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Critics and readers praise K. R. Raye’s exciting debut novel!

The Colors of Friendship

2013 Foreword Reviews Book of the Year Awards Finalist 

2014 National Indie Excellence Awards Finalist 

The Reader’s Crown® Finalist 

“Entertaining with suspense, romance, and a good dose of life lessons. Time is well spent enjoying these friends.” 


– USA Today



“The Colors of Friendship is a complex and deftly written novel showcasing the impressive storytelling literary talent of author K. R. Raye. A highly recommended and entertaining read.” 

– Midwest Book Review 

“I thoroughly enjoyed this book. It’s well-written with very realistic, strong characters. The storyline, with both suspense and romance, keeps you intrigued and you’re left wanting more in the end. It touches on some very sensitive issues that we see in real life, especially in the college environment. The friendship the three share is heart-warming and one worth reading about.” 

– Author Alliance Book Review Team 

“The characters were well-developed and had me frustrated at times... This was a good start to the series and has me anticipating the next book. I recommend The Colors of Friendship to others.”  

– A&RBC Reviews 

“I loved The Colors of Friendship.  K. R. Raye told a story about a friendship that lasted...  The story line flowed well and I could really feel the love between Imani, Melody, and Lance.” 

– OOSA Online Book Club 

“Mrs. Raye did an excellent job of pulling readers in and keeping their attention from beginning to end.  This is definitely a book that I recommend you read.”  

– Olivia Evans Books 

“The Colors of Friendship by K. R. Raye is a fun-filled story about three college friends, Imani, Melody and Lance.  It is entertaining and the conflicts between the characters have been developed well.  As a first in the series it will be interesting to see where the plot follows on from here.” 

– Christoph Fischer, Author of The Luck of The Weissensteiners and Sebastian

“A compelling series opener about friendship that will make readers want to devour the sequel.”  – Kirkus 










Critics and readers praise K. R. Raye’s The Colors Trilogy books!

The Colors of Love

AMB Ovation (The Angie) Awards Finalist - New Adult category

“This story is rich with unexpected twists and turns that keep you reading to the end. Once again friendships are tested to the max and detours are taken that heighten anticipation of the third book in the series. Raye has a knack for creating interesting, flawed characters. She is expertly developing them and testing them to their limits


– USA Today



“The Colors of Love was an entertaining book to read...the characters were more developed, the twists in the story were unsuspected as well as the ending.  I look forward to book three in this series.”  

– A&RBC Reviews 







True Colors

Steamy Romance Books – New Adult Featured Book

“Raye brings her characters alive and off the pages with solid realism.  K.R. Raye definitely captured the flavor of the New Adult genre and has solidly planted her worthy contribution in the field.” – USA Today

“The book is an engaging and entertaining read which will keep readers glued to the plot. " - Readers' Favorite 
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​Prologue

[image: ]




Cold.  Hard.  Steel.  Pressed against her forehead.  Melody closed her eyes and willed the situation away.  But when she reopened them, the gun remained lodged between her eyes.  

The setting sun painted a crimson swath across the budding landscape.  Crimson red...blood red.  Oh God, how did it all lead to this she wondered as the ice cold barrel ironically seemed to sear her skin, like a poker fresh from a stoked fire.  Her blood ran cold through her veins and her body began to shake.  

Why? The faster her mind raced, the more she trembled.

Her friends had warned her, but she didn’t want to believe them.  If only she had listened to Imani or stayed with Lance, things might have ended differently.  But then again, what if her friends were wrong?  Imani and Lance always meddled in her business.  They were too overbearing and judgmental.  Really, they had no one to blame but themselves.  In fact if they weren’t here butting in now, making the situation worse... 

The gun dug further into her forehead, threatening to break skin.  Melody realized as cold dread soaked her skin, it didn’t matter whose fault it was; all three of them were going to die here tonight.  
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The Alpha Party – January 2000
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“Whew, we made it,” Melody Wilkins said with a laugh as she, Lance Dunn, and Imani Jordan escaped the throng of fraternity partygoers.  

