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Man
SWAPPERS


Disturbingly sexy and devilishly delicious, Man Swappers explores the taboo topic of women openly sharing other women’s men.


Man Swappers is about carefree and adventurous women who embrace their sexualities without embarrassment, guilt, ridicule, or shame. By day, bombshell sisters Porsha, Persia, and Paris do everything together. They work hard, travel far, and are always on the prowl for their next relationship. And getting the attention from the opposite sex has never been a problem for these vixens. In fact, they’ve had more than their share of men vying for their attention. But there’s a catch: You date one sister, you date them all.


But what happens when two of them break the rules of engagement and want one of the men all to themselves? And what happens when they find out it’s the same man?


A titillating story of sibling rivalry gone haywire, Man Swappers will thrill readers to a whole new level of satisfaction.
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Dear Reader:


Every once in a while, a book comes along that makes you pause and wonder how the author was able to pull off such a unique concept. Such is the case with Man Swappers by Cairo. A set of triplets who have both government names and freak-the-hell-out-of-men names. A set of triplets that have decided that their sexual liberation entails only sleeping with the same exact men at the same exact time. Wow! All I can say is that Cairo has stepped up his A-game on this one.


Feast your eyes and libido on these three fascinating women who might look exactly alike but have extremely different personalities, career goals, and sexual desires. One loves dominating men, one has an oral fetish, and one loves to play voyeur and pleasure herself...at least for a little while before she joins the festivities. What happens when one of the men starts to catch feelings for a particular triplet? What happens when another triplet falls for a complete stranger and decides to keep him all to herself? What happens when the third one becomes fascinated with a much younger man who is hung like a horse? Only Cairo can answer those and so many other wild questions in his latest erotic tome.


Thanks for giving Man Swappers support and I am confident that you will enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed editing it. Make sure to check out Cairo’s other titles: The Kat Trap, The Man Handler, Daddy Long Stroke, Deep Throat Diva and Kitty-Kitty, Bang-Bang. Thanks also for supporting the dozens of other authors that I publish under Strebor Books. We truly appreciate the love. For more information on our titles, please visit www.zanestore.com and you can find me on my personal website: www.eroticanoir.com. You can also join my online social network at www.planetzane.org.


Blessings,
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Strebor Books International
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Pleasure
CHAPTER ONE


My panties are wet and my body is hot and ready. I am so fucking horny watching my sister, Porsha, down on her knees sucking dick. I watch as she bobs her head back and forth, making swishy popping noises with her mouth as she slurps, gulps, and swallows the thick, eight-inch dick in front of her.


“That’s right, Sis,” I urge, grinning and sexily eyeing the six-foot-three, 220-pound, caramel-skinned stallion she’s kneeling before. He palms the back of her head, eyeing me back. My tongue traces my cherry red painted lips. “Throat that nigga’s dick, Passion. Rock his top, like Mommy taught you.” She swallows him down to the base, juggling his balls in her hand. “That’s my girl. You’re making Mommy so proud of you.”


Porsha, a.k.a. Passion, enjoys connecting with a man’s inner spirit, empowering him to be less inhibited. She encourages him to relax, relate, release and...enjoy the moment.


I thumb my nipples and they pop up like chocolate Hershey kisses, eager to be licked, suckled, and devoured by his hot, hungry mouth. But, tonight, there’ll be no touching. He is only allowed to look.


“You like looking at these pretty titties?” I ask him, seductively shaking them at him. I lift up my left breast and flick my long tongue over my nipple. He pulls in his bottom lip. I switch to my right breast, then do the same thing. “You wanna suck these nipples?”


He groans. “Ohhh, yeaaaah, baby...aaaaah, fuuuuck...” I can tell Porsha’s head game is getting the best of him. He is straining to hold it together; struggling not to spill his creamy yogurt without permission.


“Motherfucker,” my other sister, Persia, barks, snapping her whip. “You better not cum until I tell you to. You understand me?”


“Yessssssss...uhhhh, shiiiit...”


My sister, Persia—a.k.a. Pain, is domineering and commanding. Tonight, she is the mistress of ceremony, if you will. She enjoys creating scenarios and role-playing almost as much as she enjoys administering pain. Although she’ll tell you, quick, that she is not a Sadomasochist, or a Dominatrix, she’s the one who enjoys wearing the latex and leather getups with six-inch pencil boots and red nail polish and lipstick, dragging men around by collars and chains. And you can see the gleam in her eyes every time she causes a man to whimper and beg.


And, then, there is me—Paris, a.k.a. Pleasure. I am turned on by watching my two sisters bring a man to his knees as much as I enjoy having him watching me pleasure myself. I enjoy seeing a man experience intimacy, and allowing him to fulfill his hidden carnal desires while connecting with his fantasies. I am the one who lets them watch me fuck myself with fingers or toys, or a combination of the two, wishing it could be them lost in between the slick folds of my pussy. It is in the knowing that he cannot touch, that he cannot smell, that he cannot taste, the essence of my womanhood—unless, I allow him to—that brings me the most pleasure. I enjoy seeing a man experience sensual and sexual gratification. And, it is within the dark confines of his mind that my sisters and I transform deepest desires into flesh-to-flesh reality.


“Yes what, you sneaky motherfucker?” Persia barks, bringing my attention back to her. “Fucking your best friend’s sister, you nasty motherfucker.” She walks over to him and snaps a nipple clamp onto his left nipple.


He winces. And bolts of electricity shoot through my clit. “Aaaaah...yes, Mistress Pain.”


“You like watching his mother, don’t you? You like gazing at her big, wet pussy?”


Bitch, you wish. My pussy ain’t big, I think, cuttin’ an eye at her. I smack the front of my pussy, then spread my lips so he can see for himself how tight it is.


He licks his lips. “Yes, Mistress Pain.”


“Tell your friend’s mother how pretty she is.”


Porsha sucks him ferociously, taking him all the way down in her throat while she smacks, pops and pinches her clit.


“Aaah, oh, shit...” he moans.


“Look at his mother,” Persia says, turning his face in my direction, “and tell the bitch what a sexy whore she is.”


The word whore slices through me. But I will play my position and let it go, for now.


“You real fuckin’ sexy, ma,” he says, gazing at me. He purposefully doesn’t call me a whore, knowing it will bring him delightful consequences.


She grabs him by the throat. Her nails sink into his jugular. He winces, then grunts. Porsha’s wearing his dick out, sucking it feverishly. “That’s not what I told you to say, you defiant little shit. I said to tell her she’s a sexy whore.”


“Aaaah, shiiiiit...”


“You better not nut, you dumb fuck. Now say it.”


I force a grin. Continue in the fantasy, leaning back on my right forearm, using my left hand to massage my clit over my thin silk panties while staring at Persia. Despite my annoyance that she is forcing him to call me a whore, I am still in awe at how well she flips into script and dominates, manipulates, and controls men. She is wearing a crotchless latex cat suit with cut-out breasts. Her chocolate nipples poke out like sweet pieces of double-coated chocolate malt balls.


He repeats her words, and she lets go of his throat, mushing him in the face. I can see the imprint of her nails embedded in his skin. He keeps his eyes locked on me, biting down on his bottom lip.


