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    Prologue




    “What are you doing, Anthony?”




    “Texting a friend, I recently met online.”




    “Where did you meet this friend at, online?” Stacey asked inquisitively.




    “That’s none of your business,” Anthony replied staunchly.




    “Well, excuse me; I wasn’t trying to pry into your personal business. I’m just interested in learning about this person, you met, online.”




    “I’m sorry, I wasn’t listening. It’s a guy, and I really like him. He seems to have the same interest in stuff as I, which somehow intrigues me. So do you mind?”




    “I guess not. How old is he?” Stacey asked calmly.




    “Nineteen.”




    “Oh my God, he’s nineteen! That’s as old as my sister, Sage; she’s in college. Does he know how old you are?”




    “Yep, I told him the first time we wrote one another. And nineteen really isn’t that old.”




    “I’m twelve- years –old, and I have a boyfriend, too.”




    “Yeah right; and what is your boy friend’s name?”




    “Durk; he’s five- feet, two- inches; and he runs everyday with the boys on the track team. He even gave me a kiss, the other day,” Stacey boasted proudly.




    “A kiss; what kind of kiss was it, a peck on the cheek?. I want more than just a peck on the cheek. I want someone that loves and respects me.”




    “Durk likes me, and that’s enough for me; at least, right now. Besides, I’m not in college yet, so I cannot get married until I finish that.”




    “You’re thinking of going to college, huh? I’m going to college. I’m going to become a doctor. I want to find a cure for HIV,” Anthony insisted.




    “Are you serious? You want to cure HIV? You will never cure HIV, that’s a curse from God,” Stacey assured him.




    “No it’s not a curse; God would never curse anyone. God loves everyone. Who told you such a thing? That is ludicrous!” Anthony demanded, as he looked up at Stacey from the screen of his phone.




    “Yes, God did; my mommy told me, God made HIV to punish gay people, because they don’t obey him. So you’ll never be able to cure HIV.”




    “Stacey, your mom is retarded. HIV is an Immune Deficiency Virus that is contracted from unprotected sexual contact, with someone living with the virus. And believe me, if this was a curse from God, I would have it, too. Wouldn’t I?”




    “No, you wouldn’t; because, God loves you. You’re not like other gay boys. You’re cute, smart, and funny.”




    “You think highly of me; why is that?”




    “I like you, Anthony. Since you started baby sitting me, you’ve helped me with my math homework, my spelling; and even, helped me learn how to braid my dolls hair. So, God loves you, too.”




    “You’re sweet; thank you for the compliment. But I’ve spoken with God about my sexuality. And guess what, he says, I’m okay just the way I am. So whoever told you that crap about God punishing homosexuals for not obeying him is misinformed.”




    “I told you, my mommy told me that. She’s always fussing about homosexuals this, homosexuals that. It drives me crazy.”




    “I wonder why your mom is always talking about homosexuals,” Anthony wondered, while looking up at Stacey a second time.




    In response, Stacey shrugged her shoulders, as she leaped into the air from the red suede chair, and fell to the beige carpeted floor. Immediately rolling onto her back and springing to her feet; quickly tossing her long black shiny pony tail off her left shoulder, as she started towards the chair once again.




    Then suddenly, Anthony sat up and set his Blackberry down atop of the coffee table, and slowly stood and started towards the short hallway, leading to the bathroom. Of course, Stacey followed behind, but Anthony wasn’t interested in having a tag along, so he insisted, she give him some space. But, Stacey ignored his request and continued following behind, until Anthony turned and shut the bathroom door in her face.




    “That’s okay; I’ll stand here until you come out!” She demanded, while folding her arms across her chest.




    “Stacey, can I use the bathroom in private, please? I really have to go. I won’t be long; I promise.”




    Stacey sighed and replied, “Yes, I can wait. Hurry up though, I’m hungry,” she insisted, while turning and starting back down the hall, quickly entering the living room and sitting down. Immediately, she began scrolling through television stations, trying to find something to watch.




    Meanwhile, in the bathroom, Anthony unbuttoned his jeans and sat down on the toilet, while his mind tossed thoughts back and forth, of the stranger, he’d been corresponding with via text.


  




  

    Chapter One




    “The biggest defense politician’s like to toss around to stop same-sex relationships, often evolves around religion. That’s why I do not believe its wrong for two people of the same gender to marry. If my son wants to be gay; hey, I’m all for it. At least, I don’t have to concern myself with him bringing home some girl, talking about she’s pregnant and wants to move in,” Janette confessed.




