






[image: walk]




Also by Omar Tyree

Leslie

Just Say No!

For the Love of Money

Sweet St. Louis

Single Mom

A Do Right Man

Flyy Girl

Books by the Urban Griot

College Boy











[image: walk]SIMON & SCHUSTER


Rockefeller Center 1230 Avenue of the Americas


New York, NY 10020

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Copyright © 2003 by Omar Tyree


All rights reserved,


including the right of reproduction


in whole or in part in any form.

SIMON & SCHUSTER and colophon are registered trademarks of Simon & Schuster, Inc.

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data is available.


Tyree, Omar.

Diary of a groupie : a novel / Omar Tyree.

   p.  cm.

I. African American women—Fiction. 2. Dating (Social customs)—Fiction. 3. Diaries—Authorship—Fiction. 4. Las Vegas (Nev.)—Fiction. 5. Young women—Fiction. 6. Groupies—Fiction. I. Title.

PS3570.Y59D53 2003


813’.54—dc21


2003050504

 

ISBN-13: 978-0-7432-5828-9
ISBN-10: 0-7432-5828-2

visit us on the World Wide Web:


http://www.SimonSays.com






She believed

with all of her heart

that it was real.

They believed

with all of their minds

that it was not.

Maybe

they were all wrong.

Or maybe

they were all right.

Omar Tyree, “Illusions”
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MGM


Grand



Main Street in Las Vegas, Nevada, was the hottest spot for adult fun and games that America had to offer. Every night was a Christmas light show from the biggest front lawns in the neighborhood. Bright lights flickered and enticed the mind in hues of red, pink, yellow, green, purple, blue, white, and orange from every creatively designed building that made up the skyline. “The Strip” was an overdose to the senses, a giant pinball machine of all-night gambling and solicitation. It was a wonder that people ever managed to sleep there. However, they did sleep—they slept on their own realities and became easy prey for those who recognized the value of remaining awake.

“You ready for this, girl? ’Cause if ya’ not, then you betta’ get ready. Ain’t nuntin’ in this world like Vegas. Nothin’.”

The girl smiled and kept her cool while sitting inside the white stretch limo with the man. She looked young enough to be his daughter, but she wasn’t. That’s why the man felt so comfortable when he slid his big right hand over her burnt orange dress and landed it between her legs.

The girl barely noticed his touch. She was too busy being entertained by the bright lights that lit up the Vegas night.

“You need sunglasses out here,” she said with a smile.

“Ha, ha, ha!” the man laughed, louder than what was expected. He wasn’t even drunk yet.

The girl paid his overreaction no mind.

As the limo came to a complete stop at the curb, she said, “That’s a big lion out there.”

The man laughed hard again. He said, “Shit, girl, that’s the MGM Grand. That’s where our fight is tonight.”

She nodded to him. “Oh…looks like fun.”

“Shit yeah, it’s fun,” he told her.

The limo driver, a small Latino man in a tuxedo, opened the curbside door for his two African-American passengers.

“Here we are, Mr. Bennett. The MGM Grand.”

The driver extended his hand to the young lady, who sat at curbside, and helped her out of the limo.

“Thank you,” she told him and grinned.

“No problem.”

“Hey, no flirtin’ with her, Jose,” Mr. Bennett joked.

His driver laughed and shook it off.

“You don’t have to worry about me. I have a wife and six children at home.”

Mr. Bennett climbed out of the limo and stood at the curb, wearing a black tuxedo himself, size extra large.

He towered over Jose. He said, “You got six young’uns and you only twenty-five years old.”

The driver grinned and ignored the slander.

He said, “I wish I was twenty-five again.”

Mr. Bennett greased his palm with a ten-dollar bill.

“I’ll call you when we’re ready to go,” he told him. He smiled in the direction of his young lady. “Or better yet, Teresa’ ll call you when we’re ready. She’ll probably have to drag me outta here anyway.”

Teresa took her cue and grinned, right before she locked her arm in his and pulled him toward the casino.

Thousands of well-dressed fight fans headed inside the casino alongside them, with some of them rushing to get to their seats before they missed any of the action.

“You can tell when these motherfuckers never been to a fight before,” Mr. Bennett said to his young date. “They act like they in a got’damned track meet.”

Teresa smiled at him and squeezed his bulky arm.

“Marvin ‘Head Hunter’ Bennett!” someone yelled out.

Mr. Bennett turned his freshly shaved head, standing more than six feet tall and leaning slightly to his left. His rugged brown face showed several healed nicks and scars from too many battles won and lost in the boxing ring. Teresa stood beside him with a baby-doll face, shoulder-length hair, and a sultry young body that appeared untouched and docile.

“How you doin’?” the stranger asked Teresa first, ignoring his old friend for the moment.

Marvin “Head Hunter” Bennett was not as easy on the eyes as his young date was.

“She’s doin’ just fine,” Mr. Bennett answered for her. “Now back ya’ ass up off her.”

The two older men scrambled into action and began to spar with each other in their tailored suits, right there in the middle of the casino. His friend was not as big or as dark brown as “Head Hunter,” but he appeared a touch quicker and more athletic in his old age.

“What ’chew got? What ’chew got?” Mr. Bennett challenged with outstretched jabs. “I’ll still knock ya’ ass out.”