“You like fuckin’ your friend’s sister’s throat?” Persia asks, clamping his right nipple. He snaps his eyes shut, pulling in a deep breath. “Open your eyes,” she says, stepping up on the footstool near him and sticking her tongue in his ear. She bites down on his earlobe. Repeats the question; tells him to keep his eyes locked on me as I part my shapely legs so he can see my swollen petals around the crotch of my panties.


“Yes, Pain, baby. Her throat feels so fuckin’...aaah, shit... good.”


Persia walks over to the table, draped with a black tablecloth, and grabs a wooden ruler. She walks back over to Emerson. But tonight he is being called Sammie—this is what he has asked for. To be a horny teenage boy who sneaks into a window to get his dick sucked by his friend’s sister while he watches their mother masturbate. I am the mother who walked in on them, then started watching and playing with myself. A role I happily oblige. Persia glides the ruler over his muscular ass. She traces his ass cheeks with it, runs the edge of it down the crack of his ass, then without warning she whacks him with it. He flinches. She whacks him again, and again. Then, like a razor, she slowly slides it up his ass crack before lighting his ass on fire.


“You wanna nut, don’t you, you nasty little fucker?”


“No, Pain. Only if it is pleasin’ to you.”


I moan, listening to the smacking sounds of Porsha’s dick sucking. “That’s right, suck the shit out that fat dick. Suck him how Mommy showed you.” I let out a girlish giggle, then grind on my hand. “You have my pussy soooooo wet,” I moan again, gazing at Emerson. “Sammie, you wanna smell my wet panties while you fuck my daughter’s nasty little throat with your dick?”


“Yesssss...” he moans.


“You wanna taste ’em?”


He groans, then grunts, nodding his head as Porsha pulls his cock from out of her mouth and begins to coat it with a glob of spit. She jacks him off, then slowly starts sucking on his balls. “Aaaaah, yeah, baby...just like that...”


I lift my legs up in the air and slowly peel off my panties. I spread open my legs; give him a visual of what he can’t have. His eyes widen as he drinks in the loveliness of my freshly shaven pussy. It greets him with glistened lips, smiling at him. He watches as I dip one finger, then two, in and scoop out my juices. I slip my fingers into my mouth and gently suck on them. When I have cleaned my fingers of my cream, I part my pussy lips and allow him to swallow in its pink center, lush and slippery.


I love my pussy. No, seriously...I adore it. The way it looks; the way it feels; the way it smells; the way its muscles constrict and contract—gripping and tugging at a finger, or tongue, or a neat little battery-operated gadget—when being teased, taunted and toyed with. Oh, how I love the way my cunt drips with its own sweet, sticky, delectable honey as it whines and begs and pleads for a deep fucking by a deliciously thick, pulsating cock. Too bad—for him, tonight, there will be no fucking...by choice.


Emerson, uh Sammie, lets out another moan, keeping his eyes glued to my weeping pussy. He knows my cunt cries for his touch. Knows it begs for his thrusts. And I see the yearning in his eyes to give it what it needs, wants, and craves—his tongue, his fingers, his thick, veiny dick!


Porsha slides a hand between her legs, rapidly smacks her pussy and pops her clit a few times while throating Emerson’s cock.


Persia removes his left nipple clamp, then twirls her tongue around it. She flicks her tongue over it, then nibbles on it before moving over to his right nipple and doing the same thing. I know she is about to allow him to bust his nut. And he knows it, too. She walks in back of him, drops down and starts nibbling and biting on his swollen ass cheeks. She kisses and licks where she has bruised. I watch as she parts his ass open, then runs her tongue in his crack.


“Oh, fuck...goddamn...y’all freaky-ass bitches fuckin’ my head up...”


“Did I tell you to speak, you dirty, little maggot? Do you want me to paddle your tight ass until he bleeds?”


“No, Pain.”


“Then you speak when spoken to. You understand?”


“Yes, Pain.


“Muhfucka,” Porsha says, stroking his dick, “you can say what you want. You know you ain’t ever gonna find another set of fly, freaky bitches like us who’ll fuck you stress free. So you better shut the fuck up and ask Pain if you can feed us your nut.”


“Pain, baby, may I have permission to bust this nut?”


Persia stops what she’s doing. “You think you deserve to cum, you naughty little fucker?” she asks, smacking him on the ass again.


“Yes, Pain.”


She walks around to the front of him, grabbing him by the neck, then pulling him into her and forcefully kissing him. I rapidly finger myself. My pussy explodes, watching him greedily suck the scent of his ass off of Persia’s tongue. She pulls back from him. “You like how your ass tastes?”


Porsha wets his dick with more spit, then slips it back into her hungry mouth.


“Aaaaah, shit...”


“Answer me, motherfucker,” Persia says, pinching and twisting his nipples.


“Mmmm, aaaahhh...yes, Mistress. I like how my ass tastes on your tongue. I love it when you eat my ass.”


“Of course you do, you nasty little sonofabitch.” She kisses him again, then walks in back of him, again, and squats down. “Keep fucking her horny mouth real good and I’ll let you cum.” He grunts as she pulls open his cheeks and blows into his hole. “You want my tongue back in your horny, tight ass?”


Porsha rapidly sucks and gulps his cock.


“Ohhhh, shiiiiiit...yessssss, baby. Fuck my ass with your tongue.”


“Don’t you nut, yet,” Persia warns as she buries her face back into his ass and fucks him with her heated tongue.


He dips at the knees, grabs the sides of Porsha’s head and face-fucks her relentlessly, moaning. It is all music to my ears. When he can no longer take the intense dick-sucking and ass-licking my sisters are giving him—or watching me play in my wet abyss, his body begins to shake. I watch as his head drops backward and his eyes roll up to the ceiling. He lets out a load, rumbling moan. His body starts to quiver.


It is time.


I smile, wiping my drenched pussy with my panties, then get up and walk over to him. I lick his left nipple, pull him by the neck toward me, then slip my tongue into his mouth. I suck on his tongue, his lips. Wipe his face with my cum-stained panties, then stuff them into his mouth. He greedily sucks and chews on them.


“Clean my panties, you nasty nigga,” I say, running my hands along his chiseled chest. I allow my nails to lightly graze across his skin. I whisper in his ear, pulling my panties out of his mouth. I smell them. “Mmmm, my pussy smells so good. What do you think my son would say if he caught you fuckin’ his sister’s pretty little face and watchin’ his mother play with herself?” I reach between his legs and grab his balls while Porsha continues bobbing back and forth on his cock. I roll them in my hand, then lightly squeeze.


“Aaaah, fuuuuck...he’d tell me how fucked up I am.”


“He sure would. You ready to show him how fucked up you are?” I ask, dropping down to my knees next to Porsha. He will feed the two of us his milk while Persia eats his ass.


“Oh, yes...aaaaah...” Porsha releases his cock from her throat. He grabs it and rapidly jacks it, moaning. I am anxious to feel his hot cum splash up against my lips and tongue. He has two sets of eyes looking up at him, two wet tongues wagging in anticipated delight, waiting to be drenched by his cream.


