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	PolyAF

	Polyamory and dating multiple people are two different things. There's a commitment involved in polyamory, not just sleeping around. As far as swinging is concerned, you need a partner to swing. Polyamory and swinging are also not the same.

	With swinging, singles are vetted by couples. The problem is that the lifestyle is so flooded with singles to where the line is blurred between what is considered vanilla and swinging. That is why the term "lifestyler" was invented, to include singles and swingers who were no longer in relationships.

	Initially, there was no difference between saying you were a swinger and lifestyler. "The Lifestyle" became a discrete way of saying you were a swinger. According to vets I’ve come across during my travels, LS means Lifestyle of Swingers. But because people are mix-matching kinks, lovestyles and other forms of ethical non-monogamy with swinging, people have created this "lifestyle umbrella” to include everyone who engages in alternative lifestyles.

	Whether you agree with that umbrella is another conversation, because the older generation (for the most part) wants no parts of that umbrella. BDSM is BDSM. Poly is poly. Swinging is LS. That's how it was before everything had blended. 

	While swinging, polyamory and BDSM can intersect depending on someone’s kinks and relationship dynamics, anybody who tells you about this mystical, magical, majestical "lifestyle umbrella" is usually spoken of by this current generation. This umbrella consists of swinging, polyamory, BDSM, kink, exhibitionist, nudism, roleplay, fetishes, polygamy, and sex work. I've crossed paths with plenty of nudists, naturists, and polyamorous individuals who absolutely want nothing to do with the LS. So, at the end of the day, it’s important to learn, research and study the lifestyle (or lovestyle) to cease any form of confusion and misinformation.

	Generation gap aside, lifestyle veterans are primarily the reason I wrote this book series. It took me a minute to decide whether I wanted to write anything related to ethical non-monogamy. The “What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas” mantra is the reason subcultures like swinging and BDSM had stayed under the radar for all these years. You’ve heard about them but didn’t know where to find the players involved. 

	With the explosion of those subcultures in the mainstream, it’s hella easy to find an event that’s promoted on social media. All you need is a log-in and password, and boom! You’re set. When I was active in the lifestyle, people treated parties like a secret society. Yeah, people went to parties, but they wouldn’t tell you. They vetted you first and then gave you the rundown if they rocked with you like that. And even then, you needed a partner to swing. Singles were rarely granted access unless they became a favorite and people knew them.

	Even though people still swing under the radar and off the grid to this day, the LS is still too easily accessible to where people off the street can literally enter a party if they’re willing to pay the donation. That easy access prompted me to write a book about the LS, because in my mind, I might as well give neophytes an avenue to read about the subculture before they completely indulge. That’s not to say my books are the be-all-end-all of lifestyle literature, but it was my duty to pay it forward by becoming a vessel of knowledge, wisdom, and understanding to pass down. There aren’t many seasoned writers in literature who can articulate certain nuances because they never experience the life. In my case, I don’t have to do research.

	I am the research.

	So, on that note, enjoy the read.

	P.E.A.C.E.

	Nah’Sun  3/30/2026 7:55 a.m.

	



	


Glossary

	12 - Police

	B.D.S.M. (Bondage, Discipline, Dominance and Submission, Sadomasochism) - Fantasy role play and power exchange between Dominants/Tops and submissives/bottoms through mutual consent 

	B.Y.O.B. - Bring Your Own Bottle

	B.T.W. - By The Way

	Bandos - Abandoned houses

	Bottom - a submissive in a BDSM demonstration

	Brat - An identifier for a submissive who playfully challenges their Dominant

	Bull - A single male; usually well endowed to please the woman in a couple

	Cap - Lies

	Collared - When a slave or submissive is owned by a Dominant

	Compersion - The feeling of joy of seeing your partner get pleasure from someone else #NoHating

	D.T.M. - Doing The Most

	Dolo - Solo; alone

	Dom(m)/Domme(f)- A person who is in control and has power in a relationship and daily life; Dominant is always capitalized because the uppercase for "slave" and "submissive" symbolizes authority and respect (D/s)

	Dom Drop - The physical or emotional exhaustion that occurs after a BDSM demonstration for a Top or Dominant

	Door/Ticket Date - Singles attending Lifestyle parties with someone they're not in a relationship with

	Dub - to disregard something or someone

	Dungeon - A space or venue that's dedicated to BDSM/kink events

	Exhibitionist - A person who enjoys playing in front of voyeurs

	F.R. - For Real

	Full Swap - A couple swap that includes intercourse

	I.D.K. - I Don't Know

	I.K.Y.F.L. - I Know You Fuckin' Lying

	I.S.T.G. - I Swear To God

	J.K. - Just Kidding

	Jawn - a derivative of "joint" in reference to a place or thing; sometimes a woman

	Kickbacks - Hang out spots

	Kitten - An identifier for a submissive who role plays as a pet; the submissive may dress up with cat ears and tail for aesthetics

	L.L.S.- Laughing Like Shit

	L.O.L. - Laughing Out Loud

	Lifestyle - Swinger Lifestyle

	Lifestyle Friendly - Someone who attends Lifestyle functions but doesn't participate in intimate activities 

	Lifestyler - A non-swinger (usually a single male or female) who participates in intimate activities with swingers

	LS - Abbreviation for Lifestyle of Swingers

	Master - A Dominant who has total consensual control over their slave that's negotiated between both parties

	Merch - To swear on something

	Mistress - A woman who takes a dominant role in BDSM activities; often referred to as a Dominatrix