    “True. But you still have to concern yourself with Anthony coming home telling you, he’s infected with a venereal disease. And with the way things are nowadays, I don’t think any parent wants to hear about their child having a STD, especially those that are incurable,” Janice replied, while puffing on her, Virginia Slim, cigarette.




    “Girl, that’s why I tell Anthony all the time, to wear a condom. That way, I don’t have to worry about him ripping and running the streets, doing God knows what, without being protected. Besides, my baby has been educated on the facts. I teach him right from wrong, because I don’t want him learning bad habits from folks on the street. I trust him. It’s those kids that don’t talk to their parents about what’s going on in their lives outside the house, that I don’t trust. It seems those are the ones always wrapped up in a bunch of trouble,” Janette insisted.




    “Well, I’m not going to argue with you about that. Just the other day, I was watching the news and heard about two teens being arrested, for trying to rape some girl on campus. Now, you know their parents should be the ones reprimanded for that,” Janice babbled.




    “No, it’s not the parents fault. It’s the teenager’s state of mind. Today’s youth have a misconception about life. It seems most of them don’t respect themselves or their parents; and because of this, their actions convey their frustration. What they need are good mentors, who won’t inflict judgment upon them, but instead, show them compassion and teach them some understanding.”




    “Oh, so you raise a half way decent son and you think, you’re the go-to- authority on how teens should be raised. What about that time, Anthony ran away from home, for two days; when he was ten?” Janice brought to mind.




    “Now, you know good and well, Anthony is not that bad. Yes, he ran away, but he was looking for his nothing ass daddy. Had I told him the truth, he wouldn’t have done that. But we both learned from our mistakes. Besides, my baby knows, I love him. And that is all that matters. If his father was to walk up to him right now, Anthony would respect him and treat him, as if he’d never walked out of our lives.”




    “Well, I must give it to you; you certainly raised a beautiful child. But there is a great deal of teens out here that don’t have it as good as, Anthony; that’s all I’m saying. I still think you should consider investing more time sharing your experiences with other parents that cannot seem to grab a hold of their teen’s reality.”




    “Janice, my job is making sure, Anthony finishes school and goes directly to college. I’ve been lucky enough to keep him away from drugs and alcohol. But he’s a little hot in the tail, that’s where my battle comes in. I’m too busy trying to keep him from being infected with a disease and/or from looking at adult pornography on that Internet. After all, I’m not with him twenty-four hours a day.”




    “See that is what I’m saying. At least, you have some idea your son is interested in that type of entertainment. I talk with some of these parents in the neighborhood and, too many of them are afraid to even approach the subject. You see, Denise ended up sending, Chastity, away last week, because she ended up pregnant. I tell you, these teens are in a world of trouble, if they don’t stay on the right track.”




    “We’re lucky, we turned out just fine. Yes, we faced some of the same issues, but we made it through. You think about, when we were young, we did the same things these kids are trying to do; and sometimes, we were worse than these kids.”




    “Yes, I agree. That’s why I’m glad I listened to my mom and dad. Had they not invested time teaching me the facts, I tell you, I would have been swept away by, Charles Winthrop, and pregnant in high school. Baby, that boy made chills crawl up and down, my spine. Seeing him in his football uniform always made me wet,” Janice admitted with laughter.




    “Girl, Charles was fine. But what about, Demetrius Hunter, do you remember him? Baby, whenever I saw, Demetrius, I would pause in my tracks. I thought, he was the finest boy, I’d ever seen. Now, he could have been Anthony’s, daddy. I certainly would have given it up to him,” Janette insisted truthfully.




    “You’re a mess. But wait a minute, did you hear about Jackie’s man?”




    “No, what happened?” Janette asked with dismay.




    “They say, he’s been tipping out on her; and the dirt is, boyfriend has been seeing one of the guys, he plays golf with,” Janice reported.




    “Are you serious? I wouldn’t have ever pegged him as being gay. He is too, fine. I know Jackie was upset to learn about that.”




    “Baby, some say, she batted her hand at the whole idea, and told him to bring his man toy, home. She said she’s not giving him up for anything. I guess, she knows better than we do,” Janice laughed as she got up from the kitchen chair and walked over to the sink, still laughing hysterically.




    “Are you serious? Now, she has guts. I tell you, if I found out my man was cheating on me with another man, I would be concerned about catching something. I don’t know if I could stomach living with AIDS. But I would have to agree with you; I’m not about to relinquish my all, just because my man enjoys a little extra something on the side.”




    “I don’t know; that sounds a little outlandish to me. But then again, with all of these online dating websites and adult porn websites, it’s sort of challenging to keep a lock and key on anyone, nowadays. Shut, I find myself scrolling through the pages of some of these websites, and sometimes, I an in complete shock. People are doing some of everything online, nowadays.”




