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"Writing is like prostitution. First you do it for love, and then for a few close friends, and then for money."
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It began with a single short story: "Sammy's Night Out." The initial response from friends was overwhelming; I was flattered. One even said, "You're one funny dude."
With this kind of encouragement, I set out to write more short stories about the adventures of Sammy. I got as far as the ideas; the culmination of stories just seemed too flat.
Then I discovered it wasn't Sammy that was so great, it was his character. He's the prototype of today's Redneck and everyone has a real Sammy in their life. So I thought, "Why not write stories with the same types of characters instead?"
I mean, write what you know, right?
"The Drop" came next. And then the motif of money presented itself one morning before coffee had restored linear thinking. I wrote "The Investment" and then came up with a story around Sammy and his night out; and the rest, as they say, is history.
If you're a fan of Elmore Leonard, Carl Hiaasen or Christopher Moore (as I am), you'll find that my work is heavily influenced by them: the characters, the situations they're caught in, the humor that surrounds them. And why not? Those authors are veritable masters of the written word and if you've never read their books, you're missing out on some amazing journeys.
I truly hope you enjoy reading my short story collection as much as I enjoyed writing it.
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
#5 - Everybody's Got A Magic Number
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"The want of money is the root of all evil."
Samuel Butler
THE GIRL WAS in the back room, asleep. Clint and Waylon sat in the kitchen, drinking beers at the little table Clint picked up at Goodwill last year for five bucks.
"Where we doin' it?" Waylon asked.
"I don't know yet." Clint scraped at the label from his Budweiser. He heard somewhere it gave you luck if you got it all the way off without tearing it. There had to be a trick to it. He'd figure it out, pull it off in one piece.
"I thought you had it all planned out."
"I do, just not all the little details."
"Little details? Where we do it is like one of the big details, ain't it?" Waylon turned up his beer, taking three big swigs one right after another.
"Hey!" came a muffled voice from the back room.
Clint took a drink from his beer. He looked at the label, half off now and not a tear yet, thinking that was a good sign.
"Hey!" The girl screamed again through the closed door. Waylon glanced at his younger brother, waiting for him to do something. Clint sat there in his chair, leaning back studying the label on his beer bottle like it was a winning lottery ticket and he just had to scratch the right boxes to win. The girl yelled again for somebody to come there.
"You gonna see what she wants?" Waylon finally said, fidgeting in his chair like a two year old that's got to go to the bathroom. Do number one.
Clint shrugged, keeping his eyes on his beer bottle. It was sweating pretty good now, making it easier to peel the label off but also making it just as easy to tear. "You go see what she wants."
WAYLON HESITATED, rocking back and forth, looking down at his beer. He finally slipped on his pantyhose mask just past his nose and left the kitchen, beer in hand. The floor of the trailer creaked in the hallway where it was rotting through. Clint said they had to replace part of the sub floor, whatever that was. But that wouldn't matter any more, they were getting a real house when this was over.
Waylon opened the door to the room just as the girl yelled one more time. "Whatcha want," he said, looking at her sitting on the bed, rubbing her left wrist, the one that was handcuffed to a chain wrapped around the bed frame.
"I gotta pee." She looked up at Waylon with her ocean-blue eyes, the ones that Waylon said to Clint made him uncomfortable like she could read his mind.
"Lemme go ask my brother."
"You have to check with him on everything? You go take a shit, you ask him if you can wipe your ass?"
Waylon's mouth dropped open. "No, I … I gotta check with him … he's got the key." He turned back toward the kitchen and yelled, "She's gotta pee."
"So let her pee," Clint yelled back. "What you asking me for?"
Waylon turned to the girl. She had an eyebrow raised and held her wrist out, the one with the handcuffs him and Clint bought at the Army Surplus downtown last week when they got the idea to do this.
"I gotta get the keys," he said. He came back a minute later with his beer in one hand and the keys in the other.
The first thing she did when he unlocked her was reach for his beer. Waylon's reaction was to jerk it back from her but he was too slow, her surprising him like that. She turned the bottle up while he looked at her, still unsure what he should do.
"You're too young to drink," he said finally.
"I am, am I?" she said as she took another swig, never breaking eye contact like they were in a staring contest.
"Yeah, yeah you are." Waylon didn't reach to get it back though.
"Well, you know what I think?" She turned the bottle up, finished it and handed it back to him. "I think I'm too young to be held captive against my will, what do you think?"
"I think you better get your smart little ass in the bathroom, is what I think," Clint said as he appeared in the doorway. Waylon and the girl turned to see him with his pantyhose stretched all the way over his head, a black Dale Earnhardt cap on top with a light halo surrounding a red number "three" embroidered in the center. He held his beer in his hand, the label missing except for a little corner hanging raggedy on the side.
The girl handed Waylon his empty bottle and shot Clint a look of defiance as she squeezed by. He didn't move out of the doorway when she passed.
"Why you let her talk to you like that?" Clint said to Waylon when the bathroom door closed.
"Like what?"
"Like she the one in charge, not you." Clint lifted his pantyhose and turned his beer up.
"Huh?"
"Whaddya mean, huh? She's just a kid, man, and you let her treat you like you're the kid."
"She don't talk like no kid."
"Are you kidding me?" Clint said smiling. "She's worse than Uncle Eddie when he gets to drinking with his construction buddies. And lemme tell you, that man knows how to cuss."
"And she don't act like no kid."
"You can say that again."
"And she definitely don't look like no kid."
"Yeah, you got that right." Clint's smile grew big and he made round motions in front of his chest. Clint almost whispered, "Don't seem right to put titties that big on a kid, does it?"
Waylon snickered and lowered his voice too. "How big you think them things are?"
"I don't know, but they bigger than Aunt Louise's, ain't they?"
Waylon thought about it, then said, "Yeah, I think so but you ever see Aunt Louise in a bathing suit?"
"Yeah, I know." Clint wrinkled his nose. "They's flabby with stretch marks but she still puts 'em out there for everyone to see. Bet the kid's don't look like that. Bet they's a lot nicer."
The sound of the toilet flushing shut them both up but they still sported childish grins when the girl came out of the bathroom. She wore a t-shirt that said Hilfiger and a pair of jeans so tight Waylon had to force himself not to look at her rear when she walked by.
BACK IN THE ROOM, the girl sat on the bed and stared at the brothers. They looked back at her. No one spoke. Finally, to Clint, she said, "See something you like?"
Clint smiled and shook his head, thinking they better get this over with fast before he started wanting to do things with this girl he didn't really want to do. Would be something to teach this little rich girl a lesson, though. Show her she can't just shoot off her mouth any time, snap her fingers and get everything she wants. Show her what a real man's like.
She looked at Waylon, forcing him to look straight into her eyes, and said, "How about you, big boy, you see anything you like? Huh?" That last part, she wiggled her shoulders gently like Mae West in one of them old black and white movies where people talked a lot.
The part of Waylon not covered in nylon turned pink.
She laughed and said, "You know, that pantyhose on your face is worthless."
"Whaddya mean?" Clint said. "Pantyhose is a good disguise."
The girl rolled her eyes. "Not when you leave family pictures up." She nodded with her head toward the dresser. On it was a picture of Clint and Waylon, Clint holding a twelve pound bass and Waylon with the net they used to get it in the boat.
"Shit, Waylon. You were supposed to get all that stuff outta here."
"Yeah, well," Waylon said. "You ain't supposed to use our names either."
"Shit. Well, this is all fucked now." Clint yanked the hose off his head and put the cap back on, saying, "Come on, Waylon." He motioned with his head to leave the room and go back to the kitchen. "If you good,"—looking at the girl now—"we'll let you hang out for a while without being handcuffed. But don't be causin' no problems."