Porsha and I both lap at his balls, then pull one into each of our mouths. “Aaaaaah, fuuuck...Yeah, suck them balls...aaah...you pretty bitches got a nigga’s head spinnin’...aaaah, shit...I’m cummin’... ooohhh...here it comes...open ya mouths...come get this nut...”


He scoots back as Porsha and I open our mouths, and say, “Aaaaaaah,” wagging our tongues, and flicking them at the tip of his swollen mushroom head. His body shudders as he pumps out a gushing stream of hot creamy nut. He swings his dick from side to side, sprays us with his sticky cream. Persia removes her tongue from his ass, then comes around and tongues him down again. He continues stroking his dick, squeezing out more nut, then allows me and Porsha to take turns sucking out the last few drops of his salty and sweet nectar.


“Daaaaaaaaaaaaamn...” he says, trying to catch his breath. “That shit was good as fuck. Y’all got a muhfucka’s head spinnin’.”


Porsha and I swallow his nut, standing up and licking our lips. We both take turns kissing him, then push him back on the sofa. “We ain’t finished with you, nasty boy,” Porsha says, rolling a condom down on his dick, then straddling him. “You fucked my mouth; now it’s time to fuck my pussy.” She reaches under for his still-hard dick. She strokes it at the base, allowing the head to brush up against the back of her pussy. She will not allow him to enter her until I am in position. I stand up on the sofa and look down into his glazed eyes. The eyes of a man seduced and pleasured by three beautiful women—sisters identical in every way imaginable.


Porsha slips his dick into her smoldering hole, then gallops down on his shaft. Persia is now on her knees, sucking on his balls.


He moans.


I straddle his face. Allow my smoldering slit to hover over his seeking mouth. He sticks his thick tongue out, rapidly flaps it back and forth. I lower my pussy, barely allowing the tip of his tongue to touch it. He reaches up for me with his hands. I grab them, pushing them up over his head. Pin them against the wall. Then slowly mount his mouth; give him access to my wetness. Grind on his mouth until I cum in it.


Tonight, we have brought this man before us to heightened bliss. We have taken him on a sexual journey like no other. And have allowed him to explore a hidden desire without guilt or shame. Our motto is simple: What one has, the others share—including men. Yes, Porsha, Persia, and I have given this hunk of man a night he will soon never forget. And, together, we are man swappers—three sisters, three insatiable libidos—who share the same man, with one mission in mind. To fuck him—together, and take him to the edge of ecstasy, taunt him, then toss his ass over.




Porsha
CHAPTER TWO


“Girrrrrrl, I almost shitted my drawers and gagged on Emerson’s dick last night when Persia’s crazy ass told him to call you a whore,” I say to Paris, shaking my head at Persia. We’re sitting in a booth at Je’s restaurant in downtown Newark waiting to order their slamming breakfast. It’s busy. But, fortunately for us, we picked a good day to come ’cause usually it’s packed tight up in here, and the line is wrapped around the building to get in. “Baaaaaby, the look on your face was priceless.” I crack up, knowing how much she dislikes being called that. Whores are sleazy and gutter-like to her.


She rolls her eyes at me. “Thanks for reminding me, heifer. Besides, you didn’t have on any drawers, you were bare-assed with a mouthful of dick, remember?” I keep laughing. She glares over at Persia. “Yeah, bitch, you coulda at least told him to call me a ho. Damn.”


Persia flicks her wrist at her. “Whore, ho, what’s the difference? It was all a part of the fantasy.”


She huffs. “Noooooo, the fantasy was Emerson having his boy’s sister suck his dick while their mother watched; not you referring to her, me, as a whore.”


“Ummm, excuse me. I know what the fantasy was. I was there. Or did you forget?”


“No, obviously you did,” Paris snaps, picking up the menu and looking it over. She eyes Persia over the edge of the menu. “Don’t call me that shit again.”


“I didn’t call you that, boo. Emerson did. And, technically, it wasn’t you who was the whore. It was his boy’s mother. The role you played.”


“You know what the hell I mean,” Paris snorts.


Persia smirks. “Oh lighten up. No need in getting your panties all twisted around your clit. It’s only a name. Don’t let it have so much power over you.”


Paris sucks her teeth. “Whatever. Next time, use another word.”


“Okay, then. How about slut? Would that work for you?”


I shake my head, knowing that this little situation is about to turn nasty if I don’t intervene. For us to be so identical in our looks, mannerisms, and body-types, yet have three such distinctly different personalities is mind-boggling—and, at times, messy. Oh, wait...you don’t know. We’re identical triplets. Yes, who share each other’s men, something we’ve been doing since freshman year in college. And as long as we don’t open our mouths, we can fuck a man into oblivion and he’d never know which one of us he was fucking, first.


Anyway, Persia is clearly the most antagonistic and mean-spirited of the three of us. And she’s a lot more aggressive with men than Paris and me. Whereas, Paris—who is so much more like our mother—is the calmer, more laid-back of us all. She’s also the sneaky type who’d rather sit by the fire and sip chardonnay with a chenille throw draped over her shoulder while curled up reading a good novel. Then—in the still of the night, shimmy her fast-ass down the balcony when she thinks everyone is fast asleep to guzzle down a dick. And I’m the mixture of the two. Cool, calm, collected and...oh so refined, one minute. Then ready to swing a bitch into a wall the next. And, when it comes to men, shoot, ain’t no shame in my game. I’ll fuck ’em every which way the sun shines.


“Okay, ladies,” I say, waving the white table napkin in the air. “Kiss and make up. This is not the place, nor the time, for getting catty.”


“Oh shut up,” they say in unison. “You’re the one who started this mess.”


“Well, excuuuuuuse, me,” I say, looking at Paris. “I’m not the one who called you a whore and said your pussy was a big-ass mess.”


Persia snickers, “Girl, you are such an instigator. You know damn well I didn’t say no shit like that. Well, not about her pussy being a mess.”


Paris grunts, glancing over at Persia. “Mmmph, well, shit. You might as well have. You told him to look at my big, wet pussy; same difference.”


“Oh, right. I sure did, didn’t I?”


“I’ll have you bitches know I have a nice tight pussy. I do kegel exercises twice a day.”


I look at her, amused. “Oh, that’s what you were doing when I walked in on you spitting out that big-ass tennis ball the other day?”


Persia and I laugh.


“Both of you hookers can kiss my sweet ass,” Paris says, leaning up on her forearms. She whispers through clenched teeth the way our mother used to when we were getting on her nerves.


“’Cause I’ll whip both of y’all’s asses. Now try it.”


We bust out laughing, knowing damn well fist-fighting each other isn’t what we do. We tease, we talk shit to each other, but that’s where we draw the line. And it’s always done with a whole lot of love.


“Anyway, speaking of Emerson,” Persia says, placing her elbows up on the table. “Have either of you noticed how funny style he’s been acting lately?”


I shake my head. “Not really, why?”


Paris purses her lips. “Well, I didn’t sense him acting funny, but I did notice he seemed a little preoccupied the last few times he was with us, but I didn’t really pay too much attention to it.”


“Well, I have,” Persia says. “And you do know what that smells to me, right?”


