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“At Last” 

 “You wanna dance for a minute?” Pam asks me. I snap out of watching the dance floor to 

look her in her face. She looks hopeful.  

 “Not really,” I reply. Her chunky face falls. “You know I can’t dance anyway, you 

remember how I used to embarrass myself at those high school parties,” I remind her. She starts 

to giggle and puts her arm around me affectionately.  

 “Man that sound like fun don’t it!” some deep, drawling voice says from behind us. Pam 

and I whirl around and…its him. My mouth drops open as he grins at Pam and me. What is he 

doing here? 

  “C’mon shawty, if u wanna dance I’ll dance witcha,” Mr. Black T and sagging jeans 

offers.  

 Pam takes a look at him, then at me. “Sure, a dance couldn’t hurt. And you are…?” 

 “Ray,” he turns to the side and licks his lips, imitating a lion that’s just seen a particularly 

juicy gazelle. “Let’s go…” he shoots a quick glance at me, I guess to make sure I’m not gonna 

hit him upside the head. I should; maybe if I do I won’t be so upset, but I don’t. Pam and Ray 

walk to another spot on the dance floor and “get it in”. I watch as Ray bends Pam over the 

middle of the gym floor, and Pam, being the flirty girl she is, goes to work.  

 I feel myself shaking before I realize it. Here Ray is with this big kool-aid smile on his 

face like he’s in heaven, letting Pam grind on him like tomorrow will never come. I try to look 

away from the two and realize that people are starting to pay more attention to Ray and Pam than 

their own dancing. Unlike the rest of these people, I’m not in the mood to watch soft-core porn, 

so I decide to interrupt the sex scene.  

 I tap Pam on the shoulder “I’m gonna go on and leave, I have some work I have to do.” 

 Before Pam can get her “Ok” out good enough, Ray wraps his arms around her and 

smirks, while she giggles like a maniac, making me even madder than I already am. I turn and 

walk out of the gym, beyond pissed at the both of them, but ESPECIALLY at him… 
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Pam’s phone call is the first thing I hear the next morning. I reach over and snatch my 

phone off its charger to silence the aggravating ring tone.  

“Hello?” my voice sounds horrible; even to me.  

“Sheldon? Are you awake?” clearly Pam doesn’t notice the hoarseness barking at her 

from my end.  

“I am now,” I groan. “What is it?” 

“Did you forget that Zandra wanted us to come help her practice for her audition today?”  

I pause for a minute to let my brain catch up. “Oh! Yeah I did, what time are we 

supposed to go?”  

“Now! Its 11:30! I’ll meet you in the lobby of your dorm in ten minutes, ok? You better 

be ready!” Pam threatens me before she hangs up. I get out of bed and start dressing for the day, 

trying my best to chase the thoughts of last night out of my head, but the image of Ray slapping 

Pam on the butt just won’t leave my mind… 

 

 I rush downstairs only to see Pam pacing the lobby as if she’s been there for hours 

already.   

 “Sorry…” I apologize.  

 “Whatever! Come on, Zandra is waiting on us in the practice room in the Gym!” she 

turns and stomps out of the dorm, and I have no choice to follow.  

 “So, did you have fun with Ray last night?” I ask, The Smithison Athletic Complex, or 

the Gym as most call it, is just down the street from my dorm, so I decide to use this time to prod 

her for info. Hopefully the bitterness in my voice sounds enough like mocking to get me by.  

 Pam rolls her eyes at his name. “Oh that was nothing, at least nothing like I thought it 

would be. Almost as soon as you left he stopped dancing with me and we sat down and talked. I 
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practically dragged him back out to the dance floor and even then he was too busy trying to look 

cool to really get down. He’s still fine as hell though,” she finishes, like him being fine fixed any 

other flaws he had.  

 I groan. “What did you guys talk about?” 

 “Well, he really just asked me about myself. You know, love life, high school. Boy, you 

should’ve seen his face when I told him we went to school together. In a millisecond he asked 

me if we were or had been dating, and when I told him no he started just asking me all these 

questions about how we met and stuff. It was really nosy,” she scoffs and waits on my response 

to this little accusation.  

 I, however, had blanked out at him asking if Pam and I were dating. Why would he want 

to know that? Before I can try to process this fully, however, we’re at the Gym. We walk inside 

and hear Zandra’s melodic voice and a piano wafting from the practice room and enter it.  

