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For those of us

who think we know what we’re doing

and for those

who understand that we don’t.






Hey man, just shop until you drop

don’t stop

and don’t let your bubble get popped

love to rock

then roll

and make sure you be extra bold with it

whip it

crash it

wreck it

get naked

whatever’s clever, brother.

You know what I’m talkin’ ’bout?

Fuck it!

It ain’t nothin’ but pussy.

—The Player’s Ball,

OMAR TYREE
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Under Pressure








I DON’T KNOW WHAT TO DO.”




That’s what she told me. This was several years ago in the prime of my modeling career. I was twenty-seven years old and on a break at a photo shoot in Cancun, Mexico. We were relaxing at the beach on a beautiful late afternoon right before the sun had gone down over the Gulf of Mexico. The sky was light blue mixed with fluffy gray clouds and a fading orange sunlight. The sand was warm, and the slight breeze was just enough to get your attention but not enough to cause a chill. The entire scene was as beautiful as a naked girl in a perfect picture. And I was loving every minute of it.

“Did you hear me?”

Of course I heard her. But at the moment, I was busy framing the sandy brown skin of the local Mexican mommies against that beautiful backdrop. They continued to walk by and sneak peeks at me under our oversized umbrella. They were more interested in me than the white boy models. Ten of us were there for a summer swimsuit issue of Fabulous magazine, and I was the only black man. I guess you could call me the token sex god.

“Terrance, I’m talking to you.”

No, it was more like she was bothering me, and I didn’t feel like dealing with her conversation. I was taking a much-needed break from my hustle, and I planned on enjoying it. Talking about the future of a tug-of-war relationship was work. Now why would any guy want to work in such beautiful surroundings unless he absolutely had to?

“This is what I’m talking about. You never acknowledge me when I’m trying to talk to you. You’re so fucking rude. You know that?”

She was being rude to me. I had been working my tail off down there in the baking heat of Mexico. But did she care? Evidently not. She only wanted to address her issues. I was rarely the type to argue, but that never stopped her from trying to provoke me.

“Hello? Is anyone home? Earth to Terrance.”

I finally looked into her Gucci sunshades, under her straw sombrero, and asked her, “Andrea, what do you want me to say? I’m not gonna tell you what to do. I thought you told me you were a grown woman. Well, you make your own decisions then.”

As much as I was paying attention to the local girls, who were shaking their tail feathers with purpose and flirting all around us, Andrea’s beauty was stunning. There’s nothing like a fine black woman with a history of strong mixed genes. Everything about her look was perfect; five-nine, one twenty-five, flat stomach, strong thighs, pretty feet, luscious lips, long, thick hair, flawless skin, photogenic like a baby, and curved like sculpture. But none of that mattered to me. I wasn’t going to allow her looks and insatiable attitude to hold my emotions hostage.

“I’m not asking you to tell me what to do. I know I make my own decisions. I just want to discuss things with you.”

She paused to see if I would respond to her, but I wasn’t up to it. Discussing things with women took a lot out of a guy, especially when those things involved relationships. It wasn’t the kind of shoot-

from-the-hip discussions I would have with guys about our feelings for a woman. You said what you felt and moved on. But discussing relationships with a woman held infinite consequences. Every single word you used was a trap. So I learned to use my words sparingly with most women.

“Do you want me in your life or not?” Andrea asked me. “Just let me know something.”

I turned away from her. I liked the girl, I really did. But I didn’t want to be bonded to her. We were doing just fine with our loose arrangement. I go on a job, take her with me, love her down, and keep it simple. Then another guy came along and started putting pressures on her, which she in turn passed on to me. Only I wasn’t up for playing that game. I refused to compete with another guy over a woman. There were too many women out there for that. So I pleaded the Fifth Amendment and remained silent. I knew that anything I said to her could be held against me.

“Well?”

Instead of answering her question, I thought about the other guy she had started dating on the side. I hated jealous guys. If the girl wasn’t into you, then let her be. It’s that simple. But this guy Jayson Walker, one of those briefcase-carrying number crunchers, had made it his personal mission to try and take her from me. There were plenty of other fine women out there to choose from, but he just had to chase after her.

Guys who live and die for the dollar swear that everything, including every woman, has a price tag. So I blamed Andrea for even getting involved with the guy. Then again, a girl had to eat, and I was not offering her free access to my bank account, like he was. But even with all his money, I held the keys to her heart. That only made him chase her harder, and I wanted no part of that game.

Andrea finally lost her patience with me. She stood up to leave and I didn’t plan on stopping her.

“You know what? I don’t even know why I’m trying so hard with you.”

Once she climbed to her feet, she looked down and noticed my lack of urgency. “So, you’re not even gonna try and stop me. Like, you don’t even care.”

Actually, I did care. I just wasn’t willing to allow my feelings for her to get in the way of what I wanted for myself. I loved my freedom, and I wasn’t willing to sacrifice it to make permanent room for her.

Despite Andrea’s beauty, the girl was struggling to launch her modeling career next to mine, and she hadn’t been successful at it yet. What can I say? Modeling was a tough business, not everyone could create a solid living from it. I was one of the fortunate few who could. Nevertheless, I couldn’t stand the pressure that she was putting on me because of Jayson Walker and his income. But how could I tell a woman that I didn’t want to afford her? I mean, I could. With my five-figure-a-day rate for modeling jobs, I definitely had enough in the bank to carry her for a while. I just didn’t want to.

Why should it be necessary for a guy to economically provide for a woman? She needed to find a regular job to hold her over until she could catch her break. She had plenty of time on her hands. She was only twenty.

In my grand scheme of things, since I knew she liked me so much, I figured I would allow Mr. Walker to continue to provide for her while she snuck off for rendezvous around the world with me. Crazy, ain’t it? But that’s what I was thinking at the time. I was young and very cocky.

I was so cocky that I didn’t believe she had the courage to leave me. She had tried to leave me several times in the past year, but she always came crawling back. I guess she was hooked on my stroke and my character.

Yeah, she wasn’t going anywhere. She was only bluffing.

Before she strutted away from me, she said, “You know, he asked me to marry him. He even bought me a ring.”

That got my attention. I looked up into her sunshades. “He did what?”

I didn’t believe her.

Instead of her trying to convince me, she dug inside her beach bag and pulled out a black ring case to hand over to me.

You believe that shit? She must have had it all planned out to surprise my ass with. I was afraid to even touch the thing. But I was curious.

I opened the case and found a nice-size diamond engagement ring. It was all round and raised like a dome. It looked expensive as hell, too. That changed everything for me. The shit was serious!

I looked up and asked her, “So what did you say to him?”

She continued to stare at me through her sunshades.

“What do you want me to say?”

It was another trap.

I said, “He didn’t ask me to marry him. What are you talking about?”

She wasn’t going to get me that easily.

She said, “Well, you know I don’t want to do that, but…”

She was still undecided.

I said, “But what?”

She shrugged her shoulders and looked away.

She looked back at me and said, “I’ve just been thinking about this modeling and stuff lately and…these racist people just won’t let me in. I mean, they know I have the look. It’s like they only let two or three black girls in at a time. And while Naomi and Tyra’s still around…”

I had been around plenty of black women who called themselves models, but I couldn’t really say that many of them made a solid living from it. Modeling was still an aspiration for most of them, and a part-time high. Then again…

“And please don’t start talking to me about that music video shit and all of these freaky men’s magazines, because I’m not interested.”

They say beggars can’t be choosers, but Andrea was one choosy broad.

I chuckled and said, “Look, we both know that you can work if you really wanted to. What’s wrong with showing a little bit of your ass? It’s a nice ass, and if they’re willing to pay you to show it…”

“Whatever,” she said and cut me off. “You want everybody seeing what you get?”

I shrugged. “Everybody sees what you get.”

I was practically naked in some of those swimsuit shots. But I didn’t mind it. It was my body to show off, and if they wanted me naked, then so be it, as long as it was a straight magazine. I didn’t go the other way. That was about my only limit. I didn’t need any extra bullshit coming my way on account of a few thousand dollars. I made enough money not to have to bend.

“Anyway, so what do you want me to say to him?”

We were back at square one, talking about her ring and marriage proposal from another man.

“Look, if you don’t like this guy like that, then tell him no. You’re not ready to get married. You got a whole life in front of you. You’re not even legal to drink yet,” I told her.

I was only telling her the truth.