	Newbie - A person who is new to BDSM or the Lifestyle

	O.F.C. - Of Course

	O.G. - Old Guru; a swing veteran with tenure and respect; or another word for mother, Old Girl

	O.M.G. - Oh My God

	Old Earth - Mother

	On Foe Nem - Another way of saying "for real" or "I swear"

	On God - Swear to God

	Opps - Opposition; enemy

	Over whooping - Doing the most; exaggerating

	Pegging - When a woman uses a strap on a guy for anal penetration

	Play - Sex

	Polyamory - A relationship that consists of more than 2 people

	S.M.H. - Shake My Head

	S.N.M. - Say No More

	S.O. - Significant Other

	S.T.F.U. - Shut The Fuck Up

	Service Sub - A submissive who performs and fulfills tasks, chores, and assignments for their Dominant

	Singles - A male or female who isn't in a serious relationship; Lifestylers, but non-swingers

	Sir - An honorific for a male Dominant; rare occurrences for female Dommes

	Slave - A consensual power dynamic where one partner gives up total control in their daily life; lowercased next to Master (M/s)

	Soft Swap - A couple swap for touching and kissing without intercourse

	Stack - Thousand dollars

	Sub - Submissive in a BDSM dynamic; submissive is always lowercased because the role signifies a position of service and submission (D/s)

	Sub Drop - An emotional and physical low after a heightened sensation from a BDSM demo; typically experienced by the bottom/submissive

	Subspace - A drunk or high floating feeling after a BDSM demo; typically experienced by the bottom/submissive

	Swingers - Couples who swap spouses with other couples

	T.B.H. - To Be Honest

	T.N.T.L. - Try Not To Laugh

	The 6 - Toronto, Canada

	Top - A person who is physically in control of a BDSM demo; not the same as a Dominant (a Top is what a person does in a kink demonstration while a Dom is a person who leads outside of scenes and sessions)

	Under Consideration - The vetting period to see whether the Dominant and sub or slave are compatible

	Unicorn - A single female; usually bi-sexual who engages with couples

	V.I.P. - Very Important Person

	Vanilla - A non-swinger, or non-Lifestyler

	Vet - Short for veteran, or to teach and investigate someone

	Veteran - A person who has tenure and respect in the Lifestyle

	Vetting - The process of teaching newbies the ins and outs, do's and don'ts; or vouching for someone to join a group or enter an event

	Voyeur - A person who enjoys watching a play session

	W.D.Y.W. - What Do You Want

	Xir (pronounced "Zir") - A gender-fluid term for Sir

	Y.2.K. - You're Too Kind
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	PolyAF

	The cooks and waiters have never seen her before. She was a mystery. A fresh face. The unfamiliarity of the newbie startled the dishwashers, who worked their asses off at Alfredo’s, a hole in the wall Southeast Asian restaurant along the river.

	The chick whistled while busting suds, blending in with the crew. She sported work attire and acted like she belonged there, name badge and all. The black slacks she wore matched the tucked in button up shirt. She ignored stares from cooks who wondered where she came from.

	“Are you new?” asked a guy wearing a nylon beard net.

	He wore the cover so none of his whiskers fell in someone’s food.

	The blonde newbie, whose hair was in a bun, skinned and grinned.

	“Yeah!” Her voice rose like she was excited about washing dishes. “I was like, hired as a waiter, but I figured you needed help.”

	The bearded guy, who was bald at the top with hair on the side, checked his tablet. “I don’t see your name on the schedule.”

	The chick continued, “Oh, Rich didn’t tell you? Today is my start date. I work from like, 6 to close.” She extended her arm for a handshake. “I’m Pam. Pamela Jenkins.”

	The guy squinted.

	He straddled the fence between checking with the manager and letting her slide. Considering they were short staffed, he chose the latter, putting her claim about the manager on the back burner. He had planned to call Rich at the close of business to double-check her employment.

	Meanwhile, he needed more people on the clock.

	“Don’t worry. I’m not a DEI hire,” Pam joked, indirectly pointing out the other dishwashers, who were foreigners.

	But the wisecrack flew over his head.

	“You don’t need to be here if you were hired as a server.” His voice graduated from confusion to hostile. “We need more people on the floor.” 

	His nonsensical tone pushed her out of the kitchen.

	As the night supervisor, he grappled with the idea of finding out her employment status. It was something about her that seemed off. He could not put his finger on it. He keyed ‘Pam Jenkins’ on the schedule for 6 p.m. to 12 a.m. and continued to check on the cooks.

	The chick named Pam skipped to the dining area as if she worked her dream job. She kept her pen and notepad tucked in her front pocket to take orders. Everybody in the restaurant ordered their meal already, so she lounged around the register by the entrance, pretending to work instead of bullshitting. She dusted off the counter with a napkin until a short, pudgy guy strolled in the jawn dolo.

	He was the guy she was looking for.
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	PolyAF

	She flirted with the guy who wasn’t her date. Their eyes did the talking. She stole glances with the heavy-set guy with bushy hair who sat off to the side. She dismissed the guy who treated her for the evening by ignoring their conversation at their table.

	“Emma, did you hear what I just said?” The guy with black rimmed glasses waved his hand in front of her face.

	Emma broke out of her trance.

	“Oh baby, I am oh so sorry. His bowtie caught my attention.” She giggled. “Who still wear those?”

