
[image: Cover]



Thank you for downloading this Atria Books eBook.



Join our mailing list and get updates on new releases, deals, bonus content and other great books from Atria Books and Simon & Schuster.




CLICK HERE TO SIGN UP





or visit us online to sign up at
eBookNews.SimonandSchuster.com





the sisters of APF



[image: image]


This novel is dedicated to my loving husband and best friend, Wayne, and to the sorors of Alpha Phi Fuckem Sorority, Inc. www.alphaphifuckem.com You didn’t know?



acknowledgments


With every book, writing acknowledgments becomes harder because I am always afraid that I will leave someone “important” out. The fact is that everyone is important to me. So, if for some reason you do not see your name here, please forgive a tired, pregnant woman for the oversight.

God is still number one on my list and forever will be. Every day is a gift. Every day is a challenge. That is what I live for. Without His blessings, none of us would be here and that is something that should never be regarded as a given.

To my parents, who are celebrating their 50th Wedding Anniversary a couple of months after this book comes out, you are an inspiration to those of us that are just in the early stages of married life. Fifty years is truly a lifetime and I cannot think of a more adoring couple. Thanks for raising me, sustaining me, and being the coolest parents on the earth. It is not easy to accept that your daughter writes “sex books,” but your love has only gotten stronger for me and I appreciate it and both of you.

To my husband, Wayne, I do not have to tell you the level of importance you have in my life because I attempt to show that to you every day. In return, I get pampered and showered with love so it is an even trade-off. Like you always say, our relationship is not 50/50 but 100/100.

To my kids, Mommy loves and adores you. I am so proud of all of your accomplishments, and the joy you bring into my life can never be measured. To my son, even though your hormones are raging and you are learning to be independent, never forget that I am your best friend and your greatest supporter. To my daughter, the love notes you give me on a daily basis are inspirational and there is not a shadow of doubt that you will follow in my footsteps and become an author.You already are one. To the son I am carrying inside of me, we can barely wait to meet you and as active as you are already, I am sure you will come out putting foot to ass just like your proud papa. To Erica, I am glad to call you my stepdaughter and I am sure that we will only become closer as time goes by.

To my family members: Miss Bettye, Carlita, Charmaine, Rick, David, Aunt Rose, Aunt Margaret, Aunt Neet, Miss Maurice and Uncle Snook, Uncle George and Miss Mary, Joyce and Ed, and all those I am close to, thanks for the support and love.

To my friends: Pamela Crockett, Esq., Destiny Wood, Lisa Fox, Karen Black, Janet Allen, Sharon Johnson, Dee Mc-Conneaughy, Denise Barrow, Tracy Crockett, and all the rest of you chicas, thanks for all the laughs, all the cookouts and parties at the crib, and for practically breaking your neck to get to me when you all think I even cough the wrong way. While I do think you all are a bit overprotective at times, there is never a second when I do not appreciate the love. A special shout out goes to Pamela Crockett, M.D., and Cornelia Williams, two of my oldest and dearest friends that are still representing down in Georgia.

To the special kids in my life: Arianna, Ashley, Jazmin, Adam (my teenage godson), Jerlan (my new godson), Tislem, Indira, Briana, Karlin, Brian, Jr., and Nicholas, thanks for making me remember that children are the most precious gifts.

To all the people that honored my wishes on my wedding day and made donations to the Children’s National Medical Center in lieu of gifts, thank you for your generous offerings to help make the lives of children suffering from major illnesses brighter. It meant the world to us and your thoughtfulness was heartwarming.

To my agent, Sara Camilli, as always thanks for keeping my best interest at the forefront of every conversation, for always being concerned about my health and impressing upon me the need to get rest. I often get excited about life in general and it is hard to slow down; even for a few seconds.

To my editor, Malaika Adero, thanks for putting up with a free-spirited, controversial writer such as myself. One never knows what I will be turning in next, but you always accept it with grace.Thank you to the rest of the Simon & Schuster family: Carolyn Reidy, Judith Curr, Louise Burke, Demond Jarrett, Brigitte Smith, Dennis Eulau, and the rest of the crew for your unwavering support and encouragement. A special thanks goes out to my publicist, Staci Shands, for all of her hard work on my behalf.