The girl looked like she wanted to say something smart, but held her tongue till they closed the door. "What if I'm not good?" she said through the door while Clint and Waylon walked back to the kitchen. "Hey! What am I supposed to do to entertain myself?"
"There's a TV in there," Clint yelled back. "Turn it on, catch up on your soaps."
"I don't want to watch TV."
"Well now, that's tough shit, ain't it?" Clint pulled two beers from the fridge and threw one to Waylon.
Waylon pulled his pantyhose off and said, "So where we gonna do this thing?"
Clint looked at him. "I don't know yet. Have I had any time to think about it since the last time you asked?"
"Hey!" The girl opened the door and peered down the hallway at them.
"Jesus Christ!" Clint said, his voice getting loud. "What is it now?" Looking down the hallway at her.
"I'm hungry." Her head was peeking out from behind the door, her sandy blonde hair pulled back in a ponytail now, hanging down pointing at the floor.
Clint took a deep breath, then said, "Whaddya want?"
She opened the door a little more, then a little more so that she was standing there in full view. She yelled, "Steak and fries."
"How about a baloney sandwich or some cereal?"
"Oooh, I want cereal," Waylon said as he walked over and opened a cupboard. He pulled out a box of Peanut Butter Crunch and Clint took it from him and put it back.
"You eat too much of that damn stuff. You'll rot out your teeth," he said.
"How about pizza?" the girl countered.
Clint looked at Waylon, saying can-you-believe-this-girl with his expression, then sat down and popped the top on his beer by placing the bottle against the edge of the table with the cap biting into the wood, and ramming his fist down on it real quick. He didn't care it was a screw top; he liked to open them that way.
"What?" she said. "All that money you're going to make off me and you can't spring for a stupid pizza?" She stood there with her hands planted on her hips, looking at both of them.
"I wouldn't mind a pizza either," Waylon said to Clint, sitting down beside him.
Clint breathed out and shook his head with his eyes closed. "I'll bet you want one of them veggie pizzas, bunch of mushrooms and green peppers and shit like that," he said to the girl, who'd taken a few steps out into the hallway while his eyes were shut.
"Hell no. I want pepperoni or sausage or maybe an all-meat pizza. Maybe some garlic breadsticks and chicken wings." She walked into the kitchen, pulled out a chair and sat down beside Waylon, across from Clint.
Clint almost asked her what the hell she thought she was doing, but wasn't in the mood to argue about it. He got up and went to the fridge, pulled the Mister Pizza magnet off, and went over to the phone. He called in a large meat lovers and an order of wings while he watched the girl drink Waylon's beer, belch like a fat man, and take another swig. The whole time, Waylon just sat there and let her do it, looking at her look at Clint while she chugged.
Clint opened the fridge when he returned the magnet, grabbed another Bud, and walked over to the table, handing it to Waylon as he said, "Here, I got you your own." He watched the girl drink Waylon's other beer, then sat down across from her again. "Pizza'll be here in twenty."
Waylon, his face scrunched, said to the girl, "What kinda name's Eustice?" Actually pronouncing it right: YOU-stis.
"I know, tell me about it." She rolled her eyes. "That's the same question I've had every day of my life. Soon as I turn eighteen, I'm changing it. That'll be my birthday present to myself. A hundred and three days from now."
Clint looked at her. "You know how many days it is exactly? Just like that?"
Eustice nodded. "Yep, even down to the hour. Wouldn't you if you were named Eustice?"
Clint thought about it, then said, "Yeah, I guess you got a point there."
"Damn skippy I do. I asked my parents once a long time ago about my name. My mom said it was my great-grandma's name, Nana Eustice. Said she was a strong woman with a strong name." The girl took another swig. "She was supposed to be one of them that helped pave the way for women to vote."
"Really?" Waylon said.
"Something like that. Well, I told her, 'Keep a picture of her in the living room, don't name me after her.' Then my mom says she thinks it's a pretty name so I tell her she should change her fuckin' name to Eustice."
She paused. "And then she smacked me up side the head with a Bible. Told me I needed to learn some manners or she'd learn them for me."
Clint and Waylon looked at each other.
Eustice continued, "I said to the bitch, 'You ever hear of a model or actress or a cheerleader named Eustice?'" The girl shook her head. "Nope, maybe a truck driver or a miner. Not anybody pretty though, I'll bet you.
"I asked my mom once if she'd take me to get my name changed and she said she'd rather cut off her left leg. Said she won't ever let me do it and if I did it when I got old enough, she'd disown me right then and there."
They sat at the table drinking their Budweisers, looking at each other, looking out the window and looking at the clock on the microwave.
"So how much you guys going to ask for?" Eustice asked.
"What's it matter to you?" Clint replied, leaning back and propping his feet on the corner of the table.
She shrugged and threw her hands up. "I was just asking. No need to have a cow over it."
Clint looked at her, thinking how he barely even said anything, but this girl was acting like he made a big fuss.
"I mean, how much research have you done?" she said.
"Whaddya mean?"
"I was just wondering if you had any idea how much my daddy was worth? So you'd know how much to ask for. I mean, if he's worth like a hundred million and you ask for ten thousand, you're losing out big time. You know what I'm saying?"
Clint nodded, his brain spinning while he thought of a reply.
Waylon was looking at him now, his eyebrows knitted together like he was expecting an answer too.
"Well?" the girl said when Clint didn't answer her. "You ever do any research? How much are you going to ask for?"
Clint decided to fish a little. "How much you think we should ask for? See if you're close." Maybe ask for double what she said.
Eustice looked at him with narrowed eyes. "You don't know, do you? You don't know how much to ask for. You don't have a fucking clue." She smiled like she just came in and caught him looking at a nudie magazine with his zipper half down.
"Sure I do, I was just seein' what you thought."
"Well, I think you're full of shit. That's what I think. You're wanting me to tell you a good number to ask for."
Clint was quiet for a minute before saying, "Alright, how much should we ask for?" Then added, "Since you know so damn much."
Eustice licked her lips, looked Clint right in the face, and said, "Two, maybe three million. But the more you ask for, the longer it'll take him to get it. He's got it tied up in stocks and stuff like that. He'll have to sell them first. I saw a statement about a year ago from his broker that said he had five million in stocks."
"Why not ask for all five?" Waylon asked, sitting up straight in his chair now.
"Cause if we ask for it all," Eustice said while she rolled her eyes, "he might want to get the police involved. But not for a couple million. He'd probably keep that quiet."
"Yeah, stupid," Clint said. "That's why I do the thinkin'. Wait."—looking at Eustice—"We? We ask? When did we start to include you? We means me and my brother. You're the one we's holdin' to get the money."
Eustice took a big gulp of Budweiser and belched. "Not any more. I want half." She looked at him again with those eyes that Clint swore were older than her driver's license said.
"Half? Are you fuckin' crazy? Half?"
"I'm the key to all this working, right?"
"You're fuckin' nuts, wantin' half our damn money. You're the fuckin' hostage. You don't get no money. You get to go back home."
"I don't want to go back; I hate it there. I want enough money I can go away and never come back. Ever."
"Little girl, you ain't gettin' no half our money and that's that." Clint sat his beer bottle on the table and leaned forward like he was meaning business.
Eustice took a breath and let it out. Drank a swallow and made one of those ahhh sounds, then said, "I'm not a little girl. I'll be legal in a hundred and three days."—looking at Waylon while pouting her lips out—"I'm practically legal now and like I said,"—looking back at Clint—"I'm the key to this whole thing. I could get up right now and leave, do this all by myself and you wouldn't get anything."
