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Dedicated to the loving memory of


MS. SHIRLEY ANN PILCHER BROWN


July 1950 – May 2000


“I love you, Momma, and miss you tremendously. With everything that has happened in my life, I can finally say that it has all come full circle, and while counting my many blessings, I now know that ‘I got myself some meaning.’”




A WORD FROM THE AUTHOR


When I decided to do a book on homosexuality and religion, I knew that other issues were going to be addressed because that’s just how life is. Those issues are actually more important than an individual’s religious or sexual preference. Single or married, the bills still have to be paid, and the children must be fed. Baptist or Catholic, the Bible still reads the same, and we serve the same God. Gay or straight, Black or White, one must learn self-acceptance—if you don’t like you, who else will?




“Upon the wicked He shall rain snares; fire and brimstone,
and horrible tempest; this shall be the portion of their cup.”


Psalm 11:6




RELIGION IS FOR THOSE WHO ARE AFRAID TO GO TO HELL




“For this cause God gave them up into vile affections; for even their women did change the natural use into that which is against nature: And the likewise also the men, leaving the natural use of the woman, burned in their lust one toward another; men with men working that which is unseemly, and receiving in themselves that recompense of their error which was meet.”


Romans 1:26-27
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“Why do you start this shit every Sunday morning!” Gayle screamed as she stormed out of the bedroom. She slammed the door so hard the dresser mirror shook, and all of the cards and pictures that were stuck in the crevices fell to the surface.


Gayle was a beautiful, big-boned woman. She had an ass that any man would damn near kill for and plenty of breasts to go along with it. Her voluptuous lips were perfectly shaped, for they were soft and tasted like strawberries, even at the break of dawn. Her silky-smooth, milk-chocolate skin was blemish-free and had a glow that could light up any room. She kept her hair cut stylishly low, and it was extremely becoming on her rounded, fat face. Sexy would never be enough to describe her eyes. They were the prettiest shade of brown, and, whenever she sang with the melodious voice that God had blessed her with, those gorgeous eyes crooned to her lover’s heart whether the song was R&B, jazz, or gospel.


“What are you talking about, Gayle?” Chris mumbled into the pillow. “You get up every Sunday bitchin’ about something.”


“Me?” Gayle snapped as she tugged on her pantyhose. Besides having sex, putting on her pantyhose every Sunday morning was the only exercise that she got. “You’re the one who gets such a ’tude on Sunday mornings when I get up to go to church. You start throwin’ shit and acting like you’re possessed or something. You come up with every reason in the world why I shouldn’t take the car out. You’ve flattened the tires. You . . .”


“Wait a minute,” Chris answered. “I didn’t flatten those tires. You always blame shit like that on me.” The pillow was pulled tighter with the intent of drowning out yet another argument.


“Anyway, Chris, I’m tired of this. When I start puttin’ on my clothes, you get this attitude with me that lasts until 12:01 Monday morning. I mean it’s like clockwork.”


Gayle got up and went into the bathroom and started putting on her makeup. These arguments had become pretty regular, and there seemed to be no end to them. With each passing Sunday, they had become worse, and on this particular Sunday, Gayle knew that it would be a turning point in their relationship. As she stroked her red makeup sponge across her forehead, she leaned around the corner and glared at Chris.


“Question,” she said, pausing to complete her last stroke.


“What?”


Gayle came out of the bathroom and took a seat on the edge of the bed. “Why is it that you always want to have sex before I leave to go to church? First, you won’t let me touch you on Saturday nights, but then you wanna get up the next morning and go at it like a dog in heat. The only thing on my mind is going to church. I have to go to church, and you know that. You know the responsibilities that I have on Sunday mornings, but you’re so dead set on trying to get you some ass. And you just ain’t right for that.”


Chris didn’t answer.


“You hear me talkin’ to you?”


Gayle got up and walked to Chris’ side of the bed. She reached for the hand that was delicately placed on top of the smooth, beige body that she had grown to love more than she had ever loved any before. Chris pulled away from her and sat straight up in the bed, giving Gayle a look that appeared painful but sincere. Gayle was incensed with Chris, but she could also see the sadness in Chris’ eyes.


“Chris, baby, what’s wrong with you? Why do we go through this every week? There’s got to be something more to this. I feel like there’s something going on with you that you don’t want me to know about. Aren’t you tired of all the fighting?” She got up and looked out the window, noticing how bright the sun was. It was a perfect day for a stroll in the park with her family after church. “Hey, I have an idea. Why don’t you come to church with me? Afterwards, we can go to the park or something.”