To the Strebor Books International family that is growing by leaps and bounds, thanks for allowing me to share in your dreams. I am honored to be not only your publisher but your friend. You are the authors of the future and I will not give up until all of you get what you deserve. I hope that my readers will support all of you because I would not publish you unless I knew in my heart that they would enjoy your work. So to my readers, please check out: Daughter by Spirit and Everybody Got Issues by V. Anthony Rivers, All That and a Bag of Chips and Been There, Done That by Darrien Lee, Luvalwayz:The Opposite Sex and Relationships and Draw Me With Your Love by Shonell Bacon and JDaniels, The Last Dream Before Dawn by D.V. Bernard, Feenin by Nane Quartay, Sex, Lies & Big Mistakes by Destin Soul, Love and Justice by Rique Johnson, Nyagra’s Falls by Michelle Valentine, Turkeystuffer by Mark Crockett, My Diet Starts Tomorrow by Laurel Handfield, Another Man’s Wife by Shonda Cheekes, Missed Conceptions by Michelle DeLeon, Pandora’s Box by Allison Hobbs, Money for Good by Franklin White, Ballad of a Ghetto Poet by A.J. White, Passion Marks by Lee Hayes, and Jasminium by Jonathan Luckett. Also check out Blackgentlemen.com by myself, Shonda Cheekes, JD Mason (author of And on the 8th Day She Rested and One Day I Saw a Black King), and Eileen Johnson as well as Sistergirls.com by Rique Johnson, Destin Soul, V. Anthony Rivers, William Fredrick Cooper (author of Six Days in January), Earl Sewell (author of Taken for Granted), and Michael Pressley (author of Blackfunk and Blackfunk II: No Regrets/No Apologies). Much love goes out to the Strebor Books International staff: Charmaine, Wayne, Andre, and Pamela, as well as all the freelancers that make our lives easier. For more information, check out www.streborbooks.com.

Thanks to all the other authors that have shown me love, respect and support from day one: Eric Jerome Dickey, Margaret Johnson-Hodge, Sheila Copeland, Tracy Price-Thompson, Karen E. Quinones Miller, Nancy Flowers, Gwynne Forster, Pat G’Orge-Walker, Collen Dixon, Dwayne Birch (I am still your biggest fan and once these publishing houses stop sleeping on you, you are going to be a force to be reckoned with—Shattered Souls should have sold 500,000 copies by now), Marlon Green, Anthony Ri’chard, and so many, many more. If I left your name out, insert it here ——. To those authors that have befriended me and then decided to try to stab me in the back, trust me when I say that it all gets back to me. I am not mad; just disappointed. You can’t knock the hustle and if you think talking bad about me will help you sell more books, I wish you well. There is enough room at this table for all of us; wake up and realize it.

Thanks to all the distributors, bookstores, book clubs both on- and offline that support my efforts. Thanks to all the radio personalities and reporters that have taken the time out to interview me; especially asha bandele from Essence and David Kirkpatrick from the New York Times. Thanks to all the people that spread the word about my books because word-of-mouth advertising is what truly sells them. Thanks to all the thousands of people that email me weekly to tell me to keep my head up and not listen to the “haters.” Do not worry; nothing and no one can make me change what is in my heart and when I am writing, it is just me and my imagination. We are both off the chain. For the thousands that have requested Shame on It All Again, it is coming along with Shame on It All Forever. Harmony, Bryce, Lucky, Fatima, and Colette have a long way to go and I love writing about them.

Hubby, close your eyes and skip over this part. The Sisters of APF:The Indoctrination of Soror Ride Dick means a lot to me. It was a joy to write and being a member of the sorority itself is even more of a joy.

If I have forgotten anyone, please do not take it personally. I have another book coming out in three months (Nervous), and another one coming out three months after that (Skyscraper), so I will catch you on the next one.