    The two of them cackled girlishly, before being interrupted by Anthony, who was entering the side door.




    * * * *




    “Well, hello baby! How are you doing?” Janette asked, while wiping tears from her cheeks.




    “Hi momma, how are you doing? Hello Mrs. Jenkins,” Anthony spoke respectfully, as he climbed the two stairs and entered the kitchen; and slowly reached to grab his, Canton Sparks, book bag from his right shoulder; quickly slinging it down to the floor, while leaning forward and kissing his mother’s, right cheek. Next, he turned and planted a kiss on, Mrs. Jenkins’s, left cheek.




    “Hey baby, how was your day?” Janice asked, happy to see him.




    “It was fine. What are you two in here laughing about?”




    “Oh, we’re just talking about the gossip in the neighborhood, that’s all. Nothing, you’d be interested in hearing,” Janette assured him, before asking, if he was hungry.




    “Yes. What did you cook?”




    “I haven’t cooked anything, yet. But you can look in the refrigerator and find something to tie, you over until dinner.”




    “Can I have three dollars? I want to go to the Burger Hut and get a burger. My friends are waiting for me, up there,” he explained, while walking over and grabbing, Janette’s, purse and passing it to her.




    “See, this what I’m talking about. He needs to find a job. He’s always asking me for money. He acts like I’m a bank or something,” Janette told Janice, who was standing at the sink running the cold water, waiting to fill her glass.




    “Momma, I found a job. I was walking down the hall today and stopped to read a notice on the bulletin board. In fact, here’s the flyer, right here,” Anthony insisted while grabbing for his book bag and sitting it on the table, so he could dig inside and search for the piece of paper.




    “Here it is,” he expressed happily, as he pulled out the eight-by-eleven size flyer out and sat it on the table; before reaching and grabbing the three dollars, from his mother’s hand.




    Immediately, Janette examined the flyer and began reading it to herself: Babysitter needed for young child; week days only. Please contact, Mr. Jordan, at 777-883-0991.




    “This sounds like a great job for you. Have you called, Mr. Jordan, yet?” Janette asked.




    “No. I wanted to ask your permission, first. So is it okay if I work in the evenings, so I can start making my own money?” Anthony asked softly.




    “I don’t see why not. In fact, why don’t you call, Mr. Jordan now before someone else beats you to it,” his mother suggested.




    “Great, I can do that, right now,” Anthony insisted, while reaching into his front pocket and pulling out his cell phone, and dialed the number. While waiting, he paced back and forth in the living room. Then suddenly, a deep voice answered the phone.




    “Hello.”




    Nervous, Anthony swallowed and spoke, “Yes, my name is, Anthony Taylor. I’m calling about the babysitting position, you’re advertising at West High School.”




    “Oh yeah, I almost forgot about that; no one has responded since I posted that ad, two days ago. Let’s see, how old are you?” The man asked.




    “Me, I’m fifteen,” Anthony replied swiftly.




    “Great, my daughter, Stacey, is twelve. Have you asked your parents, if you can work for people, you don’t know?” The man asked with a slight chuckle.




    Baffled by the question; Anthony responded, “Yes, sir, I asked my mom for permission.”




    “Great! How about I stop by and meet you and your parents, on my way home from work. By the way, my name is, Tod Jordan,” Tod stated warmly.




    “Okay, Mr. Jordan, it’s a pleasure meeting you. Um, I live on Saddle Ridge Road. Do you know where that is?” Anthony asked, anticipating his response.




    “I don’t know right off hand. What are your cross streets?”




    “We live off of Benton and Maple Drive,” Anthony pointed out.




    “Great, I live just three blocks away. But before I come over and pick you up, can I speak with your mom or dad? I don’t want to arrive at your home, without confirming details with your parents,” Mr. Jordan explained.




    “Oh sure, hold on for one minute, so I can get my mom,” Anthony explained, as he removed the phone from his ear and called out for, Janette.




    Janette quickly walked into the room and asked what he wanted. Anthony raised the phone up and whispered, “It’s, Mr. Jordan, he wants to talk with you before, he comes over.”




    “Who is it?”




    “It’s the man about the job.”




    “Oh, okay,” Janette replied, while grabbing the telephone.




    “Hello. Yes, this is, Anthony’s, mom; and, you are?”