“You’re kiddin’, right?”


“No, I’m not. I’m serious this time. It might do us some good.”


“You actually think that me going to church with you is going to make everything all right? It’s like you sleep with me Monday through Saturday but then, come Sunday, it’s a sin and a shame.” Chris chuckled, pushing back against the brass headboard. “Answer me this one question, Gayle.”


“Sure, baby. Anything.”


“How in the hell can you go to church on Sunday mornings and minister to a congregation of nearly a thousand people when you just got out of bed with a woman?”


Gayle’s mouth dropped open, and tears filled the wells of her eyes. She realized that she had no answer for that question.
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Later that Sunday morning, Chris sat outside on the patio and watched the ducks and their ducklings waddle down the walkway. There was a lake behind the apartment that she and Gayle shared and, on Sunday mornings, sitting outside watching her white neighbors walking with their children calmed her tremendously. Each one of them seemed trouble-free, walking with straight backs and heads held high. Southern white folks had a rhythm about them that didn’t need any music—the kind of rhythm that let the world believe that you were all that and a bag of chips when you really were more broke than a po’ man on welfare and frequently robbed Peter to pay Paul; the kind of rhythm that echoed the reminder that no matter how many times they dined with Black folks and cheered for each other’s children at sporting events, that infamous “We’re still better than you” attitude kept them mentally, culturally and, most times, socially separated from their Black neighbors. It was a rhythm that Black folks sometimes ridiculed but often found comfort in. Even with dual Bachelor’s degrees in French and English from Howard University—the Black Mecca of Higher Education—coupled with her abundant good looks, Chris, at this moment in time, didn’t have that rhythm. She couldn’t get it even if she’d tried, and, for all that her life should have been right then, it was extraordinarily frustrating. The pressure of being without an air of confidence was killing her on the inside.


Mark Mason, their next-door neighbor, was a tall, middle-aged white man who had done an excellent job of minding his business. He never seemed to have any female guests over, but he did have quite a few male visitors of different social and racial persuasions. Chris knew that he’d heard some of the recent vicious fights between Gayle and her. On one night in particular, Gayle threw a toddler car seat at Chris, and, if she hadn’t ducked, Chris’ head would have been smashed in. The seat actually ended up hitting the wall that separated the two apartments. And just two days before, the property manager had sent a nice-nasty note saying that the lady who lived in the apartment on the other side of them had complained of hearing screaming and fighting almost every other night. “Either calm down the noise and activity or move.” The note was embarrassing but true. The two of them could not continue to live like this.


In spite of the fact that she absolutely detested Memphis, Chris had regrettably returned to her hometown to give birth to the child conceived with her college sweetheart, Trey Withers. Within that first year of being seemingly condemned to eternal unhappiness, she had grown terribly lonely and resented the fact that she no longer had access to the openness of the “life” as it was lived in Washington, D.C.


To explore her curiosities in Memphis, Chris would have to be inconspicuous, hiding her alternative newspapers and maintaining a proper number of male acquaintances while, at the same time, relishing in the newness of motherhood. To her, Memphis was not the place to be gay or to even think about it. There was just too many “toos” about it. There were too many eyes on her at home and far too many people who knew her. At church she could never feel comfortable because, as a church scholarship recipient, the expectations were too many and too far beyond her reach. It was too difficult for her to sit in a pew while she craved for the flesh of a woman. Instead, while in Memphis—a metropolis in its own right, Chris tended to deny her desire for women and that was the reason she so desperately had wanted to stay away in the first place.


Memphis, Tennessee: a big, small town full of small talk from people with little minds and big mouths, and Chris knew that this was way beyond her tolerance. Most of the people that she’d gone to high school with did exactly what Chris had done. They left Memphis with all intent of never returning, and that they did . . . every last one of them. So when she returned, Chris’ homecoming lacked the fanfare of missed acquaintances and childhood friends wanting to get together to catch up on each other’s lives. Those classmates and friends left behind weren’t interested in reminiscing with the fat, smart girl whose thighs rubbed together and dressed from Lane Bryant and Roaman’s—back when you could only get their clothes from the catalog. That was also the time when clothes any larger than size 16 were sold in the Budget Career section of the department store where everything had elastic in the waist.


