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ZANE PRESENTS

DIRTY OLD MEN

(AND OTHER STORIES)

Anthology




Dear Reader:

“Why are older men called ‘dirty’ simply because they still have sex drives, and are attracted to the bountiful energy, unburdened spirits, and sexual aptitudes of younger women?” That is one of the many questions that will spark conversation in this latest offering by New York Times Bestselling Author Omar Tyree. Tyree’s thought-provoking delivery of this short story collection goes much deeper than strictly sex. He examines the psyches and motivation behind people of all “legal” ages hooking up in various types of relationships.

Internationally, there are millions of people—both men and women—who prefer to date outside of their age brackets. It is only considered an issue in America, one of the most sexually oppressed countries in the world. While older women who prefer younger men are affectionately referred to as “Bobcats” or “Cougars,” older men who prefer younger women are considered “Dirty Old Men.” This is a reality and Tyree has tackled the subject matter with a desire to advance the opinions and conversations about the situations presented that only a truly prolific writer could master.

I hope that you enjoy this collection of short stories. They are more than hot; they are intriguing and entertaining, but with a purpose. As always, thank you for supporting the Strebor Books imprint. From powerful memoirs like Scared Silent: When The One You Love Becomes the One You Fear by Mildred Muhammad and The Day I Stopped Being Pretty by Rodney Lofton to exciting novels like Street Judge by Judge Greg Mathis and Pure Paradise by Allison Hobbs, we strive to bring you cutting-edge, diverse, and extremely well-written books.

I am confident that you will enjoy Dirty Old Men by the legendary Omar Tyree. Please let me know your thoughts. You can locate me on the web at www.eroticanoir.com or www.planetzane.net.

Peace and Many Blessings,
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Zane

Publisher

Strebor Books International

www.simonandschuster.com/streborbooks
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ACKNOWLEDGMENTS


To be honest here, I haven’t acknowledged folks in a book in lonnnnnng time. With 19 of them written and published now, it got to the point where I had basically run out of new folks to acknowledge. Then people began to take it far too personally. “You didn’t give me a shoutout in your book?” So it became much less stressful for me not to do it at all. But if you check at the back of my first six novels alone, I must have thanked a thousand people. So it’s not as if I’m not thankful for the love, help and support. I just wanted to write books without thinking about every person in the world who I forgot to give a shoutout to.

With that being said, I could create another long list of folks to thank with this one. But I won’t. Due to the subjective nature of this particular book, I don’t think most people would jump up and down to be included this time around anyway (smile). Talking about the fetish that older men have for young women, at my age, can be very dangerous. But if you can’t talk about the truth in your art, then what good is having a voice? You think all that Viagra out there is being sold to older guys who are only thinking about their wives, who they’ve been married to for thirty-five years, like they suggest in those beautiful television commercials, where they dance into the bedroom? Now I dig the romantic spirit of the commercials. I really do. I just don’t trust how valid they are. Do older women really want that dude up all night long, like the younger women do? Let’s tell the truth here.

Anyway, I want to thank, first of all, Zane, for agreeing to publish this book of very frank short stories. The initial idea was to write real stories about men for men’s magazines. But I got real tired of constantly trying to pitch to magazine editors, especially when the first words out of most of the editors’ mouths were, “We don’t have much of a budget.” Then you get the editors who constantly want you to write “for the publicity,” even though I’m a professional writer, like the people they still pay to write. So Zane came to the rescue. And now we can all read this thing and have something real to talk about.

I also want to thank Mary B. Morrison, Miasha, J.L. King, and J. Tremble for agreeing to read one of the stories and sliding me a book jacket review, along with Zane’s. Then I’d like to thank my agent, Jacqueline Hackette, for continuing to negotiate publishing deals for me with cool, calm experience.

I want to thank the readership for continuing to buy African-American titles, even though we’ve honestly created an overload of similar material out there to choose from. And I’m not hating on the redundance. I’m merely telling the truth, like a pure Philadelphian. Straight up! We need some new and improved product.

Speaking of my home of Philadelphia, I’d like to thank my long-time editor, Pamela Artis-Hawkins, for continuing to work with me, and for giving me good, sound advice that I never seem to listen to (smile). Had I listened to you a long time ago on what the people want to read and simply given it to them, instead of always having a mission statement in my books, I could have made a whole lot more money. But like Popeye kicked it, “I am what I am,” and that’s an old school writer with a purpose for everything I put my name on. And I can go to the graveyard proud of knowing that I wrote and published exactly what I wanted. Hopefully, I won’t be flat broke for it!

I wanna thank my young, Florida-based assistant, Jared Holloway, who missed having his first published story in this book by a weekend. Hell, I was already running late with this thing, dude. But when I finally kick down the door in this movie game, I got you. So hold tight.

I wanna thank the hustle and bustle of Carol Mendez, who found out how incredibly hard it is to call up the managers and staff of celebrities to try and set up meetings for business. It ain’t easy, is it? But you wait until we start making these movies, how fast they’ll call you back then.

On the West Coast, I wanna thank Jonathan DeVeaux, Mr. Club Owner, for all of the hospitality you’ve shown me over the years through your love of reading. I haven’t forgetten about you. So tell your DJ to shout me out at the club,even when I’m not out there in L.A. (smile)!

Up North, I wanna thank Yvette Thompson, for always having an uplifting conversation about the future of my success. “Omar, you’re gonna do it! I know it! You’re the kind of guy who won’t stop until you make something happen!” I can hear your Trinidadian accent in my mind right now. And Heather Covington, too. I know you’re up there in New York, marketing and promoting your tail off. Keep doing your thing!

Down South, I wanna thank Shanedria Ridley for being so real about humanity, as well as the hospitality of your father, Dr. Bilal Abdul-Alim, and his family over in Dubai. I haven’t forgotten about them either. It’s all coming back around. All I have to do is live to make it all happen.

Back home in Charlotte, I want to thank my right hand man, Ramon Jacobs, “The Barber,” for hanging in there with me through thick and thin. We almost there, partner. And my man Big Bronze for your unrelenting talent and unbreakable spirit. My man Tehut-Nine, those film deals are coming, dude. And Kenny “The Poet” Cross in front of the camera, and Vince Paul on the Southeast casting; we’re all gonna get where we want to shortly.

On the national radio scene, I’d like to thank Michael Baisden for doing it big. Thanks for shouting me out every now and then. The people always tell me, “Michael Baisden talked about you today on the radio.” Thanks, dude. We’re all proud of your hustle, even though I can’t call you up anymore with your changing phone numbers and growing list of gate-keepers. That’s how success goes, dude. I ain’t mad at you. We’ll get back up whenever. In the meantime, we all end up screaming like fools now, “But I know Michael personally. Tell him it’s Omar on the line! Just tell him it’s me!” Life is funny that way sometimes, dude. You gotta laugh at it and keep moving.

But you see what I mean about this acknowledgment thing? This short list can get longer and longer? And I said I wouldn’t do a long one this time. But I can already hear the left-out voices now. “You didn’t add a shoutout to me in your book? You didn’t add so and so?”

So I’ll have to end this thing right now with this; this is only a book, ya’ll. My actions in real life still determine who I am and what I consider important. So even if I don’t name every single person, again and again and again, if I love you, I love you, man. Period! Including my business partner, Arthur Wylie, down there in the ATL, or is it out in L.A., or is it chilling in the D.R. this week, or down in Colombia, South America, or is it over there in London, England, this time?