“Another woman,” I say.


Persia smirks, raising a brow. “Exaaactly.”


“Neither one of you know that for sure,” Paris says, glancing at the both of us. “So let’s not go there, yet. At least not until we have something more specific to go on.”


Persia rolls her eyes. “I’ll tell you this. We may not know for sure what or who he’s doing, but he’s doing something with someone, trust me. And he has one time to not return a call, or deliver the dick, and his ass is chopped. You know...”


She stops talking when our waiter finally comes over to our table. He stares at us, blinking his eyes. He’s a tall, lean, mocha-colored cutie with deep, spinning waves and almond-shaped eyes. He’s shocked at how identical the three of us are, and how similar our voice patterns are. The way he looks at us, tells us what we already know—he’s mesmerized by our beauty, like so many others. We smile at him, slyly nodding at each other. We are all thinking the same thing: he’s fuckable.


“Good morning, ladies. My name is Royce and I’ll be your server today. Can I get you something to drink?”


Damn, I’ve never seen his fine-ass here, I think, eyeing him. I am pleasantly surprised at the sight of our waiter. And I can tell Persia is also. Paris tries to act disinterested. We’re usually greeted and waited on by one of the females who either come off a little rough around the edges or look like they’ve been around the block a few times and back. Shit, a few of them look as if they’ve just been released from a jail cell. But, the food is good as hell. And judging by what’s standing before us, today is definitely our lucky day. There’s a hint of a Caribbean accent that makes my clitoris jump. I tightly press my thighs together to pinch off the flow of excitement swelling between my legs. There’s something about hearing a Caribbean man talk low and dirty in his dialect that makes my pussy overheat. We exchange pleasantries, give him our drink orders, then watch as he walks off.


“Damn, he has a nice ass,” Persia says, leaning in and lowering her voice while fanning herself. “I’d like to clamp my legs around his waist and dig my nails deep into that plump, golden-brown booty.”


“And I’d like to suck the skin off his dick,” I say, seductively licking my lips at the thought of being down on my knees sucking him senseless. “I bet he has some real good dick, too.”


“Mmmp, mmph, mmph,” Persia says, patting her chest, “there’s nothing like some good ole juicy, Bajan cock.”


An older gentleman wearing a Yankees fitted overhears us and smiles, shaking his head. Persia shoots him a look, and he turns his nosey ass back around. We keep on talking as if we’re the only three in the restaurant.


“Yeah, but he looks too damn young,” Paris offers thoughtfully.


“Chile, please,” I say, flicking my wrist at her. “As long as he’s over twenty-one, is single, and ain’t packin’ a little-ass dick, he can get it.” We give each other high-fives, laughing.


“I know that’s right,” Persia agrees. Truth is our rules are simple. Any man we fuck has to be: one, single. Now we’ll share a man amongst ourselves, but we ain’t sharing another bitch’s man; two, willing to fuck all three of us either together, or separately; preferably with us in the same room since that’s what turns us on the most; three: he must be over the age of twenty-one; four, he must be able to nut more than one round; and, five: be open and honest about his sexual desires. If his ass can’t be honest about what it is he wants and craves, then he’s probably going to have a hard time being honest about other shit in his life.


“You ladies need a few more minutes, or are you ready to order?” our waiter asks.


“Is your family from the Caribbean?” I ask, allowing my eyes to roam the length of his body. I clasp my hands in front of me. He says he’s from Saint Lucia. I smile, imagining him standing here naked with his long West Indian cock dangling in front of him, eager to be sucked. Shit, in my head, he’s lying naked up on this table and I am drizzling warm maple syrup all over his nipples, down the center of his chest, and all over his dick and balls. My sisters and I take turns licking every inch of his sticky body, then mount his cock and face, and fuck him senseless.


“Ooooh, we love Saint Lucia,” Persia coos, snapping me out of my mini-daze. “So, tell me, Royce from Saint Lucia, how old are you?” She’s eyeing him like he’s a thick, slab of juicy baby back ribs. She licks her lips.


“Twenty-three,” he says, rubbing his dimpled chin.


“You involved with anyone?” I ask.


“Nah, not at the moment.”


Persia grins. “Well, in that case,” she says flirtatiously, “we’ll have you to go.”


He laughs.


“I’m dead serious,” Persia says, tilting her head. She keeps her gaze locked on his. “Have you ever fantasized about being in a foursome?”


He shakes his head, blushing and visibly caught off-guard, shifting his weight from one foot to the other. He nervously glances around the restaurant to make sure no one is hearing this. But, of course, the nosey-ass fart across from us has his hairy ears all pressed into our conversation, ear-hustling.


“Oh, that’s okay. You probably couldn’t handle us, anyway. We’d eat you alive, baby.” Persia and I laugh.


Paris sucks her teeth. “Listen, ignore her. I’ll have French toast, scrambled eggs, hard, with cheddar cheese, and grits.”


“Okay,” he says, sounding relieved. He looks over at me. “Do you need more time?”


“Give me the same,” I add. Persia rolls her eyes and orders pancakes and a vegetable and cheese omelet. When Royce returns with our food, Persia starts in on him again.


She reaches over and touches his arm. “Do you think we’re sexy?”


He nods, grinning. “Hellzz yeah,” he snaps excitedly before catching himself. He looks around the restaurant to make sure no one overheard him. Of course, the two nosey bitches sitting at the table next to us glance over at us.


Persia motions with her finger for him to lean in to her. She lightly blows into his ear, speaks to him in a low, seductive tone. “And we have real good pussy, baby. Imagine the three of us without clothes on, stretched out on a bed butt-naked, legs spread wide, mouths open, tongues wagging—all waiting on you. For you to experience anything you’ve ever wanted to experience. Do you think you ready for something like that?”


He smiles uneasily, taking the three of us in. I smile at him. Paris stays focused on her meal as if she’s not hearing any of this. His face becomes flush from shock and nervousness. For a moment, I think he’s about to break out in a sweat. Although he tries to play it cool, Persia has put him on the spot. Something she enjoys doing to men.


“Listen,” Persia continues, deciding to let him off the hook. “How about you slide us your number when you bring us our bill? Then we can talk more privately.”


“Cool-cool,” he says, grinning. “I gotta handle the rest of my customers, but definitely will.”


“Make sure you do,” she says, smiling at him. He turns to walk off and bumps into the back of someone’s chair. We watch him walk off, chuckling. “You see his sexy ass grinning like he hit the damn Jersey Lotto?” Paris eyes her. She shrugs. “What?”


Paris huffs. “Just once do you think we can go out without you recruiting or tryna round up the next batch of dick? Damn.”


“Okay, your point?”


“The point is exactly what I said. You need to stop being so damn extra with it. And exercise a bit more discretion. Geesh.”


“Paris, puhleeze. Don’t sit here and try to get all prudish on me,” Persia responds incredulously. “We need to keep our options open. A freak has always got to be ready for new opportunities that may arise. And this freak stays prepared, okay? Thought you knew.”


“Well, maybe a freak needs to learn when to open and shut her damn mouth sometimes, instead of inviting every damn Charles, Dick and Nut in.”