Imani brushed past Melody, eager to enjoy the relative oasis of the makeshift bar.  She pulled up a stool and swallowed her disappointment.  During their mad, congested dash from the front door to the back bar, she scanned the two hundred plus, hard-dancing students looking for Trevor, but to no avail. 

She pasted on a smile to prevent Melody or Lance from misinterpreting things.  Hell, even she didn’t know what to expect from the Trevor situation.  All she knew was that she liked hanging out with him in and out of class.  Imani checked her expression in the nick of time before Lance caught her eye.  

Lance winked and arranged his muscular, 6’2” frame into a GQ stance while he stroked his goatee, a pose that he assumed oozed sexy charm.  Please, like he didn’t already generate enough attention when they entered the fraternity house, working the room like a campaigning politician or the ridiculous jock he was.  

Imani tried to choke back a guffaw as Melody watched her in amusement.  But much to Imani’s awe and chagrin, Lance’s ridiculous antics started working.  Four attractive girls honed in on Lance’s horny, homing beacon, their mouths almost salivating.  

What the hell?  Imani frowned as two of the girls shot her and Melody jealous daggers.  All of this unwarranted attention just because Lance played football the last two games of the season and played well?  

Imani sucked her teeth and turned to the bar.  “Damn, I’m ready to get my swerve on!” 

“Well, you deserve a drink,” Melody replied as she hopped her petite, frame onto a stool to Imani’s left.  Melody’s thick, blond curls bounced about like springs.  “Heck, after our intense studying all week and your physics exam today; you deserve to unwind.” 

Right on cue the attractive fraternity brother acting as the bartender meandered over.  “What can I get you, Sugar?”  

“Two amaretto sours,” she said gesturing to Melody and herself, “and one vodka tonic for him,” she said nodding towards Lance. 

“Sure thing, Sugar,” he replied with a wink. 

After the flirty bartender departed, she elbowed Lance in his side.  “You’re awful quiet.” 

“I’m sure he’s thinking what I’m thinking,” Melody said, swiveling her stool around to face them.  “Looking at all these beautiful faces and wondering which person is the one, that magical one, true love.” 

“Oh Lord, here we go!”  Imani moaned and leaned back against the bar.  

“Ah, let me handle this, Imani.”  Lance clapped Melody’s back.  “Dear, deluded Melody,” he said, then he stroked his mustache and goatee.  “In actuality, I was looking at all of these beautiful women and wondering which one is going to end up in my bed.  However, it seems I need to school you.”  He cleared his throat and his deep voice took on a preacher-like quality.  

“Love is highly overrated.  It’s this fantasyland you read about in those Harlequin rags you devour.  A vicious lie parents tell their little girls.”  He shook his head and shrugged.  “That’s why the divorce rate is so high.  Unreasonable expectations.”  

“Thoughts, Imani?”  Melody smiled knowing she could get a rise out of her.  Melody’s gray-green eyes twinkled in anticipation against her golden-tanned skin.

“Lance is kinda right.”  Imani’s nose scrunched up, hating to agree with Lance.  “You’re one of these women that fosters unrealistic fantasies about the fairytale wedding and living happily ever after.  That shit don’t happen.”  Imani threw Lance a scathing look.  “But love does exist and it ain’t overrated.”  

Lance laughed and shrugged.  “To-ma-toe, to-ma-toh.”  

“Well, when is it going to happen?” Melody asked.  “I mean we’re already halfway through our freshman year of college—”

“Oh, Girl, please!” Imani wanted to pop her upside the head.  “One, it’s the year 2000.  College is no longer a freaking hunting ground for husbands.  Two, you don’t need a man, you need an education.  Pay your own damn way.  Three, we’re only freshmen, so what the hell’s your rush?”

“Amen,” Lance replied, clapping both their backs.  In a flash, he stood up straight.  “Well, as pleasant as this conversation has been—” 

A sweet, shy-looking cutie with cinnamon-colored skin and an asymmetrical bob gathered up enough courage to approach Lance.  “Would you like to dance?”  