Now sit back, grab a glass of wine, a beer, or some white lightning if you are from South Dakota like the main character in this book and enjoy the escapades of Mary Ann, Patricia, and Olive.

Peace and blessings,

Zane

 

In the beginning, there was sex. Boring, passionless sex with women in the missionary position looking at the ceiling, wishing men would hurry up and bust a nut so they can get to sleep. That type of meaningless sex lasted for generations—from the days of the caveman, to the days of the covered wagons, to the days of the bouffant—men thinking they can get their jollies off and not give women pleasure in return.

Then change began to take place; right around the time women obtained the right to vote. Women’s sexual inhibitions began to vanish. Sistahs began to realize that if they can work hard every day, bring home the bacon and raise a family, then they deserve a little hellified sex in their lives. No, make that a lot of hellified sex. They started telling men what they liked and disliked in the bedroom. They started teaching men how to please women. Most importantly, women learned how to please themselves.

Now is the time for the revolution!

The female sexual revolution!

As we embark on the new millennium,

it is time for all the real sexual divas

to stand up and be counted.

Embrace your freakiness.

Come out of the closets.

If your man can’t handle it,

trade his ass in for one who can.

Where does it all begin?

Who knows?


I know where the revolution begins. It begins with the illustrious sorors of ALPHA PHI FUCKEM SORORITY, INC. Every story has a beginning, a middle, and an end. This is ours.

—Soror Ride Dick



the sisters of APF




alpha phi fuckem*


We are a sorority. You won’t find us on any college campus, though. Nor will you see us participating in step shows or collecting canned goods for the needy or having parties at a sorority house. We walk alone. We are as close as any sisterhood can get, and we would lay down our lives for each other. We are professional, well-educated women from all walks of life: bankers, lawyers, accountants, doctors, teachers. We are the proud sorors of Alpha Phi Fuckem Sorority, and we are here to stay.

We were founded over twenty years ago in a penthouse overlooking the Potomac River in Georgetown, an upper-class area of Washington, D.C. Most of the founding members have moved on, but they’re always around to guide us if ever we need their wisdom. A classmate at law school inducted me into the sorority eight years ago. Her name’s Patricia, and she’s my mentor, having been in the sorority a good two years before myself.

Currently, there are twenty-four active members of the Washington, D.C., chapter. Yes, there are other chapters. There are seven chapters altogether, with sistahs in about three or four other cities trying to form groups now. We have the D.C. chapter and others in New York City, Chicago, Los Angeles, Detroit, Atlanta, and Miami. We even have an annual convention under the ruse of an African-American female business organization. At least, that’s what we tell the hotels where we stay.

It takes a significant amount of time to start a chapter because it takes a certain type of woman to be eligible for membership. What are the requirements? First of all, you have to be able to pass an initiation. Every aspect of your life is scrutinized and gone over with a fine-toothed comb. We have to all feel comfortable around you and feel you have that edge about you that sets you apart from other women. We have to feel you are deserving enough to participate in our erotic adventures.

Secondly, you must be trustworthy, secretive, and willing to take all the freaky shit we do to your grave. No one outside the sorority can ever know the things we do. You must be willing to lie to your husband or boyfriend or, in some cases, your girlfriend about where you’re going and what you’re doing. We all lie, but the sexual gratification we get as our reward is well worth it. We give a whole new outlook to the word creeping. The men we engage in our little escapades are not in the position to tell on us, mostly because they have no idea who the hell we are. We’re just faces and bodies, tits and ass, to them. However, the members of the sorority all know who the others are, and therefore, it’s important that the trust is there. We could all lose our reputations, possibly even our careers, if the existence of Alpha Phi Fuckem ever came to light.

Thirdly, and this is by far the most important qualification, you have to straight up love fucking. There is just no getting around that, but it goes beyond the normal spectrum of society’s definition of fucking. You have to be down for whatever, whenever, and with whomever. No limitations, no inhibitions, and no mental hang-ups are allowed. You must be a woman looking to take sexuality to another level.