Persia frowns. “Bitch, what the fuck’s wrong with you this morning? I’m not bleeding and neither is Porsha, so I know your ass is not on the rag, either. So what the fuck is it with all this bitchiness?”


Paris sighs. “Nothing; let’s drop it.”


“No, let’s not drop shit. If there’s something you need to say, then say it. So we can address it and—”


I look around the room and notice a few people trying to get their ear-hustle on. I cut in. “And how about we not get into this right now.” I blink, looking over toward the door. Two chicks walk through the door, and I roll my eyes. “Roach alert,” I say, jerking my head over in their direction. Persia and Paris follow my eyes.


“Damn, this bitch,” Persia says. “And her Road Kill.”


I laugh. “That bitch looks like a damn possum.” It’s our cousin, Zena, and her friend, Ameeka, one of the sideshow rodeo hoes she hangs with.


Persia laughs. “Let’s hope she doesn’t see us.”


“Nope, not so lucky,” Paris says, throwing her hand up in a Miss America hand wave. Zena waves back, then says something out of the side of her mouth to Ameeka as they make their way over to us. Aside from the fact that she’s still holding on to shit that happened in 2000—when we were seniors in high school, Zena has a love-hate relationship with us, particularly Persia. She’s never gotten over the fact that the guy she had a high school crush on asked Persia to go to the senior prom with him. And Persia not only went, she fucked him, knowing Zena had a thing for him.


“Bitch, please. He ain’t your man,” Persia had told her when Zena had confronted her about it at our family’s annual picnic.


“Yeah, but you know how I feel about him.”


Persia bucked her eyes. “Well, does he know how you feel?”


“No.”


“Exactly. So until he does, it’s open season. So get on up outta my face ’cause I’m going. And if he acts right, I might let him hit it.” The next thing I know, Zena slaps her and they start going at it. Paris and I stood and watched the two of them slap, kick, punch, and bite each other until two of our uncles ran over and broke it up. Then all four of us got whipped by our mothers for fighting. Well, they got their asses beat for fighting. Paris and I got ours tore up for watching. Now, here we are eleven years later, and this bitch is still holding on to the shit. And she ended up getting him, and eventually marrying his ass any-damn-way.


“Bitch, you fucking my leftovers,” Paris reminded her the day Zena announced she was engaged, and demanded that Paris respect her relationship. “So, whooptie-doo! Big dick for sure, but the nigga can’t fuck but for a hot second. So, enjoy!”


Needless to say, we didn’t get an invite to her wedding.


“And the drama begins,” I say, shaking my head as she approaches the table.


“Well, isn’t this cute,” Zena says, giving Persia and Paris phony-air kisses and waving at me, “the three of you over on this side of town. What brings you High-end Divas over on this end; recruitment? Y’all still doin’ each other’s men?” She says this as a dig, of course. Her friend snickers. We can’t stand this bitch with her Cookie Monster face, either.


Persia eyes Ameeka. “Sweetie, I don’t know what you over there snickering about when I saw your man two weeks ago all hugged up. And it wasn’t with you. So looks like we aren’t the only ones sharing a man”—she snaps her fingers—“okay?” Ameeka gives her a look of disbelief, opening her mouth to say something. Persia puts her hand up to stop her. “Save it. You can play stupid if you want. But what you need to do is handle your own situation before you try and snicker at us.”


I can tell she’s pissed. But the truth is the truth. “Zena, I’ll be over at our table,” she huffs, storming off.


Persia, Paris and I laugh. “Trick,” all three of us say at the same time.


“I see why he cheats on her with that big-ass, oversized face of hers,” Persia continues. She acts like she doesn’t hear us. But the place is only but so big, so of course everyone up in the restaurant has gotten an earful. Most of the patrons look on with amusement; others with disgust and annoyance that we are disrupting their meal.


“Now, girls,” Zena says, tossing her micro-braids over her shoulder. She has a forehead and hairline like that Essence chick, Susan Taylor. “That wasn’t nice.”


I eye Zena. “Girlfriend, you started it.”


Persia rests her forearms up on the table, looking Zena up and down. She scrunches her nose up like Zena’s a pile of hot horse shit. “And, since you came over here trying to be messy, tell me. Does your hubby know that that last baby of yours isn’t even his?”


Zena’s eyes pop open in shock. “W-w-whaat? Who told you that shit? I-I-I don’t know where y’all got your information from, but you need to go back and check your facts.”


“No, sweetie,” Persia says. “You need to request a blood test so you can have your facts ’cause we already know what it is. How long was hubby over in Iraq? And how long was he home before you announced you were pregnant again? And how many months later did you drop that baby?”


“Mmmm, let’s see,” Paris states, counting on her fingers, “One, two, three...” She shakes her head. “It just doesn’t add up. You said the baby was full-term, but he was born a month earlier. So how is that full-term if it’s supposed to be your hubby’s?”


“Y’all can sit here and think and speculate what the hell you want. All of my kids have the same daddy, and it’s Aaron—my husband,” she adds for emphasis, shifting her weight from one foot to the other. “You know what. I’m not even doing this with you bitches today.”


Persia tosses her hand up at her, flicking her wrist, dismissing her. “Then don’t. See ya.”


Persia and I laugh as Zena walks off to join her low-budget-ass friend. It really pisses me off how bitches like her are so quick to judge us for doing what we do when they’re worse than us. Shit, we aren’t doing anything you and any other bitch hasn’t been doing, or known to do—passing the dick around.


“I can’t stand that bitch,” Persia sneers as the waiter finally comes back over to see if we want, or need, anything else. Persia shifts her attention back to him, smiling. Her frown is immediately replaced with a warm, inviting smile. She tells him he can bring us our check, then watches him walk off. “I bet you his young-ass got some good dick.”


“He might,” I say, watching Paris ruffle through her bag, then pulling out a pack of Cobalt chewing gum. She offers us some, then tosses it back into her bag.


Persia continues, “But I bet you he can’t handle one of us, let alone all three of us. We’d have that poor boy strung the hell out, and you know it. The last thing we need is a damn junkie on our hands.”


“Yeah, girl,” I agree, nodding. “We definitely don’t need that.”


In spite of her mood, Paris chuckles, rolling the stick of gum into her mouth. “My treat,” she says, pulling out her AMEX card. “Y’all heifers are too much.”


“But am I lying?” Persia asks, laughing.


Paris and I shake our heads and say at the same time, “Nope, not at all.”


When he returns to our table with the check, Persia pulls out her wallet and tosses a ten on the table. I do the same. And as if on cue, the young Caribbean stud slides Persia his number written on the back of a card as she slides out of the booth.


She leans into his ear and whispers, “I hope you have a big dick,” then heads for the door.




Persia
CHAPTER THREE


I’m not sure what the hell was going on with Paris and her moody ass this morning, but I was three seconds from screaming on her. Sometimes she can be such a fucking stick in the mud when she gets on her bullshit. Luckily, we’re sisters and we’re extremely close and, no matter what, I’m going to love her. But, damn it, sometimes she can be a real bitch! Well, shit, on second thought...so can I. So I guess we’re even.


