CHAPTER 117

I followed Myrna into her office and she asked me, “Do you have a place to keep receipts and things?”

“No, mom keeps that stuff for me.”

“Not any more. Pick up a metal box with a lock on it. Keep it in a safe place and I want you to put every bill, every receipt and every piece of paper you get, into it. If you buy lunch or dinner, pay for it with your credit card and get a receipt. If you pay a toll, get a receipt, if you pay cash for something, get a receipt for everything and it all goes into the box, okay?”
When I said I would, she got up and went to a cabinet. She unlocked it, took some things out and came back to the desk.  She set down a small stack of money, several large yellow envelopes, a piece of paper and a small box. She pushed the paper in front of me and said, “Sign this.”

It was a receipt. As I was signing it she pushed the money in front of me and said, “Here’s two hundred. When you need more, get it from a bank, an ATM or cash a check.”

Stunned, I asked, “So I can buy anything I want?”

“Of course you can! If it’s a big purchase like a car or something, your folks might want to talk to you about it, but it’s your money. The only thing I ask is, at the end of every month put all your receipts and things in an envelope and make sure I get it. That doesn’t sound too hard, does it?”
“I-I guess not.” 
She pushed the envelopes in front of me and said, “Here are some extra envelopes.” Then she opened the box and said, ‘these are for you.’
The box contained business cards so I pulled one out. It was transparent blue, it has a headshot of me on the upper left corner and in the middle was, ‘Peter Baker, actor/model’ and it gave the phone number of the Stone agency.

I asked, “What are these for?”

“You’re a professional now. You have to let people know who you are. Always have some with you. Stick a few in your wallet.”
She sat back and looked at me for a long moment then she asked, “What do you think about the way your life is headed?”

“It’s exciting and I like it.”

“You’re not scared?”

“No.”

“Good. Your parents taught you well. You have all the tools you need to be successful and it’s time you started using them. You’re almost eighteen now and you are entering a grown up world. It’s going to be tough, so you have to quit thinking like a schoolboy and start thinking like a man. That doesn’t mean you have to change who you are and it won’t be hard for you to do. You get along with people. You’re smart and you have a tremendous amount of natural charm.”

“I do?”

“Sure you do. That’s why you’re so successful with girls.”

Surprised, I said, “I-I’m not that successful.”

She countered, “Don’t be silly, of course you are. Cindy talks about you all the time. She tells us how the girls at school fall all over you and from what I hear, some women do too. That’s okay, but I’m talking long term. Boyish charm may work for a while but there are going to be a lot of people with their eyes on you for lots of different reasons, and some of them are going to want you to fail. But I know you and you won’t fail if you remember two very important things that hold true in your regular life and especially when you’re out in public. You must ALWAYS think before you act and be very careful what you say. You’re about to become a very public person and the slightest misstep in either direction could come back to haunt you.”

I stumbled, “I-I’ll do my best.”

She put her hand on mine and smiled before she said, “I know you will.”
We said our goodbyes and on the way out Jasmine stopped me and said, “Wow, that thing you did with Erin is really amazing.”

“Thanks, I just saw it. I had no idea it would turn out like that. But speaking of amazing, you look great! Are you up for a part or something?”

“Thank you, but no, this is the way I dress every day now. Stone is getting to be big time.”

“That’s what Myrna says. So aren’t you acting anymore?”

“Not any more. This is a good job and I like it. I’m taking some night school classes and everyone says I have a future here.”

“I’m sure you do, but why did you give up acting?”

“One of the reasons I gave it up is because of what I learned from watching you. You’re a natural. People flock to you. They never did that to me. I know I’m pretty and I know I can act. But that’s just not enough. I tried everything, Pete, but nothing worked. Well, that’s over now. I love my job, I’m finally seeing someone, and for the first time in a long time I’m at peace with myself.”

I touched her shoulder and said, “That’s great. Tell me about your boyfriend.”

“He’s not really my boyfriend, we just started dating. His name is Stan Carlin. He’s the assistant manager at the bank next door. He’s a good guy, Pete. He’s probably too good for me and I don’t know how long I’ll be able to hold on to him. But I’m going to treat him right and we’ll see what happens.”

“Jasmine, that’s crazy! You’re gorgeous! Why are you worried about hanging on to him?”