New business flies all around the world, dude. Let’s go get it! But this ain’t no business book here. This is a book to keep me in the “business of books,” if you can feel me. At the end of the day, I’m still a writer, and reading adults still need strong content to read. And I’m an adult. Well, ain’t I? So let’s all be mature about this and read on.

This one book won’t change the world. I used to actually think that way. “This book will change everything!” But for many people, it’s all pure “entertainment.” And the world keeps right on spinning in the same direction. So don’t go jumping off the deep end of things concerning this one book, because gravity still falls to the ground, and you’ll break your good leg and end up limping, all for nothing.

The bottom line is this: I’m still poised to keep making new projects happen. Plain and simple. I’m always ready to use my intellect and hustle to keep moving forward. Now watch me as it happens!

Omar Tyree / March 2009


When he was first born

he sucked on his mother’s breasts for milk.

When he turned 5

he refused to even hold her hand.

At age 10

he developed his first crush on a girl.

At 15

he humped one against the wall in her father’s garage.

At 20

he contracted his first STD.

At age 25

he married the one who got pregnant on him.

At 35

he became a father for the third time.

At 40

he had to beg his wife to get it at home.

At 45

he began to follow the curves of much younger women.

At 50

he opened up his bank account to pamper them.

At 55

he got divorced so he could marry one.

At 60

he discovered Viagra.

And at 65…

Yup,

he’s still fuckin’.

It Never Ends

by Omar Tyree





THE BARTENDER


An older man sat on a lone barstool at The Hot Spot Lounge on Eighty-Fifth Street and Cottage Grove Avenue on the south side of Chicago on a cold evening. At a quarter after six, the place wasn’t that crowded. And without the competition for drinks, the man was already working on his second rum and Coke.

Up above his head at opposite ends behind the bar were two small televsion sets. On the small set to the right side of him, the ESPN network was talking NBA basketball. The sports analysts were discussing who were getting the most votes for the All-Star game that year in Las Vegas. The TV hanging from the left side paraded the latest music video from Nelly. The young St. Louis native was rapping about buying expensive, designer “grillz” of thousand-dollar jewelry across his teeth, while the hot video vixens shook what their mommas gave them across the camera screens.

The man tilted his head back, his drink in his warm palm, staring like a horny vulture, imagining how he would have swooped down and gobbled up the enticing prey more than two decades ago. He was suspended in admiration while the hypnotic video played on. And when the video finally concluded its very obvious dick tease, the old man felt as if another young piece of him had faded away.

“Shit,” he mumbled to himself. Damn, he wished he could be young and single again. Next month he was turning fifty; the big five-oh. And he had been married to the same woman for twenty-seven years.

He slammed the rest of his drink to the back of his throat; the drink never tasted that good to him anyway. He only utilized liquor to take his mind off of things for a few hours.

“Hey, ah…” He didn’t know the girl’s name; the new bartender. But she was the finest young thing inside the lounge. And while she had her back turned to him, filling a drink at the other end of the bar in her all-black uniform, the perfect curve of her ass made him think about the worst sins in the Bible. Why, on God’s green earth, were those young girls all getting those wicked tattoos etched across their lower backs? They looked like damn stroke targets. How was an old and horny man supposed to act? How could he not think about mounting and humping that young, sexy-ass broad right there in back of the bar? He could even feel his soft tweed dress pants rising and tightening up under the table while he imagined it.

I can feel that tight, young pussy right now, all wet, hot and slippery, while I nail that wrinkle-free ass like Lady and the Tramp, he mulled. It was a good thing no one could read his thoughts in the room. If he continued to stare at the girl in his obvious horniness, he was afraid that someone—or anyone—could read his mind. He shook his head and looked away, but not before he watched the bartender bend over and grab another bottle from under the bar.

Oh, Lawd Jesus, help me! he told himself. I pray to God that somebody else helps me on this third drink instead of her. But he really didn’t mean it. In fact, he couldn’t wait to have that young bartender in his face again with them ripe titties of hers, pushing all up against the high bar table.

Before he knew it, she was back on her hustle. That’s how they were when they were young, quick and vivacious.

“You want another one?” she asked him.

She slid back into view, appearing from nowhere, as if she had a pair of roller skates on. Her eye contact was dead on and intimate. Did she want his drink order, or did she want to order his drink?

“Yeah, ah, gimme another one.”

He barely looked at her when he said it. He tried to be hasty about it and mean, too, simply to get the young girl out of his face. But it didn’t work. She was still standing there, all smiling and shit.

“Rum and Coke?”

Her sweet young breath even smelled like peppermint, probably from a stick of gum.

Just pour the damn drink and get out of here, he wished he had the balls to tell her. Either that or show her his balls. But that would probably get him arrested, not to mention embarrassed, in front of the talkative folks who parlayed there.

“Who’s your favorite baller?” the young bartender asked him while she mixed his third drink.

Why? I don’t want to talk to you, he told himself. He had no idea what he might say if he spoke to her for too long. He might ask her what time she gets off, and if she had a ride home. And he might ask her if someone was waiting at home for her arrival. But those were perverted thoughts from an old man, weren’t they? Or were they? Hell, Denzel Washington was fifty-something, and the young broads still considered him sexy.

The man gazed at the bartender’s face with confident boldness. He locked in on her shiny brown eyes, her arched eyebrows, baby-smooth brown skin, Colgate white teeth, curly, jet-black baby hair, and he immediately felt like grabbing his pants to stop them from bursting wide open.

“I like, ah…Tim Duncan and the San Antonio Spurs,” he answered her. “That’s old school balling, you know. Most of these young cats don’t know how to play like that. Everything is a dunk or a three-pointer.”

She smiled. “I hear that from older men all the time.”

That comment threw the man for a loop.

She hears that from older men all the time, he repeated to himself.

“Well, how old are you?” he couldn’t help but ask her.

“Twenty-five.”

And how many older guys do you know?

He didn’t ask her that one. But just when he was about ready to feel comfortable in a conversation with the girl…

“Hold on, I’ll be right back.”

…she was off to fill another drink order at the other side of the bar, where she showed off that perfect ass and tattoo on her lower back.

Yeah, leave that damn girl alone, old man, he tried to warn himself.

But it was too late; he began to tell himself that he wasn’t that old. Under the bar where he sat, he had living proof that he could still run with the younger dogs in the alley.

She ain’t that damn young. And she act like she like me, he told himself. I hear that from older men all the time, he repeated again. I bet she do.

All of a sudden, he was anxious for the bartender to make her way back over to him to talk. He watched her do her magic, with her youthful energy, her rapid-fire moves, and her flexible young body.

Them damn young girls are a sin, just looking at them, he convinced himself. He began to imagine how flexible she could be, spread eagle across a nice warm hotel bed, smiling and grinning at him like an angel.

And I would be the devil, ready to burn off her pretty wings with my trident, he mused while he waited. Aw, hell, let somebody else fill their damn drinks. You ain’t the only one in here, he found himself thinking impatiently. She was making his long, hard day at work worth the effort, without her even knowing it. Her zest and youth gave a weary old man something to come home and look forward to again.

“Hey, how you doin’ tonight? You need anything?”

It was the head bartender sneaking up from his left. She was damn near as old as he was; you couldn’t tell her hips from her gut, her gut from her titties, or her ass from her back. She was one big blob, reminding him of someone he knew too well back at home.

