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To Be Continued

It started innocently enough, I assure you. I don't have daddy issues or hang-ups. I wasn't reacting to a racist family or performing for a white guy's fantasy. I discovered my appreciation for Black men quite naturally and without any sort of agenda. It was in the spring of 2016. I was finishing my junior year of college. I was single, cute and very available. And Jordan, the Black guy who sat next to me in Econ 101, was quite the charmer! When he smiled at me the air in the room seemed warmer. The light was somehow brighter and my heart beat faster. 

"So, Wendy, how about we check out that ice cream stand next to the Union? I hear they got chocolate vanilla swirl?" he said that day, just as the professor was about to hand out our exams. We hadn't done more than exchange idle hellos and what not the whole semester, and all of a sudden, he was asking me out! I swallowed hard, straightened my glasses and turned to look at him. 

"Uh, I'm usually a strawberry girl," I said. 

"Berry is good too!" he leaned in closer and smiled back. His smile was electric any day, but this time it reached something in his soft brown eyes. I crossed my legs tightly under my little desk. "Your name's Wendy, right?" 

"Yeah, and you're Jordan?"

"Hey, you remember!" he looked genuinely surprised. We'd all introduced ourselves weeks ago at the start of the semester. Honestly I couldn't have told you the name of a single other person in that class of thirty students ten minutes after that first class had ended. Except his.

"You remember mine too," I noted. "Have you been secretly crushing on me over there while pretending to listen to lectures?"

"I wasn't trying to be secret about it, Wendy," he chuckled. 

"Really? I didn't think you knew I existed!" I fussed with my tank top. It stretched a little over my belly. In high school I was a lean and wiry nerd. When I went to college I definitely put on that "freshman fifteen" and still hadn't managed to get it off. Still, at five-five and one-thirty, I wasn't exactly chunky, just self-conscious. 

"You're kiddin' right?" Jordan shook his head. "The best girls are the ones that don't know how beautiful they are."

"Well-" before I could deny it and sound like an idiot, old Professor Hendridge cleared his throat right in front of us!

"Are you two going to stop gabbing and start the test? There will be time for your hormones after class!" 

"Sorry!" I said quickly. The gray-haired professor just shook his head and handed Jordan and me test forms before heading back to his desk. Jordan and I locked eyes. His left eyebrow was cocked and there were the beginnings of a smirk on his full, handsome lips. 

"Yes," I whispered, but made exaggerated motions with my mouth. He smiled again, then nodded, and turned his attention to his test. I tried my best to do the same, but I was pretty excited, and it took me a while to calm down. 

Now before you think I had self-esteem issues or was nervous about going on a date (even a super-casual kind of thing like we'd just planned) with a Black guy was what had me so distracted. Not so. Fact was, I hadn't dated anyone in a year. My best friend Lucy kept telling me I was turning into one of those lonely crabby women who hated men. It wasn't quite true. I'd had plenty of boyfriends, but there was always something missing about them. They wanted to control me. Or they were so shy and simpering I felt more like a babysitter than a girlfriend. 

I know what you're thinking. My standards are too high. And maybe there's some truth to that. But why compromise on yourself? Or maybe you're thinking that I'm just not that into sex? That couldn't be further from the truth! I loved guys. Still do, though sometimes other girls catch my eye too! But those boyfriends and dates seemed to fall into two camps. Either they were clumsy, selfish guys who lasted about ten pumps and then acted like they were King Shit of the bedroom, or they were embarrassingly apologetic, always asking for instruction and validation. None of them ever made my, well to use an analogy that my mechanic dad would approve of, none of them made my engine purr. 

Alone, in my dorm room's tiny shower, or in my even smaller twin bed, my fingers did a lot more for me than any guy ever had! And there was nothing wrong with my sex drive, let me tell you! Some days I'd get finger cramps from having too much fun during my 'alone time!' I'd been this way for as long as I can remember, and had learned to whimper and bite my pillow when every cell in my body ached to scream my pleasure into the air. No matter how much fun I have or pleasure I gave myself, I was always ready and eager for more. 

But it was still kind of lonely. I had a few friends on campus, though since I went to school out of state I lost track of all my old high school friends. I'd see them when I came home at summer and it was like meeting strangers. I was still pretty close to Lucy, the girl I roomed with my freshman year when I had to share a dorm room and a communal bathroom. And there was a group of guys and gals I'd meet up with to study and play Frisbee with as often as I could. It would be nice, I supposed, to have a nice-looking boyfriend to spend time with too. And Jordan was super cute and had an easy confidence so unlike the bragging or anxiety I'd gotten used to. 