Teresa stood off to the side and shook her head. Boys will be boys, even as old men.

After a minute or so, when they had both run out of gas, the old friend looked at Teresa a second time.

He said, “I see you’re doin’ well, Marvin.” He was referring more to his friend’s healthy choice of a date than his actual physical appearance that night.

Mr. Bennett nodded his head with pride and looked Teresa over for himself.

He said, “Yeah, well…some of us earned it.”

His friend chuckled at his boast, an old, slick chuckle.

“Yeah, I see.”

Teresa stopped their idle chatter and asked, “So…are we gonna see the fight any time soon?”

“Oh, and she can talk too? Well, that’s a damn bonus,” Mr. Bennett’s friend joked.

“I can do much more than that,” Teresa teased him.

She didn’t seem offended by his slight at all.

The old man became interested in exploring what more she could do, or would do. However, Mr. Bennett cut his plans short.

“Yeah, well, let’s get on to this fight,” he concluded.

“Aw’ight, I’ll see you later on then, Marvin. I got some other people I’m waiting on,” his friend told him.

“No you won’t see me later,” Mr. Bennett responded.

His friend looked at Teresa one last time and said, “Yeah…I guess not.”
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Marvin “Head Hunter” Bennett strutted through the casino crowds with his young eye candy on his arm, headed to the fights inside MGM Grand’s main arena. All around them superstitious travelers prayed hard to strike it rich over a thousand game tables and slot machines. Occasionally, the money-grubbing machines and card dealers would hemorrhage on a few of the lucky gamblers, just to keep the crowd of sleepwalkers from waking up to the slim chances of actually winning.

“Oh, yeah! I won! I won!”

Ding! Ding! Ding! Ding!

A flashy jackpot spat out silver coins faster than the old white woman could catch with her plastic bucket.

Sshinnk sshinnk sshinnk sshinnk sshinnk!

Mr. Bennett looked her way and sneered. “Lucky old bitch.”

Then he bragged at Teresa, “I don’t need to win a bucket full of quarters in this damn place. I already got money. We ’bout to go where the real money is being made, inside that boxing arena.”

He said, “You hear me? Ten, twenty million in one night! And that’s just the boxers’ share.”

With that, he yanked Teresa’s hand in his with more urgency to get to the fight.

She complained softly without stopping or slowing them down, “Be gentle with me. I’m coming.”

Her old man looked back at her and froze for a minute. “Now that’s why I like you so much, girl. You know just how to say shit to an old man,” he told her.

Teresa smiled at him and squeezed his arm again to acknowledge his attempt at a compliment. No more words were needed. They had figured out how to bond that night. They would just enjoy themselves.

When they reached the MGM Grand’s main arena, Teresa took a deep breath. Roman gladiators went to battle in similar domes of excitement two thousand years ago, and the pandemonium of the crowd had not changed since.

Teresa cupped her ears for a moment to protect them from the deafening roars of boxing fanatics:

“Kick his ass!”

“Yeeaaahh!”

“He ain’t got nothin’ on you! He ain’t got nothin’!”

“Hit ’em wit’ ’da left! Hit ’em wit’ ’da left!”

The fanatics screamed as if their individual words would be deciphered in a tiny ring of flooded bright lights a football throw away. They screamed, yelled, and hollered all at the same time. It was a wild and spontaneous scene, erupting on Teresa’s ears from all angles:

“Yeeaaahh!”

“Fire his ass up!”

“Whhuuuuu-weee!”

“He ain’t nothin’! He a bum! He don’t deserve this fight!”

“Knock his ass out!”

“He don’t want it! Who let his ass up in the ring?!”

“This is it, girl. This is it!” Mr. Bennett exclaimed, as if Teresa had failed to notice.

“Head Hunter” launched into a flashback of his own march into a championship fight some twenty years ago. He began to bounce his head and shoulders left and right as they made their way to their seats near the front.

“You still think you can go a couple of rounds?” Teresa asked him.

She was only teasing, but “Head Hunter” took her seriously. He was a lifelong athlete. His pride overruled the reality of his body.

“You damn right I can still go a few rounds,” he answered. “I ain’t lost it yet.”

Teresa only grinned at him as they found their seats close to ringside.

“Wow, we’re up here pretty close,” she commented.

Mr. Bennett remained standing at his seat and frowned at her.

“What the hell you think, we were gonna sit up in the nosebleed section wit’ ’da nobodies? Shit. I’m a somebody. I’m Marvin “Head Hunter” Bennett up in here!”

He looked around to make sure no one would deny him his right to history that night. And they didn’t. The fight fans sitting around them nodded to him with respect. Mr. Bennett nodded back to them and took his seat with his young lady, feeling satisfied with himself.

Teresa took another breath and tried to become comfortable in her surroundings.

“Yeeaahh, that’s how you do ’em!” another fanatic screamed from behind her.

Teresa ducked as if a bullet had shot past her.

“God,” she mumbled to herself with bent shoulders.

Mr. Bennett caught her protective lean and laughed at her.

He said. “You betta’ get used to that, girl. They gon’ be doin’ that all night. Especially when the big fight comes.”

“What’s the big fight?” she asked him.

It occurred to her that she had never bothered to ask. She only knew that she had never been to a fight before, so she was honored to accept his offer to accompany him to one that night.

