Pink Cadillac

~Honey, you may think I'm fooling, for the foolish things I do

you may wonder how come I love you, when you get on my nerves like you do

well baby you know you bug me, there ain't no secret about that

but come on over here and hug me, hey baby I'll spill the facts

well honey it ain't your money, cause baby I got plenty of that~
Their big date, the one she had waited for all her life was tonight.  He had a big ol’ pink Caddy and he was so proud of it with it’s tiger striped seat covers.  She thought it was kind of silly to drive something like that but if it meant going out with Razor she would ride in it.
There were times when he annoyed her and would do or say things that she didn’t understand but she put her negative feelings about him on hold for tonight because it seemed only fair to her that she give him the benefit of a doubt.  All the things she had heard about him were probably true but if there was any chance at all that they weren’t then she would kick herself later if she didn’t go out with him at least once.

~I love you for your pink Cadillac, crushed velvet seats

riding in the back, oozing down the street

waving to the girls, feeling out of sight

spending all my money on a Saturday night

honey I just wonder what you do there in the back of your pink Cadillac, pink Cadillac~
When he asked her to go out she hesitated knowing he had the rep as a real lady’s man and yet there was something about him that she couldn’t resist.  “They say he oozes machismo.  There has to be more to him than that.  I guess I’ll find out the sum and substance of him when we go out,” she though to herself after she accepted.

~Well now way back in the Bible, temptations always come along

there's always somebody tempting you, into doing something they know is wrong

well they tempt you, man, with silver, and they tempt you, sir, with gold

and they tempt you with the pleasures, that flesh does surely hold

they say Eve tempted Adam with an apple, but man I ain't going for that~
She had faced other temptations in the past but none were as tempting as finding out what Razor had in mind when he asked her out.  What she had heard about him told her that making out with him was better than gold or silver.  Temptations of the flesh like what he offered were better than any riches in the world.
~I know it was his pink Cadillac, crushed velvet seats

riding in the back, oozing down the street

waving to the girls, feeling out of sight

spending all my money on a Saturday night

honey I just wonder what you do there in the back of your pink Cadillac, pink Cadillac~
When he arrived at her door he walked her to the car, opened the door for her and when he closed it he leaned over her to help her with her seatbelt.  It wasn’t really necessary but he did it anyway, getting a good view of her own delights.  He stood up again smiling and knowing that he would enjoy her finer attributes later.

She felt a little self-conscious and she eyed him warning that she didn’t go for fooling around on the first date.  He gave her a dangerous look and she knew she was doomed.  She wouldn’t be able to resist him.

~I know some folks say, it's too big, it uses too much gas

some folks say it's too old, and that it goes too fast

but my love is bigger than a Honda, it is bigger than a Subaru

hey man there's only one thing, and one car that will do

anyway we don't have to drive it, honey, we can park it out in back~
She had never ridden in such a big car but she felt and enjoyed the comfort of the cushioned seats and she loved riding with the top down.

He took her to dinner and then drove to a secluded place with a breathtaking view of the city from atop a cliff and watched the sun set.  It was the first time she’d seen it and didn’t have Palm trees to look through.  She was almost entranced by it when she felt his hand on her shoulder and then his fingers softly grazing her neck.  Without a chance in a million she lost her resolve to hold him off.

“Baby,” he said in that deep smooth voice that made her knees buckle every time, “the back seat is bigger.”  He motioned to it and got out of the car coming around to her side.  He opened it but she didn’t look up at him.  She just sat until he took her hand and gently pulled her out of the front seat.  He opened the back door and they climbed in.
~And have a party in your pink Cadillac, crushed velvet seats

riding in the back, oozing down the street

waving to the girls, feeling out of sight

spending all my money on a Saturday night

honey I just wonder what you do there in the back of your pink Cadillac, pink Cadillac

pink Cadillac, pink Cadillac

pink Cadillac, pink Cadillac~
Razor took off his jacket and got comfortable and sat back in the seat pulling her close to him.  They sat together watching until the sun had set completely.  As he nuzzled her neck she knew it was no use.  He’d had many pretty girls in the back of this pink Cadillac but he’d never had her.  Up till now she had held her head high but could she do that after tonight?

She tried hard not to respond to his caresses but when he started to unzip the back of her dress she felt the slight pressure of his hand slowly going down her spine, sending a jolt through her that she felt deep inside of her and that went much lower.  “I knew this could happen and yet I came out with him anyway.  If he didn’t at least feel an attraction to me he wouldn’t have asked me out.  There is some dignity in that,” she argued with herself.  Looking up into those soft fluid brown eyes that penetrated every inch of her she smiled and let him lay her down on the back seat.  The radio was playing quietly as they shared the first of many loving moments.
When he brought her back home he walked her to her door and asked if he could see her again.

“If you want to, I would be like that very much.”

“Ok, I’ll call you soon,” he said smiling at her.  He walked away and she went inside.  A couple of minutes later her phone rang.  She picked up.

“Hi, sorry I didn’t call sooner.  I had to look around for a payphone.”

“You are a bad man Razor,” she said chuckling at his precociousness.

“Yeah?  You say that like it’s a bad thing,” he said teasing her.  She didn’t say anything but she laughed under her breath.  “So, will you go out with me tonight?”

“What?  You just dropped me off.”

“I know but it’s after midnight and I didn’t want anyone else to ask you first.”

She looked at the clock and he was right.  It was 12:01 AM.  With a smile in her voice she agreed to go out with him again that night.
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