 “Hey guys!” Zandra stops singing the moment we enter to greet us. She leans off the 

piano and steps towards us. She stoops down from her impressive height to hug both of us and 

introduce her pianist friend.  

 “Hi, Zandra,” Pam and I say in unison. Not for the first time I have to suppress a giggle at 

her stage name. Of course, she couldn’t become a famous singer with a normal name like 

Payton, but where she got Zandra from I don’t think we’ll ever know.  

 “Ok, so I’ve narrowed it down to like four songs. I need some ideas as to which one I 

should sing, so what do you guys think about ‘I’m Going Down” by Mary J. Blige?’” Zandra 

asks. Her eyes are hopeful, as that was the song she was practicing beforehand.  

 “Not big enough,” I respond.  

 “How about ‘Someone Like You’?” she asks. She starts twisting her hair as she thinks up 

new songs. 

 “Too overdone. Why don’t you do ‘Hero’ by Mariah Carey?” Pam suggests.  
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 “I hate that song...” Zandra says with a laugh. “How about…‘At Last’ by Etta James? 

How do you guys like that one?”  

 “I love the song…” Pam admits 

 “Let’s hear it!” I exclaim. I always love hearing Zandra sing. She smiles and nods and 

gives us a beautiful impromptu performance.  

 “Yeah, you should definitely do that one, you’ll make it for sure!” Pam claps her hands 

together to show her enthusiasm. Zandra beams at her.  

 “Thanks!” she responds.  

 “Yea it was pretty good.” a voice comes from behind us. We all look around and who 

else is it but Ray. He’s flanked by two other guys, one of them taller even than he is and another 

ridiculously short in comparison. 

  “Ray, what do you want?” Pam asks, rolling her eyes at his appearance.   

 “Hey Pam…u lookin good in dem shorts girl…” he says, completely ignoring her 

question to catch a quick feel on her hip. I notice Pam fight back a smirk, and Ray must have too, 

so he reaches out again to Pam’s short shorts, trying to rip them off of her. Zandra taps me on my 

shoulder to say goodbye and excuses herself to go continue practicing. I should go with her, 

we’re both clearly unwanted here. 

 Thankfully, Shorty wasn’t in the mood to watch too much PDA, so he interrupts Ray and 

Pam’s flirting. “Aye bruh, u can flirt wit the girl later mane, is we gone go hoopin or wat?” Ray 

turns to leave with his buds. He stops again and turns back to us.  

 “Aye, Pam, Pam’s buddy…” Ray begins. I opened my mouth to protest, but no words 

came out. Thankfully Pam saves me.  

 “His name is Sheldon,” She says sharply, her protective “motherly” instinct comes back 

full force.  

 “Sheldon...” Ray says, as if he was testing out the name. “Well, Pam & Sheldon, if ya’ll 

aint got nobody else to listen to ya’ll can come watch us and a couple other niggas hoop in the 
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gym,” He offers, motioning to the basketball court right outside the room. Watch them hoop? 

Seriously? Was he really that clueless to think I could just sit there and watch them play 

basketball after what happened last night and just now? I mean...  

 “Sure, we don’t have anything else to do,” Pam accepts, interrupting the rant in my head. 

What the hell Pam?! Do you like seeing me suffer or something? Now I can’t even say no 

without looking like the “lame” friend. Thanks a lot. 

 “Sure. Why not.” Not like I had a choice.  

 “Let’s go den,” Shorty says. They finally leave the room, but not before Ray shoots a big 

smile at Pam and I. Pam starts to walk after the three amigos when I grab her arm and stop her.  

 “What’s wrong, Sheldon?” she asks me in a whisper.  

 “I don’t want to go watch them,” I whisper back. Pam pulls her arm out of my grip and 

basically tells me to suck it up.  

 “I mean, it’s just a game of basketball, what’s the worst that could happen?” She doesn’t 

wait for an answer, and instead heads to the basketball court. 

  “The way I’m feeling right now…” I say to no one but myself “There’s no telling…” 

 

 “Mane ya’ll boys aint bout shit!!” Ray calls to the three random dudes they were playing 

against.  

 “Go Ray!” Pam yells like a horny cheerleader. “I’m impressed, he’s really good.” She 

adds, jumping up and down as he runs down the court unopposed, flying through the air and 

dunking like he’s in the NBA. Pam screams her head off and barely forces herself to sit back 

down.” Are you enjoying this, Sheldon?” she asks me, but again doesn’t bother waiting for an 

answer.  

