition”. As far as they all knew, I had no whip. I took a ride share to and from so many different locations to get back and forth. If anyone was following me, there were not many clues on where I actually laid my head. After being dropped off by my driver and making a few more moves, making certain that I was not followed, I arrived at my car and headed home. That was a lot to get from point A to point B, but it was necessary if I was going to stay low profile. 

When I arrived home, the house was still jumping. It was a Friday night, so the kids were up late. No matter how late it was, the boys always made sure I walked in ok, along with Ashanti, who worked at a different club. By this time, our household included me, Ashanti, Amir, Amari, Nasir, Jeremy, a girl named Saleema, and her younger sister Shana. Saleema, Shana, Nasir, and Jeremy were all from the old neighborhood. They were always little friends of my brothers and had similar backgrounds as us, with parents being out of the picture for varying reasons. Jeremy was one of very few White boys in the neighborhood, and he was tested a lot because of it, especially since he was on his own at first. My brothers and the rest of the crew never stood around and let it happen, and they’d all been loyal to one another ever since. 

In the old neighborhood, we all looked out for one another. Now, if Shanti and I had food and somewhere for us to rest, these kids all did, too. We were our own little family in our own little tragic but loyal way. When Shanti and I were finally able to rent out apartments and houses on our own after my older brothers were locked up again, we all moved together as a unit, no questions asked. 

“Have you eaten, Lali?” asked my brother Amari. Yes, I had yet another nickname, this one from childhood because one of my cutie pie little cousins from Pahokee couldn’t pronounce Atali (Uh-tah-lee) or just Tali. It became a running joke in the family, and it eventually stuck. It wasn’t strange to hear anyone close to me yelling “Lali”, pronouncing it as Lah-Leeeee with way too much emphasis. My siblings really took it too far if they were trying to irritate me or were begging for something. If someone referred to me as Lali, they likely knew me well, or at least from back in the day. 

“No, Mari. But I will grab something quick before I start studying,” I told him. 

“Cool, well we left you some pizza and wings in the oven just in case,” said Amari, leaving me relieved at not having to scrounge something up.

I loved my brothers dearly. They really were my heart. Though younger than me at nearly 16 years old, they were so protective, with Amari appointing himself as protector of us all. There were moments that they seemed to be moving too fast, but I did my best to help give them a normal childhood and let them get more exposed to things later in life. In spite of my best efforts, I was hearing about and noticing some things that they were involved in that were cause for concern. I planned to address it, but right now, I was exhausted. I talked with the kids for a while and made sure everyone was straight, giving a bit of my attention to each of them before heading to my room for the night.

I got in early for a Friday night, but I still planned to wait on Shanti to get home like always. We initially planned on working at the same club to protect each other, but we decided it was best to keep it separate so no one associated us to one another or learned more about who we were. We were both in school and needed to protect that side of things. Also, even before working in the clubs, we knew that girl on girl action was a reality, and it wasn’t always a choice who you’d be with. Shanti and I were close but definitely not about THAT life with one another. 

I decided to pull up some of my notes to study until she walked in. I’d missed one class and study session this week, but my girl Kayla hooked me up. Though we didn’t have the history that Shanti and I had, Kayla had proven to be just as thorough and really looked out during the few years I’d been in classes with her. I definitely considered her a close friend as well. As I settled in at my desk and prepared to study, my mind drifted briefly to my night at the club as it usually did. I relived most of the night, though I really wanted to focus on more important matters. I even replayed my conversation with Giselle and lingered a bit on the quick touch and kiss on the cheek, wondering if that was just her norm. I eventually pushed that all out of my head to focus on my studies and wait for my sissy to make it in.
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The strip club was one of many businesses that I was fortunate enough to own, but I left much of the day to day to my brothers, as I’m sure they preferred. They “found” most of their little girlfriends here...well at least their current flavor of the month. They also got a chance to rub elbows with a few of the elite who wanted to quietly fuck off and not worry about too much backlash, if any. It helped us call in favors when necessary and make a few more business moves aside from what my father could provide. I enjoyed the strip club normally when I was here. I mean, it was no secret amongst my circle that I was into the ladies and had my pick when I felt like it. The club was convenient when I wanted a quick release, if you will. 