“Hollywood is a small community. I’ve done some things I’m not proud of, and people talk.”

She really looked disturbed, so I said, “If he’s a good guy like you say he is, I’m sure he’ll understand that people always talk about girls as pretty as you are. I bet you have nothing to worry about.”
Her mouth dropped open and I think she was about to thank me, but her phone rang and when she answered it I waved at her and left.

I stopped at the bank next door. It was part of a major chain but this was a small branch. There were maybe five or six people working there, so I went to a teller and asked to see the manager. The teller was a heavy-set girl and when I walked up to her, her eyes got big as though she was surprised to see me. When I asked for the manager she pointed to a gray-haired guy sitting at a desk. 
He didn’t seem to be doing anything but staring at his phone. But the teller stuttered, “M-Mister Ericson is busy just now. Have a seat; he’ll be with you shortly. 
There were some chairs in the center of the room and when I headed toward them I noticed the other tellers watching me.

Apparently the manager saw me as well because he called my name and when I looked at him he motioned me to him. When I got close he said, “Peter Baker, right?”

 When I nodded, he said, “I’m on hold right now and this call is important. I need you to sign a signature card so I’ll have someone help you. But please don’t leave until I talk to you.”

He pointed to an empty desk not far from his and said, “Have a seat over there, someone will be right with you,” and he began waving his hand at someone.
As soon as I got to the other desk a man came over and said, “Hi, you must be Peter Baker.”

When I nodded, he stuck his hand out and said, “I’m Stan Carlin, it’s nice to meet you.”

When I shook his hand it suddenly hit me that this was the guy that Jasmine was dating. 
He sat down and started gathering up some papers so I looked around. I noticed that the tellers were still watching us, so I asked, “Why do the people here seem to know me?”

“Because we told everyone you were coming in. Mr. Ericson and I went to the Stone office when we asked them to place their business with us. Your picture is on the wall. Plus we see you in the newspaper all the time.”

“I see. I uhh, guess I’m here to sign a signature card.”

“Yes, I have one here,” and he put a card in front of me and showed me where to sign. When I finished he said, “I understand that you just opened a checking account. Do you need some help on how to use it?”
“No, I know how to write checks and keep records.”
“Good, you’d be surprised at how many people don’t.”

He glanced at Ericson’s desk then he said, “I know that Mr. Erickson wants to speak with you but he’s still on the phone.”

“That’s okay; I’m not in a hurry. So you folks take care of Stone’s banking needs now, eh?”

“Yes. Their business has taken off recently and we’re proud to be able to serve them. Everyone there is very nice.”

I got an idea, and I said, “They sure are. Have you met Jasmine, their receptionist?”

“Uhh, yes.”

“She’s really a fox, isn’t she?”

“Yes, she umm, certainly is.”

“She is, and she’s not only gorgeous but she’s sweet as can be. It’s really a shame that she’s hung up on some guy.”

He blinked before he asked, “Is it, one of those actors she goes around with?”
“I don’t think she dates people in the entertainment business. I’ve asked her out a couple times and she always says no. It seems that you banking guys have all the luck. She told me that she’s dating some guy who works at a bank and that she really likes him.” 
The look on his face was comical. It was a goofy looking half smile and he began staring off into the distance.
Just then the manager came rushing over with his hand outstretched and said, “Hi, I’m Roger Ericson. Sorry for the wait.”

I shook his hand and he said, “Everything all right here?”
“Yes, Mr. Carlin has been very helpful.”

He said, “Good,” then he handed me a business card and added, “This is my card. It has the phone number of the bank and it also has my cell phone. If you have any difficulty with people accepting your checks or your credit card and it’s during the business day, have them contact me here. If it’s after hours have them call my cell phone and I’ll do my best to help you.”
“Wow, that’s very nice of you.”

“We’re glad to do it. Stone is a very important client and so are you.”
With that, we shook hands and as I left my head was spinning. It was the first time I realized that I was famous enough that people actually recognized me and that I had enough money that a bank would go the extra mile for me. 

I decided it was a good feeling.

On the way to my car I called Brandy and asked, “Where do you want to meet?”

“I still have some things to do. Tell you what, lets meet at the Red Robin Café in the West Hills mall at twelve o’clock. We’ll have lunch and we can do some shopping there. After that I want to take you to a tailor I know. His shop is not far from there.”