Clint stuck his chin out now. "Try and leave, see what happens." He gave her a serious look, like Clint Eastwood gave all them guys in his movies. His mama said he was named after the actor 'cause she always thought he was what a real man should be like. Clint could do a pretty decent impersonation of him, too; turn his voice gravelly and tell somebody to make his day, punk. Had all his movies on DVD, even the old westerns and the one with the boxing chick.
Eustice laughed and said, "You wouldn't hurt a fly. I don't even think you have a gun. I could tell when you took me outside the mall last night it was just your hand in your coat pocket. I could see it in your eyes you were faking it. I just came along to see what everything was about."
"That's bullshit, we didn't give you no choice 'bout comin'."
Eustice laughed again. "I've been a brown belt for two years; was going for my black belt next month. I could have taken both of you out inside of twenty seconds."
Clint's face slackened and his eyebrows raised slightly.
"Still could if I wanted to. What? You look surprised. You not do any research at all on this?"
"Yeah, right," Clint said, calling her bluff. Waylon visibly relaxed as Clint said, "Well, if that's so, why you let us take you, huh?"
"I thought you were going to try and have sex with me." She looked at Waylon as she said it. His eyes widened and his ears turned red.
The doorbell rang.
Clint got up and started toward the door, then looked back as Eustice raised both her hands, palms out, as if saying she wasn't going to do anything. Clint opened the door and gave the delivery boy a twenty, told him to keep the change.
Clint had never tipped the guy no more'n a dollar or two no matter how many pizzas they ordered, even for the Daytona 500 party they had last year when they ordered ten large pizzas. Tipped the same kid two dollars then, saying to the guys, "What? All he did was carry'em from his car; how hard is that?"
Clint dropped the pizza and wings on the table and went to the fridge. "Get me another," he heard the girl say, right before she turned hers up and finished it.
He threw a Bud to her and she caught it in one hand, right side up, not even grinning afterwards, like it was nothing to her. Unscrewed the cap, fixed it between her thumb and middle finger, and flicked her wrist while snapping her fingers. The bottle cap flew across the room in a pretty arc like a Michael Jordan three-pointer and landed square in the trash can in the corner. Didn't even touch the walls, went straight in.
Waylon laughed and clapped his hands, looking from her to Clint and back to her again. Clint gave him a hard stare but Waylon wasn't paying any attention, still clapping like that damn retarded kid did down the road every time he saw a red car. Somehow, back a few generations, they were related but Clint didn't tell anybody. Explained about Waylon though.
Clint grabbed some paper plates and napkins and threw them on the table beside the pizza, saying to dig in before it got cold. Eustice kept up with the guys, eating as much as Waylon and Clint, drinking with them beer for beer.
"Alright," she said finally. "I'll settle for a third. I guess that's fair, even though I could find somebody else and split it fifty-fifty." She shrugged. "You're already here."
Here? Clint wasn't believing this girl. Here was his damn trailer, bought and paid for. They the ones that got her, not the other way around. She was acting like she interviewed them for kidnapper positions, checked references and after a long debate, finally chose them over thirty other applicants.
But still, it would be a pretty easy job if she was helping instead of fighting them. Not to mention the fact she had seen their faces.
Clint said, "We ask for three million, we each get a mil. I think we can make that work, whaddya think, Waylon?" He looked over at his brother who was grinning with hot wing sauce on the sides of his mouth, been there all meal 'cause they ate the wings first.
"Great!" Eustice said, standing up and pushing her chair away from the table, grinning like a girl who'd finally found the dress she wanted to wear to the prom after looking through a hundred catalogs since she was twelve. "I'll be back in a minute and we'll make the call."
"We don't know where he is right now," Clint said.
"I do." She winked as she turned. "That's why you got me." She walked off down the hall, and turned into the bathroom. Clint could have sworn he heard her humming under her breath.
"Whaddya think?" Clint said to Waylon when she'd closed the door.
"'Bout what?"
"'Bout her gettin' a third."
Waylon shrugged. "I don't know."
"Well," Clint continued, "we ain't gonna give it to her."
"We ain't?" Waylon's eyes widened.
"Hell no we ain't." Clint kept his voice low and they heard the toilet flushing. "Okay, here she comes."
But the door never opened. Instead, they heard the shower turn on.
"What the hell? She takin' a bath?" Clint said.
"Sounds like it." Waylon said.
"Well, anyway," Clint continued, shaking his head, "we ain't givin' her no money at all, much less a million bucks. She's crazy she thinks she's gonna get a million dollars from us when we done all the work. That's us payin' her a half-a mil each; you realize that?"
Waylon thought about it and said, "I never saw it that way." His face was scrunched up like a kid passing gas and he still had the sauce on the sides of his mouth.
Clint handed him a clean napkin and made a motion like he was wiping his mouth but Waylon just stared at him. He did it again, made the motion, and Waylon still didn't get it.
"You got sauce on you," Clint finally said.
"Yeah? Where?"
Clint closed his eyes and pursed his lips, wondering if God wanted him to be the older brother, why he didn't go ahead and make him the older brother? Wasn't that the way it was supposed to work? "On the side of your mouth," he finally said, reopening his eyes.
"Which side?"
"Both," he said through clenched teeth.
Waylon wiped his mouth and asked, "So where we gonna do it?"
God, just like a damn kid wantin' to know if we's there yet so he could take a piss. Clint held himself in check, saying flatly, "I don't know yet." Then added, "Somewhere deserted where we can see if he's gonna try and double-cross us."
"Deserted, like an old abandoned house?"
"Uh … no … not exactly. Just somewhere there ain't gonna be no people, some place we know our way around and he don't."
"How about the church?"
"No, not at the church either. Give it a rest, okay? I'll think of something if you quit interruptin' my thoughts with your yakkin'."
Waylon looked at the used napkin in his hand, turned it over a few times, then said, "Sorry."
Clint brought his left hand up and rubbed his temples. "No, Waylon, I'm sorry." He was remembering the last thing their mama said before she died of lung cancer from smoking three packs of Salem Lights a day. Pulled him to her at the hospice and held his ear close to her mouth 'cause the cancer'd spread to her voice box when she switched from cigarettes to dip and she couldn't talk real loud.
First, she coughed so hard that something came up and stuck to his ear and he pulled away, only to be yanked back down by her strong old hands, and then she told him, "Clint, you take good care of your brother. When I go, all you'll have is each other and he needs you. He'll always need you, dumber than a box of rocks he is. God gave you all the brains in the family and with that comes—" and then she coughed up another glob of something that hit him square in the cheek, sticking in the beard he had at the time. Took a full five minutes to scrub that gunk out in the bathroom and by the time he returned to her bedside, she was gone from this world. He was pretty sure her last word was going to be "responsibility," only it ended up being "comes." But in his memory, he went ahead and gave her credit for "responsibility."
Waylon looked up 'cause it wasn't often Clint said he was sorry. Clint continued, "Waylon, I know you mean well but just lemme think about it a minute and I'll come up with something, okay?" Waylon nodded without making a sound.
They sat there, drinking beer and staring at the empty pizza box, listening to the shower run until Clint yelled out, "Hey! You gonna use all the damn hot water? Hey, you hear me in there?"
The water cut off and Eustice yelled back, "What? Are you talking to me?"
But by then, Clint was looking at Waylon, smiling and saying, "That's it! Down at the old rock quarry where we used to get drunk and go swimmin'! That's where we do it." Nodding and talking to himself, repeating that last part over and over as he leaned back in his chair and turned his beer up. "Yep." He tried to belch as loud as Eustice but didn't get close. "Down at the old rock quarry. Why didn't I think of that sooner?"
The bathroom door opened and out came the girl with a towel wrapped around her tanned little body, the material barely holding in her breasts. It stopped just below her special place and Clint imagined if she stretched her arms up they'd see a piece of heaven. She walked into the kitchen, Waylon and Clint watching open-mouthed the whole way, and reached for her beer on the table. The towel opened up, exposing her left side up over her hips and Waylon dropped his bottle to the floor, making the beer in it shoot up over his head. The bottle bounced once, then fell over and began glugging out.
