A Horseless Carousel
A 99¢ Story by Robert Crane
Published by Robert Crane at Smashwords
Copyright 2010 Robert Crane
This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you would like to share this book with another person, please purchase an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only, then please return to Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting the hard work of this author.
“Hello. My name is Win Taylor and I’m a strip club addict.”
“Hello, Win!”
Well, I was for a while there anyway. This all goes back more years than I care to mention. Let’s just say it goes back to a time when Dick Cheney still had a decent heart, or at least one that worked okay. For me though, it was my time. Yes, after a life of all the expected stuff, you know, being the oldest goddam goody two shoes, getting the first Bachelors in the family, marrying the girl I was with at the moment it was time to marry, and launching a solid professional career by any standard, after all that, it was about time for Win Taylor. With no more than a speeding ticket to my credit—even that was the result of a necessary downhill plunge in a powerless Opel Kadett Wagon in order to climb the next steep incline—it was time to be bad on my own terms, to try something that defined defiance in a way that suited me just fine. Look, I didn’t need a $225 an hour psycho counselor to tell me I was full of repressed rebellion. All I had to do was look in the mirror for chrissakes. A pink Izod adorned by a white crewneck sweater tied around my neck? Com’on, which way to the lawn games!
And the preferred rebellion weapon of choice? Strip bars. Many times. No Izods need attend.
I don't know why really. I suppose Dr. Phil would have an entire freakin’ show full of pop psychology mumbo jumbo, yapping about my deep seated, misogynistic proclivity and getting his audience all riled up, making me out to be some sort of goddam monster of the gentlemen’s clubs. Gentlemen’s clubs—now that’s funny. It sounds so hoity-toity. Well let me be the first to tell you, the only gentlemen I’ve ever seen frequent such places with any sort of regularity were lesbian gentlemen, and even they got ornery every now and again.
Don’t get me wrong, there could be a certain amount of truth in what Dr. Phil might drone on about. I mean the guy is bound to get something right given how much he loves hearing his dumb voice. Right? So I guess it’s possible that maybe I did carry some subconscious anger towards women, but at the time I was convinced it was nothing more than a harmless acting out of sorts. An earned rite of passage if you will, albeit belated. That is until I had that one encounter, the last one to be exact. One that cost me nearly sixty bucks. Truthfully, some of the best almost sixty bucks I have ever spent.
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