“‘Pretty Boy’ Floyd Mayweather Jr.,” he answered.

Teresa held back her smile and offered a sedate nod instead. She didn’t want to alarm her date with too much of a response. She had heard of “Pretty Boy” Floyd Mayweather Jr. often since she moved to Las Vegas. He was one of the most successful and available young bachelors who had made the city his home. But there were plenty of other bachelors who crossed through Las Vegas, bachelors and married men; married men who had left their wives at home.

Teresa looked around and spotted celebrity bachelors and married men who sat in cologne-smelling range. There were actors, singers, rappers, athletes, politicians, comedians, local pimps, and national drug dealers all dressed to the T—and with plenty of money to spend on the Las Vegas playground.

“Good jab, boy! Work it!” Mr. Bennett shouted toward the ring.

He snapped his young date out of her daydreaming about the other available men there, who were much younger and attractive. Some of them were also wealthier and still marriageable. Marriage and kids remained a viable option for the young woman.

Mr. Bennett had unknowingly brought the girl into a giant shopping mall of new opportunities. It only took her a few minutes before deciding to shop.

“Umm…how long before the main fight?” she asked him innocently.

“As soon as these bums get this shit over with,” Mr. Bennett answered. “Why?”

“I have to use the restroom.”

“Well, go ’head and do it then. The pre-fight talk takes thirty minutes anyway. So you might as well beat that long-ass line to the women’s bathroom now,” he joked.

Teresa smiled and stood up at her seat. “I’ll be right back.”

Mr. Bennett grabbed her arm before she left.

He said, “Look here…don’t you get lost now.”

Teresa paused long enough to set the old man’s mind at ease.

She said, “I know my way around.”

“Yeah, that’s what I’m afraid of,” he responded.

She shook her head and grinned at him sheepishly. “I’m coming back. Okay? Now, don’t have me stand here and wet my panties. Let me run to the bathroom.”

After her fresh-mouthed comment, every set of male eyes in their vicinity locked on the young girl’s mug and the burnt orange dress that covered her curves. However, the few women who sat around them knew better. It was some good old-fashioned bullshit. Any mention of the word panties, especially from the mouth of a young woman, consistently moved a man’s thinking to the wrong head. They figured the girl was old enough to know as much herself; otherwise she wouldn’t be with a man who was more than twice her age.

Mr. Bennett smiled and started laughing, confirming what the other women already knew.

He said, “Yeah, we can wet them together later on.”

Teresa smiled at him with superior patience. She allowed him to let her go before she moved.

“Thank you,” she told him.

He responded with a long peek over her ripe body, “Yeah, you just, ah…hurry back.”

As soon as Teresa made her way to the aisle, her old man looked around and collected the knowing smiles from the other men who envied what he had brought with him to the fight that night, a nice fresh hottie who knew her place.

Mr. Bennett grinned to himself and mumbled out loud, “Shit. I need me a drink. Hey, bring them damn drinks over here!” he hollered in the direction of a beer man who was working the aisles. The old man struggled to negotiate his massive hand into his pants pocket and past his throbbing hard-on to pull out his wad of money. Boy, did that beer taste extra good and cold when it met his lips, creating a foam-filled mustache across his mouth. He just knew he was in for a good night. He had struck the jackpot.
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Teresa made her way up the aisle and toward the restroom while watching the eyes that watched her.

“Lookin’ good! Lookin’ good!” someone yelled.

He was not screaming about the boxers this time.

Teresa kept her groove toward the restroom without missing a beat. She already knew what would happen. She was an attractive female in a dress, invading a male-dominated arena.

“Hey, how you doin’?” her first suitor asked.

He was too short for her type and too eager to have any real money. She passed on him with no more than a look.

“Hey there, gorgeous,” went the next suitor.

He was too homely to even look at.

The next man went ahead and grabbed her hand.

“I know you’re on your way to the bathroom, but I wanna talk to you as soon as you come out. Okay?”

Teresa stopped and asked him, “And what would my friend say about that?”

“The key word you used is friend? So what can he say? Whatever happens between me and you stays between me and you.”

Teresa kept her cool. This guy was too forward and precise with his words, which meant one of two things: He was either a pimp on the prowl for new whores or a professional womanizer. Neither one of those was what she was after. However, assertive men allowed her a chance to set up the type of guys that she was really after, the knights in golden armor.

“I don’t know if I can do that,” she told him. She angled herself toward the restroom without breaking away from his grasp.

Her assertive new suitor said, “Look. I know you wanna get away from that old geezer you came in here with. So let’s stop the charades right now.”

Off to the right, she spotted an extra-tall young man with an entourage of shorter friends who surrounded him. When he momentarily caught her eye, she went into a girlish twirl of her body, as if she lacked the strength needed to break away from the hold the stranger held her in.

“Look, I just can’t do that,” she whined to the man, while leaning away from him.

She gave her tall friend with the entourage a pleading look to rescue her. And he responded.

“Ay, dog, let her go, man. She ain’t try’na hear ya’ game.”

“Thank you,” Teresa responded to him immediately.

Her aggressive suitor noticed when the professional basketball player spoke up, and he got the point. This girl was as crafty as he was. Maybe more so. She was obviously choosing, and she had found a way to use him to do so.

He sneered at her and walked away in a huff.