Waylon jumped up and bent over to get the bottle while Eustice laughed at him. The whole time Clint was watching her towel open up even more and hoping it'd fall off while she was laughing, thinking she definitely weren't no little girl. Then, while Waylon was grabbing the rest of the napkins off the table to sop the beer up with, Clint came to his senses and told her to "go put yer damn clothes back on."
Eustice, still laughing, her chest heaving with each breath, looked at him and said, "Does this towel bother you? You want it back?" She brought her hand up to the top and locked a finger underneath it like she was going to rip it off.
Clint, not missing a beat, said, "As a matter of fact, I do." Keeping his eyes locked with hers, holding his hand out, calling her bluff again. Waylon sat straight up in his chair, staring at her, eyes bugging out and mouth in the shape of an O.
Eustice held the gaze with Clint for a few moments before finally saying, "You wish." Then turned and strutted back down the hallway and into the bathroom, Clint and Waylon watching her work her hips the whole way.
Waylon said in a whisper, "How big you think her melons are?"
"I don't know," Clint said back in the same whisper. "But we almost found out, didn't we?" Both of them grinning till their cheeks hurt.
When Eustice came back out of the bathroom, she was fully dressed with her wet hair up in a towel turban. She sat back down in her chair and asked for another beer. Clint wondered why she didn't get it when she was up.
"Why you wantin' to do this?" Waylon said to her.
"Take my parents for a couple million? Easy, I hate them and everything they stand for."
"Hate 'em? But they's—"
"I know who they are, please don't remind me. Every day I wake up, I know who they are. I can't leave the house without it slapping me in the face. Believe me when I tell you that as far as parents go, they're the worst you could ever possibly have. All my mom ever thinks about is what piece of jewelry she's buying next and all my dad does is plan his stupid amusement park."
"But—"
"But nothing. Can you imagine having to be perfect every second of the day because if you're not, it reflects on them? That's something they've reminded me of every single day of my life. Do you have any idea what kind of pressure that is on a girl? Do you?"
While Eustice was ranting and Waylon was saying "but," Clint had gotten up and pulled another beer out of the fridge and given it to her. She unscrewed the top now and chugged it.
"I want to run away," she said through the silence. "I don't want to ever have to see them again and I want the whole world to know they suck as parents. I want to hurt them the way they hurt me for the last seventeen years."
Clint and Waylon were at a loss, them not having any idea what that felt like, to hate your mama and daddy. Both theirs were gone now and they loved them as much as possible, always had.
"I'm going to Vegas," she said. "I'm going to be a famous stripper because it's everything my parents would hate."
"A stripper?" Clint said. "But you're too young to be a stripper. You gotta be at least eighteen to do that."
Eustice smiled. "That's why God created fake ID's. I know someone who can make me one in ten minutes and I can have any name I want. No more stupid Eustice." She paused, then said, "Well, let's call daddy. I can't wait to make him pay." She stood, grabbed the phone and began dialing.
Clint thought "What the hell?" because he wasn't ready yet, didn't know what he was going to say exactly. He wanted to write it all down so he'd get it right and not screw it up. But now the girl was dialing her daddy's number and thrusting the phone at him. He took it and gave her a mean look but she acted like she didn't see it.
"Hello," said a voice on the other end of the line just as Clint put it to his ear. Clint cleared his throat and tried to disguise his voice as best he could, doing his Clint Eastwood impression, gravelly and cool like Dirty Harry.
"Is this the Reverend Billy C. Reid?" he growled.
"This is him … who is this and how did you get my private line?"
Clint smiled. "Your daughter gave it to me."
"My daughter? You're with her? Well you tell her that this staying out all night isn't very funny. Her mother and I have been worried sick. She's grounded when she gets home, and we've decided to take away her car for a whole week. We'll see how she likes that." Clint noticed that the Reverend's voice sounded a lot different than it did on TV.
"She's not coming home," Clint said raspy-like. "Not until you pay us three million big ones."
"What?"
"I think you heard me. Eustice is our hostage and we'll kill her unless you agree to pay us three million bucks by tomorrow at noon."
"Wha … wha … I … I don't have that much money."
"It's two o'clock, maybe you ought to start sellin' some of your stocks and bonds. Cause that three million's gotta come from somewhere and it's gotta be in our hands by noon tomorrow or you'll get your daughter back piece by piece."
"I … I … I want to speak to Eustice. Put my Eustice on the phone."
Clint handed the phone over to the girl, her smiling 'cause he'd used the piece-by-piece line from some movie he'd seen, pulled it right out of thin air the moment he said it.
"Daddy! Daddy!" The girl went from calm and smiling right to hysterically screaming into the phone, playing her part like a pro, like she'd been planning this a long time. "Oh please, Daddy!" Even throwing in some crying and sniffling sounds. "Please, daddy, pay them or they said they'd … do things to me and take pictures and put them on the internet. Oh God, Daddy!" She thrust the phone back at Clint.
"Eustice! Oh Eustice!" the Reverend was saying.
"That's enough, Reverend. You heard the girl. Tomorrow, by noon. I'll call you on this line. And Reverend? No police and come alone or I take pictures." He hung up.
Eustice immediately screamed for joy and jumped over to him trapping him in a bear hug, pushing her big titties all over him, then kissing him on the cheek. Next she attacked Waylon who stood there as rigid as a mannequin, his eyes wide and unblinking.
"That was great!" she finally said, backing off and shaking with excitement. "You know what my dad's biggest fear is? A scandal, that's what. And the nightmare he's always had was me showing up in one of those Girls Gone Wild videos and being identified as his daughter. That scares him worse than me being a hostage, because a scandal can take down everything he's ever built. No more ministry, no more TV show, no more international crusades. And you know what that means?" she asked, putting her hands on her hips again, then bringing her hands out and counting off. "No more mansions, no more limos, no more followers, no more money." Eustice looked triumphant, the happiest since they'd picked her up.
Eustice took a deep breath, looked at Clint and said, "So, noon tomorrow? Where we doin' it?"
THE NEXT DAY at noon, Clint parked at the old rock quarry and waited for the Reverend Billy C. Reid to drive up with his money. After the girl went to bed the night before, Clint and Waylon stayed up to discuss the specifics. Waylon would keep Eustice at the trailer just in case she got the idea to bolt, like maybe she'd been putting them on the whole time. Clint would meet with the Reverend, get the money and come back to the trailer. Then they'd both take the money and split, leaving the crazy girl at the trailer with just the clothes on her back. Waylon, always the softie, said they should leave her with something and Clint came back with, "Why? She's a spoiled little rich girl that can get anything she wants. Ain't nobody ever gave us nothin' in our lives. This is our turn." And that's all that was said about that.
Clint sat there in his Chevy pickup truck, wearing his lucky Dale Earnhardt cap over the pantyhose, running his fingers over the big three on it. He was wearing that same hat the time they bought lottery tickets up in Virginia and he scratched them off to find they won a hundred bucks. And that time he made out with Jenny Mossman out in the barn and went all the way, he never took the hat off the whole time. It was the only thing he was wearing when they finished.
He was replaying that memory, listening to the Dukes of Hazzard theme on the radio about some good ole boys never meanin' no harm, imagining that to be him and Waylon, when the Reverend Billy C. Reid drove up in a shiny black Lexus. Clint watched as the Reverend stopped beside him, facing the other way, their driver's side doors beside each other. When he was sure nobody had followed the Reverend, he opened his door and got out. So did the Reverend.