Lance took her hand without a word and twirled her towards the dance floor.  The two melted into the mass of writhing dancers, leaving Imani and Melody shaking their heads.  

“Well, that’s a new record, he didn’t even get his drink first,” muttered Melody.  

Right on time, the bartender set their drinks down and left with a wink.  

Grateful, Imani took a big gulp of the amaretto sour and let its sweetness smooth out her rough edges.  

“I wish I could get a guy that easily.”  Melody released a wistful sigh.  

Satisfied for the moment, Imani pushed her drink away.  “No, you don’t want Lance’s shallow, short-term sluts.  You want to be swept away by your one, true love.”

“You insinuating there’s something wrong with that?  My parents met as sophomores and they had the perfect, fairytale relationship.”

‘And you’re not your damn parents,’ she wanted to say, but she held her tongue.  “No, just telling you why you won’t find anyone here tonight.”  Imani swallowed more amaretto sour.

“Not acceptable.  I’m finding someone now.”  Melody chugged her drink, hopped off the stool, and approached the nearest cute guy.  “Would you like to dance?”

The cute brunette eyed Melody, decided he liked what he saw, and escorted her onto the dance floor.  

“And that just leaves me.”  Imani sighed, emptied her cup, and picked up Lance’s.  Wondering why she even bothered to come, she crunched on an ice cube until it shattered.  

“This seat taken?” asked a man as he sat down uninvited on Melody’s barstool.

“Yes, it is taken,” she snarled, eyes closed, willing herself not to go off on the intruder.  

“Damn, Imani.  The physics test wasn’t so bad that you dis’ your friends like that,” a familiar voice complained.

Imani opened her eyes to find her homeboy from the Bronx, Trevor Mathis.  

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry, Trev,” she replied, giving her tall, lanky, dark chocolate friend a relieved hug.  “Guess I’m too tired tonight to deal with the whole party scene.”  She smiled and poked his side.  “Besides you know I’d never dis’ my boy like that.”

“That’s a relief,” he said pretending to wipe his forehead.  Trev laughed then hesitated and Imani could tell that he toyed with what to say next. “Hey, do you want to dance or just chill?”  

Knowing she’d reached her alcohol limit, Imani tapped her toes.  Trev put most video dancers to shame with his moves and it elevated her game whenever she partnered with him.  “After you.”

Trev shot her his big, toothy grin, took her hand, and led her onto the dance floor.  Soon enough he had her feeling as comfortable as they did when they studied together for hours.  The easy way they knew each other’s moves and thoughts.  

As the beat invaded Imani’s body, she surrendered to the music and her tension melted away like cotton candy on the tongue.  Maybe parties weren’t so bad after all...  

Then someone pinched her ass.  
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Fortuitous Bumps
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Melody flinched as Imani wheeled around fast, her right arm cocked and ready to fight.  Her breath caught in her throat as they both stared at each other in surprise.  Then the giggles hit and Melody burst out laughing.  Unable to stop, she doubled over clutching her stomach.

“You’re so wrong,” Imani said as she landed a big, booty bump on Melody’s hip that almost knocked her over.  Imani wagged her finger in a mock threat and then resumed dancing with Trevor as he cracked up and bopped along.  

Still giggling, Melody straightened up and rubbed her hip as she tried to refocus on her cute dance partner.  However, her hip wasn’t the only thing aching.  Each step she took made her wince as her shoes pinched her toes like angry crabs.  

Crap, she exhaled through gritted teeth, Imani warned her not to wear the sexy stilettos, but she wanted to look perfect tonight and they went so well with her long-sleeved, little, black jersey knit dress.  Ready to rest her sore feet, she yanked her partner’s sleeve.  “I’ve got to sit down for a while,” she yelled over the music.  

Not missing a single beat, he shrugged, spun around, and danced with a group of girls behind him, leaving her gaping at his back.  