I liked smart girls. I’m not talking just book smart, but intelligent enough to hold a good conversation about most anything, and just a natural go getter. The dumb ones tended to be messy and brought nothing but unwanted attention. I learned that in high school when one of the girls I was on the low with tried to blow up the spot. She was a sexy little thing but loud and never stopped running her mouth. I knew better than to entertain her ass. She was hood as fuck, which wasn’t really bad since the hood chicks were the most down to earth, a lot smarter than most gave them credit for, and fun to be with. But this girl just didn’t know how to tone certain stuff down and turn it off, and it was bothersome. She was bad as hell, though, with sexy, full lips, toned legs, and a fat ass, and at that time, I wanted to see if I could pull it. Even back in high school, I liked the challenge and what I now recognized as control over these girls. I guess listening to my brothers brag about getting at chicks, taking bets on who would get the girl first, and discussing what it was like when they got her rubbed off on me. 

The lil’ hood chick was honestly my first real chase. I was nervous as hell about stepping to her. Certain things were still mostly taboo in high school. I’d seen her around a lot and heard a number of dudes who claimed to have had her or promised that they could, including my crazy brothers and their friends. She loved being the center of attention in any way she could. At first, the loud talking and ignorant behavior made me want to leave it alone, but again, shorty had body for days. 

She didn’t normally come out for parties and events that weren’t in the hood, as much as I could remember. But it was just my luck that she came out with some friends to a party on North Beach that I was only at because I had nothing else to do. One of the goofy White boys in my trig class was hosting since his parents were away. Aside from some people getting way too drunk and popping pills, which I just didn’t get down with, the party was cool. When some of the behavior became too much, I would just step out or find another group to mingle with. The house was huge.

Me and ol’ girl bumped into each other as she was leaving one of the bathrooms after separating from her girls. I told her that her hairstyle was really nice and asked how she styled it. When she tried giving me instructions on Bantu knots, I asked if she could show me, taking my hair out of its ponytail for the tutorial. Thinking back on it now, it was such a lame approach, but it got her back in the bathroom. She showed me how to style it, and I pretended to be utterly clueless and really interested in what she was saying. We talked for a few minutes more when she was done about school and whether or not we were feeling the party or the people attending. She got ready to leave, and I thanked her for showing me how to style my hair by giving her a friendly smile and a “thank you, sis” type hug...only I “accidentally” pecked her on the lips when I did. She looked at me wide eyed but didn’t ease back, so I lightly pecked her on the lips again. When she didn’t move back at all this time, I continued. We stood there for a time, giving each other small kisses on the lips...one after another. Before I knew it, we were full on tongue kissing with a little nervous laughter in between. It was much different from the clumsy tongue kissing I’d done with overly eager guys. I was still a bit unsure about trying anything else, but once she started moaning into our kiss, I got much bolder. 

I started massaging her breasts through her thin shirt, which only made her moan more and eventually reach up and rub mine, as well. This went on for a while and was just so much more sensual than anything I’d experienced. I was floating. Not wanting to waste the opportunity, I braced her against the wall, lifted her shirt over her head, and began kissing her breasts. I had no inkling of what the hell I was doing, but she seemed to like it, so I wanted more. So did she if the look in her eyes proved anything. 

She sat on one of the bathroom counters as I slid off her bikini bottoms. I still had no clue what I was doing and was worried about how this would turn out. But I licked her the way I’d seen others do it in videos...the way some of my brothers’ older friends had secretly done to me. I even copied things they’d said to me, “Mmmmm, shorty”, in between my noisy licking and sucking. Again, she seemed to love it, moaning and rocking her hips to show me that. If I had any reservations about what it would taste or feel like, they were now gone. 

The taste was addictive, and I was in control with every lick and curl of my tongue. She was at my mercy, and I couldn’t get enough of that type of power. I hadn’t expected it, but when I thought we were done, we switched positions and everything I did to her, she did to me. That, in my opinion, sealed our deal that this was just between us. We finished and lit a blunt to pass. When we came out giggling, blunt still in hand, anyone who noticed us or came in the bathroom after us simply assumed that we’d been in there smoking. It was exhilarating. Sneaking around with her many times after proved just as euphoric. She was cool to hang with for a while. But true to form, she tried to loud talk me in front of others and tell everyone what we’d been up to when she thought I had interest in someone else. At first, I was embarrassed. But after a minute, I truly didn’t care. Her little announcement only served to get other girls on the low interested in me, and they were much better at keeping quiet. Mission accomplished. 

What started as a little fun with girls in high school, quickly moved on to regulars in college. In high school, the thrill of skipping classes, making out quietly in spots at or near the school without getting caught, or experimenting with chicks my parents let me invite to our house for “sleepovers” and study sessions kept my interest in girls. Then in college, the freedom to do whatever I wanted when I wanted, in addition to the abundance of different types of girls, gave me that rush. 