She often found herself invited to house parties only when some of her so-called “cool” friends needed someone’s mother to drive them there. Cool but stupid, none of them realized that Chris knew what was going on. As soon as she was able, Chris would sneak to a phone to summon her mother while everyone else was trying to get their groove on. “So and so’s daddy is coming to get them,” Chris would lie. “I wanted to wait on you.” Mrs. Desmereaux, tired but always yearning for her older daughter to loosen up and live a little, got up from her bed to go get her. Although Chris had a midnight curfew, she was never out past eleven.


Entering Howard University in the late 80’s, Chris found herself dumbfounded by the number of beautiful African-American women on campus. She realized soon thereafter that there was something inside of her that was trying to break free. Granted, her beautiful smile and honey-bronzed skin mesmerized every man she’d ever met. She had shark-like eyes, dark but filled with a brilliance that had touched the lives of many. Her kisses were always exceptionally succulent because the fullness within her lips held a moisture only found in early morning dew.


For as long as Chris could remember, her father had teased her about having “caint-dontya” hair. In English, that translated to “can’t comb it and don’t you try.” Sitting in the beauty shop on Saturday mornings was a family tradition that Chris couldn’t wait to break. She hated the four-hundred degree heat of the dryer and detested the smell of the hot comb. As she tearfully sat there in what seemed to be the most ragged salon chair in the world, for year Chris endured what she thought to be almost barbaric torture. Miss Mildred, the busty hairdresser with the horn-rimmed glasses, didn’t care that the hot comb was too hot or that she’d burned Chris’ ear with dripping, hot pressing oil.


By junior high school, Chris started getting perms because Ms. Desmereaux had grown tired of fighting with her when it was time to comb her hair. And to save Chris from her father’s constant teasing, Miss Mildred got paid before anybody. But now, some one thousand miles away from the only person who’d ever permed her hair, Chris was faced with the dilemma of do-it-yourself perms because there was no way that she’d ever be able to afford the sixty dollars and up fees for a D.C. hairdresser. Every touchup was a trial and error period, with Chris eventually losing hair due to over-processing and hot curlers. Soon she’d opted to just cut it off and start over. Fortunately, Chris found a person in her dormitory with just enough cosmetology training to help her grow a healthy head of reddish-brown hair for only five dollars a sitting. Her clothes might not have always fit, nor was she ever the richest girl on campus, but her cleanliness and zest for having “just a little bit more” made her company a pleasure and her conversation fulfilling.


Despite a well-rounded group of cultured, straight girlfriends, Chris still felt an overwhelming desire to amass alternative newspapers and search through the “Women seeking Women” section of the classifieds. Answering an ad was off-limits. “Look but don’t touch.” However, language in the personal ads alone had a tendency to be intriguing.


On her weekends off, Chris strolled through the neighborhood around 17th and P Streets hoping to catch a glimpse of a proud, beautiful, and professional gay woman who used discretion when seeking pleasurable company. Dupont Circle, located in the heart of the gay and lesbian district, played host to Chris’ need to be surrounded by those like her—those who had a secret which, like a tulip, only blossomed when the climate was favorable. Otherwise, it remained dormant. Curvaceous busts, waists, and backsides of any woman enticed Chris but failed to arouse her. The look of a woman’s foot delicately raised in a pair of two-inch heels made those thoughts even more pleasant.


That’s nasty, she’d think to herself. I ain’t supposed to be thinking like this.


Having been raised in a culture that was not accustomed to giving compliments—only senseless and sometimes heartless criticism—Chris soon understood that there was nothing wrong with an admiration for being feminine . . . for just being a lady. Therefore, Chris believed that her sensations would dissolve in time. Whenever there were no male suitors in search of a midnight booty call, Chris knew one thing: she wished to love a woman the way her father had not, to love a woman the way she deserved to be loved—the way her father could not. But to fight that feeling, however, in a society still not ready to accept the love between two people of the same sex, Chris kept male company—even when she didn’t want it.


That gay woman that Chris most needed to acknowledge, accept and learn to love greeted her in the mirror every morning and slumbered inside her soul every night. With all of that noted but tucked away, Chris openly pursued what was the norm; never considering the damage to all others involved or herself.