When she hung up I laughed to myself. That was the mall where Cindy and I had been and as I thought about it I wondered if we would be in any of the same stores. It caused me to laugh out loud.
With some time to spare I called Jasmine. When she answered I said, “Hi, it’s Pete. I just came from the bank and I met your friend. You’re right; he seems like a nice guy. But listen… You don’t date guys from the studio and you refuse to go out with me. Especially now, because you told me that you have a thing for a guy who works at a bank.”

“What are you talking about, you never asked me out.”

“You’re not listening! I told him I asked you out and you turned me down because you don’t date guys in the industry. Look, I just met Stan and he likes you a lot. If you’re serious about him, go along with what I told him and go for it.”
“What else did you tell him?”

“I told him that the fact that you were bowlegged, made you a great lover and that all those zits you had were only temporary.”

“You WHAT! I’m not bowlegged and I don’t have zits. What are you trying to do, scare him away?”

“I’m trying to tell you not to worry about losing him. You must have drugged him or something because he acts like he’s nuts about you.”

She gasped, “Oh my God, really? Do think that…”  
I laughed and hung up before she could continue.

I took my time driving around in my new car so it was just before twelve when I got to the mall. I was sitting at a table in the Red Robin when a tall blonde women, walked in. But ‘walked in’ really doesn’t describe it. She strode in like she owned the place and when she stopped and looked around, there was a hush as everyone turned and looked at her. She was wearing sun glasses and had on an expensive-looking business suit. She looked like she’d just stepped out of a fashion magazine. At first glance she reminded me of Sylvia. Every thing about her said class. Even the way she was standing was… right. It said that she was a beautiful woman and she knew it!

Then she did something that took my breath away. She took off her glasses and headed toward me. 
It was Brandy!
I stood up, and when she got to the table I couldn’t help but stand there staring at her. She finally cleared her throat, so I came to my senses and I went around and pulled her chair out for her. 

When she was seated I sat down and I guess I was still staring at her because she frowned and said “What?”

“You’re beautiful.”

“Thank you. Why do you seem surprised?”
“I’ve never seen you dressed this way, you look fantastic.”
Just then a waitress showed up with water and menus and she began telling us about lunch specials. We ordered and when the waitress left, Brandy grinned and said, “So you think I look hot, eh?”

“Yes I do and so does everyone else here. That was quite an entrance you just made.” 

She laughed then she raised an eyebrow and said, “Well, you’ve seen me naked, you’ve seen me in street clothes and now I’m in a business suit. Which do you like best?”
”I like it all best.”
“C’mon silver tongue, make a decision.”

She was teasing me, so I pretended to stare off in the distance for a few seconds. Then I answered, “I think I like you best when you’re naked and I have my dick inside you. I hear you have an opening I haven’t tried yet, any chance we can use it right now?”

She burst out laughing and it looked like she was going to make a smart comeback but her cell phone rang. She excused herself to take it and the conversation lasted for a while. When she finished she said, “That was my appointment. They had to reschedule, so if you’re up for dinner we can do it tonight.”

“I’d like that. But let me call Nell and see if she has anything special planned.”
I called Nell’s office at Burger headquarters and a familiar voice answered, “Nell Burger’s office.”

“Hi Cindy its Pete, how are ya doing?”

In a hushed voice she answered, “Oh Pete, I love it here. And guess what just happened. A guy came in and put a brass thing on my desk that says ‘Cindy Haynes, administrative assistant’. Is that cool or what?”

I joked, “Wow, does that mean I have to make an appointment to talk to you from now on?”

She giggled, then in an official sounding voice she said, “Yes! And it’s ‘Miss Haynes’ to you from now on. So, what is the nature of your call?”

“Well, I was hoping to talk to the gorgeous administrative assistant that works there. She’s the one with the great looking butt. Is she there?”

Still giggling, she said, “This is she. How may I assist you, sir, or would you rather talk to my butt?”
I laughed, “No, you’ll do. I’d like to speak to Ms. Burger.”

“My butt will be heartbroken. Let me see if Ms. Burger is available.”

She put me on hold for a second then she came back and said, “She’ll be right with you. And thanks Pete, thank you for this.”