“Naw, I don’t need nothing,” he told her gruffly. He wasn’t willing to let her destroy his fantasy. And he grew even more anxious for the newcomer to make it back over to him. It was getting late; a thicker work crowd was starting to pour in.

“Shit!” he grumbled out loud. He could already see where things were headed. The younger guys were flooding into the door, like hungry vultures. But maybe…just maybe…this girl didn’t like younger guys that much. Maybe she liked old school men. So, he threw down his third glass of rum and Coke to get another refill from her when he saw her heading back in his direction.

She smiled and grabbed his glass.

“Be easy now,” she told him. “You still have to drive home tonight, don’t you?”

He grinned his ass off. “I’ll be all right. I’ve been driving a long time, and who said I was even going home?” 


She caught his drift. “Oh, now see, that’s just bad.”

“Bad meaning good, right?”

The head bartender read into his game and gave him the evil eye, but he ignored her ass and kept going.

“So ah, what team do you like?” he asked the young bartender, while she poured his fourth glass of rum and Coke.

“I like New York and Detroit. I’m an East Coast girl.”

The old man broke out laughing. He told her, “Now I can see Detroit. They’re playing old-school ball right now, too. But New York? Them boys ain’t won nothing in years.”

Nevertheless, he imagined her wearing a wet New York Knicks jersey with nothing on under it but her natural curves.

Down low, he could feel his pants growing tighter and vibrating from his stool. The young girl had him that excited. That’s what they were capable of, driving an old man half crazy.

The next thing he knew—right in the middle of his scandalous fun—an unexpected friend walked up on him and dropped the bomb.

“Hey, what’s going on, Harold? I figured I’d find you hanging out in here tonight. How are the wife and kids doing? Your youngest boy should be about ready for college now, right?”

Got’ dammit! This motherfucking asshole! Shit! Big-mouthed motherfucker!

His boy downstairs went from strong and long to limp and wimp in a matter of seconds.

“They all right,” he mumbled to his friend dejectedly. He didn’t even want to look at the girl anymore. What was the point in looking at candy he couldn’t have? His dreams were deferred yet again.

“So what’chu been up to, man?” his friend asked him. They were both nearing fifty.

Harold stood up. “I’ll tell you when I come back. I gotta use the restroom.”

“Big, stupid, big mouth,” he mumbled as he moved along.

In the background, he overheard a group of younger guys who were strategically planning out their moves.

“That’s the new one, ain’t she? Get her over here to make a drink. Yeah, she bad.”

Motherfucker! Harold continued to grumble as he walked.

Then he stopped and said to hell with it. He turned and faced the thirty-something guys who were quickly filling up the bar and lounge, and he gave them some worthwhile advice.

“Look here. I’m gon’ tell you guys like it is. While you got them young fine girls out here running around, have fun while it lasts. And always protect yourself. But once you get my age with one woman.”

He shook his head and didn’t bother to finish his sentence. Instead, he asked them, “Any one of you wanna trade places with me for a couple of weeks?”

The younger men looked around at each other and broke out laughing.

One of them replied, “Nah, that don’t sound like no good trade-off to me, man.”

Harold stood there and stared at them for another minute. “Well, it don’t hurt to ask.”

He took one last long look across the bar to the new girl, who was now smiling at another customer. She was giving her new customer the same juicy treatment, with her titties all up in his face.

Yeah, she do that to everybody, Harold told himself. And her gorgeous smile was all he needed to wake up his barrel and bullets downstairs again. So he walked into the bathroom and into a private stall, where he pulled out his proud, hard, brown Johnson, and proceeded to spray up the toilet seat and the walls, while trying unsuccessfully to hold himself steady.

“Shit!” he told himself, as he wiped down the toilet seat and the walls with a handful of toilet tissue. “At least I don’t need no Viagra.”

Then he laughed his ass off to stop himself from crying. A young girl could do that to an old-ass man; make him break down and cry for her sweet, young affections. And he didn’t feel guilty about it either; it was only a fact of nature.



SUGAR DADDY RULES


“Clarence, I swear to God, I need a huge favor from you,” Brenda Pittman stated with urgency. “I hate to ask you for anything like this, but if I don’t pay my past due car note by Friday, they’re gonna repossess my car.”

She was standing outside the campus grounds of Florida A&M University in Tallahassee, decked out in ass-hugging blue jeans with a tight, titty-popping orange T-shirt. She was a fifth-year senior at age twenty-three, and the world always seemed to be falling down around her. She had called her friend Clarence there to meet her near campus that night to discuss her latest trial and tribulation.

Clarence Marbary, a divorced father of two in his late forties, listened to her with poise and understanding outside of their cars as the sun began to go down.

“Well, why don’t you ask your parents for the money?” he asked her calmly, wearing his light-blue button-up, uniform shirt and dark-blue slacks.

Brenda sighed and looked increasingly frustrated. “Clarence, my parents are all tapped out. They didn’t want me buying a new car in the first place. But you know how Florida is. I can’t get around without a good car down here, and my old car wasn’t accountable. It kept breaking down on me. It cost me more money to fix it than to drive it.”

Clarence grinned. “Well, a new car is gonna cost you more to own it. Your job paying you enough to afford it?”

She frowned. “I mean, I can afford it; that’s why the dealership let me have it. But I still have to pay for my apartment and school bills,” she explained. “But this is my last year. I graduate in May.”

Clarence looked over her apple-green RAV4 and imagined a car note in the range of three-hundred dollars.

“How much you owe?” he asked her.

She smiled. “Six hundred and fifty.”

Clarence winced. “Six-fifty?”

“I mean, I’m trying to pay off the new bill, too, or I’ll end up behind for next month,” Brenda responded. “But I promise to pay you back for it in a couple of months. You know I’m not going anywhere.”

Clarence looked the college undergrad over and thought about it. She looked good, smelled good, and would probably feel good and taste good, too. It was easy for him to imagine it. So he began thinking with the wrong head. But then he thought better of it.

The young woman just needs a little bit of help, he pondered. We all need help at some point, to get ourselves established in life.

Clarence asked her, “But happens if you fall behind again?”

“Honestly, I can’t afford to. I have to stay on it,” she told him.

Clarence took a deep breath and decided to do it, but for one time only.

“Okay, but look, I can’t afford to do this too many times for you. I got my own kids to help raise and send to school.”

She got excited. “Oh my God, thank you so much, Clarence. I didn’t know who else to turn to.”

Then she stepped forward and hugged him in between their cars.

Oh my goodness! Clarence told himself, taking in her fresh, intoxicating aroma, while experiencing the firmness of her curves. That got him thinking with the wrong head again. He was relieved when she quickly pulled away from him.

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” she repeated, overjoyed. “So when can you get the money to me?”

“I’ll have to write myself a check for it tomorrow. I can do it right after I get off from work, at three.”

Brenda grinned. “Okay. So I can meet you tomorrow then, after four?”

When they drove off in their separate cars, all that Clarence could think about was the tremendous hug she had given him.

Damn, she felt good, he noted. He smiled all the way home imagining much more.

[image: image]

At the Tallahassee International Airport the next morning, Clarence overheard his coworker Maurice boasting about his latest conquest in bed to the younger guys. They were all preparing for work inside the employee break room.

“Man, I’m talking ’bout, this girl had no idea what I was fin’ to put on her. But ’bout time she knew it, it was too damned late,” he bragged. “I had her ass moaning in tongues.”