“Fake-ass bitch,” he mumbled to himself out of her earshot. Nevertheless, he understood the rules of the game, so he moved on to score with the next stray kitten.

Teresa looked up to her tall new friend and said, “Aren’t you, ah…”

“Terrence Matthews,” he answered for her.

She snapped her fingers and followed up with more innocence.

“Yeah. And don’t you play for, um…”

“The Minnesota Timberwolves.”

Teresa then took her excited posture down a thousand.

She said, “I hate that I always mix the teams up. That’s the team that just moved to Memphis, right?”

Terrence answered, “Naw, the Vancouver Grizzlies moved to Memphis.”

The mating game continued on while the baller’s entourage of friends read through the continuation of bullshit.

“Here we go again. This shit is groupie heaven out here, man. I swear,” one of his friends complained.

“Yeah, well, I don’t give a fuck. As long as I get one or two of them,” another member of the entourage countered.

“That’s what I’m sayin’, as long as I get one tonight,” he was seconded.

Female eye candy was everywhere inside the lobby. They didn’t seem to care much about the fight. Their presence only seemed to distract the men who were there.

“So what’s your name?” the baller asked Teresa amidst the crowd.

“Toni Karson,” she told him. “And that’s Karson with a K.”

“Oh, okay. Well, who you here with?”

“A friend.”

“What kind of friend?”

“Somebody who paid my way to the fight.”

He chuckled and asked, “That’s all he is, hunh, a free ticket to the fight?”

“No, he’s more than that, but, you know. We don’t have any rings or kids or anything.”

The baller nodded his head and got the point. She was free to roam.

“How old are you?” he asked her. She appeared younger than he was.

“I’m turning twenty next month,” she answered.

“I thought so,” he responded with a grin.

“Why, I look that young?”

“In here you do. It’s a lot of grown women up in here. But at a lot of the basketball games and the after parties, you would fit right in.”

“You wanna come to our after party tonight?” he asked her.

She paused for a minute. “I don’t really do after parties,” she told him. “I’m more of a one-on-one person.”

She looked into his eyes deeply to let her personal taste sink in on him.

He nodded to her again. “Aw’ight, aw’ight, I feel you on that. So if you call me on my cell phone, I can hook up with you on the private tip.” He promptly gave her his cell phone number.
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When Teresa finally made it back to her old man after four more offers for her company that night, the main event was just about to begin.

Mr. Bennett was on his way to drunken skunk land.

“You made it back right in time, girl,” he told her. “ ‘Pretty Boy’ Floyd ’bout t’ come out the tunnel.”

Teresa took in his alcohol-laced breath and ignored it.

“I guess I did get back at the right time then,” she responded. “I love when they walk out to the ring. I always like to see what they’re wearing.”

Mr. Bennett looked at her and frowned.

“You like to see what they’re wearin’. Shit, you sound just like a woman,” he snapped at her.

She said, “Well…that’s what I am, aren’t I?”

He looked her over with glassy eyes and said, “Yeah, you sure are. You all woman.”

When “Pretty Boy” Floyd Mayweather Jr. made his way to the ring, Teresa was forced to duck and cup her ears again.

“Yeeaahh!”

“Bring it on, champ!”

“Show ’em what you got out there, Junior! Show ’em what you got!”

The fight hadn’t even started yet. She could only imagine how loud it would get in there once it did.

Floyd Mayweather Jr. wore white sequin trunks with red-and-gold trimming. He was fairly short, like most of the boxers in his lighter weight division, but his lean muscles and definition made him knockout attractive.

“I see you lookin’ at him,” Mr. Bennett joked to his young date.

“You’re lookin’ at him, too,” she joked back.

“Yeah, but not for the same reason that you’re lookin’ at him.”

“What, I can’t be interested in seeing him fight?”

“Shit, you didn’t even know who he was. You thought the other guy was Mayweather. And that nigga over there ain’t even pretty.”

Teresa shook her head and smiled it off.

“Let’s get it on!” the fanatics began to yell into the ring.

“Time for the fight!”

“Let’s do it! Let’s do it!”

“Yeeaahh!”

After a while, the poor girl’s ears were so damaged from the round-to-round yelling that she became immune to it. By the end of the fight, Floyd Mayweather Jr. had pulled out a unanimous decision, and her date for the night, Marvin “Head Hunter” Bennett, was flat-out drunk as expected.

“You need any help with him?” a handsome man asked as Teresa struggled to guide Mr. Bennett out of the arena and through the post-fight crowd.

“Yeah,” she admitted.

Mr. Bennett looked the man over and said, “She don’t need your help. She got big muscles.”

Nevertheless, he allowed the man to help him out to his limo. He didn’t have much of a choice. Teresa could hardly shoulder his drunken load.

After they placed him safely into the car outside the MGM Grand, the handsome man was finally able to ask the questions he wanted to ask her.

“Are you really with him…or is this just a thing?”

“A thing?” she quizzed.

“An outing?” he corrected himself.

“Why? Are you interested?”

“That depends.”

“On what?”

“On what I would be getting myself in to.”

She smirked and said, “I’m not who you think I am.”

“Well, who are you?”

The game just never stopped. Teresa left the man hanging.

“What that motherfucker say to you?” Mr. Bennett asked as soon as she joined him inside the limo. He could barely sit up straight inside the car, but he was obviously still able to spit out his venom.