Let me give you a quick overview of our mission. We have two “gatherings” a month. The first one is indeed a business meeting. Like I said, we’re all professional women. We have an investment club where we pool our resources and invest in certain stocks and bonds. It’s each member’s responsibility to bring detailed information to the meeting pertaining to at least one corporation and/or product. After all of the options have been discussed, we decide as a group what new investments we will undertake. We also discuss the profits and losses of the stocks already in our portfolio and decide whether to increase or decrease our shares. We have quite a portfolio established. It is a very lucrative investment for all those involved.

The second “gathering” of the month is what we affectionately call Freak Night. Each month, two members are selected at random to organize an activity for the month. The activity chosen must be both sexually stimulating and completely off the hook. Allow me to elaborate. For example, two months ago in January, Yolanda and Keisha decided to host a night of checkers. Yes, I said checkers. Checkers with a twist. Our two sorors rented a ski chalet up in the Shenandoah Mountains of Virginia, a couple hours drive from D.C. It was a huge chalet with six bedrooms, huge whirlpools, a great room, and a breathtaking view of the ski slopes.

It was snowing heavily when we arrived at the top of the mountain. We all met up at the chalet. Patricia and I rode up together in her Mercedes ATV. After all the young ladies had arrived, Yolanda and Keisha went over the agenda for the evening before the men showed up. As usual, the men my sistahs selected were right on point. We all have the same general taste in men, and that’s a good thing, because there are never any complaints. Where they found them, who knows? They were somebody’s sons, somebody’s husbands, somebody’s lovers, somebody’s babies’ daddies. Who cares as long as the sex is good!

The men arrived one, two, and three at a time. Some knew each other already, if they were “picked up” together. All of them were taken off guard when they entered the chalet. In every room throughout the house, there were butt-naked women strategically positioned in front of a checkerboard, including myself. They were informed by the two hostesses, both of whom greeted them naked at the door, that they could challenge the lady of their choice to a game. Imagine their shock to arrive at what they were told would be a cocktail party and discover a virtual smorgasbord of pussy instead.

So play checkers we did, after asking all the men to get naked as well. They were all down because they knew something like that would probably never happen to them again. Maybe in a wet dream, but not during waking hours. We played checkers everywhere—at the dining room and kitchen tables, on the coffee table, on the hearth of the fireplace, on all the beds, on huge stuffed floor pillows. Everywhere. We chatted with the men about the typical things people would talk about at a cocktail party and served them drinks when they requested them so they could see our tits and ass as we walked across the room to get their drinks.

Their dicks were all degrees of hard and came in all different lengths and degrees of thickness. I love dick more than I love my next breath, so they were all mighty appealing to me. I played checkers with a guy from Baltimore. He offered his name. I declined to accept it and refused to give mine. Instead of calling each other by our real names when men are present, we call each other by nicknames like Soror Deep Throat, Soror Cum Hard, and Soror Ride Dick. Yeah, it’s silly but we’re not trying to impress anyone. It’s extremely vital that our real identities remain sacred.

We sat there in the snow-covered chalet for most of the evening playing checkers and shooting the breeze. Wet pussies were everywhere because all of us are multiorgasmic. Just looking at all the dick in the house made us horny as hell. Then came the highlight of the evening, and just in the nick of time too. One more game of checkers without getting some dick, and I was going to start fingering myself and eating my own dayum pussy.

Yolanda and Keisha told everyone it was time to get busy and turned some classic fuck songs on the boom box, the kind of songs that immediately bring fucking to the mind and cease any and all other brain activity. You know the kind. At that point, we all went to fucking. We each fucked the gentleman we had played checkers with the first go-round, and then it turned into a straight up fuckfest. Dicks, tits, ass, pussy everywhere.

Soror Deep Throat, an ophthalmologist during the day, sucked off about every man in there. As usual, I thought she was going for the title in the world records book. My sistah loves sucking some dick more than any woman I have ever known. She comes to the gatherings more to suck dick than to fuck. Soror Cum Hard, a professor of paleontology, is the exact opposite. She loves to be eaten, and by as many men as she can muster up the energy to feed in one night.