The younger coworkers laughed in unison. Maurice always had some engaging story to tell. Opposite Clarence’s clean-cut, no-thrills image, Maurice Benson wore plenty of old-school gold chains, new-school tattoos, and all types of attention-getting clothes, including alligator shoes, colorful Coogi sweaters, and several derby hats for afterwork hours.

“How old was she?” one of the younger workers asked.

Maurice looked the tall and slender young man over and answered, “About your age, twenty-four, twenty-five.”

“Ain’t you fifty-something?” one of the other young guys inquired.

Maurice stared at him. “What’s that supposed to mean? You think my dick don’t get hard no more?”

“I’m just saying, that’s a little young for you, ain’t it?”

“Not if she’s legal. No woman is too young, if she’s legal. That’s the advantage I have as an older man now.” He said, “But you younger guys got a good five to ten years before you end up arrested. So what you need to do is start dating older women and try to get some money up out of it, like a gigolo.”

Clarence heard that and shook his head. In his opinion, Maurice was forever talking nonsense. The man had six children from four different women. So, how could he ever consider himself an expert on relationships? The man needed to get his delinquent house in order.

Maurice caught Clarence’s twisted face of skepticism. “What, you disagree, Clarence?”

“To each his own, man.” Clarence wasn’t up for a philosophical discussion on dating. He simply wanted to get to work.

As the early day began with floods of passengers showing up at curbside with their luggage, a young college girl showed up, wearing a Florida State Seminoles T-shirt with a pair of stand-at-attention breasts.

Jesus Christ! Clarence thought to himself on sight.

He looked around at a few of the other men to read their responses to her. They were all stunned into submission and hesitation. But Maurice wasn’t. He stepped right up and grabbed two of her three bags.

“You’re heading back home from school?” he asked her. That much was obvious.

“Unfortunately,” the young woman answered. She was light-brown with a face full of freckles and wild, reddish-brown hair. And all the guys wondered if her ass was as shapely as her titties. They couldn’t tell through her baggy, maroon sweatpants.

Maurice listened to her and looked concerned. “Well, what’s going on? You don’t wanna leave?”

“No, but I have to,” she answered. “I have to hustle up some more money to pay for next semester. But there’s not that many jobs that pay enough here.”

Maurice nodded in agreement. Tallahassee wasn’t exactly work town USA. He asked her, “Where are you from? You got more jobs back at home?”

She nodded, while he took her photo ID to find her flight information at the computer station. “Yeah, I’m from Atlanta,” she answered him. “There’s a lot more jobs there, but I didn’t want to stay home. You know, I wanted to get away for college.”

“Yeah, you didn’t want all your people in your business every day either,” Maurice commented with a chuckle.

She laughed with him. “Exactly.”

Once he printed her ticket and tagged the two bags, he said, “Well, let me get that last bag for you and walk you inside. I don’t mind.”

She looked pleasantly surprised and gave him the bag. “Oh, thank you.”

“What are you studying?” he asked as he walked her inside the airport toward the security checkpoint.

As soon as Maurice left their station with the shapely college girl, the other skycaps gave themselves a knowing look.

“There goes another one,” one of the younger guys assumed with a grin.

Clarence listened to them in wonder. Then he smiled and told himself, I got one like that myself at Florida A&M, thinking of Brenda. But then he caught himself and shook it off. Yeah, but I can’t think of her like Maurice would. That’s just plain wrong.

When Maurice rejoined them, they all wondered if he had found a way to get the girl’s phone number.

“Well, what’s the news?” the first young guy asked him.

Maurice chuckled. “Rule number one; you never book and tell. Always leave it up to the imagination.”

That made all of the guys laugh out loud at their station. Maurice had been booking and telling forever.
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At quitting time at three o’clock in the afternoon, the second shift was arriving at the airport for work, and Clarence felt guilty about his excitement. Maurice even noticed.

He read the youthful energy of his mild-mannered coworker as they walked toward the parking deck.

“What got you all skippy today? You got something tasty cooking after work?”

That assumption made Clarence feel guiltier. Was his excitement that obvious? Why was he that excited anyway? He was only giving a girl a loan.

He searched Maurice’s probing, old eyes and responded, “No, why you ask me that?”

Maurice paused and started chuckling, like the sinister old man that he was. He loomed like a villain in a popular comic book series. He made Batman’s Joker seem real.

“You must think I’m a damn fool, Clarence. I know when you got something going on. It bleeds out of your pores. Then you start asking me questions and shit. ‘Hey, man, what do you think about this? What do you think about that?’”

Clarence objected; he didn’t appreciate his insinuation. “Man, I didn’t ask you shit out here. You making things up.”

Maurice kept his cool. “Not yet. But you want to. I can feel it,” he teased.

Clarence grimaced. “Man, you can’t feel a damn thing. What the hell are you talking about?”

Maurice explained, “Clarence, now you’ve been extra quiet all day. Then you walk out with a little bounce in your step, and get defensive with me when I ask about it.” He said, “Shit, man, you’re telling on your damn self. I can read you like I read these young broads out here.”

Clarence frowned at his logic. “Man, get on the hell away from here. I’m not like one of these young broads. How you figure that?”

Maurice stopped and paused. “First of all, you’re not normally a mean motherfucker like this unless somebody did something wrong to you, Clarence. And I didn’t do anything wrong to you out here; I’m only asking you a few questions. So that let’s me know that you got something going on that you don’t wanna talk about. And it’s making you happy and defensive at the same time, like a young got’damned woman would.”

He said, “Now you can question me if you want to, Clarence, but I know what I know. And right now I know that you got some hot young girl on your mind,” he insisted. “I can smell it all over you like a skunk.”

Clarence had to watch himself. He realized the more he said, the more convinced Maurice would become in his assumptions. And the thing that made it worse was that his devious coworker was right. Clarence had been thinking about the joy and pain of Brenda’s body all damn day; the joy of how good she felt when he hugged her, and the pain he felt about it being wrong.

Shit! he thought to himself. Just leave it be, man, leave it be.

He told Maurice, “If you say so, man,” and left it at that as they reached their separate cars.

Clarence climbed into his full-sized, light-blue Oldsmobile, and Maurice climbed behind the wheel of his long, black BMW. And when they pulled out together toward the exit with Clarence out in front, he could see Maurice smiling his ass off from inside of his rearview mirror.

Clarence shook his head and ignored it.
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Outside in the small parking lot of the bank, Clarence sat behind the wheel of his Oldsmobile, contemplating his emotions. It wasn’t just the money he was ready to withdraw for the distressed college girl, but how he felt about giving it to her.

I didn’t feel this way with her about the buddy pass flight tickets, he told himself. But I do the buddy pass with a lot of people. This right here is something different, he reasoned. So he sat there unmoved in his car as the time inched closer to four o’clock.

“Look, either you’re gonna do it or you’re not,” he told himself out loud. “You already told the girl that you would do it. So get on in there and take care of business.”

He forced himself to climb out of his car and write a check to withdraw six hundred and fifty dollars of hard cash from his personal bank account. Then he called Brenda on her cell phone to meet up.

“Hel-low,” she answered, sounding irritated.

Clarence didn’t expect her sour tone, so he paused a minute. So her disturbing tone of voice created a feeling of regret and apprehension.

“Hey, it’s ah, Clarence,” he answered calmly.

Brenda’s attitude changed instantly. “Oh, hi, Clarence. I’m sorry. I thought it was someone else calling me. But did you get the money?”