She said, “I know.”

“There’s no more to talk about then.”

The shit was obvious to me. This numbers cruncher was crazy. He was really getting under my skin. I swear, he was doing it all for spite, just to get to me. I even asked her about it.

“Does he still talk about me all the time?”

She smiled. “Of course he does. He said your pretty ass needs to get a real job. He said you probably can’t keep a real job because you’re too much of a faggot for real work.”

Shit like that made me want to kick Jayson Walker’s ass. I knew he couldn’t beat me. That skinny motherfucker looked like the type who would pay someone else to fight for him. But allowing that asshole to talk about me like that made me pissed off at her as well.

“And what do you say when he talks about me like that?” I asked her.

She still thought it all was a joke and had a locked smile on her face.

“He knows you’re not gay. He’s just jealous of you.”

“But how do you just let him talk about me like that?”

She shook her head. “It means nothing to me. I know when a man is jealous of another man.”

I said, “Yeah, but it means something to me. You let this guy continue to disrespect me like that, and you think it’s all a game. Looks to me like you still got a lot of growing up to do,” I told her.

“You still got a lot of growing up to do,” she snapped at me. “I mean, here I am all the way the fuck out in Mexico, trying to get you to see that I still love you, and all you can think about is these beach bitches walking around, and how you don’t want him to have me, but then you won’t lock me down.”

Then she snatched the ring case away from me.

I asked her, “Why should I lock you down? If you say you love me, then you lock yourself down.”

“That’s what I’m here trying to do.”

“Well then, do it!”

People were starting to stare at us. I wasn’t the type to argue with a woman. I usually stated my position and moved on. But when a woman gets to you…That’s when I realized how dangerous Andrea was. I couldn’t have her even if I wanted to. She could mess up my whole career worrying about her. I had a carefree lifestyle with no dependents. Even my family knew to leave me alone. I was out there on my own island.

She glared at me and said, “You are such a coward. If you want a woman, then get a woman. At least he’s real about it.”

“Real about what?” I snapped at her. I don’t even know why I asked her that. I didn’t care anything about that guy. She had me reacting impulsively instead of thinking things through.

“He shows that he’s serious about me. You’re just out here fuckin’ around with me. This ring is real. So don’t talk about somebody needing to grow up!”

She got me to thinking. J. Walker had two kids with two different women, and he still didn’t have his act together. He was already paying a truckload of child support, and both of these other women were in their early twenties, like Andrea. What made it worse was that she knew about them. She told me everything.

This numbers cruncher had screwed up a couple of young women’s lives, and he was ready to screw up hers right along with them. But I was the bad guy. I was the one who wasn’t doing the right thing. At least I knew I wasn’t ready to be serious.

That girl was out of her mind to deal with this guy. He must have been a part of her game plan to get me to do what she wanted. But I wasn’t going for it. So I gathered my emotions back into my bottle, and I told her to kiss off.

I said, “You know what? I don’t think it would be a bad idea for you to settle down. I mean, you’re definitely gorgeous, but like you said, this modeling game is a hard one. So if you think this guy is gonna give you a better life and a chance to breathe while you try to establish your career, then go for it.”

That was some cold shit for me to say to a young woman who was extending herself to me like she was. Andrea was the type of girl who would put everything on the line, and she had been doing that with me and her modeling aspirations, it just hadn’t paid off for her yet, the steady modeling jobs or me.

I was doing her the same way the industry was doing her. Wait, wait, wait, and I may have something for you next season. Possibly.

After my line of truth mixed with bullshit, instead of going through another round of arguing, Andrea said “Fuck you” and got to stepping. I guess she finally said to hell with it then.

Her exit was so abrupt that it didn’t register with me right away. I was still waiting for her to hang around and argue her point until the sun went down, but she didn’t. At first, I felt this big relief in her absence. Then, all of a sudden, I became paranoid.

What if she actually marries this asshole? What would I do then? I asked myself. Nah, she wouldn’t do that. She’ll come to her senses. Marrying that guy would be crazy. And I went back to enjoying my perfect view of the ocean. It may have been a boring life to some, but I liked keeping things simple. Peace, quiet, and independence was what I liked…I just didn’t know what I had just lost.








Still Strokin’



IDIDN’T EXPECT ANDREA to fly back to the States just like that. I figured we would at least have another night or two in Mexico to mull things over. But she surprised me and broke camp immediately. What could I do at that point? I wasn’t gonna call her back and beg her to stay. That was probably what she wanted me to do. Me calling her back would have been her dream story. I just wasn’t her dream maker.

So I went on my merry way with my modeling career and didn’t hear a peep from the girl for a couple of weeks. I even called to check up on her a few times with no response. I didn’t sweat it though. She was known to disappear on me for weeks at a time before she would resurface with an abundance of energy. I had gotten used to that, and it served me well. I liked having my little space, too. But once the weeks turned into months, and the months turned into a half a year without me seeing or hearing from her, I began to lose hope of her ever returning.

After more than a year with no word from her, I finally wiped my hands with the girl. I told myself, Well, I guess she went ahead and married the guy.

I figured he had told her never to contact me or talk to me again as a part of his deal with her. The devil usually negotiated for your soul, and more than just your mind and body. I assumed he wanted her total loyalty, nothing less. I didn’t even hear about her in my modeling circles anymore.

I admit, I had little spells of thinking about the girl that got to me. But when I realized that it was over, it didn’t bother me as much as I thought it might have. I always had women around me anyway. I was still in the prime of my career, so I was pretty busy with new jobs to keep my mind moving forward, never backward.



SEVERAL YEARS LATER, I was still happily single and living real swell with a penthouse in the heart of Atlanta’s Peachtree Street. I had three national ad campaigns: Johnson’s International Furs, Class-A Jewelry, and M. O. Clothing. Things were smelling real good all over me. I even went out and bought one of those Mercedes CL coupes; a silver one, with the AMG horsepower package. I had no reason to complain in life.

I got a call one afternoon from an old friend who was in town. He wanted to do drinks and grab a bite at the Cheesecake Factory. He was a guy I had met years ago in Chicago. He heard I had settled down in the Atlanta area, so he called around and got my number through mutual contacts. Since I was not exclusive to one modeling agency, I kept my line of communication open to as many friends and associates as possible. You never know when a contact may bring in a new job.

Anyway, this guy, Corey Sanders, had been a football player, a model, an aspiring actor, and finally a security agent for celebrities. I had first met him during his transition from football to modeling. He had the passion for the job, but he was maybe too much on the bulky side and not attractive enough for most clothing lines. So instead of doing big man’s clothes, athletic wear, fitness ads, and calendars, Corey tried being an action hero/stuntman in films before settling down in security. Whatever works for you, I guess.

Once I arrived at the Cheesecake Factory and joined him at his booth, I extended my hand to greet the giant of a man. Corey had to be at least six-foot-five, two hundred forty-five pounds. That was several inches taller and thirty pounds heavier than I was.

He said, “Hey, Terrance. How are things going for you? I guess real well, because I keep seeing photos of your work everywhere.”

I smiled. “Yeah, things have been good for me.”

It was a Thursday night. I had to fly to Miami the next morning, but the night was still young. My bags were already packed and I didn’t need a lot of sleep. So I ordered a drink, sat back, and relaxed.

Corey was wearing a dark sports jacket with a bright white tee underneath, just like I was.

I grinned. “I see you’re still following the latest fashion trends,” I said to him.

He grinned back at me from across the table. He held a glass of dark wine in his huge right hand.

“Denzel makes it work, so why can’t we?”

I nodded. “If you wanna be the best, you gotta copy the best.”

“Dig it.”

Our male waiter stepped up to the table to see if we were ready to order our food. I had barely looked at the menu.

“Give me another minute or two,” I told him.

“Yeah, give us a few minutes,” Corey repeated.

Our waiter nodded, wearing a wavy ponytail, white button-up shirt, bright orange tie, and a black apron. He stared at me and grinned.

“Excuse me for staring, but aren’t you Terrance Mitchell, the model?”

I nodded. “Yeah.”

“Well, I love your work. You don’t mind if I get an autograph before you leave, do you?”

“I have to sign my check, don’t I? Unless I pay for this in cash,” I joked to him.

He chuckled with an abundance of tickle in his bones.

“Oh, I mean, like, on a different piece of paper. I wanna tape it up on my wall.”

I looked at Corey, who was already shaking his low-cut head. I had gotten a haircut that day myself.