Soror Ride Dick would be none other than myself, an assistant district attorney. I avidly believe in the more the merrier. I don’t know what it is about riding a dick that turns my ass out, but I love it. Maybe it’s having all the control and watching men shiver and lose command of the English language when you’re an expert on riding a dick like I am. It takes skills to ride a man in such a fashion that he wants to get in the fetal position and cry afterward because it was so dayum good.

It was a great orgy, as they all are. Everyone left completely sated and with smiles on their faces the next morning. Patricia and I discussed the highlights of the night before as we cautiously descended the icy mountain road, passing a family of deer walking in single file, tracking footprints through the snow.

Anyway, that was the gist of our January activity. February was just as intriguing. Sorors Lisa and Melanie undertook the task of planning a very special Valentine’s Day dance. They paid the owner of a sleazy strip club an exorbitant amount of money, in cash of course, to rent the entire place for one evening. They filled the small place up with men in suits, and we each took turns taking the stage and stripping our asses off. All of us wore masks—the kind with feathers you find in abundance at the Mardi Gras. We wore all sorts of sexy lingerie, but ended up in the raw by the end of our individual performances.

Once each lady finished her performance, she would get the opportunity to choose which man she wanted to sit with at a table. At that point, she had to continue her exhibition by sitting facing the man, with one leg thrown up on the table. This enabled him to get an eagle’s-eye view of her pussy. He watched while she fucked herself with the ten-inch dildo placed on each table by the hostesses, along with anal beads, butt plugs, and Ben Wa balls to use later on in the evening.

After the last performance, Soror Three Input, a network analyst, pulled a man onstage and showed us a captivating rendition of ass-fucking. It’s her personal favorite. Once her interpretation of the fine art of anal sex was over, we had a free-for-all. I made the man I was with get down on his knees underneath the table and eat my pussy while I sucked my own pussy juices off the dildo, and we proceeded from there. He was a great lover, and sometimes I hate the fact that we can never see these men again. It’s such a waste when they have the bomb-ass dick.

Just two nights ago, Patricia and I hosted the March gathering. We decided to go back in time and get a little psychedelic thing going. We convinced this guy to let us use his photography studio for the evening. It was in a huge loft, so we had plenty of space. We told all the sorors to wear some bell-bottoms, platforms, crocheted tank tops, halters, or whatever, along with Afro wigs, and meet us there. We found some cool-ass men for the night, including the photographer. That was part of the deal for letting us use his place. Once everyone got there, we turned on the black-light bulbs and strobe lights and danced, getting butt-naked as we went along. Once everyone was nude and doing the hustle, the bump, and the dog to old-school jams, we passed out tubes of neon body paint in various colors and had everyone paint each other. We even had small paint rollers so the men could roll paint onto our asses and wherever else.

Patricia and I had completely covered the hard wood floor with white sheets so we didn’t leave a mess. The way everyone was naked and glowing in the dark was wild, especially when the fucking began. We had the photographer take several rolls of film. This was definitely one for the scrapbooks. It was safe because it was so dark in the place that only the body paints and outlines of bodies were visible. Seeing the mass orgy of neon bodies rolling around on the floor was nothing short of amazing.

Well, that brings us up to date. Next month, Sorors Diane and Cynthia are in charge. I can hardly wait to see what they have in store. I realize all of this must seem crazy to outsiders, but trust me, it’s not as preposterous as it sounds. The sorority of Alpha Phi Fuckem has already survived for twenty years, and we will survive for a hundred more. One of the founding members is now a governor. She was keynote speaker at our last year’s national convention. We’re not just some group of women who have fly-by-night ideas, do something for a little while, and get tired of it. We’re determined to keep this sorority alive. Just as determined as we are with all the other aspects of our lives.

You would never be able to pick us out as we walk down the street, volunteer at community events, bake cookies for the church bake sales, and act as cheerleaders on the sidelines at our kids’ Little League games. Most women have an undercover freak in them yearning to get loose. If we can free our bodies, then we can also free our minds. Soror Ride Dick, over and out!