I tried to tell her it wasn’t all me but I was back on hold and a second later Nell answered, “Hi Pete, what’s up?”
“Brandy’s appointment was cancelled. She wants us to have dinner tonight. Is that okay?”

“Yes dear, thanks for letting me know. I’m actually glad, because I have a ton of work here. But do me a favor and let Megan know. She probably won’t answer her cell phone at work so just leave a message.”

“Okay, I will.”

“Have a good time dear, and be especially nice to Brandy tonight. The guy that she’s been seeing called her today and said that his wife put her foot down and he couldn’t see her anymore.”

“I thought she wasn’t really crazy about him?”

“Not as a lover but he was a friend and it’s never good to lose a friend.”

“I see. Okay, I’ll be nice.”

“I’m sure you will. I gotta go, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

I was thinking of how she wasn’t expecting me to be home tonight when I saw the waitress heading our way with our lunch. I left Megan a message that I wouldn’t be home for dinner tonight while the waitress was serving our food. 
Everything looked delicious and we were both hungry, so things got quiet for a while. I had ordered a brisket sandwich. It was huge with all the trimmings and it was so good I wolfed it down. I was finished before Brandy and I was looking around when I noticed three girls coming toward us. I recognized Tiffany Greene and her two pals. The three of them were a year ahead of me and had just graduated from my school. They were always together at school and it looks like they still were. Tiffany is a tall blonde and she’s very pretty. The other two girls were pretty as well but not as cute as Tiffany and she was definitely the leader. 
The three of them were always around and they seemed to know everybody. Most people said her sidekicks were okay but not everyone liked Tiffany and one day I asked Karen why.

She told me that Tiffany was a straight ‘A’ student and was either a member of, or was the chairperson of nearly every school committee. She was even the head cheerleader and Queen of the senior prom. She was popular, but not everyone liked her because of two things. The first one was that she tended to be a bit of a snob to anyone who wasn’t in her tight circle of friends. The other one was that it was hard to have a conversation with her because once she got started she talked non-stop and it was always about her. But in spite of that, she was pretty so lots of guys tried to ask her out. But the only guys she dated were the really popular guys around school and she only dated them for a little while.
When I asked Karen why, she said that she heard from some guys that Tiffany dated that even getting a good night kiss was a major deal and not worth the aggravation.

I’d only spoken to her once. It was after the football game where Kaz had cleared the way for me and I had run for the winning touchdown. We were running off the field when the game ended and on the way past her she had yelled, “Great game.” I said, “Thanks,” and that was the only conversation we ever had.
When the girls got to our table they stopped and Tiffany said, “Well, if it isn’t the famous Pete Baker.”

“Hi Tiffany.”
“I see your picture everywhere. It looks like you have big things going on, why didn’t you ask me out when we were in school?”

“I thought you didn’t…”

“You should have, we would have made a great looking couple, don’t you think?”
Without waiting for an answer or even taking a breath, she turned to Brandy and continued, “Hi, you must be Pete’s mom. You look fantastic! I loooove your outfit! I saw something like it at Brandy Wilshire yesterday and I almost bought it. Well that settles it. I’m going back there this afternoon and I’m gonna order one like it. As a matter of fact I think the girls should get one like it as well. I just hope we look half as good in it as you do.”

Again, without stopping, she turned back to me, “So call me sometime and we’ll do lunch or something,” and without even looking back at her friends, she marched off saying, “C’mon you guys, let’s go to Brandy Wilshire. We have to go shopping.”
Stunned, Brandy and I looked at each other. I started laughing but Brandy sat there with a sour look on her face. Finally she said, “What the hell was that?” 

“That was hurricane Tiffany.”

“Is she always like that?”

“I guess so.”

“Don’t you know?”

“Not really, I just know her from school. I’ve never actually talked to her.”

“Does she have money?”

“I think so; I understand that her family owns a bunch of hospitals.”

“What about the girls she hangs with?”

“I hear that all her friend’s families are loaded. Why do you ask?”

“I designed this suit. Every one is custom made to order and depending on the fabric, they can run up to two thousand dollars. If they each get one, that’ll make for a nice day at my Wilshire store.”

“Oh, I see what you mean.”
“So maybe I won’t kick her ass after all, at least not today.”

“Why would you kick her ass?”

“For calling me your mother! That little cunt knows damn well that I’m not your mother.”

“I’m sure she didn’t mean anything by it.”