After ten minutes I was finally able to focus on that stupid Econ test. I didn't really have much interest in the subject. I was an English major, after all. But it had seemed like a good idea at the time, and I was a curious and devoted enough student to give it my all. Once I got my head on straight I finished the test ahead of the rest of the class and dropped it off with the professor fifteen minutes before the period ended.

I smiled shyly at Jordan as I left the classroom, hoping he hadn't forgot about me. He winked as I passed, and I had to suppress a nervous shiver. Once outside, I ducked into a nearby women's room. I hadn't worn any make up that day, but my lip balm had just a bit of gloss to it, and I refreshed it. I made sure my long, thick, dark brown hair wasn't all a tangled mess. I adjusted my little pleated skirt and tank top and tried to suck in the tiny belly pooch. I was hardly overweight, in fact most would have called me slender even with that freshman fifteen. But you can tell me I look slim a thousand times and the only thing I'll hear in my head is that little voice that says 'you should have skipped dessert!'

After fussing around with my hair and clothes for five minutes I left the bathroom to find Jordan in the hallway. He was leaning against the wall beside the door checking his phone. I bounced up to him.

“Still gonna buy me an ice cream?” I asked.

“Oh, who said buy?” I laughed when he looked up at me. He shut his phone off right away and stuffed it into the pocket of his baggy shorts. 

“So the gentleman isn't going to buy the lady a treat?” I pretended to pout. Standing right next to him the height difference was shocking. He must have been six-three or four. I could have taken a step back so I didn't have to crane my neck so much to look up into his face. But I ended up stepping closer and tilting my neck even more. The things we do, when that brain chemistry kicks in, eh?

“You got me there. My grams would give my behind a taste of  the old willow switch if I let you pay,” he admitted, and held out a hand. His hand was even warmer than his eyes, and a good thing too, I'm pretty sure I was shivering. Hand in hand we strolled to the Union. An old-fashioned ice cream stand was set up on the broad sidewalk in front of the old stone building. It was little more than a steel cart with great big wheels on the front. The guy behind the counter even had a little white hat!

“So, are you down for the swirl?” Jordan asked as he pulled out his wallet. I supposed I was, and said so. The guy in the white hate rolled his eyes as he operated the levers to dish out two cones of soft-serve. 

“It's pretty good,” I admitted. I didn't dare tell him that when I crave chocolate, I like it pure and unadulterated. But it was pretty tasty all the same. 

“Good! Let's grab a seat in the shade before all the picnic tables fill up?” he suggested. Again, hand in hand he led me into the grassy lawn beside the Union. He found us a rickety old wooden table, the kind with the bench built into the table, right under the sheltering arms of a massive old elm. 

“So, what made you take Economics?” he asked me.

“Um, well, just filling up an elective slot really. My dad keeps telling me I should take business, finances, and economics more seriously,” I rolled my eyes. 

“Sorta the same with me. I'm graduating next month, had to round out my schedule.”

“A senior and a junior stuck in a class full of pimply freshmen!” I giggled. 

“I didn't notice them,” he said with that sly confidence of his. It was starting to grow on me. We started firing back all the usual questions. I was from the suburbs of a city two states away, he from a city in the same state. Both of us were only children. Both of us continually got earfuls of advice from our parents whether we wanted them or not. 

“So what were you going to do today, Wendy? Got more classes?”

“Nope, Econ was my last Tuesday-Thursday class today,” I told him. I zipped open my backpack and pulled out a pink, 'regulation' weight Frisbee. “I was going to go see if anyone wanted to play catch with me, on the main green.”

“Really?” he couldn't seem to stop laughing. Each guffaw and chuckle made my stomach do some serious acrobatics. Had I just blown it?

“Really,” I said as dryly as I could manage.

“That's, wow, that's the most suburban thing I ever heard! But okay. I've never thrown one of those things before. Teach me.” 

“Are you serious?” I demanded. He didn't seem to be mocking me now, just curious. I told him I would, but he had to pay attention and not give up too fast! I hate quitters.

“No quitter here, Miss Wendy!” he laughed, but I got the sense it was less at me and more with me, this time. We crossed the campus and headed down the big hill to the wide green that separated the main campus and the football stadium. Dozens of students were already out there, tossing footballs, lounging, laughing... a couple of dorks were even dressed up in full fencing gear, parrying and thrusting like they were going to audition for a pirate movie. We found a nice little stretch along the south side, and began teaching him the basics. 

Annoyingly, he picked it up incredibly fast. He hung on my every word, listened to

d2d_images/cover.jpg
WENDY GOTMORE