	She played off her lust, partially telling the truth. The guy who piqued her curiousity rocked a purple bowtie with a matching button up shirt. The bowtie was a decoy. It wasn’t the only thing that caught her attention. The guy with the bowtie, who sat behind her date, winked at Emma while he entertained a date of his own.

	“So, how long were you locked up?” Emma’s date held onto a touchy subject.

	“Long enough to know it’s not for me.” She sipped from a glass of water.

	The question danced on her nerves. She thought she’d left the past in the rearview. It was a nightmare that cursed the present. She regretted telling him the reason she had left the lifestyle.

	He arranged his eating utensils on the right side. He was a lefty. The gesture reflected his thoughts. Instead of getting to know her, he replayed their first conversation. Her arrest for attempted murder took a back seat to a chance to dick her down.

	In his mind, she had good sex to die for.
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	PolyAF

	“Did you really try to kill them?” He shifted the tall glass of water to his right side, with the utensils.

	Visibly vexed, Emma snacked on the seafood platter. The breaded shrimp quieted the urge to scream, shut the fuck up! She stashed her annoyance with a smile to reach her endgame.

	“I meant to kill all tree of them.” She threw in a Jamaican accent for “three,” trolling him for kicks. “And I’ll do it again.”

	She told the truth in jest.

	As they waited for the server to swing by with grub, Emma darted her eyes back to “Bowtie.” Slick with the flirting, they snuck in love letters through winks and lip lockings. Their dates were none the wiser. They were too busy scrolling on their phones. Emma’s date took a break from the latest tea on his news feed to reheat the tea from their conversation.

	“How did you get off on those charges?” His persistence lit a fuse.

	Her fake smile tied her tongue in knots. Her eyes blinked repeatedly, signaling she had enough. She wasn’t done with the date even though he’d irked her soul. She glanced over at “Bowtie” and lifted her chin toward the ceiling. He returned the gesture with his index finger running down the side of his face.

	“Do you want something to drink?” Emma’s date eyed the drink menu.

	She combed through the wine and champagne section and said, “I’ll get a mimosa.”

	He scoffed. “Mimosas are for beginners. Try French 45.”

	“What’s that?”

	“Something expensive.” He thought buying her top-of-the-line cocktail was a flex until she abruptly excused herself to the ladies’ room for a rendezvous.
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	PolyAF

	Gino drove like a bat outta hell. He ran through yellow lights to drop Niccolo off at the soup kitchen. He danced on the edge of getting a speeding ticket by swerving through downtown. Cops with nothing to do with their time salivated over hitting their quota. He took a gamble without a scratch on him nor cops issuing a violation.

	“They just give licenses to everybody.” Niccolo held onto the handle above the passenger door.

	“Was I speeding?” Gino laughed out loud.

	“Yes! Man, yes!” Niccolo yelled. “You ran mad lights.”

	“Oh, my bad.” Gino gave an oh well response.

	Niccolo shook his head.

	“At least you wore a seatbelt.” He glanced at the front entrance of the soup kitchen as they parked. “You rollin’?”

	“Naaaaah. I’m good.” Gino waved him off. “I got places to see and people to go.”

	“Don’t you mean places to go and people to see?”

	“You get the point. Deuces.” Gino chucked up two fingers as Niccolo got out of the ride.

	He needs to lighten up. Gino thought Nicc was too much of a prude. He wondered if their age differences had played a part in their estrangement. Gino took care of himself after their father, a police officer, had died while on duty; he and Nicc were raised separately by different mothers. Nicc was much older and went through his own growing pains by ripping and running the streets. He couldn’t look after Gino like he wanted to. 

	He was too busy robbing drug dealers for cash to enroll in real estate courses. 

	“Crusin’ down the street in my six-fo’…” The voice of the late, great Eazy-E resounded through the speakers.

	Gino wasn’t cruising in a 1964 Chevy Impala tho. He pushed a year model car. The luxury sedan roamed the streets like a spaceship. He put more pressure on the gas and zipped down the highway. 

	A bona fied highway driver, he hauled ass in the fast lane, speeding by drivers with the sunroof open. The breeze pushed him to drive faster. He might as well have given police the middle finger by breaking the speed limit. He gave no fucks until five-O crept on his heels.

	“Fuck!” he yelled at the rearview mirror.

	Police flashed their sirens from behind, telling him to pull over. He already walked on eggshells with probation. The next arrest guaranteed a trip to the county jail. He counted to 10 backwards and slowed down, hoping they would flag another motorist. The cop tailed him as he parked on the shoulder of the highway. With a stolen car and an unregistered gun in the glove compartment, he heard nothing but jail doors locking him in a cell.

	He couldn’t afford to spend another day on a plantation.
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	PolyAF

	Emma applied lipstick and kissed the restroom mirror. Admiring her reflection, she washed her hands and dried them off with paper towels. She checked her wristwatch for the time. Her heart fluttered. Her breathing picked up. She smelled the cinnamon scented gum that flavored her tongue. She hadn’t been in the ladies’ room for a minute until the door opened.

	The chick who walked in wasn’t the person she was hoping to see.

	Emma eyed the chick from the reflection of the mirror. Goodness gracious. She peeped the yams that bulged under shorty’s red sundress. She patted her own ass to make sure hers was there. She still ain’t got shit on me. She told herself as she sprayed perfume on her wrists and the crook of her elbows.

	Full yammage aside, Emma was pissed about the unintentional clit blocking. That was until the door opened again as cool air whiffed across her back. While glancing down at the sink, she felt his full lips surf across her shoulder blades. She recognized the lips that smooched on the nape of her neck. She lost herself amid him blowing over the wet spot he’d left from kisses.