I’d had the same boyfriend since late in high school, Cross Manuel, also known as Saint. Our families had known each other for some time and did business together. With us being the same age, they naturally pushed us together. If they had their way, the Batistas and the Manuels would be forever connected through us. I didn’t mind the hook up because Saint was the man around our school, not to mention, fine as hell. Even back in high school, he was really smart, 6’3, with beautiful dark skin, a skinny but solid build, and had a smile and charisma that could make most any woman swoon. All the girls liked him, and most of the dudes wanted to be cool with him. Luckily, despite being forced together by our parents, we had some things in common and actually enjoyed being boyfriend and girlfriend for a while. Being with him was yet another thing that made me untouchable in high school. 

Though I let him believe so, Saint was not my first, second, or third. But we quickly started sneaking around having sex. Saint had always been able to really handle a bitch, so the sex was great. When I made a few too many comments about females, he realized my attraction. Soon, we were including them when we snuck off. He was giddy as hell at the time to have a girlfriend who was so down and who he didn’t have to mess around on. Saint was fine as hell, and my Afro-Cuban features, gift of gab, and nice body made us a couple who others were comfortable being with. Plus, our families were affluent, so girls were all too happy to try and get on.

We ended up going to the same college and continued including other girls when we wanted. Before either of us knew it, we were having sex alone less and less. I could tell that it bothered him sometimes. After all, the relationship was between us and needed attention, too. However, I couldn’t deny my appetite for both. Saint and I narrowed our activities down to two main girls late in undergrad just to keep drama down and protect our relationship and time. I knew that Saint did his thing with a few of girls without me while we were in school. I didn’t sweat it because I had a few solos of my own. We kept it respectful and ultimately made sure that we were still the priority, and that’s kept us together to this day.

Lately, however, we’d been so busy with work, business, family matters, and our own individual interests that we’d been short on our side dishes, taking some of the spice and excitement out of the relationship for me. After college, we’d not kept a consistent girl in rotation. That’s why the club sometimes became beneficial to me and why I even agreed to partner with my brothers in this business in the first place. Not all of the girls there were tempting. Some of them had me questioning my brothers’ taste and business acumen. But different strokes, for different folks, right?  All the girls served a purpose and brought us money, whether I was feeling them or not. 

Tonight was no different. I was stressed and missed the routine of group sex that I had before to help me mellow out. Saint was supposed to meet me at the club a little earlier but was running behind. I couldn’t wait. I brought one of the girls I knew in my office, and she was happy to make me feel better. I let her take complete control and give me what I knew I’d been missing. Shorty was the truth. We were in there so long that Saint finally showed. I didn’t even realize that he was in the room until he started talking and said he’d give us a moment. He turned to leave, but I called after him and asked that he come over to me. My intent was to get him involved and get me some much-needed dick, too, but he seemed irritated. I knew him well enough to know what the look on his face meant. I went ahead and let her go so that I could talk to him. Saint didn’t hide his look of displeasure as she switched past him. He was not feeling her at all.

As soon as she left, he started in. “Really? Her? That’s who you had me come all the way down here for?!!” he shouted. 

“No. Of course not,” I told him. 

“I had something else in mind when I asked you to stop by earlier. You got here pretty late, so plans changed,” his face softened a bit at my mention that he was late. 

“My bad, Gisi,” he said. “It’s been a stressful day.” 

“Tell me about it,” I responded. We laughed, lightening the mood. We had a little bit more small talk. It was honestly about nothing. That was much different from how we’d always been. However, as I said before, we were out of sync.

Wanting to finally get down to business, Saint finally asked, “So where’s the girl you wanted me to see?”

“She left,” I told him. 

“What?!!” he shrieked. “She left a strip club before 2am on a Friday?!.... And why didn’t you just hit me and tell me that?!” Saint was riled. I’d asked him to stop by to get a look at Sunshine. My plan was to pull her in for a while and talk to her with Saint included. I told him that I was feeling her for a number of reasons and that she seemed different from most who came through the club. I wanted to get his opinion, which was surely going to be critical. His idea of getting back to our rotation of girls did not involve finding her at the strip club. I didn’t get a chance to call him after she left because my mind was on other things.

“I’m sorry, Saint. I got caught up doing a few things and forgot to call or text,” I pled. 

“Yeah, I saw that,” was his response. He did not care for my apology. I’d messed up, and I knew it. 