The events in this novel take place between August 1994 and March 1995.
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mary ann

“Mary Ann!” My father’s voice roared up the stairwell and startled me out of my trance. “You better get a move on or you’ll miss the bus!” he said as I was enthralled in the mishaps of a blue jay on my windowsill. The same blue jay that had visited me on a regular basis for the past two years.

“I’m coming, Daddy!” I got up off my bed and threw a stack of journals into my duffel bag. I had already managed to cram most of my meager wardrobe into the trunk my mother gave me—a hand-me-down that once belonged to my great-grandmother. My duffel bag held the most important items though: all of my favorite photographs, my collection of show ribbons I won over the years in junior horseback riding competitions, and my journals.

There was no way I would leave my journals behind for my younger siblings or, God forbid, my parents to find. My life had not been all that exciting up to now—in fact, I wished I had more scandal to write about. Still, the pages contained my private thoughts and my personal history. They were for my eyes only.

“Mary Ann, don’t make me have to come up there and get you!” Daddy yelled again. He was obviously more nervous than I was about my leaving home for law school in Washington, D.C. He had been worked up for more than a month, trying to make sure I had everything that I needed for the trip. Granted, moving from South Dakota clear across the country was a major undertaking for me. I had never been outside my home state. I did my undergraduate work at a local college so I could stay close to my parents and help them out with the chicken farm and in the raising of my rambunctious sisters and brothers. I am the eldest of nine. I felt guilty about leaving them all behind but attending Hartsdale Law School had always been a dream of mine. I had worked hard to get accepted, basically giving up my social life to make sure I had good enough grades. I lucked out. I was offered a scholarship so I was flat out of excuses not to leave.

The night before my departure, my twelve-year-old sister Caroline came into my room and pleaded with me not to go. It was one of the hardest conversations of my entire life and ended with both of us in tears. By the time she returned to the bedroom she shared with Liza and Amelia, I think I had managed to convince her that I was doing the right thing. Nonetheless, I was dreading going downstairs to say goodbye. I just knew it would be emotional and depressing.

“Mary Ann!” I could really hear the irritation in my daddy’s voice. “Get a move on! Now!”

I grabbed my duffel bag off the bed, looked around my cozy bedroom one last time, and tried to let it all sink in. I took a mental photograph of the teddy bear collection on my window seat, the flowery pink wallpaper, and my thirteen-inch television that had seen much better days and was missing an antenna for more than three years. I knew that my parents would reassign my bedroom to some of my siblings, so it would be drastically different by the time I returned home for a visit. The scenario would not be one where I would come back ten years later with my husband and children and everything would be exactly as I left it. That only happens in movies.

As I made my way down the steep set of stairs, I tried to fight back the tears. I was twenty-two years old and had no business acting childish about the situation. This move was my decision and I had to live with it. I reached the bottom of the steps, expecting to see several sets of pouted lips and soggy eyes. Instead, I had the shock of my life. A chorus of cheers began.

“Mary Ann! Mary Ann! She’s our woman! If she can’t do it, no one can!” All of my family members had raised their voices for me and I was overwhelmed. They had painted posters and draped colorful streamers all over the living room and dining room area. Each of my siblings took turns giving me cards they had made for me and presents.

By the time I walked out onto the porch ten minutes later, my duffel bag was filled to the brim with everything from a spinning top and black baby doll to a small collection of baseball cards and the sack of country-ham biscuits my mother made me for the bus.

I hugged all of my siblings in the house. Only my mother followed me onto the porch while Daddy went around back to get his pickup truck from the detached garage.

I turned to face my mother but had trouble making eye contact. “I’m going to miss you, Momma,” I stated in a barely audible voice. “I’m going to miss everybody so much.” Somehow I had managed to stay dry-eyed through the well-wishing inside, but not now.

My mother lifted my chin, forcing me to look into her eyes. “We love you, Mary Ann. Your father and I are extremely proud of you.”