	She turned around in haste and put her index finger on his lips. Shhhhh. She then pointed to the stall behind him; the stall where shorty in red had occupied. He waved her off without glancing over his shoulder. He held her hand and led her to the corner stall that was two doors from where shorty took a leak.

	“Bowtie” lifted Emma’s blue dress and bent her over the toilet. His dick grew on its own as he eyed the roundness of her ass–they looked like basketballs dribbling off his waist. She pressed her hands against the checkerboard wall for balance, jumping from him patting his dick on her pussy. He poured the last of his Long Island Iced Tea on her ass cheeks and kneeled on the white tiled floor. He licked her dry and buried his face deep in her ass crack.

	Her back arched from him sucking her other set of lips. The licking of the clit squeezed her back muscles that clutched together. She clenched her teeth to muffle her moans that bounced off the stall. Her pussy tingled and lost control, frosting his beard like he’d stuffed his face with cake. Her muscles relaxed as she nutted twice in his mouth, back-to-back.
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	PolyAF

	“Okay now.” Shorty in red eyed the bottom of “Bowtie’s” loafers as he feasted on Emma. 

	Shorty in red saw his loafers poking out from under the stall door. She blushed while washing her hands with soap and water. Dayum, they gettin’ it in. She ached for her person to bless her with the same treatment. She gave them props without tipping off security about their restroom tryst.

	Hell, she didn’t even tip the waiters for the service.

	Emma, in the meantime, pulsated from his tongue working overtime. Every nerve in her body shared love notes to her brain. She shivered as his tongue hearted her clit. Her body language was fluent in orgasms with carnal energy that went viral. 

	She squirted a fourth time on his face. She drenched his chest hair as the top of his dress shirt was open. He unbuttoned the rest of his shirt and licked her clean. When he finished feasting, she squatted over the toilet to pee. When it was time for him to take a leak, she held his dick to spray in the toilet. 

	Her aim was better than her squirt. 

	“Looks like I made a mess.” She pointed at his grill, giggling at her moistening his beard.

	He looked like a Mike Epps joke with the white around his lips.

	“Bowtie” flushed the toilet with his foot. He went back to his date without rinsing his grill. Emma went to her date smelling like sex. Both their dates were clueless about them fucking in the restroom. It was like their sense of smell had hit the snooze button for the rest of the night.
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	PolyAF

	Gino just knew he was spending the night in jail.

	The officer never let her foot off the gas. She pulled over and told him through the car speaker, “Get out and put your hands on the car.” He complied and assumed the position. She hopped out of the unmarked car and patted him down. 

	She found nothing. 

	No drugs. No guns. No evidence of guilt. 

	As cars cruised down the highway doing the speed limit, the officer pulled out steel bracelets and cuffed him.

	“What the fuck?” He glanced over his shoulder. “Why am I under arrest?”

	“For having a long tongue and a big ass dick.” The officer left him alone to jump on the hood of his car.

	She crawled to the sunroof and kicked off her boots, stripping down to her socks. She went full commando by wearing no drawers. The sunset cast a shadow that gave off the illusion that she wore a body suit–she sat on the sunroof butt ass naked.

	“Wow.” He stared in awe as he wormed back inside the car.

	The shade from the sunset fooled motorists. The naked eye caught a chick doing a split on top of the car. The trained eye would’ve seen her bottomless as she faced the road. The angle of her position on the sunroof blinded them from her nakedness. She gyrated as he ate her out from the inside through the opening.

	Handcuffed and all.

	He exercised every ounce of his thigh muscles to squat between the back and front seats. He bent on one knee to soothe the pain, switching knees that looked like he proposed. He took off his shoes to avoid putting a crease in them and snaked his neck to suck the sweet nectar from her pussy.

	His tongue game drove her wild. 

	She wined to the riddim of his licks and shivered from him sucking her crazy spot. She felt chills dribble down her spine. The coolness flipped the switch to turn up the tension. The risk of getting caught made the thrill even greater. She blacked out. Her nerves went raw. She patted the phat of her pussy in heat. She finger-popped her clit and rubbed out multiple nuts. She came three times for the charm of not getting busted.

	“Whew!” The cop fanned herself.

	She slid from the side of the sunroof down to the gravel. Her pants were still on the other side of the road. Too horny to care, she waited for him to scoot out of the car. She pushed him against the passenger side door and dropped to her knees. 

	Fuck the police.

	The N.ympho W.ith A.ttitude unbuckled his pants and sucked his dick while he was still in cuffs.
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	PolyAF

	A line stretched the entire block, winding past street corners as people waited outside Uncle Bo’s soup kitchen. Each person in line fiended for a hot meal. The soup kitchen was known throughout the neighborhood for feeding the homeless without charge, opening its doors each evening at 8 p.m. for dinner. On that night, Niccolo volunteered to serve food before capping the night off at the club.

	“Green beans, yellow rice, and baked wings tho?” Niccolo thought Uncle Bo could’ve done better with the selection. “The least you could’ve done was fry the chicken.”

	Uncle Bo shrugged off the critique. “Baked chicken is healthier.”

	Niccolo scoffed, “We all gonna die from something.”

	“Says the guy who don’t eat pork.”

	“There’s nothing worse than swine.”

	“You eat ass tho.”

	“That’s different,” Niccolo claimed. “The ass is cleaner.”