He hesitated again. Damn. She ain’t wasting no time getting to the money part, is she?

“Yeah, I got it. Ahh…”

He continued to pause. He didn’t feel as confident as he wanted to about his decision.

I got a bad taste in my mouth about this, he told himself. Is this girl supposed to have this money or not? How well do I really even know her?

Outside of helping Brenda with her travel back and forth to Baltimore and a few other places, Clarence hadn’t hung out with her or talked much to the girl. So why in the hell was he ready to advance her a $650 loan that he felt queasy about?

“Well, let’s meet up at Subway again,” she suggested.

Clarence took a deep breath and nodded. “Okay.” But as soon as he hung up his cell phone with her, he thought of stalling.

“Maybe I need to think more about this,” he mumbled. He couldn’t seem to figure out why he was so indecisive.

Six hundred dollars is a whole lot of money to loan to a relative stranger, he pondered.

But he had told her that he would do it. Nevertheless, he decided that he would meet back up with her and see how she would act when he got there. Then he would make his final decision of whether or not he would give her the money.

Well, as soon as Clarence showed up outside of the Subway shop, a little late from driving slow, he spotted Brenda in a skin-tight, lime-green T-shirt, causing her high-beam titties to shine, with a pair of black, form-fitting jeans, showing off her camel-toe high heels that elevated everything. She appeared as if she were a living statue that was ready and willing to be worshipped by mere mortals out in public. And her T-shirt nearly matched her green car, making her look coordinated in the extra glare of the sunlight.

Got’ dammit! Clarence panicked, simply from looking at her. From her sight alone, he figured his decision was already made. It would take a pocket full of Krazy Glue to stop that old man from giving that young college flirt his money. He was damn near ready to hop out of his car with his money extended to her in his hand.

Jesus help me! he prayed. It seemed the young woman looked three times better than he ever remembered her from her travels through the airport.

Maybe that’s because she’s all out in the open now. Nobody travels all jazzed up for a airplane ride, he reasoned. It’s uncomfortable. And then they make you strip everything down for security.

Clarence parked his Oldsmobile a few cars away from her RAV4 and climbed out before she could reach him. And when rounded off the corners of the parked cars that separated them, and walked right up to hug him again, hers curves felt even better than the first time.

“Clarence, I thank you so much for this,” she told him. “I could just… ahhh,” she exhaled loudly.

Clarence had no idea how to respond. What exactly did she mean? What did she want to do? He was even tempted to ask her, but he couldn’t force himself to do it.

Maurice would ask her, he thought instinctively. But I’m not Maurice. I’m a decent and caring man.

However, he also felt like an aroused man. And he could smell the aroma of Brenda’s perfume again—a powdery, clean smell, as if she was giving him a clear signal that her kitten would be fresh and floral, as if flowers would float up off of the bed if he ever got a chance to fuck her.

Clarence cringed at the thought of it, believing himself to be in the wrong again.

Just give her the money and move on, he told himself. Even if I never get it back from her, at least I can prove that I’m a decent man.

So he dug into his pocket and gave her the bank envelope with the money in it, upside down so no one could read it. However, instead of her trusting that the money was all there and counting it later, Brenda turned the bank envelope over, took out the money, and counted every bill until it added up to six hundred and fifty dollars.

Shit! Why did she have to do that right out in the open, Clarence asked himself. She did it so quickly he didn’t have time to speak up before it happened. He then looked around to see if someone else had spotted her counting it. They were out in a damn parking lot in the broad sunlight before five o’clock in Florida.

Well, maybe that was my fault. I should have gotten her to sit inside the car with me to make it a more private transaction, he mused. Or maybe if she sat in my car, that would look a little too personal.

Then again, he was giving the young woman more than six hundred dollars of his money. The shit was personal! Clarence wasn’t a rich man. And he had his own children to provide assistance to, who were nearly her same age. What would his nineteen-year-old daughter think? She was in college, too, down in Tampa.

Yeah, let me get the hell out of here, he told himself. Yet, he couldn’t budge from Brenda’s presence. It was as if she had a Medusa spell on him that had made him immovable.

She said abruptly, “Well, I have a meeting to make tonight, so I have to go now. But call me sometimes, okay? And thanks again.”

She was walking away from him with his money, and they had not even discussed the terms of her payback.

We’ll get to that later, Clarence told himself. That’s why she told me to call her up. So he was satisfied with that.
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When Clarence drove off in his car, he felt good about himself. He felt that he had been a good Samaritan without any strings attached. So he smiled down the road toward home listening to his new John Legend CD.

“I’m ready to go right now / I’m ready to go right now…” he sang along with the chorus. And it was a good feeling.

But two days later, Clarence couldn’t seem to get the college girl off of his mind. He was even daydreaming at work about her.

“Hey, Clarence, what are you thinking about today, man?” one of the younger skycaps asked him at the airport. “Are you trying to make some extra change today, or what?”

The old man had missed out on plenty of his usual tip money by not being aggressive enough to secure bags. On a good day, a busy skycap could make up to two hundred dollars on tips alone.

Maurice looked over and caught the conversation from the computer, while he checked in another flight.

“Mmm-hmm,” he grunted with a knowing smile. That motherfucker got that woman on his mind again. And she’s messing up his money now. He better talk to me about it soon, he determined.

On cue, Clarence eyed Maurice smiling from behind the computer station, and he could imagine what he was thinking about.

Looks like I’ve done it now, Clarence told himself. I’ve gotten myself involved in a situation that I have to find my way back out of.

But he still was not willing to talk to anyone about it. For what? Why incriminate himself so early in the game when he hadn’t even touched the girl yet? He figured he most likely never would. But in the meantime, he was surely thinking about her, and that made it bad enough.

After work, Clarence was itching to call her.

She told me to call her up sometime, he reflected. But maybe this is a little too early yet. It’s only been two days.

Then again, a phone call was just a phone call. Why should he feel guilty about calling a girl he loaned more than six hundred dollars to? So he went ahead and pulled the trigger on his cell phone.

“Hello,” she answered more pleasantly than the last time.

“Hey, Brenda, this is Clarence. I’m calling you up to see how you been doing. You told me to call sometimes and check up on you,” he told her quickly. He was still unsure about the call and was talking fast like a salesman.

Brenda responded, “Oh, hi, Clarence. Yeah, I’m good, but I’m at work right now, so I’ll call you back when I get off. Okay?”

“Ahh…okay,” he answered.

Just like that she was off the line with him.

Clarence shrugged and commented, “Well, she’s at work. She’ll call me back when she can.”

By eleven o’clock that night, while he watched the latest NFL football news on ESPN, Brenda still had not called him back. He looked at his watch, and it read: 11:16 PM.

“I should have asked her what time she gets off,” he commented. But that may have sounded too pressed, he countered. Everything was a second guess.

He finally shook it off and stated, “This is crazy. I should be able to call this damn girl whenever the hell I want. I gave her six hundred dollars.”

So he dialed her cell phone number after eleven o’clock. She’s a college girl; she ain’t in bed yet, he rationalized. But there was no answer. And when her message machine came on, he hung up.

No sense in leaving her a message if she said she was gonna call me. She knows what she said she was gonna do, he told himself.

But Brenda never bothered to call him back. She didn’t even call him the next day. So Clarence grew nervous about it.

Is she trying to dodge me now? he contemplated. Nonsense! It’s only been three days. It hasn’t even been a week yet. What the hell is wrong with me?