“Yeah, I can do that. Get it before we leave,” I told our starstruck waiter.

“Oh, thank you very much. Thank you.”

As soon as he left us, Corey smiled and said, “You get that a lot down here, don’t you? It’s a gay man’s heaven in Atlanta.”

I said, “You know you’re still on top of your game when the lollipop patrol likes you. ’Cause they don’t lie to you. If you’re not lookin’ good, they gon’ let you know in a heartbeat.”

Corey laughed and said, “The lollipop patrol. I’ve never heard that one.”

“Yeah, you don’t have to worry about me though,” I told him. “I mean, I’m flattered by it, because it’s the nature of the business, but God knows I love me some pussy.”

Corey continued to laugh, but I was just being frank.

On cue, my cell phone went off. I was expecting the phone call. I flipped it open and looked down at the number. Then I smiled back at Corey.

“See what I mean? Here comes pussy right now. Hello,” I answered.

“Where are you?”

It was Danyel Addison, a young model in her early twenties. Her agency tagged her “Danni,” and she was definitely on her way up the ladder. She was sexy, slim, and yellow, with light brown curly hair, and gray eyes. And she was already spoiled like a budding supermodel.

“I’m over at the Cheesecake Factory,” I told her.

She got excited. “Oh, I’m close by. Are you with a guy or a girl?”

I wondered for a second how she would have responded had I said a girl. Instead of thinking of a cat fight fueled by jealousy, I automatically thought of a night with two women. Danni was experimental that way. That’s why I liked her. But instead of cooking up my fantasy, I mumbled the truth.

“I’m with an old buddy of mine from Chicago.”

“You mind if I crash the party?”

I smiled and thought about Corey. I didn’t mind showing Danni off to him. I was sure that he would like her. The girl had an infectious hold on men of all creed, class, and color. But the thing I liked about her most was that very few men could fuck her. I was one of the few who could.

I told her, “Come on through. My boy would love to meet you.”

“Okay, I’ll be there. And I’ll let you see my new ride.”

Danni liked to show off. She had me wondering what kind of new car she had bought.

As soon as I ended the call, Corey smiled at me and shook his head again.

Out of the blue, he hit me with a sledgehammer.

“Whatever happened between you and Andrea, man? I saw her recently in the Big Windy with some of the biggest assholes in Chicago. Seems like she took a few steps backwards. I got a chance to talk to her for a minute, but she seemed out of it. It was like she was embarrassed to see me.”

I had gotten over Andrea, or so I had told myself. But Corey bringing her up like that had taken me aback. I wondered what she was up to myself.

Our waiter arrived with my drink just in time to wet my whistle. I waited for him to clear the area before I spoke. I had forgotten that Corey was around me when I first met Andrea. She was from Champaign, Illinois, about an hour out from “Chi-town.” I was from the same Midwest area, out of Gary, Indiana.

I chose my words carefully.

“She, ah, decided to deal with someone else.”

I took a swig of my drink.

Corey nodded and said, “J. Walker, the stockbroker, who thinks he’s in the movie Wall Street.”

It was all humorous to him, but I would rather not hear about either one of them.

“Hey, man, I don’t wanna go there right now. I haven’t been around her in years.”

“Well, don’t sweat that. She don’t look like she used to, man.”

Why did I care? Like I said, I didn’t want to hear about her. But Corey had me curious.

“What do you mean by that?”

“You know he stopped her from modeling.”

I had figured that much on my own.

“Yeah, I know. It was getting old fast anyway.”

“And I heard she had a miscarriage with his child,” he told me.

It was another bomb dropped on my head. Why the hell was Corey bending my ear with that shit? Had someone sent him to do it? What the hell was the deal?

“Why is this important to me, man?”

I was expressing my frustration with the whole history of it. But how was Corey to know what I felt? I didn’t know how deeply Andrea and Jayson Walker had cut me. I had simply moved on from it. Or so I thought.

Our waiter swung past the table again.

“Are you two ready to order?”

I still hadn’t looked at the menu.

“Hey, man, just give me whatever today’s special is,” I told him.

I wanted to go back to relaxing. I had enough on my mind already.

“Well, we have two specials this evening. We have a chicken dish…”

What the fuck? I didn’t want to hear any of that shit. Just bring me out a hot fucking plate of food, I felt like telling him.

Danni arrived just in time to preserve my cool.

She slithered up beside me in our booth, wearing a sky blue silk dress with a funky pair of tall white leather boots.

“That chicken sounds good,” she told our waiter. “I’ll have one of those.”

He looked at her with disdain before he eyed me for my response.

“Is she with you?”

Danni beat me to the punch.

“Who else do you think I’m with? I’m sitting next to him, ain’t I?”

She must have just gotten a big new contract. Good modeling jobs made a lot of us act foolish, and downright ugly.

He said, “Whatever,” but still wanted to confirm things with me. “So have you made up your mind on your order?”

I could see that I was about to have a long night.

“I’ll take whatever you bring me, man.”

It was the safest thing for me to say.

“Okay, I’ll have them hook you up.”

When he left the table, Danni looked at me and joked, “Looks like I busted somebody’s groove up in here tonight.”

She looked over at Corey and asked him, “Did you see how he looked at me when I sat down? Oh, boyfriend did not want me here. Okay?”

Corey could care less what she was talking about. Danni had brought an entire aroma to our table. It was a scent I had never smelled before, and it had crept up on us from the moment she sat down. I was sure that my friend could smell it.

I asked her, “What is that you’re wearing?”

Corey laughed on cue. “That’s what I wanna know.”

Danni smiled wide and whispered to us both, “It’s, like, some new shit. They just gave it to us today. Don’t it smell good?”

It smelled to me like she wasn’t going to make it back home to her luxury apartment in Buckhead that night. I could use the release, that was for sure. Corey’s mention of Andrea had done a job on me.

He leaned back in his seat and asked hypothetically, “Why do we always tend to whisper whenever we talk about good deals with white folks?”

Danni looked at him and frowned. It was the wrong line of conversation to use with her. She was hardly the pro-black, sister girl. Danyel Addison had been trying to move on up as far as she could in life, and race meant nothing to her.

She said, “Here we go with that black man shit. Don’t even get me started on that.”

Then she reached over and grabbed my drink. That was why a lot of men couldn’t have their way with Danni. They tended to put their foot in their mouth, as if she brought out the worst in them. I guess a lot of guys got too anxious around her and ended up trying too hard.

“You want me to order you a drink?” I asked her calmly.

“Please.”

I watched her kill the rest of mine without a word about it. From that moment on, I realized that Danni had no intention of staying there long. Her goal was to make an entrance, make a scene, and then steal me away for the night to fuck my brains out. And who was I to deny her?

“Terry, watch my purse while I run to the restroom.”

I hated when she called me that “Terry” shit. It sounded less masculine to me, so I informed everyone to stick to my full name. Danni knew that already. So I figured she wanted me to be rough with her that night. It was like a cat-and-mouse game that we played. I knew her every move, and she knew just what to say and do to push the right buttons on me.

In Danni’s absence, Corey smiled and said, “She reminds me of Andrea a little. Doesn’t she? Or do all models act like that?”

Why? Why did he keep bringing the girl up, just when Danni had calmed me back down?

I said, “Hey, man…” and I just decided to let it roll. But one thing was for sure, Corey wouldn’t get another drink with me. He was fucking up my mood. Andrea was in the past. I didn’t want to hear shit else about her.

Danni arrived back at the table. At the same time, our waiter presented me with a notebook pad of yellow paper to scribble my John Hancock on.

“I’ll be right back with your food,” he told me. It was like I was the only one at the table.

As soon as he left, Danni turned to me and said, “You’re not really hungry, are you?”

It was her cue for us to leave, like in right now!

I shook my head and told her, “Not really. I can get it to go.” It was rude to Corey, but like I said, he had ruined his welcome.

He grinned and took it in stride.

“Well, I guess I’ll see you around then, Terrance.”

“Yeah, you got my numbers.” That was all I had left to say to him.

When our waiter returned with the hot food, Danni wasted no time in telling him our change of plans.

“You know, we’re all gonna have our food to go now.” Then she looked over at Corey. “Oh, but you probably want to stay, right?”

Sounded like she was putting his thoughts in his head.

Corey continued to grin. “Yeah, I’ll stay. I like it in here.”