	“Doubt it,” Uncle Bo countered. “I bet you mess with chicks who wipe from back to front.”

	“Whatever. Next time cook some real food. I don’t want no damn rice. Make some mashed potatoes from scratch with macaroni and cheese. Not mac and cheese from the box.”

	“That’ll be the only box you’ll be eating.” Unc cooked him on the low. “Take some saltines if you don’t like my mac and cheese.”

	Niccolo reconsidered when his stomach growled. “Aight, aight. I’ll let you slide with the baked chicken, but what we’re not gonna do is eat processed mac and cheese.”

	“Nah, you’re right.” Uncle Bo pointed his wooden spoon at the tray. “We’re eating yellow rice.”

	Niccolo shook his head as the air conditioner dried the sweat on his temples. “I wish somebody around his jawn can fix me a repast meal.”

	Uncle Bo retorted, “Good. It’ll be your last meal before you go to hell. I hear they serve everything jerked and cajun down there.”

	Niccolo laughed. “I’m saying tho, Unc. Green beans or any other vegetable served from a can gives me dirty stove vibes.”

	Uncle Bo grinned. He enjoyed the banter. He didn’t take the spite personally. Shooting the breeze with his nephew highlighted the night. He appreciated Nicc for spending time with him. Otherwise, he felt alone, even though more than enough volunteers dished out meals. 

	The evening ended on a high note. As Nicc assisted with shutting down the kitchen, they spent hella time playing catch up with each other's news. He would not see Unc until the end of summer when one of them crossed the line from a favor.
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	PolyAF

	“It’s so fuckin’ pretty.” The nympho with attitude stared at Gino’s dick, mesmerized by its length and size.

	She got extra moist from picturing him fucking her lashes off. She slapped herself twice on both sides of the face with his dick. It was a warmup for a blowjob. She kissed the tip and ran her tongue up and down the slit. That thang is gawddamn thangin’. She caressed his balls and stared up at the celestial stars for his facial expression. His fuck faces enticed her to go extra. She studied his face as he grew from shrimp to beanstalk. His 10 plus 3 was harder than the bullets in her bra better known as nipples. She ran her tongue up the largest vein that ran through the middle of the shaft.

	“How does it taste?” he breath.

	“Good,” she mumbled with a dick full in her mouth.

	“What does it taste like?” 

	She spat him out and spazzed. “Shut the fuck up. You’re still under arrest.”

	She never broke character.

	He rattled in her mouth like he was about to cum. He tensed up. His breathing labored. He struggled with warding off the nut. 

	“Ah sisss, ah sisss, ah sisss, ah sisss…” he hissed.

	But her mouth was too strong. Hand twists and tongue tricks brought him to his knees. She stroked his dick with the rhythm of a bobble head. The gawk gawk 3000 was in a threesome with his eyes and ears—he stayed hard from the sight of her bobbing and the sound of her gags. His breathing technique was no match for the blowjob that pulled on his heartstrings to cum.

	After he came, she stared up at him and swallowed his babies, leaving no child behind
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	Emma entered her couple’s beachfront home. She walked through the living room from the foyer like she was looking for a lost remote. The entire space was tidy and orderly, from the blue pillows arranged on the U-shaped sofa to the freshly swept and cleaned chimney.

	“Hello?! Anybody home?!” She echoed through the atrium.

	Nobody answered.

	She stepped outside to the patio deck that led to the beach. Not a soul in sight. Something told her to check upstairs, but before she did, she peeped the sail boats that cruised on the lake.

	The Tuscan villa was Dave’s and Steffie’s favorite I need to get away from the city for the weekend spot. When Steffie’s folks had died, she inherited the 2-story villa. They only resided there periodically during the summer. Emma never understood why they preferred living in their cramped apartment over luxury that was peace and quiet.

	She saw her dreams of owning a yacht crash into the waves when a suitcase dropped on the floor above. She thumped up the stairs in a hurry to the second floor. The door to the main bedroom stood open. So was the room balcony. She peeked in from the hallway and saw Dave and Steffie packing suitcases.

	“Where are you going?” she asked.

	“Hedo!” Dave expressed excitement. “This is our first time going.”

	The answer threw Emma in a tizzy. She felt blindsided by the announcement. They never ran by plans to hit up Hedonism II, a nudist resort in Negril, Jamaica. Nor did they extend an invite. She counted from 10 backwards to keep herself from spazzing. Watching Steffie pack lingerie bikinis only made things worse.

	That bitch know that outfit is too damn small. Emma was more perplexed at Steffie’s wardrobe than them freezing her out.

	“Why didn’t you tell me about the trip?” Emma questioned.

	Steffie packed a red negligee and said, “We thought you had to work.”

	“Why would you think that?”

	“You told me you just started your warehouse position.”

	“And?”

	“Since when a new employee gets seven days of PTO?” Steffie made a point.

	She thought Emma had the audacity to question her and Dave about a vacation trip. In her mind, Emma was the girlfriend, not the wife. The relationship hierarchy burned a hole in Emma’s patience as she leered at Dave.

	He gave her a shrug like, the fuck you want me to do?

	“You can stay here if you want.” Steffie softened the blow of not inviting Emma. “I’m sure you had fun on your date with Dave.”

	“What does me and Dave fucking in some hole-in-the-wall gotta do with you not telling me about the trip?” she referred to her and “Bowtie” aka Dave pulling the prank.

	“Nothing,” Steffie said. “At least you got a few laughs.”