"Where's my little girl?" the Reverend said with his eyebrows drawn together, dressed in a suit like he had one of his TV sermons after they met; go straight there with Eustice and try to save her soul on national TV, telling the world what just happened to his poor little girl, crying and carrying on in front of the cameras. Eustice'd probably tell him to go to hell right there in front of everybody and he'd talk about the demons in her, how she needed everyone's prayers more'n ever now. Their money too.
"She's safe with my brother," Clint said. "Waitin' on me to return with the cash. Then we'll let her go." Clint tried to look cool leaning up against the hood of his truck, his cap pulled low on his forehead, the pantyhose smushing his nose flat.
"If you've touched her at all—"
"Relax, Reverend, ain't nobody touched her. We been perfect gentlemen which is more'n I can say for her. Now, where's my money?"
The Reverend leaned into his open car door and pulled a briefcase out from the passenger's side, a shiny silver one with a three-digit combination lock under the handle. Clint's heart was beating like that time he played chicken with Brian Bigelow on Ferguson Farm Road.
Clint took the briefcase and set it on his hood, opened it, and held back the urge to scream a yeehaa. He'd never seen so much money in one place before. He wanted to count it but he figured with all those hundreds bundled together, if it wasn't three million, it was damn sure close enough. Turning to the Reverend, he smiled and said thanks and that he'd be seeing his little girl before he knew it. Winking as he turned around.
He hopped in his truck, threw the briefcase on the seat beside him, and turned the ignition. It didn't crank. He looked at the dashboard, hearing it click-click as he turned the key, running through his mind what could be wrong, click-click, breaking a sweat and looking out at the Reverend glaring back at him.
Clint stepped out of the truck, popped his hood, and said, "I need a jump."
"You need a what?" The Reverend looked at him like he'd asked for some rosary beads and a prayer rug.
"I said I need a jump. Back your car up and pop your hood." Clint reached in and pulled some cables out from behind his seat, went to the front of his truck and waited for the Reverend to do what he said.
It was twenty more minutes before he got back to the trailer, happy he had the money but pissed that his truck was giving out on him. First thing they'd have to do would be to buy a new one, maybe one with back seats, an extended cab, and a built-in tool box in the truck bed. Get a bed liner and some Yosemite Sam mud flaps, ones with him giving the finger.
Waylon and Eustice came running out of the trailer, eyes gleaming and smiles beaming, talking a million miles a minute, saying stuff like, "Did you get it?" and "Everything go okay?" and "What took so long?" Clint jumped out of the truck, leaving it running, and waved the briefcase around like it was first prize at the state fair for the fattest hog.
"Three million bucks!" he yelled.
"I can't believe it!" said Waylon.
"Were you followed?" the girl asked.
Clint said "Hell no" before he even thought about it.
"Are you sure?"
"Yeah."
"Really sure?"
Clint hesitated. He never really checked, he was too excited. Eustice picked up on it, saying, "Okay, let's go. We have to get out of here, we can divvy it up in another city." She jumped into the truck before Clint could react.
Clint was about ready to tell the little girl to take a hike, that he and Waylon were splitting with the loot and she was shit-out-of-luck, but then he remembered her car at the mall, a sleek little number with a rag-top and an ignition that probably started on the first try. He couldn't trust the truck to make it much further and if they screwed her now, they wouldn't have time to get a new one in town before the cops would be all over them. But the girl had a car they could use to get to another town where they could buy a truck and split for good, a truck she wouldn't know what it looked like, and then they could bolt for Mexico or Canada or North Dakota and retire.
So Clint told Waylon to get in and as they drove to the mall, he told them about needing to use her car to get out of town. Eustice thought that was funny, stealing money from her dad and then needing his help to start the getaway truck. Sweet justice, she said.
In the mall parking lot, Eustice pulled a stack of money out of the briefcase and closed it again. She threw the briefcase into the trunk of her convertible and turned to Clint and Waylon.
"I want some new clothes, right now. I've been wearing these for three days and I won't wear them a minute more. Let's go."
Clint didn't move. "Now hold on a minute," he said. "Just what the hell you think you're doin'?"
"I'm spending some of our money."
"That's not what I'm talkin' about and you know it."
"What?" Eustice looked at him, then rolled her eyes, holding out her keys. "Here. Take them. Like I care."
The brothers let Eustice drag them into stores they'd have never been caught dead in before, stores that only sold women's clothes, clothes that were tight, hip and revealing in a young fashionable way. Stores that had stuff like you'd see advertised in one of them magazines in the grocery store aisle beside the bubble gum and candy bars. Magazines where they always had too much makeup and spiky hair.
Then she convinced them to buy something for themselves, took them in American Eagle and picked out outfits for both of them, her saying stuff like if she was gonna run away with them, she wanted them to look bad-ass. Nice clothes that Clint thought would look good on him, bring out his coolness. Maybe look like one of those actors on a Fox TV show where the young people were always screwing each other.
"Whaddya think?" Clint said as he emerged from the dressing room, the girl nowhere to be found. Waylon came out from his dressing room in his own hip clothes.
"I like it," Waylon said. "How about me?"
"Where's the girl?"
"I don't know." Waylon turned and looked at his ass in the big mirror. "I think they's too tight. What do you think?"
"Waylon, where's the girl?"
"I don't know." Then looking at Clint and understanding the question for the first time, his eyes got big and pants grew tighter.
By the time they got to the parking lot, Eustice's convertible was gone and with it, the three million bucks.
Clint stood there, dumbfounded, unable to believe this had happened. He fingered the keys in his pocket, then pulled them out and studied them. Two house keys, a garage opener and a Mickey Mouse keychain. No BMW keys. Clint threw his lucky Earnhardt cap on the pavement and kicked it. It landed a couple feet away pointing at him, the three logo dented in.
"These ain't so tight once you get 'em stretched out," Waylon said as he turned in circles, trying to get a good look at his butt.
Clint leveled his gaze at his older brother with heavy-lidded eyes, waiting a second before finally saying, "You look like a fag."
Waylon frowned but went back to trying to see what his butt looked like, spinning in slow circles and looking over his shoulder like a drunk puppy wondering what that thing shaking back there was.
They didn't find the note jammed under the hood until they got some guy with a Toyota to jump-start the truck. It read: Thanks for a fun time fellas, I had a blast. Sorry I had to run but I didn't feel like sharing my money. Oh, and by the way, since you're wondering, they're bigger and firmer than you could ever imagine. xoxoxo –Candace
*END*
~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~ ~
"There was a time when a fool and his money were soon parted, but now it happens to everybody."
Adlai E. Stevenson
THE WOMAN WAS PERFECT, dressed in designer clothes, high heels, nice hair, just a tad over forty, smelling of money. Ryan guessed it wasn't hers though; she'd married into it. That's what women that looked like her did. They never earned it themselves; they stole it with a marriage certificate and a promise of amazing sex for the rest of your life. You paid for it one way or another.
That's precisely why when he had sex, he went ahead and paid for it up front. Not only was it easier but there were never any hidden agendas, no chance of broken promises because none were ever made. It was the safest way.
He followed the woman from store to store, slinking behind her like a detached shadow, window shopping while she bought dresses and shoes and matching jewelry. The smell of the sticky bun place in the food court eventually snagged her. She probably worked out twice a day so she could eat one of them things and it not go straight to her thighs. This would be the perfect place to do it so Ryan entered the line right behind her, imagining just how tight her thighs were, watching her backside, enjoying the way it wiggled back and forth in her expensive slacks as she moved closer to the register.
She ordered a sticky bun with strawberry glaze and a Diet Coke to wash it down, taking out her money purse from her bag, the same one she'd been paying cash from all afternoon She handed the chick with the nose-ring a twenty because it was the smallest bill she had. She returned the purse to her bag and as she grabbed her food, Ryan carefully reached into the bag and lifted the purse out.