“Okay, well, nice meeting you.” Danni didn’t mean that shit. It was all a part of being cordial. She told me, “I’ma get my car while you get the food. I parked with the valet.”

What else was there for me to say? She had already made her moves.

I nodded and said, “Okay.”

When she walked out, Corey told me, “Man, you got your hands full with that one.”

“Mmm, hmm,” our disgruntled waiter mumbled.

“Yeah,” I mumbled back to them. They just didn’t understand the girl. Danni was easy. She wanted to make her own moves and feel in control of her destiny. She only wanted a man to counterpunch with tact and precision. And I was just the right man for the job.



WHEN I ARRIVED outside the Cheesecake Factory with a bag of hot entrées in hand, Danni blew the horn of a midnight blue BMW sports car and got my attention. It was shining like it had been freshly waxed. Either that or she had just driven it off the dealer’s lot.

“You like it?” she asked me, cheesing.

“I like you more,” I told her.

She said, “Of course you do. So where’s your car?”

“It’s parked in the back.”

“I’ll wait next to the curb for you.”

Of course she would, in the middle of Peachtree Street, where everyone could see her and know that she was living the high life. However, if Danni were to stop working tomorrow, she wouldn’t have fifty cents to make a phone call. She spent every dime she made so she could at least look like she was living how she wanted to live.

I led her back to my place, where she commented on my car’s horsepower. We were walking to the elevators from the parking garage.

“What kind of horsepower does it have when it’s an AMG model?”

I smiled and said, “It’s off the charts.”

“I have two hundred and ninety.”

“I have about two hundred more than that,” I told her.

She shook her head. “Guys and their egos.”

“You’re the one who brought it up. I wasn’t thinking about it.”

She grinned as we reached the elevators. As soon as we climbed on board, Danni moved close enough to nibble on my right ear. “Why can’t most guys be like you?” she asked me.

“Why would I want them to be? Then they could all take you home. I kind of like being that guy,” I answered.

She laughed and bit into my ear.

I moved my head away from her. “Hey, watch those teeth. I have a shoot in Miami tomorrow.”

“How much is it paying?” she asked me.

“Enough to live on.”

“For life?”

I stood up straight and stared at her. She knew better than that. She used the moment of silence to kiss me.

“Wouldn’t you love to fuck me on the elevator?” We had to transfer at the lobby level.

“Yeah, but what do I do with the food?” I teased her.

I was cool and calm about it. Nothing surprised me. You only live once, so dream on and do it.

She took the bag of food out of my hand and set it on the elevator floor.

I said, “I think it’s safer if we did that on the other elevators. The garage elevator is only three floors.”

“Who said I wanted to be safe?” she asked me.

All I could do was smile at that. She was ready for whatever.

“You know I don’t usually wear panties unless the shoots requires it, or I’m on my cycle. And neither one of those are the case tonight…Terry.”

There wasn’t much left for me to say. My dick was throbbing and ready to push its way into her wet pussy. Danni loved getting wet. The girl was a fucking river when she was horny.

So I went ahead and poked two of my fingers into her cream to make sure she was ripe. She bit her bottom lip and hissed at me. I gripped her by her hips and heaved her into the air to place her pelvis against mine. She hustled to undo my pants zipper. I pulled the red STOP knob on the elevator to stop us between floors. We had nearly made it to the top level.

I asked her, “What did I tell you about calling me that Terry shit? Didn’t I tell you not to call me that?”

She pulled my dick through my pants zipper and tugged it in place under her dress.

“What are you gonna do about it?”

I gripped her by the back of her neck like a caveman. Her wild, curly hair fell into my face from her position above me.

I pushed into her from below, and pulled her down from above.

“I, told, you, ’bout, that, shit, didn’t I?” I pumped into her locking body. She wrapped her long legs around my lower back like a yoga master.

“Yeah,” she whimpered as I thrust into her.

I loved how I slipped into Danni’s presto pussy. Her shit felt as slippery as the silk of her dress, and since she stayed on birth control, I never worried about condoms. She liked it raw anyway. The girl was wild and reckless when she fucked. And I was wild and reckless right with her.

“Why, you, so, fuckin’, hardheaded?” I asked as I banged her into the elevator wall.

“I, don’t, know,” she humped into my ear. She rode my upward thrusts and held on tight.

“Yes, you do. You know why. You, want, this, shit, like, this. Don’t you?”

“Yeeahhh,” she moaned, and sucked into my eardrum.

“I know, I know, I know,” I pumped into her wriggling torso. I was nailing her wild head of curls into the wall and everything.

“I didn’t mean it,” she whined and squirmed. She snaked her hot, wet body in mini circles on my dick. Then she bit my fucking ear, and I tore a fire to her crazy ass.

“What, the, fuck, are, you doing? Didn’t, I, tell, you, not, to do that? Didn’t I, didn’t I, didn’t I? I gotta shoot tomorrow!”

My dick felt like it was pushing up into her stomach. Danni lost control of her body as shit started popping and cracking and twisting in her bones. She didn’t have that much meat on her body to protect her from my constricting grip and violent pumps to begin with. And when I came, the cum shot out of me so strong that I didn’t care if she died from a seizure.

Danni tilted her head to the roof of the elevator and howled like a werewolf.

“UUUUUUUU!”

She wanted it fucking rough. Then she started panting like she was insane.

“Uhh, uhh, uhh, uhhnn.”

Sweat was dripping out of her hair and into my face. And she was changing colors. I guess she came as strong as I did. She dripped all over the front of my pants and made a mess, that’s for sure.

After all of that, she gripped my wet head inside of her arms and started crying.

“You gon’ make me miss you, Terrance. You gon’ make me miss you.”

All I could think about was my right ear at that point. The shit felt like I had been stung by a wasp.

I pulled her down off of me. “Look, we gotta get up to my freezer and get me some damn ice for my ear.”

She laughed and leaned into me, extra weak from fucking. Her legs were not stable yet. She had a case of rubber thighs. She was leaning up against me to stop herself from falling over. She didn’t even care about her dress being cum-stained.

I zipped my shit back inside my pants and I planned to hide us behind the bag of food. I pushed the STOP knob back in on the elevator and it began to move.

“Oh, shit. You’re gonna have to carry me to your place,” Danni joked. I couldn’t even lean down to pick the food up with her full weight against me. I was worn out, too. I had just pumped over a hundred pounds at least fifty times into the air.

“Come on now, stop it,” I told her.

“I’m serious. I can’t stand up,” she whined.

As soon as she said that, I could hear people talking above us as the elevator reached the lobby floor. I quickly grabbed the bag of food from the floor and held it in front of us.

The doors opened up, and at least three of the building’s staff were standing there to greet us.

“Ah, sir, was the elevator stuck?” the white security guard asked us.

Danni started laughing. Only the white security guard even bothered to ask. The two black guys walked away from us in embarrassment. We looked and smelled like sex.

I said, “Yeah, we’ll be all right. You don’t have to file no complaint or nothing. We’re fine. We’re just a little exhausted from the gym.”

I didn’t know what the hell I was saying. We weren’t even dressed for the gym.

The security guard nodded and said, “Okay,” and walked off.

When we climbed into the second elevator to my floor, Danni leaned up against me and mocked him.

“Ah, excuse me, sir, was the elevator stuck?”

She started laughing again. Then she looked me in the eyes with more seduction in mind.

“You wanna get this elevator stuck, too?”

I was still rubbing my right ear to take the sting away.

I said, “I think you had enough elevator for one night.”

Fortunately she agreed with me. “Yeah, you’re right. I probably need vanilla ice cream over the kitchen counter now. Do you have any of that, or do we need to order?”

I shook my head. That damn girl was wild. That’s probably why I liked her. I could fuck her any way I wanted.








Nightmares



DANNI TORE ME UP for two more howls at the moon that night before I fell asleep and into a deep coma. She could have bitten my ear off completely, à la Mike Tyson, and I still wouldn’t have gotten up. That’s just how out of it I was. I was deep into what scientists call REM sleep, the dream level.

And that’s what I did. I dreamed about a ménage à trois. Or I guess that’s what happened. I didn’t actually have sex in the dream, I just assumed that I had. All I remember is leaving one girl in the bedroom, while the other girl took a shower in the bathroom.

I climbed up out of bed to go join the second girl in the bathroom. The door was cracked open, so I took the liberty of stepping inside and right onto a cold, wet floor.