So he forced himself to leave it all be for awhile and focus on other things. He took his mind off of her, he even called up a woman he had dated on and off, who was closer to his age. He wanted to see if she would go out and grab a bite to eat with him, just for the hell of it.

“And we can take my younger kids with us?” she asked him.

Clarence had forgotten all about it. That’s why he had stopped calling the woman. Everything was a package deal with her. And her kids were cumbersome.

Shit! She can never just go out on the fly? What the hell I even call her for like this? he snapped. He remembered that he was forced to plan a week in advance to go out with her. Either that or bring her younger kids along with them. But Clarence was not interested in starting the hell over with a family again; he simply had some manly needs to deal with. He wanted some pussy.

In fact, sometimes he wished that he had never gotten divorced. The dating game for an older man was not as simple as he thought it would be. Everything involved some form of sacrifice or complication. And if the woman didn’t have kids to negotiate around, then she wanted to drag a good man to the altar and plan on having some. But Clarence was not fast to jump at that idea either.

So he responded, “You know what, you can ah, call me back when you feel like going out again as a regular woman and not as a momma.”

“Well, I am a momma, Clarence. That’s what it is,” she refuted. “I can’t make believe. So any man who can’t understand that, well…”

Clarence didn’t waste any more time with her. He said, “Okay, well… good luck with that.” And when he hung up, it only pushed him closer to the college girl. He was tired of all the extra baggage of older women.
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By that second week, Brenda had finally called Clarence back.

She explained, “I’m sorry I haven’t called you back earlier, but I’ve been so busy with school and my job and everything that I ran out of time.”

Clarence didn’t care. He was overjoyed to hear from her again.

“Oh, believe me, I understand. That’s what you’re down here to do, take care of business. But I’m glad you got back to me. How is that car of yours doing?” he asked.

“As a matter of fact, somebody hit me last night while my car was parked on campus. Ain’t that some shit? And my insurance deductible is five hundred dollars.”

Clarence was sorry he had asked. But he damn sure wasn’t bailing her out of that one. She still owed him on his first loan. And now that money seemed in jeopardy.

“Well, let me ask you a question, Brenda. Does somebody have a voodoo doll on this car of yours or what?” he joked.

That caught her off guard and made her laugh. She said, “I know, right? And just when I was starting to get back on my feet and catch up on my bills.”

Clarence told her, “Well, it sounds like you’re gonna have to ride around with that thing looking ugly for awhile. You can still drive it, right?”

“Yeah, I can still drive it…a little,” she answered.

It sounded like a set-up. Clarence assumed that she wanted him to ask her what she meant by “a little” so that she could go into a more detailed sob story. So he began to smile at it all.

Okay, here comes the pitch, he mused. “A little? Well, can you still drive the thing or what?”

“Well, whoever hit me, they pushed my back bumper into the left side wheel, you know, on the driver’s side. So now like, the bumper is rubbing up against my back wheel. Ain’t that crazy? I can only drive like, thirty miles an hour now. And it’s so embarrassing. Everybody on campus was looking at me like I was crazy. I can’t keep driving around like that. I have to get this thing fixed.”

Clarence shook his head with his cell phone in hand and grinned. She’s not getting me with this shit, he convinced himself.

“Well, what it sounds like you need someone to do is to pull the bumper back away from the wheel. But you don’t have to get the whole thing fixed. You’re still young. This is only a starter car.”

“No it’s not, I love my car. I had a starter car two years ago,” she argued. “And I’m not going back to that.”

Clarence heard her out and went silent over the line. He had said all he planned to say about it. The rest was up to her.

She said, “So, I don’t plan on asking you to help me out again, but I guess it’ll take me a little longer to pay you back now.”

Clarence figured he could kiss that money good-bye. At the rate she was going, she wouldn’t see an extra six hundred dollars unless Santa Claus existed, or she lucked up and hit the damn lottery.

He asked, “Well, do you have any student loans or anything that you might be able to use?”

“Yeah, but I used all of them already. Remember, I’m in my senior year now.”

Clarence remembered that she was a marketing major. “Do you have any good leads for a job, as soon as you graduate?” He was already planning to wait long-term for Brenda to turn things around for herself. It was what all college students had to do, dig themselves out of a hole. His own daughter would have to go through it in a few more years herself.

“Well, you gotta hang on in there then,” he advised Brenda.

“I know, but…I wish I had some help sometimes, you know what I mean? But my parents can’t help me at all. They’re struggling right now to take care of my younger brother and sister back home. And with me being the oldest, they’ve gotten used to me finding a way to make things happen for myself, but I get so tired of this sometimes.”

She was pouring the sob story on thick, and Clarence was prepared for it, as soon as she mentioned that her car had been hit.

He said, “You need some help, hunh? Well, I’ve already given you help.” And what have you done for me? he asked himself. She was forcing him to think with the wrong head again.

She pleaded, “I know, but if you could like, help me out again, I swear to God, I will pay you back. Honestly.”

“I mean, you think I got like, extra money lying around like that that I can loan you for a year or two?” he questioned. What the hell does this girl think I got going on over here?

She said, “Clarence, you guys get tips at the airport every day. And like, in two to three days, you could get five hundred dollars easy. I know it. And then I would get the car fixed with my money, and by the end of the week, you could give it back to me, and then I would have to work harder, or whatever I have to do to pay you back. I mean, for real.”

Clarence couldn’t believe his old ears. This young college girl was really pushing him hard now. She was even counting his pocket change at the airport.

He said, “Now you really wanna get this same car fixed that bad? It seems to me that this car is gonna cause too much of a steady problem for you. You may be better off having somebody drive you to and from work every day and pay them a couple dollars each way. I mean, Tallahassee ain’t but so big,” he advised her.

Brenda stopped talking for awhile. She let the dead silence sink in on him. Then she said, “So you can’t do that for me at all?” She remained persistent.

Clarence was even impressed with by it. She really knew how to put pressure on a man. But he also realized that he was letting her get away with it because she was young and didn’t know any better. It was the spoiled and desperate recklessness of her youth talking.

So Clarence leveled with her. “You know, a young woman could really find herself in a bond with a man if you keep going like this. Because if you talk to the wrong kind of guys about helping you out with money—”

Brenda cut him off, “But that’s why I’m asking you, because I know you wouldn’t do me like that. I mean, do you know how many guys talk about helping me out. I’m not dumb; I mean, I know what they want. And I’m not going out like that, simply because I need money. But somebody has to be on your side. You know what I mean? I’m only asking you to be on my side and look out for me like that. I need some help.”

Got’ dammit! Clarence panicked. What would Maurice say to this shit? he wondered. The game had quickly climbed out of his reach. He found that he couldn’t handle this young woman with his simple logic. She would eat him up alive.

He took a deep breath and thought it over. You a damned fool, Clarence, he told himself before he even responded to her. “I’ll ah…see what I can do. But I won’t make you any—”

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!” she exclaimed, cutting him off again. “Oh my God, I promise you will never regret helping me. I mean, I will make you feel so proud of me.”

“Make me feel proud, how?” he asked her.

“When I become successful,” she answered. “And it will be all because of your help. I mean, I can be like, your little project.”

Clarence was stunned into silence. What the hell could he say to that? The girl sounded borderline crazy. And all he could do was smile about it. He actually liked the shit. She was a real character, and she made him feel needed. He was the only one on earth who could help her.
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Clarence went back to work that next morning and found himself dodging, ducking, weaving, jumping, dipping, stretching, contorting and grabbing luggage like O.J. Simpson in an old Hertz Rental Car commercial before he went crazy for a white girl out in California.