Teresa lied to him, “He said to make sure I got a famous champ like you safe home in bed.”

Mr. Bennett looked her hard in the eyes before he began to laugh.

He said, “Shit, girl, you must think I was born yesterday. I know that motherfucker tried to take you away from me.”

Teresa smiled and kept her cool.

She said, “I guess he must have failed then.”

Mr. Bennett nodded his head and chuckled. He reached out for her leg and nearly missed.

He said, “Girl, that’s why I like you. You know just what to say to an old ass man. You know just what to say.”








Sweet


Dreams



Teresa made it back to the lobby of an extravagant hotel with her old man that night and had a hotel attendant help them up to their room. They arrived at the suite on the eleventh floor and stretched Marvin “Head Hunter” Bennett across the plush, king-size bed covered in burgundy sheets.

“Thank you so much again,” she told the hotel attendant and slipped him a considerate tip.

“Oh, no problem. No problem at all,” the man responded before he left.

Mr. Bennett leaned up from the bed and told Teresa to bring him the ice bucket from the bathroom. Before she could reach him with it, he leaned over the bed just in time to hurl onto the floor and away from the sheets.

“Uuuuugghhhh!…uuuuuugghhhh!”

When it seemed that he was finished, he wiped his mouth with his white dress shirt and looked up to smile.

Teresa smiled back. “You feel better now?”

“Yeah. My system never lets me hold that shit down.”

She nodded. “That’s a good system. Why would you want to hold those intoxicants inside of you?”

He stared at her for a minute. He was in deep thought about the question.

“That’s a good got’damn question,” he finally uttered. But he still had no answer for it.

He said, “Uhh…I don’t know…Why do women shop so damn much?” he asked her back.

“We like new clothes,” she told him.

Mr. Bennett looked at her and started laughing. She wasted no time with her answer.

He stared at her and asked, “What kind of clothes you got under that dress?”

Teresa stared back at him. “You wanna see?”

“Shit, do I got a dick in my pants? You damn right I wanna see.”

She chuckled a minute and began to undo her dress. When the burnt orange dress fell to the floor, she revealed beige panties and a bra that matched the stitching of her dress.

“Well, ain’t you all coordinated,” Mr. Bennett commented with a grin. “Now come on over here and sit down next to me.”

He sat up straight and patted the bed.

Teresa walked over to the bed from the opposite side. She crawled up on the sheets next to him like a kitten.

“Heh, heh, heh,” Mr. Bennett snickered. “Now what was all that shit about? I just told you to get up on the bed. I didn’t ask for all that.”

Teresa paused in her kitten stance on hands and knees. She said, “That’s a good question,” mocking him.

Mr. Bennett laughed harder.

He said, “Girl, you know what the hell you doin’ in here. You try’na give an old man a heart attack?”

She fell down beside him and asked, “Is that what I’m doin’?”

“That’s what it looks like to me.”

As he spoke, the young woman began to gently massage his tool through his black tuxedo pants.

“I guess it does feel like you’re about to have a heart attack…down here.”

“Ha, ha, ha. You betta’ cut it out, girl. He gon’ jump up and bite you in a minute.”

“Well, I have teeth, too. I’ll just bite him back,” she told him.

She slid her hand inside his pants.

Mr. Bennett’s eyes shut and his mouth popped wide open at the tingling sensation of a young woman’s fingers sliding over his erect tool.

“Yeah, you ’bout to send me to heaven,” he told her with his eyes still closed.

“Is that a bad thing? I hear that heaven is nice.”

“Yeah, it may be nice. I just ain’t try’na go t’ ’dat motherfucka yet. So you take it easy on me like you did the last time, ya’ hear me?”

Teresa began to undo his pants and the rest of his clothes as he spoke.

“I hear you,” she said.

She straddled him and undid her bra so Mr. Bennett could caress her ripe young breasts with his big brown hands.

“You wanna take ’em off yourself?” she asked him in reference to her panties.

Mr. Bennett thought about it and said, “Naw. I don’t wanna do nothin’ but count the spots up on the ceiling.”

She inspected the cleanness of his private parts.

“Well, start counting them then,” she told him.

She stood up to undress herself fully and walked over to click off the lights.

“Here we go for the ride,” the old man said aloud as his young naked date straddled him again.

“Awww, yeeaah,” he moaned to her. “Awwww…”

Mr. Bennett sounded more like he was getting a life-saving massage than sex.

Teresa smiled and stared down into his tightly shut eyes. She pleased him with a slow rowing of her firm body into his.

The old man reached up with both of his big brown hands and held on to her for the ride.

“Uuuueeww!…Yeaaahhh!…Awwwww!”

“Is it good?” Teresa asked rhetorically. Of course it was good.

Mr. Bennett confirmed it with a deep groan. “Yeeaaaaahhh!”

“Good. I’m glad you feel better,” she told him softly. She continued to move with him.

“Ohh, little momma. Ohh, little momma,” the old man began to squeal. His pleasure increased toward a climax.

“You want me faster?” his young date asked him. “Just a little bit?”

The old man was not able to answer with words, only body movements. He tensed up and gripped her body more firmly in his hands.

“Oooohhhhh, momma!” he exclaimed. He released himself into his pretty young host.

Teresa closed her own eyes and felt the warm explosion pulsating into her flush body.

