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Bodies in Motion

Lesbian Light Reads 4

I thought what I wanted was one fantastic
woman in my life. I nearly ended up with two.

I hadn’t wanted to go to the Windy City
Style magazine’s “40 Under 40” reception, but my co-workers
cajoled me into it by reminding me about all the delicious free
food that would be on offer. My friends convinced me to go by
reminding me how attracted I was to smart, high-achieving women
like me. Who knew I would meet two wonderful women, and they would
both be sexy and smart as hell?

“Just go to the damn reception, girl,” my
best and oldest friend, Patrice, told me over dinner one night
after work. “You’ve earned it, and think of the networking!”

Patrice had always been all about the
networking. But I was stubborn and about to give the reception a
pass. My boss basically ordered me to go. He appealed, shamelessly
I might add, to my sense of loyalty and desire to do the right
thing.

“Besides,” he had said, “it’ll be good
publicity for us and for you.”

Publicity. Yeah. Ever since I’d been named
manager of one of the major tourist attractions in the city, if not
the entire state, I’d been getting lots of attention. I was not
only the first woman to be named manager of the city’s redeveloped
pier. I was also the first woman and the first African American to
be so honored. And I’m under 40 years of age to boot. I was lots of
firsts in one person. I’d done interviews with local TV news when I
got the promotion and had been invited to speak at various
conferences and meetings. My friends teased me about being a
celebrity. It was a heady experience. I wasn’t entirely comfortable
with it until my nine-year-old niece Naya told me how much she
liked seeing me on TV and reading about me on news websites. She
was a cute, smart kid who had me wrapped around her little finger.
I couldn’t be all pouty about the attention I was getting when it
made her so happy.

And then a guy named Matt from Windy City
Style called to tell me that I’d been chosen as one of the
bright young things to be featured in the magazine’s annual “40
Under 40” spread. My boss, who seemed to know everything before
everyone else, knew that I had been chosen and congratulated me
right after I got off the phone. When I thought about it later, it
occurred to me that my boss probably had something to do with me
being chosen.

The photo shoot for the magazine spread was
unexpectedly fun. I went to the salon the day before to get my hair
relaxed, get a facial and be fussed over. I told my stylist about
the photo shoot, and she insisted on styling and waxing my
eyebrows. The next day, I entered the studio feeling beautiful.
That felt good, and the photographer was this a good looking young
woman named Naomi. I noticed that her smooth skin was much lighter
than mine. When I got the chance to chat her up, I learned that she
was half African American and half Chinese. She was slow to smile,
but I succeeded in making her laugh, so I considered the shoot a
success. And the photos came out great, too.

The day of the reception was hectic. An
elderly woman had a heart attack on the pier. I had to attend two
meetings on regulatory issues that lasted longer than I thought
necessary. I still hadn’t gotten the chance to read the contract
for the banking services agreement or the labor agreement for the
electrician’s union that was up for approval at the next board
meeting. And the assistant manager was working on my last nerve. I
hadn’t eaten anything all day except a dry bagel at 6 a.m., so by
the time I got to the reception I was ravenous and genuinely
grateful to be there because well, you know, free food.

*

The lamb lollipops—that’s what the cater
waiter said they were called—were amazing. The meat fell off the
bone and slid down my throat as I flipped through the magazine. The
reception was timed with the release, online and in print, of the
issue in which the “40 Under 40” thing appeared, and there were
stacks of Windy City Style everywhere. I looked good, and my
quotes were pretty accurate. I was about to inhale my third or
fourth lamb lollipop when I heard someone call out my name. It was
a voice I hadn’t heard in a very long time.

I looked up to find myself eye to eye with
Lynette Johnson. We were nearly 15 years older than the last time
we had seen each other in the flesh. I still knew a couple of
people who knew her, so I’d heard a bit about what she’d been up to
over the past several years. We had connected on Facebook a couple
of years ago, but I’d never followed up with her. Her skin was
darker than mine, still smooth with just a few new little lines
around her mouth and eyes, but her smile still sparkled. That smile
had led the cheers at many college football games when she was a
member of the cheerleading squad. I had seen her a couple of times
first semester, freshman year. She was friends with a couple of
girls who lived down the hall from me. I had noticed that smile
then. It drew me in one night when I accidentally ended up at her
sorority’s drunken spring fling party. It was the warm, friendly
smile that always made me feel happy, excited and safe all at once.
Today was no different.

“Hello, Shondra,” Lynette said. She wore a
black business suit and a starched white tailored shirt. “How have
you been?”

The last time I saw her she had just told me
that she was moving across the country to transfer to another
university. The new school had a better cheerleading program, and
they wanted her. They’re giving me a full ride, she had said. We
had spent the previous two years in each other’s arms. I had kept
up my grades, but I had neglected other parts of my life, like
Patrice. I hadn’t even talked to her that much in the year before
my break up with Lynette. Patrice gave me some righteous hell for
that just before she let me cry in her arms for hours, fed me
chocolate ice cream, and took me to a midnight showing of the
movie, Bound. I learned my lesson the hard way that falling
in love did not mean losing who you were or neglecting your own
life. It took me a long time to rebuild my life.

With Lynette standing in front of me, I
realized that I still had feelings for her, very strong feelings.
Turned out she had moved to the area about six months ago for a
management job at this hotel. She was single. She hadn’t done any
cheerleading in years, but I could tell she was still fit.