	Emma huffed. “Some constellation prize.”

	She left the room and crashed into the guest room. She lounged by the window that overlooked the beach. The waves rushing ashore were therapy. The trip no longer mattered. She took the situation for what it was–her playing second fiddle to his partner’s wife. 

	Her sex life was full of bots giving her fake love. She imagined no happy endings in her lust stories. The tears that flew down her cheeks triggered goodbyes and unfriended accounts. Curving her frown back to a smile, she returned to dreaming about the villa with a date with her bestie while her couple was away.

	Her rose.
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	An all-out orgy kicked off the summer at the Garden of Eden.

	The sun glistened off the clear water of the pool that shined like new money. The chlorine made sure of that, but the smell wasn’t too strong. Niccolo used just enough to get rid of dirt and cum without overbearing anyone’s nostrils.

	He hosted the first pool party since renovating the backyard. LED lights traced around the pool. The waterfall that cascaded over boulders gave the backyard an exotic feel. The plants next to the waterfall were real. A portion of the plants included marijuana. He sold them on the side unbeknownst to police. The DJ on the 1s and 2s hyped up the crowd on the long-awaited opening day. A handful of singles and couples formed a circle around the pool for an orgy.

	“There ain’t wall flowers ‘round these parts. There finna be a lot of fucking going on! Ayeeeeee!” DJ Harry Balls cued in Adina Howard’s “Freak Like Me” to motivate guests.

	But there was no need for motivation.

	A bald, dark-skinned guy led the charge. As the anchor, he was built like a tank. The bath towel underneath him was a buffer between him and the pavement. He moseyed behind his wife and took her to pound town. 

	His back shots sounded like cap guns. 

	His wife pulled a brunette toward her as she took dick like a champ. She dipped her face between the chick’s legs and lizard licked the clit. The brunette pinched her nipples as a ball of heat rushed over her breasts. A chill shot up her spine as she nutted in the guy’s wife’s mouth.

	As she fanned herself for round two, a caramel complected woman hovered over the brunette. Caramel rode her face like a cowgirl. She twerked to the beat and enticed another chick, who masturbated on a lawn chair, to join them.

	The dark-skinned Amazon jumped up from the lawn chair and spread eagle in front of Caramel. Caramel feasted on Amazon and left her exhausted. Amazon felt drained when aftershocks rocked her from breast to legs. She shuddered from multiple orgasms taking hold of her body.

	The circle snaked around the pool after the first participants kicked off the orgy. Close to a hundred hedonists joined in, more than enough to complete the cipher. Voyeurs cheered them on as the DJ mixed in Uncle Luke’s “I Wanna Rock.”

	Niccolo looked on like wow.

	That was the first time he saw a sex circle form around the pool.

	The last two pieces of the circle were a bronze skinned fox with wavy hair. She feasted on a curvy blonde like she was starving. The blonde glanced over her shoulder and noticed the anchor’s ass behind her. She gave his leg a gentle tap and moved up a little closer. The anchor scissored his legs to make room for her to slide underneath. She was his kryptonite. She juggled his balls in her mouth and slurped him like a suction. He nutted in his wife on the strength of the blonde sucking his balls.

	When the anchor stood up to stretch after cumming, the blonde sucked his nut out of his wife’s pussy.

	Bon appétit.
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	Cheers from the orgy fed Niccolo’s addiction. Hosting parties was a drug he couldn’t kick. The addiction wasn’t because dudes kissed his ass and chicks fiended to fuck him. It was the power to take away someone’s stress and worries for a few hours. While he reveled in the success of the party, he spotted the reminder of a failed relationship that haunted him.

	“The fuck she’s doing here?” he questioned himself when Katari stepped into the pool area.

	The whole crowd stopped whatever they were doing. Their curious eyes also whispered the fuck she’s doing here? Two of the most well-known figures in the LS, who once represented “couple goals,” had parted ways before the summer. They’d split without much fanfare, but word got around faster than it took for them to peep her walk in. 

	"Hello," she said, becoming acutely aware of people watching her.

	“What’s good?” He grimaced as if he tasted something foul.

	“You,” she flirted.

	“Katt, what are you doing here?”

	“What?” She leaned forward.

	“Why are you here?”

	“What?” She strained her ears to listen through the bass thumping from the speakers.

	He looked past her for a place to speak. The fragrance that wafted from her skin gave him an erection. She wore his favorite scent. He smirked because there was a good chance she wore the fragrance on purpose.

	“Let’s talk by the shed.” He nodded toward the tool shed on the far corner of the backyard.

	She followed him and high stepped over the orgy chain as if people fucking in public was like a walk to the park.
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	“There are plenty of fish in the sea” is a common phrase for someone with options. It was a meaning for not settling for less. Priscilla knew the phrase all too well.

	Literally.

	She fed hundreds of fish that swam in her living room aquarium. The centered tank took up most of the wall. She hooked it up with rocks, castles, carnival rides, and all types of hiding spots. Collecting exotic fish was her hobby, something that took her mind off the bullshit the world offered.

	The ankle monitor was a part of the bullshit. She blamed herself for trusting someone she had no business dealing with. The lo-jack was a cold reminder of a curfew she hadn’t had since junior high. If that wasn’t enough, she’d miss out on working at the Garden of Eden. House arrest ruined her stream of income outside of campus work study.

	While the fish gobbled up the feed that floated like snow, she heard knocks on her front door. The knocks sounded like someone was making a beat with their knuckles. Without looking through the peephole, she opened the door. She knew exactly who stood on the other side.