With thoughts of the many women that her father had simultaneously romanced echoing through her mind, Chris was determined to never allow such treatment from a man. Her belief was that you should love one and only one. Trying to love two people at the same time wasn’t right, nor was it fair. Chris learned to combine her sympathy for the many disrespected women in her father’s life with her own compassion and desire to love. Her heart overflowing with so much to give, Chris never bothered to protect herself from the brutal reality of rejection and heartache. Instead, she embraced the world around her and adjusted herself, as needed—even when it came to relationships.


From Trinidad to Los Angeles, thousands of beautiful, strong Black men and women had come to Howard in search of the same thing: a chance to become somebody. Howard’s social history had its reputation to protect, and the abundance of parties and prestigious alumni helped the university live up to that reputation. Any woman fortunate enough to get her hands on a good man, a Howard one or not, held on to him but, in the absence of that, Howard women relied heavily on the bond of friendship with one another.


Freshman orientation introduced Chris to her first real friend, Darcy—short for Darcyne Elizabeth Anderson. She was the daughter of a 70’s disco singer who, along with his band, had met an untimely death in a plane crash two weeks after she was born. Their only record went gold the next day and platinum the next month and Darcy, as his sole heir, was financially set for life. But her mother, Elsa Anderson, was a conservative woman who had taught her daughter the importance of making a name for herself and not to rely on the memory of her father for a lifetime of free and easy rides. With that advice in tow, Darcy, while in her senior year of high school, applied for and subsequently won a merit scholarship from a wealthy Atlanta businessman. Although she didn’t really need the money, Mr. Jude Edson, owner of Edson’s Seafood Wharf in Atlanta, awarded her the scholarship because of her promising character and ambition. Out of boredom, Darcy took a job on the weekends at a movie theater, saving her inheritance for a rainy day.


On-campus housing was limited and, unless you knew somebody who knew somebody, it was virtually nonexistent. Living in a boarding house in Maryland during the first half of fall semester, Chris tried to make as many inroads as possible. Her commute was expensive, and it left her out of the loop when it came to campus functions and study groups. However, her assigned work-study job put her in contact with some heavy-hitters on campus who finally made calls to the Dean of Housing on Chris’ behalf, and facilitated her move into the freshman dormitory a few days later. Chris made new friends but never had a lot of time to spend with them. She was swamped with two jobs and a full-time course load. As the first semester came to a close, she and Darcy had different responsibilities. Chris was trying to become somebody while Darcy struggled with forgetting who she was.


Washington, D.C.: a city providing many opportunities for all that lived there. If a person were from India or Iran, he could easily become a taxi driver—just make sure that the passengers knew how to get where they wanted to go. If from Africa or Tobago, one could set up a stand on a corner and sell oils and incense. From Korea or China? Open up a restaurant and sell what the public believed to be fine Oriental cuisine. Just hope that no one wondered why there were never any stray dogs or cats in the alleys near the establishment. Shit, there were some that had the nerve to open soul food restaurants and master cooking greens and candied yams. Their asses couldn’t understand a bit of English, but when it came to taking your money, they spoke the language better than the first Pilgrim to set foot on American soil. They had the biggest sub shops and the biggest beauty supply stores in the entire city. Sistah-girls lined up for hours to get their nails done by Korean men who wore surgical masks and rubber gloves; not to protect them from the fumes or the flying acrylic but from the mere touch and smell of African-American skin.


And the politics? There was more drama than the hottest soap opera. The only difference was that the story lines and the actors were real. Hell, the mayor of the city was caught smoking crack with his ex-girlfriend, and still managed to maintain the city’s respect. After going through rehab, he was able to come back and beat his replacement in the next election and serve another term.


The city afforded both Chris and Darcy many personal and social opportunities. But by the end of their sophomore year, the two of them rarely saw each other and hardly ever called. Chris had begun to tap into her “expression,” devoting her free time to doing just that. Two girls she had once seen in Dupont Circle lived at the end of her hall; she avoided them like the plague. On Thursday nights, she would sneak out of the dorm and go to lesbian clubs just to be around women like her. After a couple of weeks, that activity ceased because she ran into a classmate while sitting at the bar. Not only did Chris stop going to the club, but she dropped the class also.


As she’d done the year before, Chris maintained a revolving door of men in her Meridian Hill dorm room just to keep herself occupied and her mind off other things. Her male guests were so numerous that her friends labeled her “Mistress of Seduction.” Little did they know that behind those closed doors, Chris spent most of the time either watching television or doing homework on one side of the room while her “date” sat on the bed on the other side of the room. She didn’t talk much unless she wanted something. No kisses, no embraces. And, if she did do anything remotely sexual, it was quick and meaningless. She never promised to phone the day after or the next and, whenever she got one of those “was it good?” follow-up calls, Chris never suppressed her true feelings and pleasantly said, “No.” Anything was better than having her friends, her posse, know that she had a thing for women.