When it was over, Mr. Bennett found himself out of breath and gasping for air.

“Huh, huh, huh,” he breathed.

“You okay?” the young woman asked him.

“In a…few…minutes,” he struggled to answer.

Teresa smiled and was satisfied with her body work. She lay beside him on the perspiration-soaked bed. As she stared up at the ceiling herself, she thought about what she would write in her diary once her old man had gone to sleep.

“So…I guess you’re a little too pooped to take me gambling tonight?” she assumed. “I guess I’ll just have to try my luck by myself.”

Mr. Bennett grinned and didn’t budge.

He mumbled, “Shit…twenty years ago…I could get back up…and go gambling. But t’night…shit.”

His young date smiled and knew it was the truth. Even young men ran out of the needed energy to get back up and go out after a good romp in the bedroom.

She hinted, “Well, I don’t wanna spend too much out there anyway. I still have plenty of bills to pay this month.”

Mr. Bennett paused before he responded to her.

“Are you behind on anything?”

“Nope,” she answered quickly. “But the extra always helps to stay ahead.”

She got up and walked into the elegant bathroom of eggshell marble with shiny gold trim around the mirrors, sink, and shower knobs.

“I’m gonna take a shower before I go. Okay?” she told the old man.

“Yeah,” he grunted to her.

“How much you want me to take with me?” she asked, referring to the wad of money he had stashed that night inside of his suit jacket.

“Ah…three hun’net should be good,” he answered.

That was the last thing he uttered to her before he slipped off into dream world. Her body work had knocked the old man out harder than a boxing glove ever did.

Teresa grinned across the room at him. She walked back over to kiss him on the forehead as he began to snore with his mouth still open.

“Sweet dreams, Mr. ‘Head Hunter,’ ” she whispered to him, soft enough to be ignored.

She then fetched her carry bag to take it with her.








A Sweet


Old Man



Teresa locked the bathroom door with all of her necessities inside and began to run the shower water on warm. Before she stepped inside for her shower, she sat on an outstretched towel that she had placed over the toilet seat. Then she pulled her latest diary book and a pen out of her carry bag to write a new entry:


Saturday, February 16, 2002


Las Vegas, Nevada


Teresa Kelly

I had a great time tonight at the “Pretty Boy” Floyd Mayweather Jr. fight. It was my first fight ever. It was major loud in there with plenty of flirtatious men with money to burn. And boy was I tempted to start a fire.

I went out with Mr. Marvin Bennett again. He’s such a sweet old man. There were plenty of sexy guys at the fight who wanted me to ditch my date and go with them, but I stuck to my rule: You never leave your date for another one while you’re still on it. That’s just not right. Mr. Bennett’s such a needful man that I wouldn’t feel right about leaving him. He’s just trying to hold on to his last days of manhood. I respect that.

I like him. He’s honest. He tells you everything you need to know without even asking. I could grow a real liking to him if I don’t watch myself. What could be so wrong with having a sweet old man around to keep me company?

The sex? Well, Mr. Bennett doesn’t have much energy left for that. I have to take over in that department. Not that he’s so old that he can’t get it up or anything. He just spends too much of his energy still trying to be a hard-nosed boxer.

I haven’t been to any fights before, but I do know that those boxers find it the hardest job to quit. That Holyfield guy in Atlanta just needs to. He needs to quit everything. Find something else to do with your life, for God’s sake.

I just like to help people, myself. Marvin needs somebody to care for him. All that his children and ex-wives do is bug him for money. That’s sad. I’m not saying that they shouldn’t ask for any money if they really need it, but that shouldn’t be the only thing you talk to your father or ex-husband about. He has a lot of pride about who he is. I’ll make sure to talk to him more about that tomorrow. And we’ll see what he says.



When she was finished with her short entry, she closed her diary and slid it with her pen back into her bag of personal things. Then she went ahead and took her shower, while thinking of the men, the shopping, and the excitement that would fill the next pages of her diary.








The


Proposition



There was so much action going on in Las Vegas on a Saturday night that it was nearly demented to think about anyone watching you. It could be everyone and no one, depending on your state of mind. But surely, as humans had eyes and curiosity, everyone was being watched that night. Single men were watching for single women, as well as for the call girls who were sprinkled about, for a possible roll in the sack. Single women watched for big-spending men and an opportunity of a lifetime. Married men watched for single women and available call girls themselves, although usually in vain. Married women kept their eyes open to the taste and expense of the clothing and adornment being worn in Las Vegas. And the security cameras that protected the assets of the major hustlers, who owned the city of glitter and fortunes won and lost, watched them all. So why would a lone young black woman think twice about anyone of importance watching for her that night? She was just a speck of sand in the sandbox. Or so she thought. Because eager eyes were watching her every move that night.

As she approached the exit door of the hotel casino for a breath of fresh air, it happened so fast it felt as if it were a camera flash. Someone grabbed her quickly from behind and pushed her forward while slapping cold steel around her fragile wrists.

“Ow, what the hell…” she protested.

It was no use. Before she could finish her sentence, she found herself being shoved into the back of an unmarked car.

“You’re under arrest for false identity, reckless endangerment, and prostitution,” a cold woman’s voice informed her.

The young woman sat up inside the backseat of the unmarked car and faced her abductor for the first time.