“Bullshit! I look damned hot today. She said it because she’s jealous.”
Sensing a mine field (and trying not to laugh) I lay my hand on hers, put on my most sincere face and said, “You’re right! You do look hot. You look hotter than hell. I’d like to do something to show you how really hot I think you are.”
“You would eh, what would you do?”

I said, “I guess I’ll have to show you,” and I stood up and started around the table toward her.
She frowned, her eyes got big as saucers and she put up her hands as though to ward me off. 
But when I got to her I reached behind her. The waitress had left a carafe of ice water on the empty table behind her. I picked it up, refilled her water glass and said, “What I’d do is give you something to cool you off,” then I went back and sat down.

She stared at me for a split second then she burst out laughing. Finally she said, “I’m gonna get you for that.”
When we finished lunch, Brandy made a call on her cell phone. I heard her ask for the men’s department and a minute later she talked to someone about a ‘personal shopper’. I was going to ask her what that was, but she excused herself to go to the bathroom. 

Just then the waitress brought the bill. I started to put down some money, but I remembered what Myrna told me so I paid with my credit card. And when she brought it back for me to sign it I remembered to keep the receipt.
When Brandy got back we headed for the corner of the mall where the high end stores were. I smiled to myself when the store that Brandy led us to was the first one that Cindy and I had been in. But this time we went to the Men’s department. 

Brandy said something to a salesperson and a minute later a well dressed middle-aged guy showed up and introduced himself as ‘William’. He said he was here to help me pick out some things and he took out a pad and asked me for my name address and phone number. After he wrote it down he asked, “Will you be paying with cash?”

“No, I’ll be using a credit card.”

“May I see it?”

He made a note of it then he took out one of those cloth measuring tapes and he measured my waist, hips, shoulders and chest and inseam and he wrote it on his pad.

While he was writing, Brandy said to me, “Nell talked with your mom. She says that you need all new underclothes and a lot more.” 
I nodded to William, so we went to that area and we loaded up on boxers, briefs, undershirts and a selection of white and colored sox. 

I noticed that the price was a lot higher that what the family paid at Penny’s, so I mentioned it to William. He said that these were better quality and that they would last longer and be cheaper in the long run. 

He told one of the salesgirls to bundle up everything, then he said, “Follow me,” and took us to an alcove next to the fitting rooms.
There was a scale there like the ones you see in a doctor’s office. It was a metal thing with sliding weights and a shaft that you pull up to measure your height. He asked me to take off my shoes and I stepped on the scale. It turns out that I’m seventy seven and a half inches tall and I weigh two sixty two. He wrote it on his pad.
From there we went to an area filled with shirts and slacks where William and Brandy started rummaging through the racks of shirts. In the beginning they made a pile on a nearby desk. When they stopped, I asked Brandy what was happening. 
She said, “These are solid color Ts and pull-overs. It’s basic stuff you have to have. Now we’re going to look for some things that are different,” 
It was fun watching them. William would pick out something and show it to Brandy. She would either nod or shake her head no. If it was yes he would show it to me and if I liked it he would add it to the pile.

The selection of shirts my size wasn’t that big but when we moved to the racks of slacks there were plenty of my waist size and before long the pile was getting pretty tall. 
When Brandy decided we had enough, William took us to a fitting room. Brandy came with me and I couldn’t help thinking of how I’d recently been in a fitting room like this with Cindy. When I started thinking about what we’d done there I started to get hard, so I tried to concentrate on what I was doing. 
I tried on a few of the shirts. The double X shirts fit fine so Brandy gathered them up and she was about to step outside when she turned to me and said, “Take off your pants.”
I tried to look hurt and I said, “What? You’re not going to even buy me a drink first?”

She rolled her eyes and stepped outside to give the shirts to William. 
When she came back I was standing there in my t-shirt and shorts. I guess my dick hadn’t gone down all the way because she looked at the bulge in my shorts and asked, “Is that for me?”

I grinned, “Whenever you’re ready.”

She raised an eyebrow and said, “I’m like lunchmeat, I’m always ready. Do you want to do me right now?”

