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She said...

Bettina

I met Tiger when I was twenty-two. He
was only fourteen at the time; the same age I was when I had my
first child – Wyclef, ‘Clef’ for short.

Tiger, which is actually his real
name, by the way, was always mature for his age. He seemed to have
more sense than the rest of his peers, was studious, focused, and
already knew what he wanted to do with his life at a young age. I
can’t tell you how thrilled I was when he befriended my
son.

Clef was eight at the time, a bit of a
wild child like his father, and in terrible need of a positive male
role model. I didn’t care if that role model came in the form of a
big brother figure or a father figure. I just wanted my son to have
living proof that all men weren’t dogs like his good-for-nothing
daddy.

After impregnating me the night I lost
my virginity, Clef’s father pretty much didn’t want anything else
to do with me. Chuck was only three years older and had no
intentions of being tied down so young. Nor was he keen on assuming
the responsibility of a child.

All fine and well, except for the fact
that I was just a kid, too. At least Chuck got to finish high
school. With me just being a freshman, I had no way to take care of
myself, much less a baby.

My mother, who was a single parent,
too, wanted me to have an abortion. Besides me, she had three other
kids to take care of and wasn’t interested in adding any more. When
I flat out refused to abort my child, she sent me from Atlanta,
Georgia to live with my retired grandmother in Augusta. I stayed
there with my son until Grandma died.

Fortunately, Grandma insisted that I
get my high school diploma and take a few business courses at night
while she babysat for me. She also taught me how to drive, hold
down a job, and maintain a household. Thus I was able to take care
of my son without public assistance. Unfortunately, I couldn’t take
care of Clef quite as well after she passed.

Gone was Grandma’s financial
contribution to the household. I suddenly had to foot all the bills
on my own. Gone was my anytime babysitter. I suddenly had the added
expense of daycare and babysitting fees. Thankfully I still had
Grandma’s reliable blue sedan, which kept me from having
transportation issues.

Sadly, I eventually had to move out of
Grandma’s house. She’d been a renter all her life and did not own
the property. When the landlord wanted to raise the rent, I was
faced with paying the new rate or leaving. I left. I couldn’t
afford the rent increase. I was struggling enough as it was trying
to make the old rent.

Since I knew I couldn’t go back to my
mother’s house, I found a place of my own right there in Augusta.
That small two-bedroom house might not have looked like much at the
time, but it was home to me. I couldn’t wait to fix it
up.

Unlike Grandma, I was renting to own,
which meant the house would be mine if I kept up the payments.
Plus, whatever I did to it would add value to the property in the
long run. The fact that the house was right across the street from
Tiger and his grandfather was an added bonus. They were the best
neighbors a person could ever hope for.

I sensed Tiger’s crush on me from the
start, but I quickly dismissed it. I reasoned that he was just shy.
Painfully shy. The boy literally gawked and sputtered out a
greeting when his grandfather brought him over to welcome me and
Clef into the neighborhood. I’m not even that shy.

I realized that it was a bonafide
crush when Tiger gave me a red rose the very next day, right before
he invited Clef over for a game of kickball. I thought his crush
was cute. I thought the bold teenager was cute, too, but that was
as far as it went. I’m a grown woman with morals. I didn’t dare
look upon Tiger in that way. Plus I learned the hard way how unfair
it was to rob someone of their childhood by exposing them to adult
situations too soon.

My childhood and the carefree glory of
my teen years stopped the instant I learned I was pregnant. I knew
I could never get them back. I wasn’t about to try to get them back
or worse, catch a pedophile case by dealing with a younger
man.

Younger man?

Scratch that. Tiger was
a boy.

I made sure to remind
myself and him of
that fact every time he did something nice for me, which was often.
The cards and flowers on Valentine’s and Mother’s Day, birthday and
Christmas gifts, and all the free lawn care were just a few of the
things he’s done for me over the years.

Even though Tiger is a grown man of
twenty-three now and the attraction is definitely mutual these
days, I still refuse to submit to it. I believe that the more
mature person should keep things platonic and protect the younger
person’s innocence for as long as possible, despite temptation.
That is easier said than done when the man is as handsome as Tiger.
His caramel eyes, mocha skin, and muscular build are pretty hard to
ignore at times, but I do it.

Thankfully Tiger hasn’t
formally propositioned me yet, which makes my noble stance that
much easier. However, we did have a close call once on his
nineteenth birthday. A very
close call.

Fortunately, we were able to avoid
getting too far into trouble that night due to my son’s
intervention. Even still, I sometimes wonder what would have
happened if Clef hadn’t come home at that exact moment.

Would I have finally had my first
orgasm that night?

Having lost my virginity at fourteen,
I didn’t know much about orgasms or anything else at the time. My
first sexual experience was painful, which led to more pain nine
months later. I didn’t try again until I was eighteen. And even
then I don’t remember climaxing.

Even now at age thirty-one, I can’t
recall a single time that I actually had an orgasm. I would always
get real close, only to be let down when the guy finished first or
simply grew tired of trying to help me reach some insurmountable
peak I never could quite get to for some reason.