In the nation’s capital, a church was on almost every corner. Any denomination you wanted—Baptist, Church of Christ, African Methodist—take your pick. With each having congregations of several hundreds, Sunday mornings were the only time cars were allowed to double-park on D.C.’s crowded streets. All of the urban radio stations played a mixture of traditional and contemporary gospel music well into the afternoon, so if you didn’t feel up to taking a stroll down the aisle to sit behind the Mother Board, then you could get some good religion while driving in your car, while cleaning your house, or even while just chillin’ at Bedside Baptist.


The last thing that had come out of Chris’ grandmother’s mouth on the day that Chris left for college was, “Make sure ya find a good church while ya up there, ya hear? Don’t go ta shavin’ ya head and thangs but finds ya a good church home.”


Chris adored her grandmother, Albertrese Montague, who was both beautiful and wise, but Chris was sorry. Finding a church home was the last thing she wanted to do. After growing up in a house where she was forced to go to church, Chris just wasn’t having it. There were Sundays when Ms. Desmereaux found herself in a brief, holy mood and insisted that her daughters accompany her to Sunday School, the morning worship service, an afternoon program, and the evening service. Chris never understood why her mother suddenly started crying one Sunday and ran to the front of the church. Chris felt embarrassed after that and protested going to church by tearing holes in her pantyhose. She was afraid that her mother was going to start falling out all over the people seated next to them and would have to be carried out by the people who dressed in white and smelled of mothballs. Everybody had a fan or made themselves one out of the program, and then they’d stand over Chris and her sister disrupting what Chris felt to be her space. She just prayed that none of them used that wad of Kleenex or that dingy handkerchief that was balled up in their pockets. Her mother would pull one of those falling-out stunts once or twice during a service, and then they might not attend church for another month. When the summer rolled around, Chris and her sister, Iysha, had to go to Vacation Bible School where the only joy Chris found was in creative arts and the refreshments. Going there wasn’t a choice but an order.


To further distort what Chris was taught to respect as religion, Chris had memories of her mother’s pastor coming over to Chris’ aunt’s house while she was growing up. He wasn’t there in the broad daylight to pray or to go over Sunday School lessons. Shit, he wasn’t even there to eat. He was all over Tookie—short for Tosha—the minute he hit the door, with one hand up her skirt while the other clutched and massaged her breasts. During one of his visits, Chris was trying so hard to see that she fell into the china cabinet, but they were so into it, moaning and groaning, groping and grinding, that they didn’t even hear or see her.


Once she got a little older, Chris discovered that the same pastor had also had an affair with her Aunt Barbara, Tookie’s older sister. He only came over at night after his wife went to work and, to keep up the image that he felt he’d earned, his dumb ass rolled up in her driveway in the brand-new Buick that the church had bought him. Dumb ass! In the years that passed, neither sibling was ashamed of her fling and, as appropriate, no one ever discussed it. What sickened Chris the most was that this was the same pastor her mother dragged her to see whenever they went to church. She detested going so much that she started tearing holes in whatever she could to keep from leaving the house. This was the same pastor who stood in the pulpit before a congregation of hundreds and preached sermon after sermon about fornication and adultery. And sadly, this was also the same pastor who ate dinner with his wife at Chris’ grandmother’s house every Sunday after church—with both Tookie and Barbara sitting across the table. For years, Chris, in torn clothes and all, sat on the hard pews of her personal, mental torture chamber. Through the years, she’d been made to sit enough to see cushions put on the pews.


And the fashion shows? They only got better with every member always trying to outdress the next. Sunday in and Sunday out the drama was the same. When she finally got old enough to walk out of the service without her mother’s permission, Chris casually made her way to the exit during “Amazing Grace” and stayed gone until the sermon was over. In Chris’ opinion, this man of God could never say anything she’d ever want to hear. Sunday night musicals performed by hip slappers from across the city; bake sales with cakes as hard as rocks and tasteless half-baked pies; and constant gossip about everything and everybody except Jesus were all parts of the “religious” experience that had been forced upon her. Growing up with that, she had no desire to find a church home. Believing that there had to be some better way to spend a Sunday, Chris found a job.
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During their junior year, Darcy, playing matchmaker, introduced Chris to Trey. He had seen a picture of her on Darcy’s wall and was dying to be introduced to the woman who always seemed to be looking back at him. As fate would have it, Trey was visiting Darcy one evening when Chris unexpectedly called.