The younger skycaps looked around at each other as if the old man had lost his damn mind.

“Hey, man, what the hell is wrong with Clarence this morning?” one of the younger guys commented to Maurice.

Maurice started giggling to himself and couldn’t help it. “Don’t worry about him. The boy in love and won’t admit it to nobody.”

“Well, you better tell his ass not to jump out in front of me again, man. And I don’t give a fuck who he in love with. That motherfucker’s fucking with my money now.”

Maurice laughed it off. “Now calm down and watch your mouth out here, young’un. We got passengers to take care of.”

“Yeah, and that motherfucker tryna take ’em all.”

The young coworker continued pouting.

“Come on now, you know he can’t take all of ’em. He’s on a roll today, that’s all,” Maurice explained. He found it all humorous. Clarence looked as if he had drunk five cans of Red Bull on the way to work that morning. And he had a quota to make.

By quitting time, Clarence had broken his three-hundred-dollar goal. In fact, he was closer to four hundred. But no one was happy about it but him.

On the way back to their cars in the parking lot, Maurice made sure to have a few words with him.

“Ah, Clarence… you sure you don’t have anything to talk to me about? Is your daughter doing okay with money in school? You need to bail your son out of jail or something? What’s going on, man? You need me to help you out?” He was being halfway sarcastic.

Clarence looked at him and chuckled. He didn’t even care anymore. He had done what he needed to do that day. And he was more than halfway there to five hundred.

So he answered, “I’m trying to make a living, man.”

“Nah, you tryna do more than that,” Maurice countered. “Last week, you was standing around daydreaming all day. Now you come back to work and turn into Superman.”

“I had a good day today, that’s all,” Clarence explained nonchalantly.

“Yeah, I can see that. But I don’t want you to hurt yourself out here on account of whatever’s going on with you, man. You know what I mean? And you damn sure didn’t make any of the younger guys happy about it.”

Clarence frowned. “Aw, to hell with them, man. You don’t see me complaining when they make a good buck or two out here.”

“Yeah, but they’re not out here jumping in front of us to get bags and shit either,” he argued. “I mean, you looked like a gotdamned fool out here today, man. You tryna take it back to slavery days?”

“Aw, come on now,” Clarence commented. “That’s waaay overboard.”

“Nah, man, you were overboard. I mean, you look like you were really Uncle Tomming it today, man. And you know I ain’t gon’ lie to ya’.”

Clarence shook it off and said, “Yeah, whatever.”

Maurice stopped at their cars and asked, “So you’re still not gonna tell me what’s going on?”

Clarence only stared at him in determined silence.

Maurice nodded. “Okay.” And he walked away to climb into his car.
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After only two days of gathering hungry airport tips, Clarence gave Brenda another five hundred dollars and received a kiss on the cheek with his hug. And he made certain to tell her not to count the money out in the open this time. She had to trust that it was all there, like he had to trust that she would pay it all back somehow.

She agreed and said, “Okay. Now was it as bad as you thought it would be?”

Clarence grinned. “Actually, it made me work a lot harder. It felt good. If I worked like that all the time, I guess I would have plenty of extra change in my pockets.”

Brenda grinned and said, “You see that? I’m good for you. And you’re good for me. And good to me.”

“Yeah, too good,” he blurted. She still was getting the better part of the deal, and he wanted her to realize that.

She told him, “So, you would rather not have me here to inspire you?”

Clarence thought about it and said, “That’s a good question. But what do I inspire you to do?”

She looked at him and answered, “To work harder.” And while her RAV4 was still being repaired at a body shop, she was driving a Chevrolet rental car.

Clarence asked, “Working harder to do what?”

“To pay you back.”

He could never get much farther than that. He didn’t have the balls to come right out and say it. But he wanted more than promises. He wanted more than money, too. What he wanted now was her companionship.

So he asked her, “Well, how ’bout you go out to dinner with me sometime? You know, whenever you’re free.”

He asked her the question, but he left her answer too wide open. There was no timetable on it.

“Okay,” she commented with a nod. Then she ran back off to her hide-aways at school and at work.

And as the days and weeks passed, Clarence found himself giving Brenda more and more of his hard-earned money only to see her long enough to give it to her. And although it was never five or six hundred dollars again, the forties, eighties, and hundreds all added up, until Clarence had run out of rope to deal with her without seeking help. So he finally broke down and sat with Maurice inside of his car after work.

“So, you finally decided to tell me now, hunh?”

Maurice couldn’t stop himself from smiling and chuckling at the shit. Clarence had been a hard-headed man to his own detriment.

“Come on, man, I’m serious right now,” he complained.

“Yeah, and you should be,” Maurice told him. “So, how much money have you spent on this girl?”

Clarence added it, then he tried to subtract from the real amount. She shrugged and said, “About a thousand dollars.”

Maurice stared at him and didn’t budge. “Only a thousand dollars, Clarence? Are you sure?” He wanted Clarence to know up front that he needed to be bluntly honest with him. “Now, I can’t help you if you gon’ lie to me in here, Clarence. This is between me and you. And you know we’ve been around each other for too damn long to lie, man. Now how much you give her?”

Clarence looked away and exhaled. He grumbled, “A little over two, man.”

“More than two thousand?” Maurice asked him to make sure.

Clarence got upset with him and snapped, “Yeah, man, shit.”

“And you ain’t touched her yet?”

Clarence answered, “I’ve been hugging her a lot.”

Maurice stared at him like an angry demon. Clarence couldn’t take the glare, so he looked away again and laughed at himself.

“You hugged her a lot? For two thousand dollars? Nigga, is you rich or crazy? You been breaking your ass out here for hugs?” his experienced co-worker yelled at him inside the car.

“All right, man, now look, what do I need to do now? I’ve already given her the money. You know that now.”

Maurice began to shake his head with doom. “And that’s already your problem. You gave her the money without establishing shit. So she ain’t planning on giving you shit for it.”

“How do you know that?” Clarence asked him.

Maurice stared at him again. “How do I know every-damn-thing else? I know these broads, man, if I know nothing else. And you got one damn rule you need to learn in this game, Clarence. Now there’s a lot of damn rules to it, but this one I’ma tell ya’ is the main one.”

“And what rule is that?” Clarence asked him in haste. He realized that he had flown over to the other side of sanity by asking Maurice anything, especially concerning techniques to scores with a young woman. But that’s where he was now, and there was no sense in denying that he had his nose pulled wide open.

Maurice told him, “The most important rule you need to know is this; you don’t choose them, they choose you. You understand me? Now you can talk shit and proposition them all you want, but at the end of the day, if that woman don’t choose to get down, then she ain’t gon’ get down. And there ain’t shit you can do to change her mind. So if she don’t choose you in the beginning, or when you come back to her, then you move your ass on.”

“She did choose me. If not, then she would have gotten the money from somebody else.”

Maurice started laughing again. “Clarence, understand me now…that girl did not choose you; you chose her by going for that dumb shit. And when you put that money in her hands, she won the game right there. And then you walked away with a damn hug and hard dick, nigga. And don’t you ever get it confused out here.