 It was good she didn’t, I probably wouldn’t have been able to answer her anyway. Every 

bit of anger I had ever felt towards Ray had vanished from the second he started playing. I was 
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hot and had chills, amped and feeling faint, all at the same time. I couldn’t believe this was 

happening; it was like something out of a movie.  

 Ray howls at one of the other players, making the poor kid jump just long enough for 

Shorty to steal the ball and pass it to Lanky for his own dunk. I can feel the chill bumps rising on 

my skin…not even the football players from high school had me going like this, and I was in the 

locker room with them...Maybe because I still didn’t want to accept it then, so my guard was up 

more. Or maybe it was because from the first time I ever saw Ray, back at the beginning of the 

year, when he was hauling his fridge to his room in nothing but some Jordans and baggy jeans 

just low enough to see the cut in his waist, I was head over heels in love with him. 

 “Wow, did you see that?!” Pam asks me. I sure did. One of the other players crosses 

Lanky over pretty badly, and the score for the first time in forever. Ray throws off his shirt, 

revealing again that sculpted chest and chiseled abs that had me drooling the first time I saw him.  

 “O yall boys tryna play now!” He says, further proving how serious he had gotten. Ray 

leaps in front of one of the opposing boys and swats his shot halfway across the court with one of 

his long arms. What I wouldn’t give to be wrapped in one of them…I realize I’m sweating so I 

reach up with shaking hands to wipe it off my forehead.  

 “Yeah, this is pretty exciting, huh?” Pam said obliviously.  

 “Hey!” Lanky calls to Shorty, to signify that he was open for a pass. Shorty tosses him 

the ball, and Ray storms down the court, tensing every muscle in his breathtaking body as Lanky 

takes the shot. It goes in. Pam and I both cheer and he relaxes and smiles another of his perfectly 

white smiles at the two of us. 

 “We up!” Shorty says excitedly, slapping Ray on his perfect ass.  

 “Get the rebound!” Ray screams from under the goal. The sun peeks through the gym 

windows and hit Ray’s caramel skin for the first time, and I feel myself drooling. The light coat 

of sweat that decorates his body makes his muscles glisten like the perfect angel he is, and the 

way he flew through the air after the ball just helped that image. If I wasn’t in love before, I was 

definitely there now.  
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 “Damn…” A breathy sigh escapes Pam, proving that I wasn’t the only one taken with 

Ray. At least she had good tastes. That brings up the inevitable question in my mind: How does a 

guy tell his best friend that he’s in love with the guy she’s crushing on?  

 “Great game, Ray!” After the game Walking Perfection walks up to Pam and me, with 

his locs all over his head and his shirt draped over his shoulder. Pam congratulates him and 

walks up to the shirtless stud and runs her finger down his abs. Thankfully Ray seems to pay her 

no mind. As gorgeous as he is he’s probably used to girls doing that.  

 “Man, did u see that dunk I got in? The one at the end?” He’s so fine when he brags. 

  “I’m a fuckin beast!” he boasts again, pounding his chest and sending me into a stupor.  

 “You sure are…” The words leave my mouth before I even have the chance to process 

them.  

 Pam’s head whips around first: “You say something, Sheldon?” and then Ray, Lanky & 

Shorty looked at me. I struggle for all of two seconds to come up with a non-homoerotic way to 

save my statement. 

 “You sure are, I mean, you definitely look the part.” How pathetic. Ray, Lanky, & Shorty 

all freeze for what seems like forever, which was plenty of time for my overactive imagination to 

beat me up.  

 “You idiot, you still commented on his looks! You gave yourself away!” 

 “You insulted him! Now he’s gonna think you hate him!” 

 “Do you not SEE his muscles?! He’s gonna kill you!” 

 Ray looks at me for a second, taking in the terrified look on my face, heaves his huge 

chest in and laughs like a deranged lunatic. Oh God even his laugh is sexy. I start to laugh with 

him. Pam, Lanky & Shorty get in on the joke, too, and we all start laughing like madmen.  

 “Well, since u got jokes let’s see wat u got, Sheldon.” Ray is still smiling as he hands me 

the ball and motions for me to take a shot. I shake my head. I’ve never successfully played a 

game of basketball in my life.  
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 “Oh, go on Sheldon, show this big headed guy what we do at Crestview High!” Pam is 

always encouraging me to make a fool of myself.  