“I’ve been all right,” I said in that cool
and lazy way I knew she had loved. Truth be told, I felt anything
but cool and lazy. She stepped a bit closer to me, so she was
within arm’s length.

“Congratulations. I always knew you’d be
successful. Look, I have to run. We’ve got six events going on here
tonight, but can I message you? I’d love to talk.” She placed her
hand on my arm and looked into my eyes.

I nodded, not trusting my voice at that
moment.

“Enjoy yourself.” She gave my arm a gentle
squeeze before melting into the crowd.

My mouth had gone dry. I snatched a glass of
champagne from a tray floated aloft by a cater waiter. The
omnipresent digital lens wielded by Naomi caught me in the act of
draining the glass.

“No photos. No paparazzi shit,” I said,
half-joking, half-serious.

“Shondra Frazier! Is that the kind of
language one of the ‘40 Under 40’ should be using?” Naomi looked
down at her camera. “You know, it’s not too bad, you practically
drowning yourself in champagne. I need to get candid shots for the
magazine’s social media stuff. This would work. Very candid.”

“You are not using that.” I grabbed at
her camera with one hand while I held the champagne flute in the
other.

She nimbly danced out of my reach, keeping
the camera away from me. “Don’t worry. I’ll delete it.”

“Right now,” I said.

“Okay. Okay.” She pushed a button on her
camera. “There. It’s gone. So, who was the hottie you were talking
to?”

I traded my empty champagne flute for a lamb
lollipop as another tray went by. An unexpected meeting with the
former love of my life was hungry work, but I promised myself that
this would be my last one of the night.

“Her? An old friend, someone I knew in
college.”

“Old friend? Really?” Naomi gave me a look
that told me that that was an inadequate response.

“Okay. I’ll amend that. She’s an old
girlfriend from a long time ago. It’s been over between us for a
long time.”

Naomi looked as if she was waiting for me to
say more. I didn’t.

“Have you met any of your fellow
under-forties?” she asked after a few moments.

“Not really. I was so hungry when I got here
that I headed straight for the first cater waiter I saw. I nearly
knocked over the PR person.” I looked around. The room was filling
up with all sorts of glitterati.

“Matt? I think he’d be hard to knock
over.”

“Not Matt. The redhead at the bar, the one in
the really short skirt. Her.” I cocked my head toward a small group
of people standing near the bar. The redhead I mentioned must have
just heard someone say something funny because at that moment she
started to laugh. She sounded like a maniacal squirrel.

Naomi glanced over at the bar. “Oh. Haley.
Yeah, her you could knock over.” She sounded sardonic and a
little bitter. I wondered if she meant it like a hypothetical or a
request, like she really wouldn’t mind if I knocked her over.

“Oh. Sounds like there’s a story there. What
happened between you and Haley?”

“Short version? We flirted. She freaked. She
decided she likes dick better.”

“That sucks.” I grabbed a mini
onion-bacon-cheese tart from a serving platter as a cater waitress
floated by.

Naomi shrugged. “At least we didn’t get very
far into anything before she flaked out on me. Still. Gingers just
do something to me, you know. Anyway. Lots of very
pleasing-to-the-eye women here tonight. See any you like?”

I took a good look around at the other under
forties, or at least at the ones I thought were the under-forties.
There were a lot of people here, mingling, chatting, laughing,
eating and probably flirting. I scanned the room, and then I saw
her. She was standing near the picture window. Her skin was like
Michelle Obama’s. Her long, curly black hair hung down past her
shoulders and down her back. Her glasses were a kind of hip,
intellectual tortoiseshell. She wore a tweed suit jacket with a
mandarin collar and sipped a red drink in a tall glass as various
people congratulated her. I assumed she was another “40 Under 40”
honoree.

“Who is that?” I asked.

“Ah yes. Dr. Denyse Gabriel. She is
impressive,” Naomi said. “And she photographs beautifully. Look.”
She tried directing my attention to her camera to show me pictures
of this Dr. Denyse Gabriel.

“She’s a doctor?”

“Yeah, but not a medical doctor. A science
doctor, a physicist. She’s very smart. C’mon. I’ll introduce you to
her.”

Naomi tugged on my arm. I let her pull me
along as she threaded her way through the crowd. An unusual feeling
came over me. I felt something like a momentary fit of anxiety. I
excel at talking to women. That never gives me any trouble, but as
Naomi brought me closer to this stunningly beautiful and
undoubtedly intelligent woman, I wondered if I’d say the wrong
thing, something stupid. Plus, my unexpected reunion with Lynette
still had me reeling a bit. I had a lot going for me. I’m one of
the “40 Under 40,” for crying out loud. At 35, I was managing the
most popular tourist attraction in the state. You can do
this, I said to myself. She’s just another girl. Of
course, I didn’t really believe that for a second.

“Denyse. Hi! Excuse us,” Naomi said as she
moved into the knot of people that had gathered around the
doctor.

I noticed that Denyse’s big, beautiful smile
got even bigger and more beautiful when she looked toward us.

“Naomi! Hey, what’s up, girl?” Denyse moved
her glass from her right to her left hand to shake Naomi’s
hand.

“I’ve got someone I want you to meet. Denyse,
this is Shondra Frazier. She runs the city pier. Shondra, this is
Dr. Denyse Gabriel. She’s going
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