But that hooker Zena. She’s a waste of space. If she wants to live in lies, then that’s on her, but this sista here is going to always be true. And the truth is I enjoy fucking the same men as my sisters. I realize that a woman who doesn’t understand our thinking is going to think it’s nasty. That it’s trifling. That it’s downright despicable and repulsive. I get it. All the holier-than-thou-self-righteous hoes think sharing a man is sinful. Why? Because my sisters and I are open about doing it? Mmmph. Well, answer me this: Would it be better if we randomly shared a man, acting as if it wasn’t happening, like so many other women do? Should we play dumb, and stupid, and settle for a man knowing he has other women on the side? Mmmph. No, I don’t think so! What we women should do is take back our power. Hold them accountable for their behaviors, and stop making excuses for why they do what they do. Shit, it’s obvious why they do what they do—because they can. So we have to stop letting them get all up in our heads, stressing about what (or who) the fuck they’re doing. Because truth of the matter is a man’s going to do what he wants no matter how hard we try to stop him, or control him. And cheating is one of those things that most men are going to do at least once.


Although having more than one woman is something most men only dream of, yearn for, there are plenty more men who actually do live it. So knowing this, my sisters and I have empowered ourselves to give men the opportunity to have more than one woman. So what’s so wrong with that? Is it the fact that we’re sisters connected by genetics and blood that makes it dirty? Or would it be more acceptable if we were simply three women fucking and sucking and fighting over the same man, acting as if we didn’t know about the other?


Well, understand this. The difference between what my sisters and I do from what any other woman who has ever shared her man has done is this: we willingly and openly accept it for what it is. We allow men to indulge their animalistic need to mount and mate with more than one woman—closely monitored, of course.


Yes, we are the scandalous triplets in our family. And our own mother has the nerve to still be very appalled, as she called it, when she learned of what we were doing. And, even now—to this very day, she’s not able to let it go.


“Girls,” she had said, sitting down at the head of the dining room table with her arms resting on the table and her hands clasped in front of her. We were in our senior years at Howard University, almost twenty-one; and, in our minds, grown. “I’m hearing some very disturbing rumors...”


“What kind of rumors?” Paris asked, shifting in her seat.


“Things that I dare not believe about you girls. I didn’t raise y’all to be no loose girls. So I’m hoping they’re not true...”


My sisters and I looked at each other, already knowing where the conversation was headed. “You hope what isn’t true?” Porsha asked, getting impatient. Our mother, love her dearly, has a way with dragging shit out instead of getting to the point.


“Well...” she paused, trying to find her words. A practice she rehearsed over and over to keep our father from storming up out of the house when she said something he didn’t like. Out of the three of us, my patience level is the shortest. And when it comes to nonsense I am much more vocal about it than they are.


I huffed, glancing down at my watch. “Mom, will you please spill it already? Geesh. Say what you have to say and stop beating around the bush.”


She ignored my irritation, squinting her eyes at me. “Persia, don’t get mouthy with me. Now, like I was saying, I hope these rumors being spread about y’all are nothing but the devil and his lies.”


“MOM!” I yelled, getting up from my seat. “This is ridiculous. Will you, please. Get. To. The Damn. Point.”


“The point is your Aunt Lucky called here, then your Aunt Fanny, to tell me they heard the three of you have been sleeping with each other’s boyfriends.” Lucky and Fanny are two of her gossiping-ass sisters, Lucille and Francine, who enjoy rattling off everyone else’s business, except their own. They are always somewhere meddling. The only aunt who had any sense was my Aunt Penny—my mother’s youngest sister. She packed up and moved to Arizona, far away from all of their asses.


I rolled my eyes up in my head. Paris and Porsha glanced over at me, shaking their heads for me not to get into it with her. “That’s old news.”


“Old news?” she repeated in disbelief. “What in the world do you mean, it’s ‘old news’? It’s new news to me. And y’all know how I am about gossip and rumors.”


Yeah, you like dishing it, but can’t stand to be on the receiving end of it. “Well, what we do isn’t a rumor,” I informed her. “It’s a fact. I thought you were gonna say some mess about one of us being pregnant, or having a disease or something.”


Porsha and Paris snickered.


“Oh, good Lord,” she said, getting up from her seat. “Say this isn’t so.” She looked around at each of us, waiting. “One of you had better open your mouth and tell me right now that your aunts have been calling here with a bunch of hot trash lies ’cause I know damn well none of my daughters would be so goddamn trifling to do some ho-ass shit like that.”


My sisters and I blinked, blinked again. It was very rare that we heard our mother use that kind of language. Out of her four sisters, she is the prim, proper, prissy one, despite being born in Newark. Despite being raised in the projects. She was the one who made sure her three daughters went to private schools instead of public schools, and moved us far away from the hood because she wanted better for us. Always a lady; always turning the other cheek—for most things, we knew she was pissed about this. But we also knew that, whether it struck a nerve with her not, we were okay with what we were doing.


“Mom, Persia’s right,” Paris stated. “It’s true.”


Our mother threw her hand up over her mouth, shocked that we were open about it. She stared at us, long and hard. It was almost as if she would have preferred we’d denied it. “Why in the world?”


“Because all three of us...” Porsha tried to explain, pointing at Paris and me, “...have been in relationships with guys who have either cheated on us, or tried to, so we decided to take matters into our own hands by allowing any man we become involved with to have more than one woman—the three of us.”


“And on top of it,” I added, grinning, “he gets to experience some of the greatest, freakiest sex he’ll ever experience in his lifetime.”


I’ll never forget the look on her face when I told her that shit. It looked like she was on the brink of a heart attack. All the color in her honey- brown complexion drained from her face. She was flabbergasted. She shook her head in disbelief. “So, let me get this right. My three daughters,” she glared at us, “like fucking the same men. Is that what the hell I hear y’all saying to me?” We nodded. “Ohmygod, I can’t believe I’m hearing this shit.” In melodramatic fashion, she clutched her chest, shaking her head. “Oh, so I guess y’all down between each other’s legs licking each other, too, huh? Just doing all kind of sinful shit.”


We frowned. “Ugggh,” we said in unison. “We share our men, Mom. That’s it. We’re not lesbians and we aren’t licking each other.”


“And we always use condoms,” Paris added like that would make a difference.


“Besides...” I walked over to where my sisters were sitting. I stood behind them, placing one hand on each of their shoulders. “You always told us to never fight over anything, and to share everything.”


She looked at me incredulously. “I taught you girls to share material things, to share your secrets, and your fears, not share your goddamn men. I want this nastiness to stop, today. You hear?” Although the question was directed at all three of us, she stared at me, knowing I was the culprit behind it all. And she was right. I was. It took some coaxing—okay, and a little bullying—but not much since we had been known to play pranks with our boyfriends and friends in high school—to get Paris and Porsha to consider it. But, they are my sisters, and we’re all cut from the same freaky cloth, so I knew once they experienced it, there’d be no turning back.


I kept my eyes locked on hers. “We’re not stopping. You may not like what we’re doing, and that’s fine. But, we’re grown. And you can’t tell us what to do, or who we should be doing it with.”


She slammed her hand down on the table. “What do you mean, you’re not stopping? Paris? Porsha? What do y’all have to say about this?”