    Mr. Jordan explained who he was and why he wanted to speak with her. Briefly, the two of them talked and discussed details of the job, Anthony would be governing. Then, Janette began giving him the address to her home, and shortly after, hung up. She then informed Anthony that, Mr. Jordan would be stopping over to meet with her and him, sometime after five-thirty. Then suggested, Anthony go to the Burger Hut and come directly home, so he could be there in time to meet, Mr. Jordan.




    Anthony smiled before turning and heading towards the bathroom, where he used the toilet, washed his hands; and then rushed into his bedroom, to toss his book bag, upon his bed. He quickly changed his shoes; aggressively tossing the black and yellow, Adidas, he was wearing into the closet, and grabbed his white and red, Nikes. Next, he grabbed his white hoodie and put it on, before reaching for his red baseball cap and placing it on his head.




    Finally, he walked into the bathroom, brushed his teeth, and started towards the kitchen.




    * * * *




    “So, you’re about to start working as a baby sitter, huh?” Janice asked, while puffing on her cigarette.




    “Yes; at least, I hope. I’m just ready to begin making my own money, so I won’t have to depend on momma,” he explained calmly before leaning over and kissing, Janette, on the right cheek. He then turned and kissed Janice; before turning and walking down the two stairs, and grabbed the door handle to exit the house.




    As soon as the door closed, Janice said, “I must give it to you, you raised him well. He’s so respectful to his elders. I like that.”




    “Yes, he is. But it wasn’t easy. I’ve had to punish him, a few times. In fact, I even spanked him from time-to-time. Nevertheless, he turned out okay. I’m just concerned about the years to come. He’s getting older, so I have to pay more attention to what he’s doing and who, he’s talking with.”




    “You’re right. But he seems to understand his role as a child, so I wouldn’t worry, too much, about him getting into trouble. I think he’s going to be a great asset to this world.”




    “I hope so. Hopefully, this job will help instill some additional disciplinary skills. I also hope this job provides an opportunity for him to experience how to save his money. In fact, I’m going to get him a checking account, so he can learn how to manage his money through the banking system. That way, he can begin learning the importance of being responsible for himself.”




    “That’s good. Well, I better get my tail up from this table and get home. I know my kids are hungry. Besides, Sam will be walking in the door shortly fussing, if I’m not there when he gets home,” Janice admitted.




    “I hear you. Call me later on, so I can tell you about, Mr. Jordan. It sounds to me like boyfriend is raising his daughter, by himself. Maybe, I can help him,” she teased.




    “Girl, you are not going to worry me.”




    * * * *




    Janice rose from the chair, and slowly forced it under the table, before turning and grabbing her purse from the chair, next to where she was sitting; and placed it on her shoulder. She then leaned forward and kissed, Janette on the cheek, as she headed towards the side door. While doing so, Janette rose from her chair and followed behind; only to stop at the landing of the side door, to wait for Janice to leave.




    “Okay, now make sure you call me sometime around six, so I can give you details about, Mr. Jordan,” Janette reiterated.




    “Girl, I told you, I would call you. Now stop badgering me about, Mr. Jordan,” she teased.




    * * * *




    After locking the door, Janette returned to the kitchen where she began searching the refrigerator for something to cook. While doing so she decided to take some ground beef out of the freezer, to allow it to unthaw; and decided to cook Sloppy Joes and French Fries. Next, she walked into the living room and slowly scanned the room, trying to determine if she needed to vacuum before, Mr. Jordan arrived. Instead, she decided to fluff the pillows on the sofa, and spray the sweet smelling air fresher.




    Afterwards, she went into the den and glanced at the clock on the wall, before grabbing the remote control and turning on the television and sitting down, to watch the Denise Parkston Show.


  




  

    Chapter Two




    When Anthony finally arrived at the Burger Hut, he pressed against the glass door and rushed inside the small restaurant, and over to the red and navy blue, leather booth, his friends were occupying, near the back of the restaurant. Almost immediately, everyone simultaneously greeted him with kisses, hugs, and wise cracks; about the fart, he released on their way home from school earlier. But instead of commenting, Anthony politely slid into the booth and removed his cap and placed it on the table.




    “Did you guys hear what happened to, Tommy, today? He was caught skipping class and hanging out in the boy’s bathroom, with Jeffery. I heard they got caught kissing. But, you know how people gossip,” Tammy announced, while toying with a strain of her long blonde hair.




    “Are you serious? I thought, Tommy was dating, Mickey. They’re always hugged up with one another, at the locker,” Chris mentioned, as he reached and grabbed the ketchup.




    Then, Anthony interrupted and announced, “I got a job.”




    “Get out, where at?” Regina asked.