	“How did you get past security?” She stood at the threshold with her arms folded.

	“I got it like that.” Gino flashed a smile.

	“I’m sure you do.” She drifted off to the side to let him in. “You’re probably fucking her too.”

	“I don’t gotta break security off for access.”

	“What is it then? Your charm?”

	“Nope,” he replied. “It’s something better.”

	“What?”

	“Deeeeeez nuuuuuuts.”

	Oh God. What did I get myself into. She locked the door behind him as he helped himself to the sofa. 

	She followed suit by sitting across from him in the saucer chair. She distanced herself from him without giving vibes for makeup sex. She reached for a pen and a two-page letter on the wooden table that separated them. The paper was marked in red throughout the paragraphs, forcing him to lead the conversation with a question.

	“What you doing?” He tried making out the words in red. “Grading papers?”

	“No.” She drove her pen between blue lines. “I’m making corrections.”

	“Corrections.” He chuckled. “You’re a teacher now?”

	“Bruh...” She parked the pen at the margin. “I’m correcting the letter Julius sent. I’m grading his spelling and grammar.”

	His left eye arched. “He told you to correct his letters?”

	“No, I did,” she said. “I hate making spelling and grammar errors in my head. I’m correcting him as I go.”

	“Riiiiiight.” He pursed his lips, confused about why Priscilla graded letters for an inmate. “Why the hell he’s writing letters? Inmates get emails now.”

	“Options are a beautiful thing.” She continued to mark the paper.

	Julius used to manage the parking lot at the Garden of Eden before he got arrested for running a small drug operation. The alphabet boys bagged him at his job, not at the club. The federales booked him at his day job. He worked in the mailroom at the corporate office of a staffing agency. Priscilla wrote him letters and put money on his books whenever she had a little bit of change to spare.

	That was the least she could do for someone she considered family.
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	Half of the crowd sitting poolside stared at Nicc and Katt. The other half engaged in the orgy chain. The nosey folks would rather have the estranged couple kiss and makeup instead of putting on a shouting match. The club was a lot better with them as a power couple, as choosing sides was like deciding which parent to live with. Because Nicc owned the club, they sided with him. 

	He added value to their LS experience.

	While some of the exhibitionists in the orgy tapped out, Katt and Nicc struggled with hashing out their differences. Fully aware of their surroundings, they knew peeps were watching. Without spilling the tea for attention, they stood on grown folks’ time.

	“What’s on your mind?” Niccolo rested his back on the wooden panel of the shed.

	“You.” Katt finessed.

	Niccolo looked away. “That shit won’t work on me, Katt.”

	“What shit?” she asked. “I came for closure.”

	“I came for closure,” he repeated as he faced her. “What makes you think I’m ready for that?”

	He shot down reconciliation. 

	That ship had sailed. The bygones became “bye” and “gone.” He thought she only came to the party to troll. Any resemblance of a make-up-to-break-up situation was swallowed by unforgiveness. The fragrance that seduced one-fifth of his main senses is the reason he entertained the convo.

	“I don’t want to end on bad terms,” she announced.

	“Are you surprised that we did?” He thought she was crazy. “Imagine my main squeeze giving her ex a hand job with nails I paid for.”

	“We were just friends.”

	“Oh, okay.” He nodded and poked out his bottom lip. “Soooooo friend is the new word for bae, hubby, boyfriend, and fuck buddy?”

	“Um…something like that.” Her face didn’t give off sarcasm.

	She was dead serious.

	His anger never clicked because he was calm and collected. She took his coolness as the license to express her feelings. Otherwise, she would’ve played dumb to dodge getting cussed out. Luckily for her, Nicc wasn’t hot headed, but the more they talked, the more likely her words would light a fuse.
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	Gino was sick about Priscilla’s arrest for drug possession. He felt bad about getting her jammed up. Her arrest was mainly his fault—he’d failed to give her the heads up. Surprised that she’d allowed him inside her abode without a fight, he cut to the chase with regrets.

	“My bad about what happened, Pris.” He took a deep breath. “I forgot about the baggie in the pocket.”

	“Why are you carry around cocaine anyway?” She trashed the apology.

	“I’m a drug dealing carjacker. Duh.” His tone was like, you knew better.

	Priscilla echoed those sentiments when she said, “I should’ve known when I saw the serial number scratched off on the gun in the glove compartment of a stolen car.”

	She flashed back to when he drove her home after a card party. Her ex had ditched her for sexing Monroe, the host of the house. After giving her the hall pass to play at the party, the ex couldn’t stomach the sight of another man drilling his main squeeze. Instead of waiting until the session was over, he vamoosed out the door and ghosted her, leaving her alone to fend for herself without a ride.

	Gino took everything that was said as he proudly announced, “I got the oowop on me now.”

	“Bruh…” Priscilla was bewildered. “You brought a gun to my home.”

	“Uh, yeah.” He flashed a crooked smile. “It’s my African Express; I never leave home without it.”

	Priscilla was floored.  She felt some type of way about him not only coming to the crib unannounced but also bringing a gun. She exhaled for a woosah! moment and closed her eyes with prayer hands. Five seconds of silence prevented her blood pressure from exploding.

	“I can’t be around felons, especially felons with a gun. It’s a part of my probation,” she addressed.

	He glanced at the ankle monitor and said, “That shit is sexy as fuuuuuuck, but who said I’m a felon?”