“Persia’s right, Mom,” Paris meekly said. “Sorry. But we enjoy it. And we don’t wanna stop.”


“It’s not like we’re hurting anyone,” Porsha added. “What we do in the privacy of our own bedrooms is really no one else’s business.”


“Well, it becomes everyone else’s business when you flaunt your nasty ways in public,” she snapped. “Do you girls have any idea how embarrassing this is? I done cussed your aunts out, and now I gotta go back and apologize to them for being right.”


“Mother, really,” I said, rolling my eyes up in my head. “Why would you really care what anyone said, especially Aunt Lucky and Aunt Fanny? It’s not like they don’t have dirt of their own to worry about. At the end of the day, we’re still your daughters.”


“Yeah, who are sharing and fucking each other’s men. And nothing any of you have said has made any damn sense as to why you would want to stoop to some nasty shit like that? I can’t believe y’all out there carrying on like a bunch of hot-ass hoes.”


Paris’s mouth popped open in shock. “Mom, we’re not hoes. We’re uninhibited, and we like experiencing new things.”


“It’s nasty,” Mother said, rapidly shaking her head and turning her lips up in disgust, “and sinful.”


I forced a laugh, knowing there was nothing funny about what I was going to say to her. “And what do you call a woman who knows her man is cheating on her, but continues baking and cooking and cleaning and sexing him up, knowing that the first chance he gets, he’s going to sneak his ass across town to the next woman? What do you call that?”


She huffed. “Stupid. That’s what it is. And watch your mouth.”


I rolled my eyes. “And what do you call a woman who is crying and begging for her man to stop running out on her every time she catches him cheating on her, but still keeps taking him back? What do you call that same woman who will leave her kids alone in the middle of the night while she goes out looking for her man all over town?”


She looked at me, perplexed. I could tell she was cautiously treading to see where I was going with this. “I don’t know,” she said, getting agitated. “Desperate.”


“No, Mom, it’s you,” I said, glaring at her. Contempt dripped from my voice. She had a look of shock on her face when I said that. “You were that woman for as long as I can remember. Do you think we were that naïve to not know that Daddy was out cheating on you? You really thought we never overheard the hushed arguments, or your whispered phone conversations to Aunt Lucky and them? Do you not think we saw you crying over him? Well, we did.”


“You don’t know what the hell you’re talking about,” she snapped defensively. “Your father was a good man, and a good provider.”


“There you go, justifying. Yeah, he was a good father. And, yeah, he was a good provider. But he was also a damn good cheater with a good and stupid and desperate wife who”—I jabbed a finger in the air at her—“flitted around this house pretending everything was alright, playing Suzy-Goddamn-Homemaker while Daddy was out fuc—”


Before I could get the rest of my words out, she lunged toward me and slapped me, causing me to see stars. Porsha’s and Paris’s eyes popped open. “Don’t you ever,” she said through clenched teeth, “talk to me like that, again!”


I could see the hurt and embarrassment in her eyes. I had struck open an unhealed wound. She fought back tears. In that very moment, I knew that in our mother’s anguish she saw the enemy—me, my sisters, and any other woman who shares another woman’s man. For her, we were the home-wreckers, even though we tried explaining to her that we weren’t sharing a man who was already attached to another woman. To her, it made no difference. It was all in the same.


I sigh, shaking that night out of my head as I reach into my bag and pull out my BlackBerry Torch, then scroll down to turn the ringer back on. I have thirteen emails, three text messages, and two missed calls.


Against my better judgment, I return my mother’s call, first. “Hey, Mom,” I say the minute she answers, pulling out the latest issue of Vogue from my desk drawer. I start flipping through the pages.


“Hey,” she says, sounding out of breath. “I tried calling you girls earlier, but didn’t get any answer.” I smirk, knowing she called Paris first—since she’s her favorite, then Porsha. And, when she couldn’t get a hold of either of them, she called me.


“We were out,” I tell her, purposefully leaving out that we were out having breakfast. I sit back in my chair, knowing she already knows, anyway. “Is everything okay?”


“Of course it is.”


“Ohhhhkay, so why are you calling me?”


She lets out a loud, frustrated sigh in my ear. “Persia, I don’t know why you must always be so goddamn—excuse my French, snotty.”


“Oh, I’m sorry,” I say sarcastically. “What were you calling for?”


She huffs. “To see if you and your sisters were RSVPing for Pasha’s wedding.”


Pasha is my mother’s first cousin, and technically my second cousin. Pasha’s grandmother is my mother’s aunt, and my great-aunt. She’s considered a success story in our family. Having lost both of her parents to murder, she’s the owner of one of the hottest hair salons in the Tri-State area. And, quiet as it’s kept, engaged to one of the biggest dope slingers in the game. He’s been home from prison for close to two years and word has it, he’s still up to his same old shit. I guess bad habits don’t die easy. The Feds are hot on his ass, but somehow he keeps slipping through their fingers. You’d think after doing four years in prison, he’d learned his lesson. Oh, well. Not my business, nor my headache.


“I don’t know,” I tell her.


“You know your Aunt Harriett would love to see you and your sisters. She always says you girls don’t even call her.”


Mmmph, I think, rolling my eyes. That’s because her ass is always trying to get us to sit in church, or starts spewing scriptures. “The invitation didn’t say anything about us being able to bring a date, so maybe not.”


“It’s nothing personal,” she calmly states. “With the baby and that gigantic house they recently bought down there by the shore, they’ve had to downsize the guest list...”


Yeah, from one-hundred-and-seventy to a hundred guests, I think. Word has it that she and her fiancé, Jasper, purchased an eighty-seven-hundred square foot mini-mansion on three acres of sprawling property. It’s where the entire wedding celebration will be. I pull the white and red embossed invitation from out of my top desk drawer, then stare at it:


IN THE CELEBRATION OF LOVE...
MRS. HARRIET ALLEN
REQUESTS THE HONOR OF YOUR PRESENCE AT THE MARRIAGE OF
HER GRANDDAUGHTER
Pasha Alona Allen
TO
Jasper Edwin Tyler
ON SATURDAY, THE TWENTY-SEVENTH OF AUGUST
TWO THOUSAND AND ELEVEN
AT FIVE O’CLOCK IN THE EVENING


She sighs. “...It seems like everyone else’s daughters are getting married, except for my own.” She sounds disappointed. I toss the invitation back into my drawer, rolling my eyes up in my head, again.


“She’s marrying a damn convict and drug-dealer, for crying out loud!” I snap in my head. I keep my thoughts to myself. Decide to fuck with her instead. “Well, don’t worry, Mom. We’re waiting for that right man to come along to sweep us off our feet, a man who will honor and obey us, handle our ravenous sexual appetites, and submit to our freaky whims.”


“Ugh! For the love of God,” she says, disgust dripping from her tone. “I know the three of you aren’t entertaining no nasty shit like that?”


“Why not, Mother? It’s no secret we sleep with the same men. And we’re raw-dogging it and sharing each other’s spit every chance we get.””