He stuffed it in his Sears shopping bag he'd come in the mall with, stepped up to the counter and ordered the same thing the woman had. Why not? It sounded pretty good.
She sat in the food court and dropped her bags in the seat beside her, crossing her legs and resting a hand in her lap. She ran a finger across the sticky bun and tasted it before sinking a fork in it.
Ryan knew he should keep on moving but he was strangely drawn to her, wondering what her husband was like, thinking did she like to get freaky in bed, do things you only read about in Penthouse Forum. Ryan liked to believe that stuff was all true and wouldn't accept that it was probably all made up like his friend Troy said.
When he worked at UPS, Troy would bring in his Penthouses and pass them around. They'd read them out loud during break; Ryan thought the stories were as good as the pictures. But Ryan only lasted a few months there because slinging packages all day was real work and like his lazy-ass dad always said, the men in his family weren't built for real work. Ryan tended to agree.
He plopped down at a table right across from her, facing the woman, so that when she looked up and saw him eating the same thing she was, maybe she'd smile or say something. Sometimes bored married women liked to mess around. They did all the time in the Penthouse letters. Maybe he'd get lucky and score with her, write one of them nasty stories himself.
She looked up at him as he was sipping his Diet Coke. Why the hell did he get a Diet Coke? He didn't like that diet stuff, it was too damn sweet. She laughed at the face he made.
Ryan returned her smile, noticing how perfect her teeth were, becoming self-conscious of his own teeth, wondering if they were as white and straight as hers were. Then she did something that froze him in his tracks; took her finger and raked across the strawberry-glazed sticky bun, raised it to her lips, darted her tongue out and slowly licked it clean. All while she held eye contact with him.
That's how he'd start the story to Penthouse, he thought at that moment, with her doing the finger-licking thing while staring at him from the next table. He ran scenarios through his head as he rose and took his tray and Sears bag over and sat down at her table, right in front of her, not more than two feet from her perfect white teeth and strawberry-covered lips.
"Ryan," he said, holding out his hand, expecting her to hold hers out, then he'd take it, turn it over and kiss it lightly. See how many points that got him.
But she didn't hold her hand out, she did something even better. She said, "I don't care. We don't need names for what we're going to do."
Damn! He'd have to remember that line for the letter, it sounded just like what would happen to one of those guys who wrote in, just before the woman took him home to share him with her twin sister, both the girls being airline stewardesses on a week's vacation.
"And what would that be?" he said, it being the only thing he could think of seeing as how she'd caught him so off guard.
She raised her eyebrows. "If you don't know that, maybe we should call it a day right now." She started to get up with her tray, the rings on her fingers sparkling in the sunlight that poured in through the mall skylights, making Ryan wonder how much they were worth.
"Wait!" Then he said a little softer as she halted, "Wait. You just took me a little by surprise." Ryan tried to look as cool, seeing a chance to get laid by a quality piece of ass, something that doesn't happen to him every day. Shit, something that doesn't ever happen to him.
She sat back down, picked up her sticky bun and took a big bite out of it, giving him the eye the whole time. When she swallowed, she licked her lips sensuously, saying, "Maybe we should save these for afterward? You know, to replenish our energy."
Ryan did know. "I'll be right back with something to wrap 'em up with." He practically fell out of his seat as he hurried to the sticky bun place, hearing her say something about the bathroom when he turned his back.
She was still gone when he returned, her sticky bun and Diet Coke sitting on the tray where she left them. He wrapped up the food and when she still hadn't returned a minute later, he sat down to wait. He leaned back and crossed his legs, trying to look as comfortable as possible like this wasn't a big deal to him, like it happened to him all the time. Yeah, this was gonna be one hell of a letter to write.
He rested his arm on the back of his seat and looked around, hoping to see her, thinking about what kind of underwear she had on, wanting to see her walking his way swaying those hips of hers. He wondered what her name was, glanced around again, and decided to rifle through her wallet to find it, maybe surprise her by telling her she looked like a Diane if her name was Diane, score another point or two.
The Sears bag was empty. Not only was her money purse gone but the three wallets he'd lifted earlier that morning were also missing. And then, seeing that all her bags were gone, he put two and two together and closed his eyes and shook his head. Ryan pinched the bridge of his nose and breathed in slowly, then exhaled. He wasn't upset, he was disappointed. A guy didn't come by a piece of ass like that every day.
He picked up the paper sack, already stained from the sticky buns inside, dropped his Diet Coke off in the trashcan, and strolled out of the food court. In the parking lot, he saw her by a burgundy Chrysler, searching her purse with a scowl on her face.
He came up behind her, saying, "Looking for these?" He held out her keys he'd pocketed the same time he lifted her money purse, smiling as he jingled them in his right hand.
She turned around with a smirk on her flawless face, eyes twinkling like she'd just remembered a punch line from a joke someone told her a week ago. Then she said, "Slick, real slick."
He leaned up against her car, keys still in his hand. "You ain't so bad yourself, had me goin' there. You sure know how to use your assets." Ryan smiled at his joke and she held out her hand for the keys but Ryan wasn't finished yet. "So, was any of it real, any of that back there?" Motioning with his head toward the mall, knowing she knew what he meant.
She shrugged. "How much of it do you want to be real?" Still holding out her hand for her keys, Ryan not giving them up, his arms now crossed over his chest.
He smiled, seeing she wanted to keep playing. He could do that too. "So, where to?" he said as he pushed off the car, clicked the unlock button on the key chain and walked over to the passenger's side. She watched as he opened the door and hopped in, making himself comfortable, adjusting the seat to fit his long legs, the hum of the electric seat motor filling the silence.
THE MOTEL ROOM was like most he'd been in. Lumpy bed, peeling wallpaper, coarse towels, TV bolted to the wall, five minute wait for hot water. But more importantly, this time there was a naked woman under the sheets beside him.
Sarah. That's what she said her name was, but Ryan didn't know if that was her real name or not. Even if she showed him an ID, he still wouldn't believe it a hundred percent. She didn't give him a last name. No matter, he didn't need that anyway.
She handed him a blunt she'd taken a few puffs from, a nice big fat one that looked almost like a miniature ice cream cone. It was good stuff, too, none of that cheap weed his buddy Willie sold, stuff he got from some Mexicans that'd moved in down the road, thirteen of them living in a two bedroom house and a building out back. This was some of that high-grade stuff somebody grew in their basement with special lighting, sold for eight thousand a pound, could get you high and keep you there till the new year came back around.
They were past mellow now, having had sex twice, once in missionary position, once with her on top, screaming cuss words right before she hit her climax. Damn, he was good. Yeah, he was definitely going to write a letter to Penthouse, mention the scratch marks down his back and that thing he did with his middle finger that made her eyes cross; just thought of it right there on the spot and it worked like a charm.
"You know," Sarah said, "you really ought to step up your game."
Ryan held the blunt out to her, hesitating before asking what she meant, knowing damn well she wasn't talking about the amazing sex they'd just had. "Huh?" he said.
"Working a mall for chump change. It's bush league." She was sitting up next to him, leaning back against the headboard, holding the covers up over her tits. Ryan thought women only did that in PG movies but now, watching Sarah do it, he wondered if women covered them up because they got cold or because they were self-conscious. He wished she'd let them hang out so he could look at them any time he wanted.
"I do alright," he said.
"Yeah, sure. How much do you bring in on a good day?"
He looked up at the ceiling. "Five, six hundred. Brought in as much as two grand before, though. That's pretty good, you ask me." Remembering the time he lifted the wallet off a guy who'd been looking for an engagement ring, the guy going from jewelry store to jewelry store searching for the best deal, probably had the idea he'd get another ten percent off the final price if he offered cash on the spot. Ryan wondered what the guy did when he finally found the perfect ring, haggled an hour over the price and then went to pay for it.