“I guess you don’t want to join me at the bar for stimulating conversation,” she murmured to herself.  Pivoting on her heel, she headed towards the bar before noticing the crowd.  Great, it would take at least twenty minutes to get the bartender’s attention!  Sighing and unsure of her next steps, she surveyed the dance floor.  

Imani and Trevor were just revving up.  And with Imani’s stressful week, it was probably best to let her finally cut loose.  She kept looking, but she couldn’t locate Lance anywhere.  

Humph, knowing him, he was already getting personal attention from yet another pretty girl he just met.  Melody frowned.  Why did women constantly throw themselves at Lance?  Granted he was handsome, possessed a drool-worthy body, and now there were mumbles about NFL potential after just his first couple of games playing, but really!  Women needed to demand more respect than a meaningless one-night stand.  

Frustrated and tired, she fanned herself, but she began to feel claustrophobic and faint.  All at once the hot, crowded room turned oppressive and the rank air suffocated.  The deafening music cloyed.  As she struggled to squeeze through the mass of bodies to escape, her body tensed and her heart hammered in her ears.  Pain radiated through her feet.  Every breath hitched in ragged spurts as clammy perspiration coated her skin.  In a last ditch effort she retrieved her coat and shot through the doors, not even waiting to pull on the double-breasted, wool trench coat.  

The cold, January night made it difficult to catch her breath.  As she scrambled away from the frat house towards her dorm room, she wrestled into her coat and buttoned it up, snuggling in its warmth.  Maybe attending college in frigid, upstate New York wasn’t the smartest move, she thought as a bout of shivers wracked her body.  Snuggling in deeper, she tucked her head down and began barreling against the cold until she slammed into someone.  

Books and bodies flew to the ground.  

“I’m so sorry,” Melody stammered trying to regain her footing while gathering two books.  She looked at the face that stared back amused.  Steel blue eyes sparkled from beneath a crop of spiky, blond hair.  Large, firm hands brushed over hers as they collected the textbooks.  

Full, rosy lips let out a sonorous voice that vibrated under her coat.  “Not a problem, I wasn’t quite paying attention to where I was going either.”  The good-looking guy easily helped her up with one arm while cradling his books in the other.  “Are you okay?”  

Embarrassed but fine, she managed to nod.  He stood about six feet tall and his jacket clung to the muscular body beneath.  Her mouth went dry and her breathing slowed as his beautiful, blue eyes captivated her.

“Haven’t I seen you in Calculus class?” he asked.  “What’s your name?” 

“Um...” She licked her lips and swallowed hard, trying to generate any modicum of saliva in her parched mouth.  “I think I’ve seen you around.  I, uh, took Calc, um, last semester.”  His insistent, teasing stare made her hot and nervous.  She fidgeted.  “My name is, uh...Melody, yeah Melody.”  She dropped her head knowing he could see her red-hot cheeks ablaze.  

Adjusting the books, he reached out to shake hands.  “Well, Melody, nice to run into you, literally!  I’m Kevin.  Where were you headed?”  

His hand calmed her down and she looked up without dropping her head in shyness.  “I just came from a party and wanted to get out of these shoes,” she said gesturing down.  “My feet are killing me.”  

“Well, in that case,” he replied, floating a heart-stopping grin her direction, “we’d better get you someplace where you can kick those puppies off, huh?”  

Melody smiled and followed beside Kevin after he motioned towards the nearby Student Union.  Once they entered the building he declined to go downstairs by the food court where the majority of students would congregate on a Friday night.  Instead Kevin ventured upstairs to the more intimate conversational areas on the top floor.  

He pulled out one of the four overstuffed chairs surrounding a small table for her, deposited his books in another, and sat in the chair opposite hers.  

Melody glanced across the small table.  What in the world was she doing?  Why had she followed Kevin here instead of excusing herself after he recovered all his books?  Normally she believed in good, old-fashioned chivalry, waited for the guy to pursue her.  Although...she smiled, the amaretto sour, in combination with her desire to prove Imani’s pessimistic outlooks on love wrong, drove her to abandon, or at least loosen, her normal inhibitions enough that she asked a guy to dance earlier!