She lets out a disgusted grunt. “Persia, who in the hell are you talking to like that? Have you forgotten who the fuck I am to you? I want to know if you girls have even considered what would happen if the three of you end up pregnant by the same man, and you have the audacity to want to make smart-ass comments.”


“Of course we have,” I taunt, grinning. “We’ll give you beautiful grandbabies who’ll be cousins and half-siblings all in one.” The line goes dead. “Love you, too, Mother,” I say, laughing.




Paris
CHAPTER FOUR


“Paradise Boutique, this is Paris speaking. How can I help you?”


“Hi, yes,” the woman on the other end says. “I, um...was in your consignment shop a few days ago...”


“We’re not a consignment shop, ma’am,” I inform her, slightly annoyed that I have to keep telling people this. “Nothing in our boutique is secondhand. And most of our merchandise is one-of-a-kind exclusives.”


Geesh. This shit never ends. I’ve worked hard to build up my boutique’s reputation as one of the premier shopping experiences in the Tri-State area, and I’ll be damned if I’m going to let anyone refer to it as a damn consignment shop. After graduating from college and several jobs later, I realized that working a traditional nine-to-five was not something I could successfully do, so I decided that opening my own business was the most practical thing to do, for me.


After college, I landed a job as an assistant buyer for Bloomingdale’s on Fifty-ninth Street in New York. Although I loved my job, I realized after six months of being there that it wasn’t something I wanted to do for someone else for any long period of time. I worked there for two-and-a-half years while going back to school to get a degree in Fashion Merchandising at FIT—Fashion Institute of Technology, for those of you who might not know, then did an internship at a major fashion house for a year.


Two years later, with savings and a small business loan, I opened Paradise Boutique—a chic, upscale clothing and handbag store in Montclair, New Jersey that specializes in one-of-a-kind fashion by new and up-and-coming designers, as well as, highend designer handbags. Then two years after I opened its doors, Persia and Porsha bought into the business, and have become partners. Persia maintains and manages the website and does all of our marketing, while Porsha handles the bookkeeping, utilizing their degrees in marketing and accounting, respectively. And thanks to them, Paradise Boutique has become one of the hottest boutiques around.


“Oh, well, excuse me,” the woman says, bringing my attention back to her. “I thought it was one of those high-end consignment shops...” Well, you thought wrong. I purse my lips. “Anyway, you had a lovely oval beaded clutch there and I’m hoping you still have it.”


My ears perk up, and my tone immediately changes. “Oh, yessss, you’re talking about the Judith Leiber piece. Yes, we still have it. It’s an absolutely stunning bag.”


“Yes, it is. I have a wedding to go to in a few months, and it would go wonderful with my dress.”


Dress? This clutch is for an evening gown. I imagine her wearing some church-type getup instead of a chic gown, or flowing cocktail dress. She’s about to fuck up this purse wearing some dumb shit. “Oh, I’m sure it will. It’s not only eye-catching; it makes an elegant statement.”


“And what’s the cost for such a statement?”


“It’s on sale for nineteen-hundred-and ninety-five dollars.” I walk over to the glass case and unlock it, then pull the crystal and beaded bag out, locking the case back. “If you’d like, I can hold it for you for twenty-four hours.”


“Nineteen hundred dollars, for a bag? Oooh, that’s a bit pricey. Would you consider coming down on the price a pinch?”


I blink, frowning. What the fuck kind of store does this bitch think I’m running? I just told her ass this isn’t a consignment shop, and it isn’t some damn flea market where you can haggle down prices. “Unfortunately not,” I tell her flatly, immediately unlocking the glass case and putting the bag back. “The price is firm. But, if you’d like an evening bag that is a little more inexpensive we have a gorgeous pleated satin clutch.” She asks if I can describe it to her. “It has a sleek design of alternating crisp and softly ruffled gold satin stripes with a Swarovski crystal closure. It also comes with a chain strap tucked inside. It’s definitely a gorgeous piece.”


She grunts. Tells me she doesn’t think it will go well with her dress. “And how much is that bag?”


“It’s on sale for four-hundred-and-thirty dollars.”


She coughs. Repeats what I’ve said. “Well, do you have anything a little cheaper than that?”


I pull in my bottom lip. Try to catch myself from going off. “No, we don’t.”


She huffs. “In this economy, those kinda prices for a purse is a bit ridiculous. Some people are barely making ends meet.”


Then why the fuck are you calling here? I hear myself ask in my head. “I hear your concern, ma’am. But, that’s why they have Marshalls and TJ Maxx to cater to those same people. They offer designer wear at discount prices for people who have to pinch their dollars. This is a boutique; not a bargain basement store. Those who can afford the prices will gladly buy. And those who can’t, won’t. Is there anything else I can help you with today?”


“I don’t think I like your tone,” she says defensively. “And I don’t imagine you getting much business with that kind of attitude. I wanna speak to the owner, if you don’t mind.”


I smile. “I sure don’t. You’re speaking to her. And as I said, this is a high-end boutique, with high-end fashion at high-end prices, ma’am. No disrespect. But customers who come through these doors...are already prepared...to spend...top dollar for our merchandise. You can either afford it, or you can’t.”


I hear a man’s voice in the background saying something to her. I can’t make out what he’s saying, but he’s asking her a bunch of questions, then the sound gets muffled as if she’s covering the mouthpiece. I hang up. Two minutes later, the phone rings again. It’s her, again. “I believe we were disconnected.”


I know hanging up on a potential customer is definitely not a good look for business, but I don’t have the patience to go back and forth with a customer on a purchase. Either you’re going to buy it, or you’re not. It’s simple as that. I’m not in the business of begging or twisting someone’s wrists to get a sale. “Ummm, yes, we were,” I lie. “I accidentally hit the receiver.” Of course I wanted to say, “No, we weren’t, bitch. I hung up on ya cheap ass!” But me being the diplomat that I am, I would never be that blatantly rude. But Persia would. And what I thought is exactly what she would have told her.


She grunts. “Mmmph.”


I shift the phone from one ear to the other. “But, I am surprised you called back since you seemed to take issue with our store’s prices, and my tone. I figured you weren’t interested in buying anything.”


“Well, after hearing those outrageous prices, I wasn’t. And you’re right. I didn’t like your snotty tone. But my son just told me that he’ll buy the purse of my choice for my birthday, since it’s in a few days. And, because I really want the one I saw in your shop, I’m going to make an exception to patronize your store. So I’ll let all that slickness slide this time...” I blink. Oh this bitch really wants to see the other side of me. “I’ll take the beaded clutch. Be a dear and hold it for me? My son will be down there in an hour or so to pick it up.”


“And what name would you like me to hold it under?”


“You can put it in his name,” she says curtly. “His name is Desmond.”


“Okay, I’ll have it right here for him; all boxed and ready to go.” She hangs up in my ear. Rude bitch!


Before I can go back over to the case to pull the clutch out to place it behind the counter, the phone rings, again, as two women walk through the door. I answer the phone, eyeing them.


“Paradise Boutique, how can I help you?”


“Did you get my message?” my mother asks, sounding a bit annoyed that I haven’t returned her call. The truth is I wasn’t in the mood this morning to have to listen to her whining or complaining about things that neither of us can change. And I’m really not in the mood now.
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