Exhaling a lungful of smoke, she said with a strained voice, "Peanuts. That's nothing. I spend that in a day. You should aim your sights higher. You're not a bad looking guy; you could work some better stuff."
Taking the blunt from her, he asked, "Like what?" She had him curious now.
"Well, first, you need to reinvent yourself or you'll never be able to pull off the big con. Change your style, you know. To attract the big money, you have to look like you have money yourself. That means no more t-shirts and jeans, no tennis shoes, no shopping at Walmart. You have to wear expensive stuff; Hugo Boss, Versace, Christian Dior. You know, stuff like that."
Ryan almost laughed, he wouldn't be caught dead in that overpriced crap. Paying an extra fifty bucks for the label when the clothes were made in the same sweatshops in Thailand as the Walmart stuff.
"You don't believe me?" She looked at him, seeing the expression on his face. "I grew up in a singlewide in the low country, down near Charleston. All my clothes were hand-me-downs from Salvation Army and when I ran away at fourteen, I swore I'd never live like that again. Pork and beans and fried spam every day washed down with dirty well water." She paused, then changed her scowl to a smile. "But you'd never know that to look at me today would you?"
The expression on Ryan's face said it all. He knew trailer trash alright and she wasn't trailer trash. He'd grown up screwing those whores for little baggies of cheap pot, sometimes for just a six-pack of Bud Light and a half-hearted compliment. No, this woman had a high-class aura about her. She even smelled expensive, not like that cheap soap you got two-for-a-buck at the dollar store. And her hair was done up nice, with just enough curls to look sophisticated, not oily and grungy like the girls he'd known in the trailer park.
"So, how did you change?" he asked.
"I just did it, that's how. It's all up here."—pointing to her head—"It's all in your attitude and the way you carry yourself and first, you have to change that in your head. Nobody else can do that for you. You put the right clothes on and talk like a winner and suddenly you're a different person because everybody thinks you are."
Ryan thought about it hard, dreaming about living the good life, waking up with somebody like Sarah in his bed every day, a pair of tits like hers there to fondle any time he wanted; watch her walk around the room in nothing but a thong, see her tits sway back and forth when she fixed her hair in the mirror and put on her make-up each morning.
She got up, saying she had to pee, and he stared at her bare ass shaking as she scooted around the corner into the bathroom. She left the door open and he heard her lower the seat from where he left it up earlier. He could watch an ass like that all day long and never get bored.
"And then, when you're making some real money," she said over her tinkling, "I can introduce you to my investment guy. He'll put your money into all kinds of stuff. You get enough scores and you'll be able to live off the interest the rest of your life. Never work another day till you die."
Now she really had Ryan's attention, talking about making enough money he could sit on his ass and still never run out. That sounded pretty good to him.
"So, what kinda cons we talkin' about? What's the big stuff?"
He heard the toilet flush and saw her come out to the double-sink counter. "That depends on you," she said as she turned and washed her hands.
Ryan watched all the right parts of her jiggle in the big mirror on the wall, enjoying the sights, wondering if they were going to do it again before they left.
"What do you think you can pull off?" she asked.
Ryan thought about it as Sarah settled back into bed. He wasn't sure; he had never considered it before. "I don't know."
"Well, you have to begin somewhere."
"It's easier for women," he grumbled. "All you gotta do is shake your ass and tits and guys fall down to give you whatever you want." The irony wasn't lost on him.
She looked at Ryan and raised her eyebrows. "It takes more than a nice ass to talk a guy out of a million bucks."
"A million bucks?" Ryan's eyes widened. "You've taken somebody for a million bucks before?"
"I've done it more times than you can count."
"You're shittin' me! How much money you got?"
"Don't you know it's rude to ask a woman that?"
"I thought you didn't ask a woman how much she weighed."
"I'd tell you my weight before I told you my bank balance."
Ryan laughed. This woman wasn't like any he'd ever known. She was a trip. Sexy and smart with a sense of humor. He leaned over and did the thing with his middle finger again, watching her eyes cross and her mouth open in a big O.
A WEEK WENT BY and the new Ryan was ready for a field test. He woke up that morning and donned a brand new steel-gray Armani suit, a red-striped power tie, some Italian leather shoes and a pair of sleek Ray Bans. Sarah had taken him to get a new haircut and manicure two days earlier and was working with him on how to talk and walk like a rich person. It wasn't too hard to grasp but it was definitely different; he had to inject a cocky sureness he never had before.
His new name was Clayton Parker and he had cards printed up so that on any given day he could be a Real Estate Developer, an Investment Counselor, an International Trader or an Importer/Exporter.
There were a couple of tips that Sarah drilled into his head. One: Always try to con the opposite sex; it's easier. Two: Never look like you want someone's money; always make it appear like working with them may be more trouble than it's worth. Makes you seem more important. You gotta make them force you to take it, practically beg you to do something with their money. Three: Once you've got them on the hook, push a sense of urgency. If they want in, really want in, it's got to be now or it's too late. Four: Just like the commercial used to say, never let them see you sweat. Nothing is ever a big deal because you got so much money you can always buy your way out of any problem. Five: Always look confident, although Ryan thought this was technically the same thing as number four, not sweating. Six: If a deal falls through, no problem, there's three other suckers around the corner just waiting for you to give them the same chance. Seven: The most important thing; everyone, whether they admit it or not, is always looking for a way to make easy money. Always.
There were lots of good places to meet marks; a cigar bar, a wine tasting, Starbucks, the gym, an elevator. The secret was to get them to come to you when you were there and the way to do that was to look the part. "Look important and you are important," Sarah said over and over.
His goal today was to see if he could attract a mark. Nothing more. He and Sarah went several places but he wasn't comfortable yet, couldn't get used to playing the part. Nobody paid attention to him. Sarah said it was the first day, not to get discouraged yet; it took time.
That night she had plans and Ryan figured he'd go out for a drink. They weren't married after all; in fact, he didn't know what they were. They were fucking but it wasn't a relationship, which was fine with him. He didn't need nothing like that holding him back, cramping his style. Although she definitely was one quality piece of ass.
He decided he'd go look at more quality ass and pulled into Platinum Dolls, a strip joint that was supposed to be as classy as they came. College chicks and adult stars and Grade A talent, the kind that look so good they could get you off without even going down on you in the back room for an extra fifty. He wanted to get shit-faced, maybe arrange for a quick fuck with some sweet little coed when she got off her shift. At the very least, he wanted a face full of titties all night long, see so many of them he'd dream about them when he passed out.
Starr was on the stage when he showed up, dancing to the disco song Freak Out, her long blonde hair tied up in pigtails, wearing knee socks and nothing else except a smile and heavy blue eye shadow. Ryan grabbed a seat next to the stage and ordered a Tom Collins from the topless waitress. It was an approved drink on Sarah's list and since he was still in his new Armani suit, he thought he'd play his part. Maybe he could impress a stripper.
Starr left the stage but not before she did an inspiring split right in front of him. Ryan gave her a standing ovation and a crisp new dollar bill for her trouble. She stuffed it in her sock because there wasn't any other place to put it.
The Tom Collins wasn't so bad, a little sweeter than he liked, not as much kick as whiskey, but still sort of tasty. Up next was a brunette number by the name of Roxie, wearing a bunch of leather and dark eyeliner, dancing to a Rod Stewart song, acting real sultry and pouty. By the end of the song, Ryan had learned a few things about Roxie: she shaved everywhere, she had extremely fake titties with nipples that never got soft and she liked her riding crop, really liked it.