“Shit!” I reacted to the cold floor in my bare feet. I looked down at the water and found that fresh blood was dripping into it. I followed the dripping blood to the feet and bloody legs of the second woman, who was standing in the middle of the bathroom. Blood was trickling down between her legs in front of me. But I still hadn’t looked into her face.

She said, “You see what you made me do? Do you see?”

I finally looked into the woman’s face and it was Andrea. She held her bloody palms out toward me. She wore a bloodied, long white T-shirt, with no underwear. Her loose brown hair was wet and clinging to her head like in some kind of horror movie.

I said, “I didn’t do that to you. I didn’t.”

I sounded like a punk. But you can’t control what you say and do in your dreams. It was like I was watching myself in a movie.

She screamed, “Yes, you did! You made me go to him! This is all your fault. And look what he did to me.”

It was all crazy.

I shook my head in denial. “I didn’t make you go to him.”

“You told me to. You said it would be better for me.”

I was confused. Did I say that to her? I had said something of that nature but I couldn’t remember.

“Well, I didn’t mean it,” I responded in the dream.

Aw, man, I was so weak. Dreams are pitiful like that. You have no control over how they play out in your conscience.

She said, “You did mean it. Now look at me. Look at me!”

Andrea continued to scream at me, while drenched in blood.



MAN, I woke the hell up in the middle of the night and was stunned.

“Fuck!” I cursed. I was nervous and shaking as chills overtook my body.

I looked over at Danni, who was still sound asleep. Then I looked over at the clock on my nightstand. It read 4:24 in green neon. I had to get up and get ready for my flight to Miami by seven. The flight was scheduled for 9:45 AM. I wasn’t extra tired or anything. I usually only got four to six hours of sleep anyway. But my mind was definitely tripping on me that morning.

“Shit,” I cursed again. I thought about Corey. Had someone sent him to put that crazy seed in my head about Andrea? Why was he so interested in meeting up with me again anyway? I had to wonder. I even felt like calling the guy and waking his ass up. But that would have been extreme. How would he have taken that? He would have thought I was a lunatic. If his actual intent was to get me to feel guilty about my aborted relationship with Andrea, then my phone call in the middle of the night would have been a confirmation.

So there I was, stuck in the middle of the night, wondering about my old fling for no good damn reason. I didn’t want her back, but if she wanted me, all she had to do was call. I still had all the same numbers.

“What’s wrong?” Danni asked me out of the blue.

When she touched me lightly on the back, I jerked away from her as if she was a cold-fingered ghost.

“Shit.” I wasn’t expecting her to be up.

She looked at me and was confused. She asked me again, “What’s wrong with you? Do I repel you or something? You never acted like that before.”

She looked offended.

I shook my head and said, “Nah, nah, it doesn’t have anything to do with you. I just…I just had a bad dream, that’s all.”

I only told her that because I didn’t want her to feel offended. I didn’t mean to pull away from her like that. She had simply caught me off-guard.

“A bad dream about what?”

That was a question I didn’t want to answer. Danni even sat up in bed next to me to hear my response. But I wasn’t planning on giving her one.

“I don’t feel like talking about it. It wasn’t pleasant, that’s all.”

“Was I in it?”

I didn’t expect her to ask me that, but I guess it would have been a normal question after she had just gone to bed with me.

“No, you weren’t in it.” Then I thought I may have answered her too fast and too coldly. What would she ask me next? I could feel it coming.

“Was it about another woman?”

I had to stop her questions, so I did what every man has learned to do with women. I lied.

“I dreamt that I had gotten into a motorcycle accident and had ruined my whole face and body to the point where I couldn’t model anymore. I mean, I was messed up real good and in the hospital. The doctors had bandaged up my entire head. I had hair missing and everything. It was just crazy.”

To my surprise, Danni began to laugh at me. I didn’t consider the story funny myself, whether I was lying to her or not. What if I was telling the truth? Is that how she would have responded to me? Or did she know that I was only bullshitting her.

I said, “That shit ain’t funny, man.” What was her angle?

She said, “I thought only us girls thought about stuff like that.”

“I didn’t think about it, I dreamt it,” I told her.

“Same difference. If you’re dreaming about it, that means you’re trying to suppress it.”

“Okay. So what? So you’re saying that an athlete wouldn’t think about getting injuries where he couldn’t play his sport anymore? That’s just not a girl thing. Everybody has those fears.”

It sounded like I was fighting for my manhood. I had been doing that for years as a model, and I was still doing it on occasions like this one. Everybody had bad dreams every once in a while, didn’t they?

Danni continued to smile and leaned back in bed.

“What time do you have to be at the airport again?” she asked me.

“Eight-thirty at the latest,” I told her.

An hour before departure was always enough time for me because I rarely traveled heavy. But every now and then I’d be given a stack of complimentary clothes that I would have to fly back with.

Danni said, “I’m still gonna miss you,” and reached out to touch my back a second time.

That girl wasn’t going to miss me. Who was she kidding? She was around plenty of other guys who would treat her better than what I would. Her drinks should have worn off, so I figured she could tell the truth that morning.

“Why would you miss me?” I asked her. “Was the dick that good?”

It just slipped out of my mouth. What the hell, it was nearly five o’clock in the morning. If you can’t be frank with a woman at five o’clock in the morning in your own bed, then when could you ever speak your mind to a woman?

Danni chuckled. She said, “The dick is definitely good, but I like the personality, too.”

I turned and faced her. Damn, she was gorgeous…in the face. But her body couldn’t match Andrea’s. Danni was rail thin whereas Andrea had some bona fide curves.

I asked her, “Am I the last guy you’ve been with for a while?”

Danni stared at me for a minute before she answered.

“Do you want it to be like that? I mean, I can do that. All it is is a word.”

There I was again, in a very similar situation. I didn’t want Danni getting any more serious than sex. I had put my foot in my mouth by asking her about other guys. But it would be a hell of a lot safer if she was only dealing with me with no condoms.

“How many people are you seeing?” she asked me.

It was the wrong conversation for both of us.

“Honestly, I don’t even want to go there. And you don’t want me to.”

“Yes, I do,” she responded defiantly. “Are they all models?”

I paused for minute. Then I let her have it.

“Of course they are. That’s all I’m ever around.”

“That’s not true. I know plenty of women who are attracted to you who are not models. I don’t even hang out with other models, and my friends talk about you all the time,” she told me.

She was telling me more information than I wanted to hear.

“What do you mean ‘your friends talk about me all the time’? You tell them about us?”

It was obvious if they were talking about me.

She said, “That’s one of the things that I like so much about you. I mean, you have no idea how popular you are. You just take the pictures and leave. It doesn’t go to your head.”

“So you tell them about us?” I repeated.

“No, I don’t. I mean, they know that I know you, but that’s about it.”

That was bullshit and Danni was a terrible liar. She was one of those girls who couldn’t look you in the face when she lied. Most of the time she didn’t have to. Guys could barely get close to her. So I continued to stare at her until she began to crack a smile.

“I mean, I may have told them that I’ve slept with you once or twice, but not much more than that. They just keep bringing you up on their own when they see you in ads and things.”

It was no big deal to me. I smiled with her.

She said, “Now tell me, how many women do you have relations with?”

I shook my head again. “We’re not going there.”

I laid back to get more rest before it was time to go. Danni leaned over and looked into my face, determined to get her answers.

“Is it that hard to answer me? It’s not going to change how I feel about you if that’s what you’re thinking.”

“Why even ask me then?”

“I’m just curious.”

“Don’t be. Because it will definitely kill you.”

“Has it been that many? And you don’t use condoms with any of them?”

She looked alarmed. I had to answer that.

“Oh, no, I wear condoms. But how many do you have with no condoms?”

We both needed to answer those questions.

She answered, “Only you with no condoms. I do have two other guys that I see, but it’s not that much, you know. We’re all busy doing what we do. I mean, I barely see them.”

“You barely see me either,” I told her. “And how would these other two guys feel if you just up and dropped them?”

“It’s no big deal to them. Trust me.”

“So, it’s not much of a sacrifice for you then,” I told her.

“Sure it is. Every girl likes to be pampered,” she stated with a smile.

It sounded like a similar conversation indeed. Danni wanted me to choose her over everyone and pamper her like a legitimate girlfriend. But at least she didn’t have a guy’s diamond ring to pressure me with. Not yet, at least.