“Would you like a mint?” Kevin asked offering her a peppermint candy.

“Sure,” she replied accepting the cellophane-covered treat. 

“You feeling better?”

“Hmmm?”

“Your feet?”  Kevin laughed.  “Are they feeling better now?”

Embarrassed again, but feeling more comfortable, she giggled.  “Yes, they feel much better.  In fact...”  Melody kicked off both her heels and wiggled her toes.  

“I’d offer to massage them, but I think I better get to know you first,” teased Kevin.

“Yeah, I think, that would be best,” she replied with a hint of flirtation.  Wow, she couldn’t believe her adventurous, less than lady-like behavior, but this felt exhilarating.  

Melody checked her watch and then she did a sharp double-take.  How had four hours slipped past so quickly?  She couldn’t believe how fast she and Kevin had broken the ice.  They connected at once and talked, really talked, about everything: classes, parents, friends, dreams, and fears.  She felt a twinge of anxiety at the thought of their easy, refreshing evening coming to an end.  However, with the lateness of the hour she knew Imani would be worried.  “Oh my God, I need to get home before my roommate summons a search party.”  

Kevin glanced at his watch.  “It’s 2:20?  Wow, I can’t believe you seduced me like that!”

“Yeah, right, you were definitely the one seducing me, making me lose track of time.”  She placed one hand over her chest and held the other by her head pretending to faint.  With her best Southern drawl she pronounced, “I was totally enraptured by your charm and captivated by your charisma, kind Sir.”  

“Oh brother!”  Kevin laughed.  “Could you have been any further over the top?”  He stood, assisted Melody with her shoes and coat, threw on his jacket, and grabbed his books.  “Well, seeing as I’m such a gentleman, I have no choice but to walk you home, Little Lady.”  

“Thank you, fine Sir.”  Melody accepted Kevin’s hand and he helped her downstairs.  

They strolled out of the Union arm in arm into the cool, crisp night.  Neither talked, but instead smiled at each other from time to time.  The bright moon guided their steps along the path and Melody swore the stars winked down on them.  They arrived at her dorm room far too soon.  Reluctantly she released Kevin’s arm to wish him a good night.  

Before she could say a word, he swooped in close.  Their noses almost touched and she could feel his breath tickle the fine little hairs above her lip.  He leaned down so their foreheads touched and he placed a protective arm around her shoulders.  “I know I’m being too forward, but I’ve told you more about myself tonight, than any ten friends know combined.  You sparked something in me when you knocked me down.  And I would be a little annoyed if you didn’t share these intense feelings—the ones consuming me now.”  

Transfixed, Melody stood motionless at a loss for words.  Never before had she kissed a guy she just met, but she felt it inevitable.  Her heart leapt in her chest and the anticipation killed.  

Kevin took her silence as acquiescence and teased her anxious lips with his soft kisses.  She couldn’t believe how magical the moment felt.  Her tongue willingly probed and parted his lips and then did a hesitant, searching dance with his minty tongue.  Her heart couldn’t stand much more and she pushed back, shocked that her lips were reluctant to follow.  She glanced at Kevin for a fleeting moment and rushed inside, closing the door behind her, not slowing until she had raced up the two flights to her room.  Only then, did she trust herself enough to stop.  

Kevin probably thought she was a fool for running off leaving him standing there.  But sudden urges had overtaken her when they kissed and she wasn’t sure she could have stopped herself if she hadn’t left then and there.  What on earth was wrong with her?  This felt wonderful yet scary.  A guy had never affected her like this.  Deep inside, she couldn’t wait for more.  “Oh my, God, you’re such a harlot,” she mumbled to herself.  Taking a deep breath she unlocked the door and prayed Imani was asleep.  
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Fun with Krystal
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Lance flopped onto his back across the bed, utterly pleased and exhausted as Krystal crashed onto his chest in all her glistening afterglow glory.  He ran his fingers through her cute, little funky bob, enjoying the silky feel of her hair and the tropical coconut fused smell of her hair products.  