“But the thing for honest guys like you, is that you scared to ask for the pussy,” Maurice continued. “You feeling all guilty and shit ’cause she young. But if you ain’t gon’ ask her for the pussy, then she ain’t tryna give you none. But on the flipside, she don’t have no problem at all asking you for some money. You catch my drift? So if she can ask you for the money, then why can’t you ask her for the pussy?”

Clarence didn’t like his tone or his choice of words, but the facts were facts. And so far, Maurice was on point. Clarence was afraid to ask for what he wanted. He definitely felt guilty. And Brenda was surely not shy about asking for she wanted.

Maurice continued, “Look, now we too old for that innocent shit, man. These young women know what they getting into when they deal with us. And it ain’t fucking walks in the park, like they might do with their college boyfriends. When they get with us, it’s all about them asking, ‘What am I fin’ to get out of this shit?’ And that’s the honest damn truth, Clarence. You can’t change that. And they don’t give a fuck about how nice you are either. They know you as old as their damn daddy. So they gon’ treat you like one unless you let them know up front that your game don’t work that way. And they do know the difference.”

He said, “So, I’m gon’ give you a live sample of what I mean, when I tell you to let them choose you. And you don’t give them nothing until they make that choice. So they can cry their little asses out all they want. Fuck ’em! The world ain’t about charity unless you rich. And we ain’t rich. So keep quiet and pay strict attention in here.”

Maurice took his cell phone from his belt, dialed a number, put the phone on speaker, and set it down between them on the front seat.

“Hello?” a soft, young voice answered.

“Hey, it’s Maurice. I was thinking about you coming from work. I got both my hands full with counting this tip money before I drive off, so excuse me for the speakerphone.”

“Oh, okay,” she uttered. “So, you made that much money today, hunh?”

“Yee-uup,” he answered. “And I remembered that you needed something. But you ain’t called me lately, so I figured that you must have gotten it on your own.”

Clarence sat deadly silent and awaited the young woman’s response.

“No, I still need it,” she commented.

“Unh hunh, me too,” Maurice answered with a chuckle. “So ah, we need to talk about it over at my place…or you pass?”

There was a slight pause. Then she asked him, “So…you’re talking about…us having sex for it?”

“Well, you know, if you don’t need it, you don’t need it. But I figured I haven’t seen you in awhile. You got a boyfriend now?”

“No, none of that.”

“Okay, so…I thought about you, thought about what you needed, and figured I’d call you up to see how you made out with it. But you ah, call me back if you feel like it. Okay?”

She said, “Well…I mean, when you wanna see me?”

Maurice looked at Clarence inside the car and nodded to him. He answered, “I don’t know. When you free again?”

“Umm…I can come see you tomorrow. But I’m busy tonight.”

“Okay, well, don’t have too much fun. You make a lonely man nervous,” he suggested to her.

“Aw, naw, it’s nothing like that. Me and my girlfriends are, umm, going to this comedy show, that’s all.”

“Well, wouldn’t it be funny if you could come see me after the show. Then again, I gotta be back up before sunlight tomorrow, and comedy shows generally run late.”

“Yeah, and then you won’t let me stay over at your place to rest up before I go back to work.”

“Aw, naw, a man gotta keep his castle sacred. But ah, so you call me up for tomorrow then, and we’ll talk about that. Okay?”

“All right, then, I’ll call you tomar’.”

Maurice hung up and said, “You see how that works, Clarence? You see she didn’t hang up the phone until she took the bait? That’s how you make them choose. She know what she gotta do to get this money.”

Clarence shook his head and said, “That sounds like prostitution to me, man. And that ain’t something I wanna get involved in. I just like this girl, that’s all.”

“Yeah, and she likes you, too, Clarence. She likes your money. And she’ll never like anything else.”

“How can you assume that?” Clarence insisted.

Maurice took another deep breath and exhaled as he prepared himself to leave the car. “You’re about to find out, Clarence. And if you really want that girl like you think you do, you would have to offer her five thousand dollars to fuck her now. Because she already got two thousand for free.”

Clarence shook off his vile comments, while his devious coworker climbed out of his car to return to his own.

“Remember the main rule, Clarence, or get out the damn game before you end up in the poor house with a stroke and heartache from working too hard and getting kicked to the curb. HA HA HAH!” Maurice laughed like a sinister villain.

Nevertheless, his comments stuck on Clarence’s mind. How could they not? He had asked him for them.

[image: image]

Clarence wished that he had never asked Maurice for his honest opinion. But it was too late. The man had now corrupted his mind.

“Five thousand dollars,” Clarence repeated to himself at home. He continued to shake his head at the thought. Would she actually go for something like that?

He was itching to call her up and fiddle around to see how much truth was in it. “Nah, she would think I had lost my mind,” he assumed. Maurice was right. Since Clarence had established a platonic relationship, there would be no changing of parameters.

But what if I asked once she needed something big from me again? he questioned. I could at least try it.

It only took another week before something big came up. They were nearing the Thanksgiving holiday break, with Christmas right around the corner.

“I was wondering if you believed in Santa Claus,” Brenda joked with him over the line.

“Yeah, and I was wondering if you believed in having a friendly dinner.”

“Sure I do,” she responded.

“Well, how come we still haven’t had one?”

“Because our schedules keep clashing.”

“No, your schedule keeps clashing.”

“Well, okay, I promise to go out with you as soon as I get back from the Thanksgiving break, and before Christmas.”

“But you need something for when you go back to Baltimore, right?”

“Oh, definitely. It’s almost shopping season. And I’ll be sure to come back with at least a few pieces from D.C. that you’ll love.”

Clarence flipped the script on her and said, “All right, well, we can talk about that over dinner before you leave.”

“I told you, after I get back. I got too much to do this week.”

She was indeed the boss of their awkward relationship. So Clarence got bold enough to state, “I might be too busy myself to meet up with you this time. But I know I gotta eat. You gotta eat, too. So let’s both eat together and talk about things.”

His heart was racing while he attempted to stand tall on a new backbone.

Brenda caught on to his new game and asked him, “Are you saying you’re not gonna give me anything unless I have dinner with you?”

“What’s so wrong with us having dinner?” he asked civilly enough.

“Nothing is wrong with us having dinner. I don’t like people giving me ultimatums and shit. And I already told you that I would do it once I got back.”

Her tone was totally demeaning to a man who had helped her out with more than a couple thousand dollars, so Clarence continued to stand his ground.

“I didn’t mean for you take it that way. But I guess I’ll talk to you when you have time.”

“I have time to talk right now,” she snapped.

He said, “I meant when you’re ready to pick up the money.”

That made her hesitate to try and figure him out. “I mean, what do you mean, ‘when I’m ready to pick up the money,’ Clarence? You know I’m busy right now.”

“Yeah, so when you’re not busy, we can go out and talk about everything.”

“Talk about everything like what? I mean, what are you telling me right now? Spit it out,” she challenged him.

Clarence finally came out with it and said, “I’m telling you that I’m tired of you running off after I give you what you need. But you can’t seem to have even an hour for me.”

“Because I don’t have a fucking hour,” she cursed. “Every time I meet up with you, you already know that my day is already mapped out. So what are you talking about?”

It was no use. The girl was plain stubborn. Clarence figured he should have seen it coming a long time ago. He wasn’t any closer to her than the man on the moon. And the money didn’t mean a damn thing. In fact, it seemed to have made her bolder.

I don’t believe how much of an idiot I’ve been! he told himself. She doesn’t even treat me like a friend, let alone somebody she’s interested in. I’m just a walking ATM machine!
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