“Would you cut your other women loose for me?” she asked me.

Before I answered I thought about Andrea and my bad dream that night. Would it be so bad to give Danni the illusion that I would work things out with her? Not saying that I had to, but would it really be that bad of an idea to cut off several women for the commitment of one? I was really thinking the idea over.

“Let me think about it over this trip,” I told her.

She nodded. “That’s fair enough. I mean, it’s not like I’m asking you to give blood or anything.”

I looked into her eyes to catch her smiling. If she only knew how crazy my dream was that night, she wouldn’t have joked about blood like that. But I hadn’t told her my real dream, and I never would.

I said, “We’ll see when I get back,” and I planned to leave it at that.








Celibacy



IARRIVED IN MIAMI that Friday slightly before noon, and was surprised by my girl Judi Wells, who was waiting for me at the airport. I had told her weeks before that I had a shoot in her area, but I didn’t expect to see her waiting for me in the terminal as soon as I hopped off the plane. Judi had been living in Miami, a hot spot for international models, for the past three years.

She was wearing a lime green dress, gold heels, accessories, and a golden brown straw hat, and all eyes were on her. I liked to call Judi “Essence.” She had that chocolate brown, sophisticated, sister-girl look that Essence magazine liked to feature. She had been in several of their fashion spreads over the past five years. We had been friends and occasional lovers for six.

“Hey, I wasn’t planning on seeing you here,” I told her. I barely had time to free my mind from Danni and Andrea that morning.

Judi smiled with her perfect pearly whites. “I figured I’d surprise you.”

She surprised me all right. I gave her a strong hug and stepped away. She smelled better than she needed to, making me think with the wrong head before I could even get out of the airport terminal with her.

“Ahhh…what kind of perfume is that?”

She grinned, knowing good and well what I was thinking.

“It’s Jean Paul Gaultier.”

I said, “It’s soft and sweet, but not too much.”

“Just enough is all I need,” she commented.

I smiled. “Yeah, tell me about it.” I was thinking with the wrong head again.

She said, “I will. Later.”

I looked forward to it. But then I started thinking about Danni. How quickly I had forgotten. Maybe I had too many women to seriously try and commit myself to only one. Danni had two other guys to choose from anyway. She would be all right.

Judi looked toward the baggage claim. “How many bags do we need to collect?” she asked me.

“None. I only brought my carry-on.”

She looked and nodded. Then she began to walk toward the terminal exits and parking area. I followed her out with my carry-on bag in one hand and a copy of Smooth magazine in the other.

Judi glanced at my magazine while she led me through the exit door. On the cover jacket was a half black, half Native American girl. They called her Thunder Horse. She had beautiful bronzed skin, long legs, and all the right curves in her purple, orange, and white swimsuit to earn her name.

“I see you kept yourself awake on the plane,” Judi hinted to me.

I chuckled. “Yeah, just keeping tabs on your competition.”

“She’s not my competition. I don’t go there.”

I gave her a quick nod and decided to leave it alone. There were all different kinds of models, and whatever paid your bills was cool with me.

Judi asked me, “So what hotel do they have you staying in?”

“The Hilton.”

She nodded as we headed through the parking garage in search of her car. She wasn’t too talkative that day, that’s for sure. Judi usually had a lot to say. She was heavy into philosophy.

I got curious and asked her, “What’s on your mind this morning? You seem to be in deep thought over something.”

She took a breath and said, “I’ve been doing a lot of meditating about my life lately, Terrance. I mean, there’s just so many things that we all could be doing for the betterment of ourselves and for others, you know?”

That was another reason why I liked to call her Essence. Judi was the one woman who could bring you back down to earth with her talk about one’s responsibilities to the common man. She just would not allow herself to enjoy her blessings without feeling guilty about those who were less privileged.

I asked her, “What do you want to do, a nature walk for charity?” I was trying to lighten her mood. Frankly, I wasn’t in the right frame of mind for hearing any let’s-go-save-the-world speeches. I was in Miami, and outside of my photo shoot, the only thing I was thinking about was hanging out at the hot clubs that lined South Beach.

My quip at least got a smile out of her.

She said, “You just keep it light, don’t you?”

“Heavy only holds you down,” I told her. “That’s why I like traveling light and living light.”

She grinned and nodded.

When we reached her car, a yellow Volkswagen Bug, I started grinning. She used to drive a black Corvette.

“I see you’re downsizing with cheerful colors,” I commented.

She faced me and smiled, while opening the rounded trunk to toss my bag in.

“I wanted to surprise you. I traded in the Corvette over a month ago.”

“I see. And are you satisfied with the trade?”

“I’m very satisfied.” She sounded very confident in her answer, too. I guess she had had to tell a lot of people that.

I climbed in on the passenger’s side and found it a lot more spacious than I imagined. In fact, the yellow bug had more room than her Corvette had.

Judi climbed behind the wheel on the driver’s side and said, “I find it very liberating. I have similar start speed, plus I can get in and out of spots with ease.”

“You have similar start speed?” I questioned. I could believe the in and out of small spots part, but there was no way a Volkswagen Bug had similar start speed to a Corvette.

Judi smiled at me. She pulled the gear into reverse and backed out of her parking spot. Then she righted the wheel and gassed around the corners toward the parking lot exit.

I asked her, “Are you trying to prove something to me?”

She smiled and shook her head. “You always seem to bring the badness out of me.”

“Aww, don’t blame that on me. You’re the one who started talking about start speeds. That means you had already experimented with it. And I didn’t buy you that Corvette either.”

I had her cheesing like normal again.

“So, you don’t start shooting until tomorrow morning?”

“Yeah, we have wardrobe tonight, and then we shoot all day with a crowd in the background tomorrow.”

She nodded. “What time is wardrobe?”

“Three to seven.”

We hit the road and headed for my suite at the Hilton. It wasn’t far from the airport.

“You wanna order room service for lunch at your hotel? I really need to talk to you about some of the changes I’ve made in my life.”

I didn’t see anything wrong with that, but her tone was ominous.

“Okay.”



WE ARRIVED at the Hilton, where I checked into my suite on the seventh floor. Lucky me.

Judi walked in, kicked off her shoes, plopped her hat down on the chair, and sat in the middle of my king-size bed, good and comfortable.

“Can you pass me the menu?”

I was still standing, close to the office desk near the window. I grabbed the menu off the desk and tossed it onto the bed.

“Thank you.”

Judi went ahead and ordered a grilled chicken salad, ginger ale, and vanilla ice cream for both of us. Then she patted the bed for me to join her.

That was the kind of woman she was, very self-assured and fluid with her moves. Judi wielded power without much effort. It was just in her to be that way. She was older than most of the other girls I dealt with.

Once I walked over and sat on the bed beside her, she cupped my head in her hands and stared into my eyes. She had me right up close to her. She said, “You know what I decided to do?”

She waited until I asked her, “What?”

“I decided to go celibate.”

I nodded to her. “Congratulations.” I didn’t know what else to say. She made it seem as if celibacy was a major achievement, so I decided to treat it that way.

“How long has it been?” I asked her. I hadn’t touched Judi in that way in over a year. But when you’re a legitimate model like she was, the opportunities to indulge were endless.

She answered, “Six weeks.”

I don’t know if it was just me, but a month and a half would have sounded a lot more solid than six weeks. Six weeks sounded as if she was counting the days, the hours, and the minutes. Compared to six months, or six years, six weeks sounded breakable. But a month and a half, which is essentially the same thing as six weeks, sounded as if you were actually building something.

“Have you ever thought about it?” she asked me.

“Thought about what?”

I knew she wasn’t asking me what I thought she was asking me.

“You know, abstaining from sex.”

I said, “For what? Why would a healthy, sexually active guy want to abstain all of a sudden?”

“To stop from cheating yourself,” she answered. “I mean, do you realize that sex is here to enjoy your mate unconditionally. That’s why it feels how it feels and we do what we do when it’s good. And can you imagine how much stronger it would be if we actually stored it up for the right person, at the right time, for the right reasons. I mean…You know what I mean?”

She was really trying to get me to understand her point. Her passion was written all over her gleeful face, as if abstinence and celibacy were the greatest discoveries on earth.

“But what if, after all of that, you end up with a person who just doesn’t know what they’re doing?” I joked. “Then what? I mean, you just wasted all that time.”

“No you didn’t. You didn’t waste anything. You only waste it when you do it for no reason with people you don’t care about.”