“Darcy?” Chris’ voice was very meticulous and, although they didn’t talk much, Darcy immediately picked up on her voice.


“Well, ain’t this nothing!” Darcy was sweet and uppity when she wanted to be, but she was still country and still had lots of Southern hospitality. That’s why everybody knew it was okay to crash at her place for the weekend. She did the cooking, and everyone else brought the drinks, cards, and board games. The spades tournaments had gotten so serious that she had to rent extra card tables and chairs. There were always at least five extra decks of cards around . . . just in case somebody brought a friend or two. “What’s up?” she shrieked. “I ain’t seen you in a while.”


“Honey, I’ve been around. Trying to get shit together for midterms. Working. Nothing really spectacular.”


“I feel you on that. I saw you the other day headed across the yard, but I was in a hurry trying to get to class.”


“Girl, I was probably headed home. That’s a long walk at the end of a day.”


“Walk? Where are you living now?”


“In this house on Second Street. Bunch of crazy ass religious folks living there, but the rent is cheap.”


“Religious? You? Oh, I know yo’ ass is about to go crazy.”


“Yep. It’s the best I can do right now, since my financial aid is still so screwed up. I hate this damn school when it comes to that. I went up there this morning to see if my loan papers had been processed. Here it is, September, and they’re still talking about it’s an eight-week process.”


“Chris, it’s just the middle of September.”


“They’ve had the shit since last spring, Darcy. C’mon now.”


“Aw, well, that’s different.”


“The trifling ho that’s supposed to be helping me walked past me eating a fuckin’ hot dog and rolled her eyes at me. When I got into her office, she acted like she didn’t know what the hell I was there for. She sees me almost twice a week, and each time I have to refresh her memory about the situation. Same ol’ Howard bullshit. You’re so lucky that you don’t have to put up with that.”


By this time, Chris could hear commotion in the background, and realized that Darcy had been distracted for quite some time. Whoever it was wanted to talk to Chris. Darcy cuffed the receiver, muffling her conversation.


Whispering, Darcy said, “Look, there’s this guy over here that’s been bugging me about meeting you, and he just realized that I’m talking to you . . .”


The handset was snatched from Darcy’s hands, and Chris could hear her fighting to get it back.


“Who dis?” the husky voice asked. “Is dis Darcy’s niggah?”


“Excuse me?” Chris responded. The voice’s owner was giggling like a young schoolboy and, at that moment, Chris didn’t have time for games. “May I please speak back to Darcy?” she demanded.


Realizing that the other party was obviously female, he asked, “Are you the girl in the picture?”


“What picture?”


“The picture hanging on the wall in Darcy’s room.”


The voice had matured a little bit and had regained some composure.


“What does it look like?”


Chris couldn’t remember any picture that she’d given Darcy and was absolutely clueless.


Right then, Chris heard the receiver hit the floor.


“Aw, shit, it is her! C’mon, Darcy, hook me up!”


Chris started blushing.


Out of breath, Darcy snatched the phone back. “Girl, I’m sorry. That was Trey. We can discuss him later. What did you need?”


“I called to see if you’d kept any notes from Dr. Hill’s class. We’ve got a test next week, and I’m missing a few things. You know how I tend to miss class every now and then.”


“Every now and then? I know better than that shit. Hell, knowing you, it was too cold to get out of bed, and you decided to miss class. But, yeah, I’ve got all of his stuff. Want me to meet you on campus tomorrow with it? I’ve got some work to do in the psych department in the morning. We can hook up there or in Blackburn, since I need to go to the bookstore.”


“Blackburn is too far. I’ll meet you in the psych department.”


“That’s cool. Is nine-thirty good for you?”


“Yeah, I’ll see you then.”


Darcy covered the receiver again and whispered, “I’ll call you back when he leaves.”


“Okay.”


About three hours later, Darcy called and gave Chris the low-down on Trey. It was after midnight but Chris, intrigued by all the attention, had waited patiently.


“Darcy, what picture was that boy talking about?”


“The one you took after you started working out and got fine. Remember that?”