She slid her hand across his chest and flicked his nipple.  

“Mm, I thought we were done,” he said wondering if he needed to prepare for round three. Although he was tired, he definitely wouldn’t mind.  

Krystal giggled, a soft, sweet sound, and then squeezed him tight.  “No, I swear I can’t go another time as tempting as that sounds.  I won’t be able to walk right for a long while.  You wore me out.”  

Lance chuckled at the thought of her walking funny to class.  Sounded like a nice challenge.  He stroked her back, letting his fingers trace down from her shoulder blades, along her spine, to the small of her back and then returning up again.  She moaned and snuggled against him, making him...surprisingly sleepy.  He stifled a yawn.  

“You comfortable?” she asked snagging the covers and pulling them up over their bodies before her hand returned to his chest.  

“Mm-hmm,” he said so relaxed that he almost snored.  Whoa!  What is she doing to me?  He tried to wake up enough to leave.  He never spent the night with anyone; it set false expectations of more than just one night of fun.  

Krystal’s breathing slowed, lulling his body closer to slumber.  

Lance considered making one last attempt at leaving, but then he surrendered to her siren song of sleep.  Maybe he could get used to this, settle down with Krystal.  They could make appointments at the Infirmary; make sure she received a clean STD bill of health. 

He yawned and his breathing slowed.  Maybe, he’d introduce her to Melody and Imani; they were always on his case to settle down.  And since Krystal wasn’t like his normal conquests, they’d probably approve of her.  And if Melody and Imani, the only two people who looked out for his best interests without wanting anything in return, trusted Krystal, then he could, too.  

Hmm, it would be a first...but not that unpleasant a thought.  He smiled as he held her tight and drifted off into possibility-filled dreams...maybe, just maybe...  
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Home Late
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“Nice of you to call me, so I wouldn’t be sitting up worrying about your little ass!” Imani greeted Melody as soon as she opened their dorm room door.  

“So much for hoping you’d be asleep,” moaned Melody as she closed the door.  Avoiding Imani’s expectant stare, she hung up her coat, kicked off her shoes, and wondered how much to tell her friend.  

“I’m waiting!”

“Oh, don’t get all worked up, Imani,” Melody said as she stretched out across her bed.  

Imani got up from her desk—where it looked and smelled like she’d just removed her fingernail polish—and sat down next to Melody.  

“I met someone.”

“Obviously!”

“You were right about the shoes.  My feet were killing me.”  Melody wiggled her toes for effect.  “You were too busy dancing with Trevor and I couldn’t find Lance.  So, I took off to come home.  That’s when I bumped into this cute, Paul Newman-looking hunk named Kevin.  He has adorable, spiky, blonde hair and beautiful, blue eyes that you want to swim in.”  She shot Imani a mischievous look.  “And a body that would make even you drool.”

“Keep talking.”

“I don’t know what happened.  We went to the top of the Union and talked and talked and talked, I mean about every single thing.”  Tingling feelings coursed through her body, so Melody hugged herself and lay down to contain them.  “Kevin’s wonderful!  My God, I never felt like that.  It was so magical.  I kissed him, Girl.  Can you believe it?”  She popped up again.  “And I would have done more, too.  I was just so enchanted.”  

“You?  Miss I-Need-to-Get-to-Know-Someone-for-Years-Before-I-Consider-Kissing-Them?”  Imani asked, surprise written across her flawless, walnut-skinned features.  “This guy must really be something special.  Tell me more!”

“That’s really all there is to tell.  I met him, we talked, and we kissed at the door.”

“Well, when are you seeing him again?”  Imani snorted.  “Hell, when am I meeting his ass?”