I said, “So, you didn’t care about me?”

It was a good question.

She answered, “Of course I did. And I still do. That’s why I’m here with you now, telling you this. You have the potential to make a change.”

“But a change for who, and for what? Why are you trying to change me? I mean, I’m happy with how I live.”

“Are you really?”

She sounded disappointed in me. I guess she figured I should have been reaching for more.

She said, “Do you realize how much you could change in this world if you actually used your voice? The pictures only tell half of the stories.”

I said, “What does that have to do with celibacy and abstinence? And why do you feel that people would even listen to me? We’re models. We’re not politicians.”

“We don’t have to be politicians to say something, Terrance.”

“Well, anybody can say something, but to get the people to actually listen to you is something else.”

I felt like she was barking up the wrong damn tree. The argument was pointless to me. There were a lot of ways a person could be helpful to the community that had nothing to do with your personal life, or your personal statements. You could start a foundation without ever having to change who you are and what you do. Celebrities did it all the time.

Judi said, “The power that you take over your personal appetites is the same power that you’ll need to be true to what you’re doing in the public arena.”

“Well, who said I wanted to be involved in the public arena like that? That’s not my world.”

Judi looked at me and recoiled. “That’s not your world? What are you talking about? You are in the public arena. That’s why these companies pay to use your imagery, Terrance. Whether you realize it or not, you have followers. You have people who will buy certain items because you promote them. So why can’t you promote a particular lifestyle to them while you’re at it?”

I told her, “Look, people want to live how they want to live, Judi. They don’t care about us being celibate. That’s not important to them. But sex…that’s important. And they want that. They don’t want to be thinking about some perfect man or some perfect situation. That’s not the desired reality.”

Judi was steadily shaking her head. She said, “You’re wrong, Terrance. You’re wrong. We all want more control over ourselves. We just don’t know how to do it.”

I smiled. I said, “Well, shoving beautiful models in their face every day won’t make it any easier for them.”

Judi looked down into the bedsheets. She said, “That’s my biggest dilemma. So I’ve been thinking about giving up modeling. It’s hypocrisy.”

I said, “Let me get this straight. You say that we have a certain credibility as models, since we’re in the public eye with what we do. And we are therefore able to make an example of change through our own lifestyle changes. But then you’re thinking about quitting what gives you that power in the first place, so you won’t look like a hypocrite while pushing items that may not be all that good for them?”

I said, “Well, how about only modeling for products that are community-based and community positive then?”

The irony was that those items typically viewed as “good for them” were generally harder to promote because they were supported less and made less money. But the things that people seemed to like and support—sex, cigarettes, alcohol, drugs, violent films, addictive music—were in constant need of regulations and restrictions because they were craved so strongly. However, the library was free. They only charged you to bring their books back so more people could share them.

Judi said, “I’ve already begun to do that. I’m modeling for causes now.”

“Well, that’s all you need to do then. You don’t need to quit. You’re still beautiful,” I told her.

She chuckled. “Thank you. But what about you? Are you willing to make a change?”

She was dead serious, too.

I said, “Are you asking everybody to do this? Why do you want me to make a change?”

She joked and said, “Because you’re in room seven-twelve. You’re the lucky one.”

“The lucky numbers are seven-eleven,” I told her.

“Whatever.”

By then our food had arrived. I signed the bill and gave our Latino server a tip.

“Gracias,” he told me.

I nodded to him.

When he left the room, I joked and said, “How about giving up our food and abstaining from eating to support those who don’t have food.”

Judi gave me the evil eye as she uncovered her grilled chicken. “Don’t play with me. I already starve myself. That’s another thing I don’t like about modeling.”

“Oh, so starving is not good with food, but it is good with sex?” I continued.

Judi shook her head at me as she began to stuff her face.

“You are impossible,” she mumbled through her first bite of food.

“And you are trying to make the impossible happen,” I told her. Then we went ahead and stuffed our mouths.








Cock Blocking



JUDI AND I DROVE OVER to a place called The Outfitters Warehouse for my wardrobe selections. I had to shoot at several Miami Beach locations for Class-A Jewelry, wearing complimentary outfits. Class-A wanted outfits that would pop. So I tried on a lot of bright colors: oranges, limes, rich golds, turquoise blues.

Judi had nothing on her schedule, so she decided to spend the entire day with me.

“I really like the orange on you. It’s pretty blinding,” she commented. I was trying on an orange button-up short-sleeve with a wide collar. I didn’t check for the designer. I tried not to. I was into style, and the designers who created what I liked reaped the rewards of their mention in the back credits.

“Yeah, as long as it doesn’t overpower the jewelry,” I responded.

Henry Shoals, the stylist, and Mark Simion, the photographer, were both there.

“The white gold would work well with that orange,” Judi suggested.

Henry nodded. “Hmm, she has a point. That orange shirt would overpower the yellow gold, but it would definitely bring life to the white.”

Henry was a short, gray-haired white man in his early fifties who still had a young man’s energy and zest for life. Mark was much younger, in his late twenties. He was just happy to be there on assignment. He had a loose, hippie style of dress and dark curls. His camera hung around his neck.

“That works for me,” he told us.

Judi said, “The lime green sets off the yellow gold. But you could probably get away with an olive as well. A darker green would allow the yellow gold to stand out a little more.”

Mark checked out her theory from behind the lens of his camera. I wore a yellow gold watch and link chain.

“She’s good,” he said with a nod.

“What about the platinum jewelry?” Henry asked her.

Judi told him, “The turquoise blue. Platinum is more of a metallic tone than gold. Blue is a metallic color, and the turquoise blue adds a little extra flavor to it.”

She spoke with the same raw confidence with which she always carried herself.

I joked and said, “Are you guys planning on paying her for this?” She was doing their job better than they were.

“Yeah, I may have to hire her to help me,” Henry quipped.

I said, “She lives right here in Miami.”

“I sure do,” Judi told him.

He said, “We’ll definitely exchange numbers.”



IT WAS WELL after seven when we finished with the wardrobe, and Judi and I were both hungry again. We stopped at a place called the Golden Dish, a Thai restaurant in the middle of downtown Miami.

While we waited for our food, I stared at the intricate paint job and artwork that covered the walls.

“We need to do more of this kind of thing with soul-food restaurants,” I said to Judi.

“What kind of theme would you have?” she asked me. She took a sip of the herbal tea she had ordered for both of us.

I shrugged my shoulders. I hadn’t thought about any particular theme, I just felt we needed something extra in soul-food spots to represent the culture.

“Maybe we should have African sculpture and artifacts on the walls.”

“But would that be from soul-food culture or more Afrocentric history?” Judi questioned.

“What difference does it make? It’s all the same culture. Why separate the American from the African? I mean, that’s who we are, right? African Americans. So why not represent that?”

Judi nodded to me. “Good point.” Then she smiled. “So why are we in a Thai restaurant? You think they would stop to eat in a soul-food spot?”

I thought about it and smiled back at her.

“Probably not.”

“So what makes us so prone to follow other people’s culture? I don’t think anyone eats as much Chinese food as black people do.”

I asked her, “You think someone else eats more soul food than us?”

We were playing a game of wits. Like I said, Judi was my Essence magazine girl, always thoughtful. She said, “I see your point.”

“And what about pizza?” I asked her. “Is that still Italian food, or is it all-American food now?”

Judi laughed. She said, “You never cease to amaze me.”

I didn’t know how to take that.

“You mean with my intellect?” I asked her to make sure. Some folks had this idea that models were not supposed to think, as if we didn’t experience the world just because we made our livings taking pictures. Judi, of all people, should have known better than that.

She said, “Sometimes you try to act aloof on purpose to stop yourself from taking your life up to that other level. But you don’t have to be afraid of going there.”

I said, “I’m not afraid of anything. Why can’t I just be satisfied with where I am? I have a pretty good life in front of me. I have my health. I have my sanity. I have a bit of a nest egg. What else could I ask for?”

Our waitress made her way back to our table before Judi could respond. We gave our orders then resumed our conversation.

“You could have a real purpose for what you’re doing, Terrance. Have you ever thought about that?”

Of course I had. “I do have a purpose,” I told her.

“Which is?”

“To keep working and keep living.”

“That’s not a purpose. That’s a function of life.”

“Not for a lot of people. A lot of people don’t have a function. A lot of people don’t function period.”