“Saint, she’s normally here late. I really thought she’d be here through the night. But trust me, she is worth trying to do this again. I talked with her longer than normal before she left, and I’m really feeling her! Not just sexually. She’s smart, too! I really think this could be something more permanent for us if you give it a chance,” I kept trying to make my case to Saint. He was loosening up a bit but still tight at my slip up. 

“You don’t really even know her, Gisi,” he said. 

“That’s why I want us to get at her together,” I explained. “We both get a chance to feel her out at the same time and move forward if we think it’s best. Trust me, Saint. I think she’s good. Will you please give this another chance? I want us back where we were before,” I was damn near in tears as I tried to get Saint to cooperate. 

“Ok, Gisi. Cool. But I’m not staying here all night. I will slide back through another night when she’s around. Set it up right next time,” Saint relented.

“Ok,” I said with a huge smile. Saint laughed and shook his head. That smile and dimple of his always got me in the past. I followed up with a long kiss. To my surprise, that turned into much more. I sat him down on the couch in my office, unbuckled his pants, and went to work. It was only then that I remembered how long it had been since I gave him head. Normally, I guided the girl we were with up and down like he liked it, but I hadn’t forgotten how to do it myself. I think he was even stunned. I looked up at him and saw a look of pleasure on his face. Good. I had him right where I wanted him. 

I was turned on by him moving my head up and down with one hand, and reaching down to play with my titties with the other. I couldn’t believe how I felt without a third party involved. Before he finished, Saint pulled me up and quickly slid on a condom. The condom was weird because we didn’t do that, but I didn’t care enough to question it right then. I slid down on it and slowly rode him. That anger was quickly easing now. This felt so damn good, obviously, to us both. Before I got too content, Saint stood me up and rushed us over to my desk. 

“Bend over,” he commanded. No fucking problem at all. I knew he was about to go in. As I braced for him to push inside, he also lifted my left leg up on the desk, leaving me standing on one leg. The pressure and sensation I got from this as he pushed in deep was fantastic. I yelled so loud that I knew someone heard, but I couldn’t stop. Saint was putting in work. Finally, he climaxed and let me come down again. It took a minute for him to catch his breath, too. Damn! It’d been so long since we’d sexed like this. 

“You good?” he asked. 

“I am,” I said, satisfied. 

We smiled, laughed, but again shifted to pretentious small talk. He asked if I was ready to go to the place we shared, and I told him I wanted to catch up with my brothers for a few. 

“Cool, I’m headed home to take care of something,” he responded. “If you get home soon, maybe we can chill and watch a movie or go grab some food at one of the after-hours spots,” Saint continued. 

“Ok. That’s fine. But Saint...are you really gonna think about the girl I mentioned? I really like her and want to see what she’s about,” I said. 

“Damn, Gisi!! Way to fuck up the moment! I said I would, man. Don’t keep stressing me about it!” he was pissed again, but I’d gotten my answer. He straightened up and left soon after.

After I’d settled down, I finally went out in search of my brothers. Mario wouldn’t be hard to find. I knew he’d be out there enjoying the scenery, looking for a possible bed mate for the night and making sure that everything was running smoothly out on the floor. Mario was definitely about his business, but no matter how many times he was around it, ass and titties hypnotized this man. I teased him often about it. He got distracted by it all the time but always kept his head on the swivel. I scoped out girls with him more than Maceo. It was our thing and the way we chilled with one another. 

Maceo was likely somewhere conducting business there first. The club was his baby, though it belonged to us all. He was definitely going to indulge while there, but he was always looking for the next opportunity or come-up amongst our visitors. As I suspected, he was in his office going over some paperwork. Forever the businessman. 

“What’s up, Mace!” I yelled as I walked in. 

“Hey, sis,” he responded. “Done getting your lil’ back blown out?” he asked with a laugh. 

“Whatever, boy,” I laughed, too, not embarrassed at all. 

“I stopped by your office to pick up some of my merchandise I knew you were in there sampling earlier. I didn’t realize you and your man were in there instead, wit yo loud ass!” Maceo chuckled.

Busted! I knew someone heard me. 

“My bad, bro,” I offered. 

“Why was he here anyway? You know he don’t come this way,” Maceo continued his interrogation. It was no secret that Saint and Maceo didn’t get along as well as they did when we were younger. I’ve never been sure of why, but they tolerated each other because of me and because our families’ interests were still connected. 

“I asked him to meet me here for something, but he’s out now,” I explained, quickly trying to change the subject and get to why I was really looking for him.

“So, Mace. What you know about that girl Sunshine?” I asked. He smirked and shook his head, knowing full well why I was asking. 