Brianna took the stage next, a dirty blonde wearing a business suit, high heels and librarian glasses, carrying a shiny silver briefcase, her hair put up in a tight bun held together by a pencil stuck down its middle. The music started when she grabbed the pole at center stage and dropped the briefcase to the floor, kicking her leg up on the first beat of Paula Abdul's Straight Up Now Tell Me.
None of the girls were bad but Brianna was a true professional. With her glasses off and her hair down, she looked almost too young to be stripping, but when she began to remove her suit, Ryan changed his mind. She was a full-fledged woman, all her parts original and in perfect working order. Ryan was in lust, feeding her ones during the whole number and finally dropping a twenty on her when she finished right in front of him, her eyes smiling like she truly enjoyed her job.
She came to his table a few minutes later, a drink in her hand and a swagger in her hips. She sat and pushed the drink in front of him, adjusting the jacket of her suit to show maximum cleavage.
"What's this?" he asked with a smile.
"A Tom Collins, that's what Anna said you were drinking." She leaned back and crossed her shapely legs. "It's on me."
He wrinkled his brow. "You bought me a drink?"
She laughed. "You spent a fortune on me up there, it was the least I could do."
Ryan shook his head, saying, "Un-fucking-believable."
"Yeah, tell me about it. This is the first time I've ever done it, too. Don't know what came over me. Just felt like it."
Ryan stuck out his hand. "My name's … Clayton." Almost forgetting to play his part with his fake name.
Brianna smiled and shook his hand. "Candace."
"Candace? I thought it was—"
"Brianna? Nah, that's my stage name. My real name's Candace. Well, it is now. Just changed it last week."
"You changed your real name? Why? You wanted by the cops?"
"No," she laughed uneasily. "I just hated my name so I changed it; swore I'd do it the second I turned eighteen."
Eighteen? Ryan paused, then said, "So … what was your real name?"
"Oh no you don't." She shook her head. "That name's dead now and so's the little girl it belonged to. I'm Candace." She held her hands under her big tits and hefted them up.
"I'll say you are. Nice dancing by the way." Ryan felt completely at ease with the girl, confident, like he was supposed to be, like it was no big deal she was sitting with him, this barely-legal perfect ten that acted way older than she said she was.
"Thank you." Her smile seemed natural. "So tell me about yourself, Clayton. What do you do for a living?"
Ryan reached into his coat pocket, produced a card and handed it to her, saying, "Investment Counseling."
"Parker Investments LLC, Clayton Parker, CEO … New York City … pretty impressive. I like your suit … mine's Armani also." She fingered her lapel.
Ryan looked at his suit jacket. "You know what I'm wearing, just like that? You can't even see a tag." Ryan hoped she couldn't tell his Rolex was fake.
Candace shrugged. "I know my clothes." She pulled her suit jacket open and gave Ryan another peek at her twins, smiling when she caught his reaction, then leaned forward and said, "You see anybody coming?"
Ryan looked around. "No, why?"
She sipped his drink. "Mmm … that's pretty good." Noticing his amusement, she said, "Too young to drink; could lose my job if I got caught."
Ryan thought that was pretty funny, how she could be old enough to shake her tits and ass for a living, but not have a beer. "Really? They'd fire you for that?"
"Probably not but why take the chance?"
The girl on the stage now was the color of chocolate milk, her skin smooth and shiny in the spotlight, introduced with the name Coco, dancing to some hip hop song Ryan had heard on a mobile phone commercial, by Beyonce he thought. She wore athletic shorts and a basketball jersey but not for very long.
"So, you're a long way from home," Candace said.
"Business trip; here for a few days."
"You make a lot of money in your business?" Candace asked, sneaking another sip of Ryan's drink.
He smiled. "I make other people a lot of money, too." He remembered some of the lines Sarah had taught him, saying it real easy-like, still watching Coco on the stage.
"She's pretty," Candace said, following his eyes.
"What? Oh, yeah, she is." He looked at Candace. "But you're much prettier."
Candace smiled, having grabbed his attention again. "So what exactly do you do all day?"
Ryan looked into her eyes, seeing her genuine interest, thinking she'd be a good test run to try out all his new skills. Why not? "Well, depends on how much money a person has as to what I can do for them. The more money you got, the better the opportunities and the more the return on investment."
"That's kind of vague."
He shrugged. "The question's vague."
Candace smiled again. "Okay, what if somebody had a thousand dollars? What could you do for them?"
"Hmmm … a thousand?" He feigned like he was thinking. "I'd tell them to keep it in their savings or buy a little bank CD. Getcha three to five percent return."
"What if they had a hundred thousand?"
Ryan shrugged. "A little more interesting. I'd set them up with a portfolio of seventy percent stocks, thirty percent bonds. Maybe make ten to twelve percent annually, but it really depends on how much risk they wanted to take. More risk, more reward."
Candace tipped up Ryan's drink again, paused, then said, "What if somebody had a million?"
Ryan perked up now but still tried to look uninterested. "Well, that's where we get into my specialty: private placement. With a million or more, I've got contacts that can return up to twenty percent a year."
"Twenty percent?"
"Yep, and here's the best part, it's guaranteed by the bank I work with."
"Guaranteed? A twenty percent return? But that's two hundred thousand a year."
"Yep, enough to live on pretty comfortably, wouldn't you say?"
Her eyes narrowed. "What do you get out of it?"
Ryan laughed. "Well, I get ten percent of the twenty percent, that's two percent total, taken off the top. So on a million, I'd make twenty grand, just for putting somebody's money in the right hands. Twenty thousand for an introduction. Not bad, huh?"
Candace raised her eyebrows. "Not bad at all."
"Yeah, and imagine me making a few of those introductions a month. Not a bad paycheck for yours truly." Ryan sat back, proud of himself for getting all that out just like he and Sarah practiced it. Sounded so good he almost believed it himself. "I don't really need to work any more but I love to make deals. Gets my blood pumping, you know?"
Ryan could see the look on her face, her wheels spinning like a gerbil treadmill on crack. This shit actually worked. If she had any real money, she'd be his. He could picture the hook hanging out the side of her mouth.
Looking at her while they talked was distracting and he wished she'd offer him a lap dance. He wanted to see her naked again, feel her rubbing that firm little body all over him. Somehow, though, asking for it now seemed kind of rude. But then again, that was how the girl made her money so would it really be so rude of him to ask?
Anna the topless waitress came by again and Ryan ordered another Tom Collins, seeing as how he'd had approximately three sips from the one Candace bought him. He was enjoying sitting there, chatting with a half-naked girl while another half-naked girl walked around getting him things. Made him feel important, like a king with his harem of lovely women. And they all treated him like he was somebody special; not like every other time he'd been in strip joints, when they treated him like a john. All those other times, he could feel their contempt for him oozing out in every word they said. It was different now, he was different now.
"Hey, I have to go," Candace said suddenly jumping up, her right tit almost popping out of her coat. "The manager's over there giving me the eye. If I'm not lap dancing, I'm not making him any money, and I like my job. He doesn't like me spending too much time with one customer anyway but listen, don't go anywhere. I'll be back in a while, okay?" She flashed him that million dollar smile with her perfect teeth, then opened up her suit jacket and flashed him her million dollar tits, laughing like a little girl when he stared wide-eyed at them.
Coco finished with her set, throwing Ryan a lusty look before exiting the stage into the back, walking away while shaking that healthy backside, showing she wasn't an amateur either. An Asian chick came out next, dancing to the old seventies song Kung Fu Fighting, her set full of Bruce Lee moves, shedding parts of her Ninja costume till all she wore was a short sash tied around her forehead. Most entertaining was an extremely high kick followed by a backwards hand stand into a—whoa, Ryan didn't know what to call that position but he was pretty sure the image was burned into the back of his eyes and he'd dream about it later.
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