“Whoa, slow down.”  Melody chuckled.  “I don’t want to scare him off.”  Her voice dropped to a whisper and she felt her cheeks burn again, “although we talked about catching a movie tomorrow after chapel.”

“Chapel?”

“I told you we talked about everything.  We’re both Catholic and we’re attending Mass tomorrow, second service.”

“Get the hell outta here!” 

“Watch the language, please,” she replied, giggling.  “So after Mass, we might grab a bite to eat and catch one of the dramas or the sci-fi comedy.  I promise to come home right after that.”  

“Shit.  You’re grown.  You can come in whenever you want.  But thanks for the itinerary.  If he’s actually a serial killer, I can give the cops the clues.”

She smacked Imani’s shoulder.  “Ooh, that is so wrong!”  

Imani pretended to rub her shoulder.

With a sideways glance, Melody switched the subject.  “So, um, how’s Trevor?”

“Oh, puh-leeze!  Tonight was not like that at all.”  Imani dismissed her insinuations with a wave.  “Trev is just a friend.  You know I don’t think of him like that.”

“Well, maybe you should.”  Melody sat up straight, smile gone.  “He’s been following behind you all year like a puppy dog.  It’s pretty obvious to everyone the boy likes you.”

“That’s too weird.”  Imani shuddered.  “He’s like a brother.  That’s like dating Lance.”  

“No, Lance is too much of a Ho to be considered dating.  You’d never get past the second date if you didn’t give him any.  Hell, you wouldn’t get past a second date even if you did!”  

They both cracked up laughing.  

“Anyhow, nice try turning the tables, but this wasn’t about me, it was about your ass sneaking in here at 2:30!”  Imani stopped scolding Melody long enough to look deep into her eyes.  “Be careful, okay?  Take this slow.  You know you’re too damn romantic for your own good.  Especially since you insist on comparing your love life to your parents, with their supposedly-perfect marriage, and those awful Harlequin rags you read.”

“I know, but I’ve waited so long to feel like this.  Everything about us just clicked and it felt amazing!  Honestly, I could see myself spending every hour with Kevin and never getting tired or bored.”  Her friend’s concerned gaze made her pause.  “Okay, okay!  I’ll take it slow.”  
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Check-in Call
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Lance closed his dorm room door and dropped his keys on his desk.  Hmm, no sign of his roommate.  He glanced at his watch, 9:40 am.  The guy was probably hunkered down in the library already.  

Feeling quite rested from his unexpected night at Krystal’s he grinned and wondered how well the girls fared last night.  The last time he saw Imani, she looked quite comfortable dancing with Trevor.  Maybe they’d finally hooked up.  Plus he hadn’t seen Melody and her obsession with finding a man worried him.  He decided to call.  

Imani answered on the first ring.  “Oh, you’re awake?  I figured you’d still be asleep after probably hanging out until the wee hours with the little librarian you were dancing with all night long.”

“I just left her place now.  How about you?  Did Trevor finally get some action?”

“What the hell’s wrong with you and Melody?  She had the nerve to tell me I should get with him, too!”  

“Oh-kay.  I’ll take that as a no.  Any other action?”

“Hell, yeah!  Your girl who plays all innocent and sweet went out, pretended to run into a cutie, and then talked to him for hours before coming home and tonguing him down—”

Scratchy, rustling sounds came over the line as Melody snatched the phone from Imani.  “Don’t listen to this crazy woman, Lance.  She makes everything sound dirty and sordid!”

“Well, you better clean it up because strange images are dancing through my head.” 

“Actually, I don’t have time to set the record straight right now.  I’m meeting Kevin for Mass and then we might check out that twisted, Jude Law, Gwyneth Paltrow movie; the football flick; or the sci-fi comedy everyone’s talking about.  I have to go, but please understand she’s exaggerating.”

“Church and either The Talented Mr. Ripley, Any Given Sunday, or Galaxy Quest.  You know my vote’s for the football movie, but I don’t see how Imani’s exaggerating.  That’s pretty intense for a first or is this considered the second date?”  
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