Chris thought about it for a minute and recalled the pictures she’d taken after a short relationship with a preacher back home that had charmed her to death, gotten into her panties, and then broken up with her—all within less than a month. Therapeutic for Chris, those pictures gave her a new lease on life.


“I gave you one of those pictures?”


“Actually, no. I took one. Anyway, he and his boys come over here almost every day and harass me nonstop about the girl in the picture. I never tell them shit because they’re too damn nosy. When my phone rang tonight, they ran in here and tried to get it before I did. They just knew it was my man.”


“Your man?”


“Bitch, you know better. You know damn well I ain’t got no man.”


“Aw!” Chris chuckled.


“I gotta put their asses outta my room,” Darcy complained. “Hook me up! Hook me up, Darcy!” Annoyed, Chris’ friend continued, “He and his friends are the most immature muthafuckas I’ve ever met.”


Chris was flattered and, while her ego was doing flips, she had no interest in an underclassman. She had been fucking preachers, doctors, and lawyers . . . far too experienced for a schoolboy and way too bitchy for his kindness.


“What have you told him about me, Darcy?”


“Well, let’s see. I mentioned the fact that you’re smart as hell but a true bitch when you wanna be.”


“To say the least.”


“But I also told him that you’re really a nice person who could use a nice gentleman friend. Nothing serious. Just a friend.”


“And he said?”


“He still insisted on meeting you. He’s got this image of his ideal woman being a redbone with an attitude. That’s what he wants.”


“I hate it when guys have this ready-made woman in their heads because if you do the niggah wrong, he’ll hate you for life.”


“True, but he’s so damn desperate, girl. I don’t think that he even cares. His mind isn’t that mature yet. You gotta remember this, though.”


“What?”


“He’s so tight with his money that he squeaks, Chris.”


“You know I could care less about a man and his money. That’s why I try to keep my own. Besides, from what you’ve told me, he ain’t got his hands on the right piece of ass yet. When he does, he’ll set the dollars out quicker than he can make ’em.”


“You two might hit it off, with you being so worldly and all. Let him hit that upperclassman ass a couple of times. He’ll be running behind you like a newborn puppy.”


Chris snickered. “I guess you’ve got a point. You have his number?” Knowing full well she had no interest in a relationship, Chris was willing to take a chance. She’d made the decision to leave that other stuff alone.


“Yeah, I got it. Call him and leave a message. It’ll fuck with him, that you called while he was out. He left here headed for campus to help one of his friends, and I know that’s gonna take him a minute.”


By two o’clock that morning, Darcy had informed Chris that Trey had his own car, lived in Maryland, was a communications major, and had a serious weakness for women. In spite of the fact that he was silly most of the time, Trey was really a nice guy. The only problem—he was a freshman and still had massive growing up to do. Oh, and it was determined that Trey was still a virgin.


The clock read four-seventeen a.m. when the telephone rang. Having been asleep only a couple of hours, Chris was groggy as hell.


“Hello.” She sighed.


“May I speak to Chris?”


“Uh-huh. This is she.”


“Hey, um, this is Trey. You talked to me over at Darcy’s place?”


The refresher course wasn’t necessary. Chris had an excellent memory and had just learned his life’s history from Darcy. “Yeah, what’s up? I see you got my message.”


“Yes, I did. I’m sorry for calling you back so late or rather so early, but some friends of mine were having relationship problems and I was up on campus trying to help them out. I started to wait until . . .” Trey hesitated. “Well, I thought maybe I should wait until later today to call, but I really did want to talk to you.”


Drifting in and out, Chris interjected, “I don’t mean to cut you off, but I have got to get these last two hours of sleep in. I have to be at work at eight. Can you call me back later?”


Without hesitation, Trey said, “Sure, I can. What would be a good time?”


“I’m done with classes at three, and I have work study again until five.”


“Will five-thirty be okay?”


“That’s cool.”


“Really, Chris, I’m sorry for disturbing you at this hour.”


“No big deal, Trey. I’m glad you did.”


Chris and Trey had their first date a couple of days later—with his two best friends, Bernard and Vance. All three were still schoolboy stupid. Everything was funny, everything had an inside joke and, for them, house music was their independence anthem. They felt that no date was complete without at least two of them in the car. Chris, much more seasoned than the trio, finally put her foot down with Trey and offered him some pussy. It was the only way she’d get to spend time alone with him and, believe it or not, she actually liked him.
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