She acted serious, and it surprised me until she grinned and said, “Later studly, it’s time to try on pants.”
When I put on the first pair, Brandy had me step out of the room. There was a little bald-headed guy standing next to William and he began marking on the pants with a piece of chalk. 
I went through this with each of the pants and when we finished with the final pair I went back into the room and I was taking them off when Brandy said, “Don’t get dressed just yet and take off your t-shirt.
She stepped out side to give the tailor the last pair of pants and when she came back I was standing there with nothing on but my shorts. She looked at me for a long minute then she asked me to turn around. I made a slow turn and when I stopped she said, “Okay, get dressed.”

I asked, “What was that about?”

She answered, “I’ll tell you later. When you’re finished dressing meet us at the cash register,” and she stepped outside.”

I got dressed and when I got to them William was pushing buttons on the cash register. When he finished he pulled off a long tape and handed it to me. It was the list of everything I bought. I was going down the list and when I got to the bottom a chill ran through me. The total was over fifteen hundred dollars! I was a little nervous about the amount and as I handed him my credit card I said, “You can uhh, call the bank if you like.”

He smiled, “Its okay mister Baker, we already did and you’re fine. You’re listed with us now so there won’t be a problem the next time you’re here. As a matter of fact you are also listed with Westbury Shopping Malls now, so you can visit any store at any one of them.”

With that, he put out his hand and said, “Thank you for shopping with us. There’s a number on the receipt, call us when you finish shopping and the purchases that don’t need tailoring will be waiting for you at will-call at the rear of the building. The rest should be ready the first of the week.”

When I shook hands with him and he added, “If you like, I’ll call you when something special comes in.”
I said that it was okay and I thanked him but as we walked away my head was spinning again. 
Brandy said something about shoes and how her favorite shoe store was just across the hall, but as we were leaving we passed the women’s section. Brandy saw something she liked, so she stopped and was looking at a blouse when Maureen, the girl that helped Cindy and I last weekend, walked up to me and said, “Ready for round two eh?”

She said it quietly but I guess Brandy heard her because she frowned and looked at me. Maureen was looking around so she didn’t see her. Then she said, “We’re okay, c’mon,” and she walked away. I went after her to see what was happening, but when she stopped at the entrance to the fitting rooms I realized what she was up to. I stepped up to her to tell her that we weren’t here for that kind of thing when Brandy caught up with us and in a little girl voice she said, “Oh Petey, this is going to be so much fun.”

Maureen whispered, “Use the room at the end, but it’s quiet today so keep the noise down,” and as she walked away she added, “And next time save some for me.”
I was going to call after her but Brandy walked toward the room at the end so I followed her. When we got there she closed the door and said, “Okay, let’s get it on, or do you want to kiss me first?”

Shocked, I cried, Brandy! What are you doing?”

“We’re here for a triple-header aren’t we?”

“I-I think it’s called a triple play. How do you know about stuff like that?”

She burst out laughing. Finally she said, “Are you kidding? The kids try it in my stores all the time. So quit wasting time and take off your pants.”

“C’mon Brandy, I don’t want to do that with you. I mean I do, but not here, not now.”
“What’s the matter, aren’t I sexy enough for you?”

“Of course you are, you’re sexy as hell. But this is not the right place.”

“It sounds like it was the right place the last time you were here and according to how that saleslady acted it must have been recently. Or has it been a bunch of times, which is it?”

“It was just once.”

“When was it?”

“Last weekend.”

“LAST WEEKEND! You did a triple play here last weekend?”

“Uh huh.”

“Where are the other two stores?”

“It was the one next door and the last one was Chasens.”
“You did a triple play at Chasens and you didn’t get caught?”

“Yeah, why?”

“I’m impressed! They are supposed to have the tightest security in town.” 

“I guess I got lucky.”

“I guess you did. But you used a condom, right?”

“Uh huh.”

“Does Nell know about this?”

“She doesn’t know about the triple play but she knows the girl and knows that I had sex with her.”

She shook her head and said, “That bitch made me get tested and you are out there fucking every girl in town.”

“I didn’t fuck every girl in town. There have only been two girls since Nell and I had our agreement and she knows about both of them. And I wore a condom with both of them as well.” 

“Nell says that you don’t wear a condom when you’re with her.”
“That’s right, I don’t.”

“I guess she trusts you. So if we hook up bareback I don’t have to worry, right?”

I smiled and said, “Who says that we are gonna hook up?”

She smiled back at me then she put her hands on her hips and said, “I do. I’m a hot piece of ass and you won’t be able to resist me.”