“What?” she responded.

Although she didn’t agree with all of the charges, she didn’t care to repeat them out loud. Some of the charges sounded arguably truthful.

“I think you heard me,” the older black woman responded to her from the front seat. She pulled out a badge in front of the young woman’s face to validate her legal authority.

There was an awkward silence for a moment, right up until a young black man jumped into the driver’s seat and sped the car away from the curb.

That made the young woman suspicious. It was rare to see two undercover black officers working together.

“How do I really know you’re a cop?” she asked the woman.

Her abductors ignored her.

“Take us back to the parking lot and I’ll handle it from there,” the black woman officer told her young male driver.

He nodded. “I got’cha.”

The young woman watched them in confusion from the backseat.

“Is anyone gonna answer me?” she asked them both.

The woman officer took out a cigarette and began to smoke, while still ignoring the girl. That only served to irritate her.

“What the hell is this? These things hurt. What are you doing to me?” she whined.

The driver began to chuckle before he noticed a cold stare from the senior officer, who continued to blow smoke without comment.

The young woman in the back began to cough.

“Oh, I forgot. You don’t like smoke, do you, Tabby?” the woman officer asked her from the front.

The young woman froze at the sound of her real nickname, the name she heard from those who really knew her.

The officer turned without an answer and smiled to the driver.

“She sure likes men, though, I’ll tell you that,” she said in reference to the girl.

The young woman sat in confusion, busted. She didn’t know what to say or what to think.

“Who are you?” she finally asked.

The woman officer blew out another cloud of smoke before she answered without facing the girl.

“The real question here, is who are you?” she responded.

The driver spun the car into a dark parking lot a distance away from the flashing lights of The Strip and pulled it to a stop.

“I’ll handle it from here,” the woman officer told him.

“All right then. Tell me how it went tomorrow,” he said as he climbed out of the car and left the keys in the ignition.

The woman officer turned off the car and finished her cigarette before she said another word to her captive. The girl sat bewildered in the back, in cold, steel handcuffs, and continued to cough at the smoke.

The officer finally rolled down the windows to let the smoke out and clear the air in the car for the poor girl.

“You feel better now?”

“No,” the young woman snapped at her.

The officer grinned.

“You want me to roll the windows back up?”

The girl looked at her with evil eyes from the backseat, like a caged lioness. She answered, “I want you to tell me what this is about. Now if I’m under arrest for something, then how come you’re not taking me to a police station?”

The officer paused for a minute.

“You’re not under arrest,” she admitted. “I just said that to get you away to where I needed you. And to let you know that I know who you are…Miss Tabitha Knight. Or should I call you…” She picked up her notepad from the front seat and said, “Teresa Kelly? Or Toni Karson? Tamarra King? Or Tonya Kennedy?”

She let the information sink into the young girl’s head for a moment.

She said, “Well, at least you kept the initials consistent.”

“And I must admit, you look mighty teenagish for a twenty-six-year-old,” she added. “I guess you figured out that these child molesters out here like ’em young. The younger the better, right?”

The young woman sat speechless. She wasn’t prepared to be broadsided that night. She was just out to have a good time on the Vegas scene.

She finally asked, “What do you want from me?” She needed to establish some form of direction between them. “And this is a false arrest. I can have you arrested now. You got me in handcuffs and everything. Now you’re trying to give me cancer in here with your cigarettes.”

The woman officer laughed.

“Girl, you’ve been around plenty of smoke before,” she commented. “And I bet some of the men you deal with were smoking a lot more than cigarettes.”

After another moment of silence, Tabitha became spiteful.

She spat, “So what? I live my life the way I do and I don’t hurt nobody.”

“Yeah, but you lie to them, Tabby. You tell them all kinds of lies, starting with your name and your age. And I bet you never told them that you grew up in foster homes.”

“Why is that any of their business? And why is it your business?” she snapped at the woman.

“Because somebody made it my business,” the officer snapped back at her.

This revelation forced another stale silence between them.

“Who?” the young woman asked, breaking the silence.

“That part is none of your business,” the officer answered.

“Well, why am I here then? Evidently, it must be part of my business.”

The woman turned to level with her, “I will tell you this: There’s a lot of money involved in it for you. More than I’m comfortable with saying.”

“Yeah, well, I don’t do things for money. So I don’t know what you think, but you got me all wrong.”

The older black woman began to laugh as if she had heard the most ridiculous line in her life. “Is that so?” she asked her young captive.

“Yeah.”

“Well, let me ask you something, Tabitha. When was the last time you held a steady job? Because I do believe that you’ve been turned out by men who don’t happen to be broke.”

“That doesn’t mean that I do anything for the money.”

“Please, girl, save me the rationalizations because I am not here to hear them.”

“Well, what are you here to do?”

“I’m here to offer you a business opportunity.”

The young woman stared at her.

“To do what?”

The officer took a breath to prepare herself for the full explanation of her business.

She said, “I’ve been hired to find out whether or not you’d be willing to get close to a man who needs to be brought to justice for his, ah…how should I say…known fetish for young ladies.”

The young woman continued to stare. But instead of responding to the business at hand, she commented, “These things on my wrists are hurting me, just to let you know. So could you take them off, please? Because if you know as much about me as you think you do, then you should know that I’m not violent.”

The officer nodded in agreement. “Turn around and face them to me.”