    “It’s in the neighborhood; I’ll be babysitting. The man’s name is Mr. Jordan. He sounded nice on the phone,” he admitted.




    “Wait a minute; are you talking about, Tod Jordan, whose daughter’s name is Stacey?” Tammy asked, as if she knew him.




    “Yeah that’s him. How do you know him?” Anthony asked.




    “Yeah, how do you know him?” Regina reiterated.




    “I live next door to, Mr. So Fine. And I must tell you, he and his wife are homophobes. So if you get the job, I suggest you play is straight. They’re holy rolling church goers; and their little fast ass daughter, is surely going to end up pregnant by the time, she turns fourteen. I use to baby-sit for them; at least, until they came home and smelled cigarette smoke in the house.’




    “And if you ask me, I think, Mr. Jordan is a closeted gay man. There is just something about him that makes me believe, he’s gay. Other than that, the pay is great. But let me warn you, they will try to offer you one- hundred baht, flat rate, up front. Just tell them you prefer hourly rate, that way, you’ll get fifty- baht, an hour. Besides, they normally don’t stay away from the house for more than four hours tops. So, you’ll make at least two- hundred baht, any given week,” Tammy explained.




    “Well, what if I take the hundred baht, flat rate?”




    “Then that is all you’ll get. It’s just one of their idiosyncrasies. Don’t let it bother you.”




    “Oh, I’m not going to allow it to bother me. I’m just interested in learning what details I can about this family. I mean, he sounded sexy on the phone,” Anthony admitted.




    “Oh, Tod is hot. He’s tall, about six-two, well built, hairy, and has a nice bulge. But beware, his wife is atrocious. She use to try and force her religious babble on me, and I had to let her know, I’m Wicca. After that, she fired me, so that’s why they’re looking for a new babysitter.”




    “Are you serious? You told them, you’re Wicca? That was shady; you’re Christian,” Anthony stressed.




    “Yes, I am. And I don’t go around forcing people to embrace my beliefs. That’s not a prerequisite for being a follower of Christ. Our mission is to spread joy, hope, and love,” Tammy explained calmly.




    “Well, I won’t have those problems. I was brought up in a Christian home, as well. And my mom has given me the four-one-one, on how to deal with Christian’s, who takes the Bible out of context. Besides, I’m only interested in making the money,” Anthony assured everyone.




    “Okay, enough of this crap; let’s get down to business. I call to order this meeting. Regina, could you please take notes? Now, last week, we discussed a fundraiser that would help us raise enough money to get our jackets. And, Regina suggested, we have a car wash. Although, I think that is a great idea, we also must consider other avenues of raising capitol. Does anyone have any suggestions?”




    “Yes, I propose, we have a party and charge people an entrance fee. I think charging people twenty baht to get in, isn’t bad. In fact, we could have my mom cook burgers and hot dogs. Plus, we can have chips and soda. And you know, Tommy will DJ. So the only problem we have now, is determining the location,” Chris pointed out, as he took a sip from his glass of Pepsi.




    “That sounds good, but like you said, we need to focus on where we’re going to have this shindig. Maybe, we could have it at Melodies; my brother is a bartender there. And I know for sure, they don’t turn down money making opportunities,” Regina confirmed.




    “It sounds good, but what about the alcohol policy; we’re under age, if you haven’t forgotten. And, I for one do not think we’ll be able to finesse our way into that establishment. So does anyone else have others suggestions?” Tammy asked.




    “Oh, wait a minute; I just got a text from my new boyfriend. By the way, did I mention how hot he is? We’ve been texting one another, for a week now; and he finally wants to meet,” Chris shared happily.




    “Christ sakes, do we have to hear about your boyfriend? I want to discuss the girl, I met online, last night. She and I have so much in common. She wants to be a hair stylist. In fact, she’s doing her apprenticeship at Rachel’s Place; we’re supposed to meet this weekend,” Regina told everyone.




    “Maybe we can consider having the party at, Anthony’s. His mother is cool, and doesn’t seem to hate him for being gay and or for having gay and lesbian friends. I think that will be the best place for us to enjoy ourselves, without breaking the law,” Tammy suggested.




    “You know, I think you’re right. My mom wouldn’t mind. In fact, she would probably be glad to cook for us and make sure people paid their entry fee,” Anthony confirmed.




    “Okay, so put that down in your notes. Now let’s move on to the next agenda. I spoke with Trudy, who explained to me that we could order our jackets for half the price, Benny’s estimated. So I’m going to go with Trudy’s decision. The color of the jackets will be white and red, with white letters. Of course, we all know the name of our club will be printed on the back: LGBT TEENS.”
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