	“You sell drugs, steal cars, and carry a gun around.”

	“Okay, And?” He thought she was tripping. “Who said I’m dumb enough to get caught?”

	She glared at him like, really? She thought he was dumb for riding dirty in a stolen car in the first place. In her mind, it was only a matter of time before the police caught up with him.

	“How long you’re on house arrest?” He changed the subject.

	“Until the end of the summer,” she responded.

	“Daaaaaamn.” He cried at the thought of house arrest in the most lit months of the year. “That’s wild, joe. But how did you get a slap on the wrist?”

	“Your brother,” she said. “He pulled some strings to get me probation. I have to attend a drug program as part of the agreement. I don’t do drugs. Not even an aspirin. Now I gotta spend my afternoons listening to smokers talk about their addiction. Thanks, but no thanks to you.”

	Gino chuckled. “That’s a lot better than jail time.”

	“No, Gino. It wouldn’t have been the lesser of two evils if you’d told me about the booger sugar in your pocket.”

	He shrugged. “So that means no baecation for us?”

	“Not a chance in hell.” She shot him down.

	She grew tired of his wisecracks. The charm wore off. Her bad boy phase in the lifestyle only lasted a few weeks. She still found him attractive albeit reckless as fuck. Beneath the anger was the urge for a fuck session. His sex game was a 10, but good dick wasn’t worth her peace and freedom. His sitting with a gun in her living room wasn’t the only thing that set her off. 

	The funk of sex was a dead giveaway after he drilled the fake cop earlier that day.

	 


288

	[image: Image]

	PolyAF

	Three quarters of the orgy tapped out from too much fuckin’. Most of them couldn’t handle the sexual energy that flooded to the rim. While the rest of the exhibitionists chased their last nut, Katt and Nicc sorted out the past that took a turn for the worse.

	“I’m surprised you didn’t bring ol’ boy with you,” Niccolo referred to Stan, her ex turned current.

	“That’s ol’ boy plus one.” She leered.

	Her answer raised eyebrows. “Niiiiiiice. So, you have your tribe?”

	“Didn’t plan on it,” she claimed. “It just happened.”

	“How ol’ boy feels about it.”

	“Stan is iffy about it, but he’ll live.”

	Niccolo laughed. “Who’s the unlucky guy?”

	“Girl.”

	“Hey, now! Where you find her?”

	“Find her?” Katari laughed. “Was she supposed to be lost?”

	“Might as well. You’re used to picking up strays.”

	Katari clutched her invisible pearls. “Woooooow, Nic. That’s a low blow.”

	“You should know I like it low.” Nicc had jokes.

	But Katari was serious.

	At that moment, she regretted showing up at the party. The insult cut deep. The olive branch was chopped and sauteed by him roasting her relationship. No apologies were made because Nicc thought he did nothing wrong. All was fair the second she stepped on his property.

	“Hey, Nicc. Are you okay?” A light brown-skinned chick Deebo’d the conversation.

	“I’m good, Kingcess.” Niccolo nodded. “What’s up?”

	Kingcess, who rocked a burgundy-colored buzz cut, interrupted the exchange between Nicc and Katt.

	“Sir wants to know if you’re setting up the dungeon tonight.”

	Katari folded her arms and whipped her neck. “Um, babygirl. Don’t you see us talking?”

	Kingcess glared at Katt, from her slides to her breast-length microbraids. “Um, excuse me, Katt.”

	“It’s Katari, Kingcess.” Katari added bass to her voice.

	Niccolo quelled the fire between the two ladies by discussing business. “Tell Sir King the dungeon will be on the stage, not in one of the rooms.”

	Kingcess cut her eyes back to Nicc. 

	“Thank you, Nicc. I appreciate you.” She broke protocol by standing on her tippy toes to kiss him on the cheek.

	As one of Sir King’s submissives, they agreed she wouldn’t kiss anyone outside of their House. She broke rank to spite Katt. Pissing her off was worth the punishment as she planned on telling Sir King about what transpired. 

	Meanwhile, Katt was seconds away from bitch slapping Kingcess. The respect she had for the club prevented the slap. The drama would’ve soured the mood and her reputation, so she turned her back from the convo and left the yard. 

	That was the last time her and Nicc would see each other for the summer.
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	Priscilla knew Gino was reckless, but he violated by coming to her home with pussy on his breath. 

	Nothing flew past her. Not even the cologne he wore to mask the funk. She could’ve been part K-9 with her sense of smell. The stench smelled like perfume mixed with sweat and cum. She waited for him to drum up a lie after his PH imbalance snitched on him. The only thing that stopped her from going off was the ankle monitor.

	She couldn’t break bad because of the terms of her probation.

	“You’ve been fucking,” she said the quiet part of her suspicion out loud.

	His eyes blinked as he said, “Are you asking or telling me?”

	“Gino, you know what the fuck I mean.”

	“It’s not Gino–it’s Playboy.”

	“Gino. Playboy. Play-doh. Whatever name you’re going by this week. I said what I said.” She threw a flag on the play.

	She got up from the saucer chair and curved around to his side of the table.

	“Stand up,” she demanded.

	He looked at her like she was crazy. “What?!”

	“You heard what I said. Get up.” She was dead serious.

	He looked up like he was scolded by his mother. Is this bitch about to hit me? He stalled for a few seconds. He got up and towered over her with question marks running through his head.

	“Okay, what’s this about?” He waited for the punchline.

	She unbuckled and pulled
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