The young woman turned the handcuffs in her direction and felt the immediate liberation of the cold steel being pulled from her wrists.

“Thank you,” she commented while rubbing her sore wrists. “Those things hurt.”

“Yeah, well, they weren’t made to feel good. They were made to restrain criminals. That’s what I’m here to talk to you about. Because it’s criminal for these men to prey on young girls, no matter who they are,” the officer explained.

The young woman began to listen more reasonably now with her freedom restored. However, she still did not want to be there.

“So…I’m not saying that I’ll do it, but what man are you talking about?” she asked out of curiosity. “Because I don’t know what you think, but as far as I know, I don’t deal with any child molesters.”

“They are all child molesters,” the older woman told her. “Do you hear me? But some of them are worse than others, and this one is one of the bad ones.”

“Well, what makes you think I wanna deal with him, whoever it is?”

The officer paused and contemplated the question.

She said, “How are your foster sisters doing? Are they doing as well as you are? Maybe they could use some of this money if you can’t.”

Tabitha looked pissed at more invasion of her privacy.

She said, “You know what, you cops are as slimy as the criminals. It’s just like on television and the movies. You’re always twisting people’s emotions to get what you want. I mean, is that a class that you take in police school or something?”

The officer grinned at her. She responded, “And what about what you do in getting close to these men? Did you take a class for that? Don’t you twist their emotions? Or I guess you don’t see it that way.”

“Whatever,” the young woman responded tartly.

“Well, getting back to business,” the officer said, redirecting their conversation, “you do know the man. Maybe not personally, but you have heard of him.”

Tabitha stared.

“So who is he?” she asked.

“Isaac Abraham,” the officer informed her.

The young woman looked surprised.

“The actor?”

“Yes, the actor.”

“Well, I don’t know him. I mean, I’ve heard about him like everybody else, but you probably know more about him than I do. I’m not sweating him like that.”

“I’m sure I do know more about him than you do,” the officer admitted. “But what I can’t do is get close to him like you can.”

“And he’s supposed to be a child molester? He’s won awards and stuff,” the young woman reasoned.

“Awards don’t mean he doesn’t break the law.”

“But I mean…how would that look? You want me to go to court and all that kind of stuff if I actually find out something? I mean, that’s crazy. I don’t care what kind of money it is. I just won’t do that. That’s not right.” She said, “Let the girls who he really molested take him to court. I’m not some undercover cop. You find somebody else for that.”

“A lot of these young girls are not going to court,” the officer explained. “Some of the underage women were bought off, some are still in love with him, and a few have even disappeared into hiding.”

She continued, “Now let me tell you what I understand about this situation. I understand that a lot of young women who haven’t had strong father figures are endearing themselves to these older men and being taken advantage of.”

The young woman sat in silence. She was forced to reflect deeper on the information.

The older woman looked over her young captive and added, “You haven’t had a strong father figure in your own life, you or your foster sisters. And you or one of them has probably been taken advantage of at some point in your own life. So you understand the mind-set of these young girls, and it’s time for someone to be brave enough to stand up and admit what’s going on out here in this sick world. Only then can we come to grips with trying to solve the problem.”

She said, “Now I wouldn’t be involved in this case myself if I didn’t believe in it. I’m not doing this for the money either. However, the money is part of the issue, because it’s being offered. Plenty of it.”

Instead of asking how much money, the young woman denied the whole proposition. She said, “Are you finished with me now? Because I’m not interested in this.”

The officer took a deep breath and nodded her head in submission.

“Okay.”

Nevertheless, she took out a card with her name and a phone number on it.

“You call me if you change your mind.”

Tabitha took it just to read the name. It said Sylvia Green, private investigator.

“How do you know I won’t bring you up for charges for false arrest?” she challenged the woman spitefully.

“I think we both understand that you don’t want your personal life exposed, especially if it’s not going to benefit you and your loved ones. Sending me to jail for whatever is gonna benefit who?” the private investigator asked the young woman.

She had a good point.

“Well, why didn’t you just ask me about all of this instead of…kidnapping me? That’s what this really boils down to,” the young woman questioned.

The private investigator answered civilly, “I have my methods just like you have yours. I have to do things a certain way to make sure I get people’s attention. And I take my job…very seriously.”

She stood up out of the car and let the young woman out, offering her a twenty-dollar bill.

“What’s that for?”

“A taxi.”

Tabitha turned that down as well. “I have my own money,” she said.

She began to walk toward the street to flag down a taxi on her own.

The private investigator told her, “You be safe out here. You hear me? There are some very bad men out there. Hopefully, somebody’s always watching out for you.”

Tabitha ignored her and went on about her business of getting back to her hotel room.

When she arrived back at the room that night, Mr. Bennett was still asleep and snoring. But his date no longer felt like Teresa. She had been busted. The charade was over. So she went back inside the elegant bathroom and took out her diary and pen for another entry.


Saturday, February 16, 2002


After Midnight


Tabby

I went out for a good time in Las Vegas tonight and something real crazy happened to me.



That was all Tabitha bothered to write about it. She kept the rest of the information to herself. She had never written every detail that went on in her life inside of her diaries under any name. But she still had the private investigator’s phone number with her, which was a compromising thing for her to do. Because as long as she held on to the number…she could decide to use it.
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