“You seem pretty sure of yourself.”

“Damn right I am. And the last time we were together was just a taste. Wait until I get you alone.”

I chuckled and asked, “So we’re not gonna do it now, right?”  
“No, I’m a little concerned about my operation, so I want it to be somewhere comfortable. But if you want a quickie I’ll ask that salesgirl to come in, it sounds like she’s more than ready.”

I laughed out loud, and I was going to make a comment about her, when there was a tap on the door and the salesgirl whispered, “You better hurry, it’s starting to get busy.”

We waited a few seconds and when we opened the door the salesgirl was standing at the entrance to the hallway, looking at us. As soon as Brandy saw her she started walking with an exaggerated limp and when we passed the girl, Brandy looked at her with a pained expression on her face and whispered, “Watch yourself, he’s hung like a fucking elephant.”
We laughed all the way to the shoe store. We went inside and somehow Brandy talked me into getting three pairs of shoes, a pair of slippers and a pair of boots without even looking at the price. It wasn’t until I saw eight hundred dollars on the receipt that that I started to complain.

All she said was, “Shut up and sign it, we have places to go.”

I thought we were finished but across from the shoe store was a fancy place that sold sneakers. Brandy told me my old ones were disgusting and insisted I buy a new pair. I was still in shock from the shoe store, but I remember when Dad got the shoes I was wearing, we were at Costco and they cost fifteen dollars. So I said okay. 
When we got inside the store, Brandy ran over to look at a pair of shoes that were sitting in a glass case. She motioned me over and whispered, “I saw these in Vogue! They are all the rage in New York and some stores are selling them for up to five hundred dollars. Look, they are on sale!”

They looked to me like glorified tennis shoes and when I looked at the price I almost had a seizure. They were over two hundred dollars. I complained so much she ‘allowed’ me to get a ‘bargain’ priced pair of another brand for only a hundred twenty five. She thought I was getting upset, so she convinced the salesperson to throw in a pair of socks that had the logo of the shoe brand on them.
While I was signing for them Brandy called for our clothes to be ready. Feeling like I was in a partial coma from what was going on, I let her lead me to the car and I drove to the will-call area where they loaded my purchases.

From there we went to visit the tailor.
The tailor shop was stuck between two large buildings. The sign over the door said ‘Manny the tailor’. The place looked small from the outside but the office was large and it was packed with rolls of cloth. A little guy was sitting at a long table doing something and when he saw Brandy he yelled, “Manny, that blonde girl is here again.”
A second later a voice came back with, “Tell her to go away. Tell her that I don’t deal with Shiksas anymore, especially blonde ones.”

Brandy marched to a door at the back of the room, yanked it open and yelled, “Manny, get your ass out here.”

A minute later a short bald guy came into the room. He scowled at Brandy, looked at me and said, “Oy! When she shows up in person I know I’m in trouble. Business is bad, and now I’m sure she’s wants me to give away the store.”

Brandy countered, “Business is bad my ass. I sent you some customers last week and you told them there was a two month wait. And the only thing you give away is heart attacks when you tell people how much you charge.”
He started laughing and he held out his arms. Brandy immediately went to him. Hugged him and kissed him on the cheek.

Then, with his arm still around her he looked me up and down and said to her, “So what did you bring me? Is this the one that’s going to make an honest woman of you?”

“I don’t know, Manny, he’s definitely in the running. What do you think I should do?”

“I think you should learn how to cook before you say yes. He’s a big one and he’ll probably eat a lot.”

“But I already know how to cook.”

“Then the answer is yes. So what can I do for him?”

“He needs a couple suits, a sport coat or two and some dress shirts.”
He said, “That I can do,” and suddenly he was all business. 
He said to Brandy, “Pick out some fabrics.” Then he seemed to think for a second and he pointed to a roll of fabric that was partially unwrapped and said, “Look at that black pin stripe over there. I just got it in from Armani. It’s light-weight wool. So it won’t be hot to wear in the summer and it’ll hang beautifully. It’ll look good on him with his blonde hair.”

Then he motioned to the other guy and the two of them went to work on me. 