What does that say about
the guys I’ve been with up until now? What does that say
about me?

Sometimes I wonder if I’m frigid. That
would explain why my sex life stays on the inactive list, even
though men are always propositioning me.
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He said...

Tiger

I’ve been in love with Bettina since
forever. Or so it seems to me. The truth of the matter is that I
fell in love with her when I was barely passed my fourteenth
birthday and just starting to grow whiskers.

The moment I saw Bettina’s
warm hazel eyes, smooth bronze skin, and hourglass figure, I knew
she was the one for me. I also knew she was eight years older, but
I didn’t care. Still don’t, though she goes out of her way to
subtly remind me of our age differences every chance she gets.
Plus, I’m an economics and an accounting major, which means I can
count very well. Too well at times.

For instance, I have counted three
different serious boyfriends Bettina has had over the years that
I’ve known her. I counted the number of dates she’d had with them
and the casual dudes in between. I even counted the number of times
she kissed a man goodnight at her front door. Forty to be
exact.

Zero is the number of times any of
them ever stayed the night. Bettina didn’t play that overnight
thing out of respect for her son. I liked that about her.
Especially since some of those nights I slept over as a guest of
Clef’s.

I honestly don’t know what I would
have done had I heard Bettina moaning in passion from her bedroom.
And with another dude? I might have gone postal. It was a good
thing I never had to find out. Seeing her kiss those guys was just
about all I could take.

Okay, by now it probably seems like
I’m obsessing over this woman. In a way, yes. In another way,
no.

Yes, I have kept a watchful eye on
Bettina over the years, but not to the point of forsaking key
adventures in my own life. I lost my virginity at fifteen, dated
more girls than I could count in high school, led my school’s
football team to the regionals and graduated with
honors.

At Morehouse College I excelled in my
studies, despite the heavy workload of my double major and the
highly competitive environment on campus. Come next month, I’ll be
graduating again. Also with honors.

Hey, my grandfather taught me early in
life that if I’m going to do anything, I might as well do it right.
Which brings me to why I deliberately accumulated so much
experience with women, especially during my college
years.

You see, because of the age
differences between Bettina and me, I wanted to make sure I could
hold my own in the sex department when the time came for me to
finally have her. I knew I could hold my own in every other
area.

Intellectually, I’ve been on the same
page with adults twice my age for years. Can speak on any given
subject with clarity and oftentimes with authority since I’m so
well-read.

Not to brag, but I’m one smart dude. I
could have finished high school two years earlier than scheduled,
but my grandfather insisted that I pace myself and enjoy all the
extra activities school had to offer. He wanted me to get the most
out of those youthful years since I would have the rest of my life
to be grown and serious.

I followed Granddad’s advice and I’m
so glad I did. Those carefree years of peer-to-peer socialization
made me the well-rounded brother that I am today. I will always be
grateful for those experiences.  

Financially, I have some things in
motion right now that are going to enable me to finally move
Granddad into a better neighborhood and also support the wife I
want. Need I mention her name again? In case you weren’t paying
attention before, it’s Bettina, or Tina as I like to call her to
her face.

Financial stability will enable me to
make sure that Bettina doesn’t have to work at a job she hates ever
again. That Clef, who I have thoroughly enjoyed mentoring over the
years, will be able to go to college after all. Bettina definitely
can’t afford to send him on her salary and Clef’s grades aren’t
high enough nor is he athletically inclined enough for
scholarships.

Worse, nobody even knows where his
father is right now. The last time Bettina saw Chuck was during an
annual Christmas shopping trip at an Atlanta mall. Clef was five
years old at the time and her grandmother was still alive. Chuck
looked at them, scowled at Bettina and her grandmother, and walked
right past them without saying a word.

Bettina told me that story out of her
own mouth. It was right after I’d asked her whether she still had
any contact with Chuck since I had never seen him visit them.
Knowing that Clef was unwanted by his father made me really take
him under my wing.

Now I just hope Clef stays out of
trouble until after I graduate. He was starting to hang with the
wrong crowd the last time I was home. Though I talked to him about
keeping his nose clean and not causing his mother any undue worry,
Clef is one of those people that will do good as long as he has
someone pushing him. He’s not a self-motivator at all.

Although Bettina does the best she can
to motivate him, Clef rejects her words simply because she’s his
mother. At seventeen, only the words of his peers seem to matter.
Been there, done that. Although I don’t remember ever being quite
that rebellious as a teenager.

Maybe I stayed in line because
Granddad was more of a disciplinarian than Bettina. I only remember
her spanking Clef once since I’ve known them. He deserved it, too.
He was ten years old at the time, definitely old enough to know
better than to let somebody boost him up to steal candy from the
corner store.

Afterwards I found Bettina crying on
the back porch in the dark. I held her that night for the first
time. I didn’t say anything. I really didn’t know what to say, so I
just held her, wishing I could do more
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