“I know that, Momma.” I gave her a huge bear hug and whispered in her ear, “I’ll continue to make you proud of me. I promise.”

She pulled back from me slightly and gathered my head in both of her hands. I noticed the age lines on her face for the very first time. But she was still beautiful with her perfect mocha complexion, deep-set brown eyes, and high cheekbones.

“Mary Ann, I know that you’ll do your best at law school and that’s all we can ask from you.”

“But the kids, Momma,” I protested. “How will you and Daddy manage without me?”

She started giggling. “We’ll miss you dearly but, trust me, we can handle that group of rowdy chaps in there.”

I laughed along with her. “Yeah, but you have to admit they can be a handful.”

“No more so than you were.” She kissed me lightly on the cheek. “In fact, you were two handfuls.”

I glanced at my watch and realized I had less than an hour before the bus left. It would take at least forty minutes for Daddy to make it into town. He drove at a snail’s pace.

“I have to go, Momma.” I gave her another hug and clenched my eyes shut. The tears were flowing whether I wanted them to or not. “I’ll call you as soon as I get settled in the dorm.”

“Bye, baby!”

I ran down the porch steps just as my father was pulling around the house. I leapt into the passenger side, slammed the door, and covered my face with my hands. I didn’t want my mother to see more crying.

Daddy pulled off with a jerk and didn’t say a word to me until we got on the highway a good fifteen minutes later. I had managed to calm down some, but my breathing was still shallow. He placed his hand on my knee. “Mary Ann, it’s going to be okay.” As I looked over at him, he had a cinematic smile on his face. “I hear Washington, D.C., is a great city to live in. Full of opportunities for lawyers.”

“I’m not a lawyer yet, Daddy,” I managed to utter. “I haven’t even officially started law school yet.”

“True, but in three years you’ll be a lawyer. A damn good one at that.”

I grinned at him. He always managed to brighten the darkest of days. “I’m glad you have so much confidence in me.”

“Hell, you’re a Ferguson and what a Ferguson wants, a Ferguson gets!”

“Daddy, if that were true, then I would be able to stay in South Dakota and attend Hartsdale Law.”

“Well, a Ferguson gets almost anything they want.” He chuckled. Both of our moods turned solemn and we fell silent once again for a few seconds. “Hey, have you heard the one about the bald chicken and the blue pig?”

“Oh boy, not another joke!” I wasn’t really in the right frame of mind for his silly chicken jokes but I humored him. “Go ahead and tell it, Daddy!”

He had me laughing all the way to the bus depot, babbling on and on about chickens. Beyond his family, chickens are my father’s entire life. In fact, chicken farming has been the occupation of my family for generations. My great-grandparents lived in the same farmhouse where I grew up. I was going to miss home something terrible: the ten-foot-high ceilings, the fireplace in the dining room, the view of the sunset from the loft of the barn.

We arrived at the bus station ten minutes before bus 1013 was due to depart. My daddy rushed to get my trunk off the bed of the truck and underneath the bus before they slammed the cargo section shut. Afterward, we stood on pins and needles, neither one of us wanting to say goodbye.

“I don’t have to go, Daddy,” I blurted out.

“Yes you do,” he quickly replied. “This is what you’ve always wanted. You’ve worked hard for this and, gosh darnit, you’re going to go as far as that brain of yours will take you.”

“What if I’m not good enough for them?”

“You’re good enough for everybody. You’re just not for everybody. Don’t let anyone tell you any different.” He threw his arm around my shoulder and pulled me close. “Now get on that bus and call us when you get to D.C.”

I grasped onto his waist for dear life. “Thanks for bringing me into this world, Daddy. Thanks for everything.”

“No, thank you.” He brushed his lips across my forehead and then pushed me away from him toward the steps of the bus. “Get on now.”

I was halfway up the steps when I turned to look at him one more time, all six feet five inches of him. I toppled back down the steps, threw my arms around his neck, and gave him a big wet one on his left cheek. “Bye, Daddy!”
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