Judi was quickly tiring of my small talk. She let out a sigh and appeared ready to drop the discussion. And she was right. I didn’t like battling wits for too long. For what? I figured I had nothing to prove to anyone. I knew I had intelligence; I would determine my own life values and not have someone else impose theirs on me.

Judi didn’t need to convince me, anyway. She had plenty of guys who would bend over backward for her. So I moved on without thinking anymore about it.



BY THE TIME we finished our meal, it was close to ten o’clock. I had a one-track mind at that point: hit South Beach and check out the action at the nightclubs. A few of the promoters and radio guys I knew from Miami had already put my name on several of the guest lists for that night. But what about Judi?

She was pretty silent as she drove me across the bridge to the beach area. Maybe she was tired. She didn’t have to hang out every minute with me. I knew how to get around by myself, and I told her so.

“Look, ah, if you’re tired, just drop me off and I’ll get a taxi back to the Hilton. I mean, I don’t want to inconvenience you.”

She didn’t respond immediately. I guess she was thinking it over. To tell you the truth, I would rather go solo. With Judi’s celibacy issues, I figured that going to a nightclub with me was the wrong atmosphere for her to be in. I was definitely not celibate, and I still knew how to score.

She finally said, “I don’t mind.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yeah, it’ll be fun to hang out with you.”

I didn’t feel the same way. I didn’t want to be rude and tell her that I’d rather see her in the morning, where she could accompany me to the photo shoot if she wanted, but that was damn sure what I was thinking.

I said, “Now, you do know there’s gonna be plenty of women here who are not abstaining from anything, right?”

Judi looked into my eyes and frowned.

“I’ve been in these clubs, and I’m a grown woman, Terrance. I know what goes on there.”

I heard her words loud and clear. All I could do was acknowledge them.

“Okay.” Then I wondered how she’d react when I told her I was on the guest list of a place called Beds, where you actually partied and drank on oversized beds.

We arrived at the heart of South Beach, Miami, at 6th and Washington streets, and ran right into heavy traffic.

“Looks like they’re starting early tonight,” I commented.

“Lucky you,” Judi responded with a forced grin.

I could tell it was forced because it didn’t last long.

“Okay, where to?” she asked me.

I didn’t want to start off at Beds. I figured I would shake Judi sooner or later, and then go to Beds on my own.

“Let’s go to Opium,” I told her. That was a safer bet.

We found a parking spot next to a meter, and walked a good two blocks back to the club. Opium was the kind of club where a lot of national celebrities hung out. The staff and bouncers at the front door were not too receptive to local nobodies. Fortunately, I was neither. So we walked right up front and past the line of onlookers so I could give them my name.

“Terrance Mitchell.”

They looked on the guest list and found me.

“Hey, you’re the model guy, right?” one of the bouncers asked me. He was a beefcake white guy with close to a bald head, wearing all black.

I nodded to him as we headed toward the entrance doors.

“Yeah.”

He looked like an aspiring model himself, for sportswear, bodybuilding, vitamins, and workout spas.

As soon as Judi and I walked in, the eyes all swung in our direction. Everyone wanted to see which celebrities would walk in next. I wasn’t tripping on that. I was no celebrity. I was just a good-looking guy, paid well to model, who knew the right people. Nevertheless, I looked good enough with Judi on my arm to keep the crowd’s attention for a minute.

“These people need to get a life,” she commented, louder than a whisper. Some of the folks who were near us overheard her. But her bold tongue only made them more curious. Celebrities were prone to dissing locals. And whenever I frequented celebrity-attended events, the locals would eat up their every word, move, or spite, in L.A. and Miami in particular. Snobbish attitudes didn’t fly so well in New York, D.C., and Chicago. But Miami and L.A. pampered the stars.

I looked around and surveyed the ratio of nationality in the place. Latinos and whites ruled the numbers. Even my DJ and promoter friends were Latin.

“Hey, Mr. T. How you like it? You lovin’ it, or what?”

Mario Rome faced me with two Latin mommies under his arms—one dark-haired, one light-haired, both gorgeous.

“And the night has just begun,” I told him with a smile and a nod.

“You’re the model, right?” his light-haired girlfriend asked me. “You think I got what it takes?”

She was right on my case. But she was a little too short and round for fashion modeling. She was more in line for hip-hop videos and swimsuit posters. But she was perfect as a significant other. She was what normal guys would go crazy for, including me.

I said, “I wouldn’t worry about modeling if I were you. Instead, I would fly straight out to Hollywood and do some acting. The moving cameras would love you.”

She stared at me for a second as if she were in a trance. I was used to that. The gene gods had blessed me.

Judi spoke up and said, “You’re gonna need more height and less curves for real modeling jobs, Maria. That’s just how it goes.”

No one responded to Judi’s comments.

I asked her, “What if her name’s not Maria?” I was just trying to lighten things back up. Judi was taking it too seriously.

“It’s not,” the light-haired Latina told us. “It’s Candace.”

“Let me go tell Vinny Blues to give you a shout out,” Mario Rome told me. I guess he wanted to get out of Dodge.

I was ready to tell him not to bother. I didn’t need all that extra attention, but he was already gone, leaving his two girlfriends with us.

The dark-haired girl reached out her hand to mine.

“I’m Alex.”

“Terrance.”

Alex was actually slimmer than Candace and taller. She was closer to what the runway would want to see. Candace was just more outspoken.

Alex then moved on to Judi.

Judi took her hand and gave her name.

“I guess you already know my name,” Candace spoke up again.

I smiled, right before Vinny Blues called my name over the microphone.

“We got my man Terrance Mitchell in the house for the ladies who love a GQ man. You don’t see a whole lot of GQ men walking around, so make sure y’all give him love out there tonight. Mr. T,” he called out from behind his DJ booth.

That really got the eyes of the club crowd swinging in my direction. I had always managed to get my share of attention in a crowd, based on my appearance alone, but the timely shout out made me an instant babe magnet.

“I guess I better get out of your way before they trample me,” Judi commented. I couldn’t call it a joke, because she didn’t appear to be joking. However, Candace and Alex laughed at it.

I was trapped in my emotions for a minute, but then I reverted to what I had been trained to do; I chilled. I was used to camera lights, crowds, and women hollering and hooting, so the Miami party crowd was nothing new to me. You just had to wait until they all got it out of their systems. Then you approached who you wanted to approach.

“So, are you used to that yet?” Alex asked me.

I grinned knowingly. “Yeah, I’m used to it. Are you?”

Judi looked away from us and seemed bored with it all. I was counting the minutes until she would decide to leave.

I had become a natural with women. I can’t say I always had them, I just can’t remember anymore when I didn’t.

Judi looked at me and frowned. She knew I was ready to turn it on. I was in that environment. What did she expect me to do?

Alex said, “I don’t get it all like that. Now Candace, she’s the one who gets all the attention.”

Candace started laughing, but I didn’t believe all of what Alex was saying. She was gaming me. I was sure she got her share of attention, she was just quieter, which probably meant she was more crafty. In her sly way, she was basically telling me to choose her instead of her extroverted friend.

“So the guys don’t often look at you, huh?” I teased her to test my theory.

Candace protested her friend’s game.

“Aww, man, that’s bullshit. She gets ’em. She gets the good ones.”

Now that I could believe. Men of higher caliber generally liked women who carried themselves with a little more tact. We prefer women who open up in private, and usually only for us. It was an exclusivity and ego thing.

“Well, I’m off to the restroom,” Judi told me. I don’t know if she was upset or not, but she had no reason to be. We were friends who were only part-time lovers, and she had announced an end to part-time loving. I had pretty much warned her that I was out there on the Miami nightclub scene to be me, and that included showcasing my skills with the ladies.

While Alex and Candace chatted me up for themselves, I scanned the crowd for other women who were game for my attention that night. I figured I would have some salsa in my love life. The Latinas were feeling me in there. There were a few white girls looking, but the catch of Miami were Cuban, Dominican, and Puerto Rican girls. I had done my research, but I decided to ask to make sure.

“So what are you both Cuban?” I asked Alex and Candace.

“She’s all Cuban, but I’m Cuban and Dominican,” Candace answered.

“Oh, a double dip, huh?”

“Whatever that means.”

Mario Rome rejoined us.

“Hey man, this is a good night. Look at all the lovely ladies in here. Usually we have to hold the guys outside for a while. Looks like we can let ’em in early tonight.”
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