He measured everything. And I mean do mean everything, including which way my dick was hanging. He would measure me; say something to his helper and the guy would write it down. When he finished he went to Brandy and they talked about different fabrics. When they decided on what they wanted, Brandy said to me, “Take a look at what we picked out.”
I said, “That’s okay, I trust your judgment.”

Then the tailor looked at Brandy and said, “Shirts?”

Without hesitation she answered, “Five white, one black, French cuffs and monograms,” then she looked at me and asked, “What’s your middle initial?”

“M.”

She looked back at the tailor and said, “PMB it is, when will things be ready?”
“I’ll have the shirts for you by the end of next week. The suits will take about a month.”

She shook her head, “No good, I need the black one in two weeks.”

He sighed and rolled his eyes but he finally said, “Uhh, okay.”
She said, “Good,” then she turned to me, “Write the man a check for a thousand dollars, then let’s get out of here before this old crook tries to sell us something else.”
He rolled his eyes again then he took her by the arm and backed away.
As I was writing the check I heard him say to her, “Is he really the one?”

“Maybe.”

“I hope so. I want you to come in here some day with a baby on your hip.”

“I will, Manny, some day I will.”
When we got to the car I said, “It sounds like you and Manny are old friends.”

“We are. I’ve been doing business with him since the day I opened.”

“With all your stores you must keep a little guy like him pretty busy.”
“He makes all the things I design and he does all my alterations but he’s definitely not little.”

“He does all that from that little shop?”

“I’ll have to take you back there sometime. That ‘little shop’ stretches all the way back to the alley and he owns the buildings on both sides. He makes all the clothes I design and he does the same for several groups of stores like mine plus he does alterations for me and a bunch of other people. He probably has forty people working there, maybe more. If your motor-mouth friend and her buddies order suits like this one, he’s the one that’ll make them.
“He treats you like more than a friend.”

“Yes he does. He has from the beginning. When I first got started I went through a rough patch. I owed him a lot of money and he let me slide for two whole months and never said a word. I wouldn’t be in business right now if it wasn’t for him.”

“So he’s a good tailor?”

“He’s the best. People come to him from all over the world.”

“And he’s going to make all my stuff for a thousand dollars?”

She laughed out loud, “That money was just a down payment. The black suit alone will cost more that that.”

I guess I had a worried look when I asked, “How much will it all cost?”

“Relax! You’re in the big leagues now. You can probably charge some of it to Burgers as a work related expense. Plus, between Manny’s creative billing and your accountant working his magic, I bet you won’t miss it at all.”

I remembered that Mr. Martin said that his people would handle my accounting, so I felt better. But I’d spent a lot of money today. It suddenly occurred to me that the ten thousand dollars I had in my checking account wouldn’t go as far as I thought it would. 
Especially when Brandy added, “You have a lot more shopping to do but this’ll hold you for a while.”

I shook my head then I asked, “Where to now?”

“Let’s drop the stuff off at Nell’s then we can go to my place and relax a little. Do you know where you’d like to go for dinner?”

I remembered the great dinner that Karen and I had, so I said, “The four Seasons in Universal City is nice.”

Her head snapped around and she said, “Wow, I’m impressed. Okay, I’ll give them a call. It’s a week night so I don’t think there’ll be a problem.”

She got on her cell, asked for information and a few minutes later she asked me, “How about eight o’clock?”

“How about seven, I’m hungry. And ask them if the band is playing tonight.” 

A minute later she hung up and said, “We’re on, and so is the band. Why did you ask about them?”

“Don’t you like to dance?”

“I love to dance. You don’t mean to tell me that you can dance, do you?”

“A little.”

She threw her hands up and said, “Oh my God, I’ve died and gone to heaven! C’mon, let’s get going.”

“Okay, but first, back at the mall you had me strip to my shorts and you looked at me. What was that about?”

“The time at Nell’s house we were busy with other things and I wanted to see what you really look like.”
“Did I pass?”

“Are you kidding, you’re fucking beautiful.” She chuckled, and she added, “And you want to know something weird? I actually got wet just from looking at you. That never happened to me before.”

“Never?”

“Not with a man. It used to happen with June, my first girl friend and it happens with Nell once in a while, but never with a man. I wanted to jump you right there.”
“Well, maybe tonight.”

“There’s no maybe about it! It is definitely gonna happen tonight.”

As I was driving, I was thinking that this turned out to be a special day. And now it promises to be an even more special night...