“Not much more than you know, sis. Her name is Akiki, Kiki, or some shit. She’s here most weekends, keeps to herself, and makes us a lot of damn money. That’s all I really need to know about her in my opinion. She’s fine as hell with them ugly ass wigs of hers, but she ain’t trying to fuck with the kid, so I don’t bother her,” my brother was always straight to the point, and I loved it. 

“Ok, cool. I might be trying to see what’s up. So, if you peep anything concerning, let me know, Mace,” he simply nodded and laughed again in response. We caught up on both our comings and goings of the last week until my brother Mario finally stumbled in, followed by my cousin and ace, Zamira. She’d interviewed Sunshine with me, so I’d have to catch her up on what I was trying to do with that. 

We all joked and talked for a while like we did when we were kids. It was cool. Zamira eventually saw some guy she’d met on South Beach a few weeks earlier and went to entertain him before I could fill her in on Sunshine’s sexy ass. Starting to get bored but not really ready to head home, I turned to Mace and said, “So is your merchandise still occupied, muthafucka?” Both he and Mario fell back in their chairs laughing, but they knew what was up. I headed back to my own office and waited until they sent ol’ girl back to finish what we started. Despite our quickie earlier, I knew Saint would be standoffish when I got home, and I needed to relax again and prep for that. I was laid back on my couch thinking about Sunshine and my missed opportunity when my girl sauntered back in. I smiled at her, ready for a repeat of earlier, but I knew that I would imagine she was someone else the entire time.
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Cross (Saint)
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This shit with Gisi was getting out of hand. By the time I’d made it to The Oasis, I was already livid. I’d had a long day and didn’t get to finish up a business deal that I wanted. But I’d promised Giselle that I would come down, so I fought traffic on 95, which is always fucked up and frustrating no matter the time of day, and made my way in. Things had been off between us for a lot longer than either of us admitted. I looked past it at first because of our history and the things that I participated in with her earlier in our relationship. But we had been on different pages for a while. 

Coming down to meet her was supposedly one step towards getting back to us, and despite some hesitancy, I made the effort. I wasn’t the least bit mad or taken aback at walking in on Gisi having sex. Unlike most couples, this was our custom. But if I was rushing down to this damn club to work on salvaging our relationship, she needed to come correct. I was shocked by the sex between us, however. After high school, there were very few times that we had sex one on one and with that much passion and enjoyment. It’s like Giselle had to have another girl involved to express herself and feel in control. 

After we finished having sex, I tried to parlay the moment into us spending some time together. It was honestly just a test to see if she was capable of doing anything normal. However, Gisi did what Gisi does. I was even more annoyed when I left her office and let her think that I was headed home Actually, I just posted up in another spot in the club so that I could peep how she’d move when I was supposedly out of sight. I had my doubts that she was trying to right our relationship on our terms. She did what she said in hanging with her bitch ass brothers, who I’d once been ok with. Later, when I saw her re-enter her office, followed by ol’ girl, I could only shake my head. I’m sure I could have joined if I wanted. She even offered earlier, but again, was this part of the plan of getting back to us? At this point, I was having a tough time remembering what “us” meant outside of fucking.

Giselle had always been a pretty girl. I noticed her over the years when our families would meet up. She’d grown shapelier and had a blemish free, caramel complexion, but I wasn’t initially interested in that way. She was alright, but I didn’t think we had similar interests, among other things. I listened a lot when she talked, and there were small similarities between us, but not enough to make me consider her. Even at school, we were involved in different activities, groups, and cliques in the beginning. 

It wasn’t until we were nearing the end of our Senior year that we seemed more compatible. Of course, the urging of our mothers, mainly hers, helped matters, too. She seemed a bit more evolved and less arrogant, and our talks were of more substance than before. I didn’t have a steady girlfriend at the time. I tended to kick it with who I wanted, whether a random girl at school or older girls introduced by my brothers. The older girls helped me step my stroke game up, and the high school girls loved and benefited from my newfound expertise. There was no one who held my interest beyond the sex, though, so Giselle’s now developed conversation and beauty intrigued me and made it easier when our mothers insisted that we start seeing each other. 

Once I found out that Gisi liked girls, I thought I’d hit the lottery. For a young man, this was a dream arrangement! I could chill with and talk to my girl while still fucking other chicks with her cooperation. Early on, I think I had the same high of doing something forbidden and secretive that Giselle had. I can’t even count the number of times and ways we escaped school or our parents’ view to get it in. Gisi was exciting in this way and adventurous. Watching her pull and finesse girls and be in complete power was sexy back
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