 Ray holds the basketball in the palm of his hand right in front of my face, teasing me with 

it and the rest of his body, I snatch the ball for him and prepare to try my hardest. Our eyes meet 

for a second, but I look away. Can’t have him making this situation any worse than it already 

will be. I line up to try and take my shot when I feel a heavy hand smack me across my bottom. 

Without even turning around I know who it was. The slap was soft enough to not be painful, but 

still firm enough for me to feel my butt move.  

 And it felt great. 

  “I have to go, I just remembered I have better things to do than waste my time here…” I 

lie. I never have been able to control these things.  

 “Where are you going Sheldon?” I hear Pam call after me, but I don’t stop. I walk outside 

as fast as I can with the party going on downstairs to try and calm myself down. It doesn’t work. 

I hear Pam coming outside after me, so I hide behind the building until she goes back inside. I 

sigh and waddle on back to my room with my mind now busy with the thoughts of Ray smacking 

me again and again.  

 Once I was alone in my room it hits me again. The feeling that always comes after times 

like this: the unavoidable voice in the back of my head that preaches to me how wrong my 

feelings are. The voices of every adult I’ve ever known complaining about how fags are taking 

over the country. The questions from my parents…no, I can’t think about that, I told myself, 

fighting back the wetness that was now in my eyes. I’d been going back and forth like this ever 

since my junior year of high school, when Jack Frierson lost his pants in front of the class during 

a presentation.  

 I remember it like it was yesterday. He reached up to pull down the projector screen, and 

thanks to his lack of a belt his Coogi jeans hit the floor and all we got an eyeful of his butt in his 

boxer briefs. It didn’t help that when his pants fell he turned around and shook both sides at the 

class before the teacher made him pull his pants up. Not a night passed for an entire week did I 
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not dream about that image in some way, whether it was me grabbing him, me pulling down his 

underwear, or even what he looked like without the underwear; I kept thinking about Jack.  

 There was no stopping the memories now. On the edge of my bed I continue to torture 

myself with the memories of my sad attempt at a date with Ivy McCorkle after that day. She was 

ready to move the relationship to the bedroom, but me, unable to make myself be attracted to her, 

made up some story about saving myself for marriage. I collapsed onto my covers as perhaps my 

worst memory came to me: the one of Claudia Fields standing over me butt naked in a backroom 

of a house party asking me if “I had dead dick or something”. That led to a bad rumor about me 

needing Viagra at the age of 17, with Pam being the only person defending me. She had been my 

friend when everybody else avoided me, and for that I’d always be grateful.  

 Pam had always taken up for me, protected me, and been there for me, which is why it’s 

so messed up that her twin brother was the reason why I knew I was gay in the first place. Pam 

was tolerant but I wasn’t quite sure how she would take that. Hell she may think I was the dude 

calling for Jack late at night, that I’m the reason why he had to go live with their aunt for a 

couple months when he came out as fully gay.  Then there’s this whole Ray situation…I was 

deep in love but there was no way it could ever work out, not so long as big titty Pam was 

crushing on him. I mean, I don’t think I’m ugly; I’ve gotten the “cute for a dark skinned guy” 

compliments a couple times, but next to light skinned, long haired, pretty girl Pam Ray wasn’t 

gonna give a short virgin fag like me a second glance.  

 “You don’t know that” 

 Oh please. There’s no way I could compete with her. Even if Ray was willing to be with 

a dude, it wouldn’t be me. What could I offer him? I was short and useless; Ray was tall, had the 

body of a god, and hair you could pull for hours. All I could possibly offer him was big ass that I 

had no clue what to do with.  

 “Just tell Pam, at the very least she might back off…” 

 Why? It’s obvious they like each other; he spent the last two weeks staring at her at the 

table in the caf. If she told him no now she’d have to have an amazing excuse, and I don’t think 

“Sorry, I like you but my gay best friend is in love with you so we can’t be together” is a good 



 

10 
 

enough reason. Why me? I thought. Why couldn’t I just be like everybody else? Why couldn’t I 

just like girls and be happy? Of course, not even my brain voice had an answer to that. Figures. I 

put my tear soaked face in the pillow and squeezed it to my skull. I don’t know what made me do 

it; I guess I was trying to suffocate the gayness out. Smother out my experiences, my 

memories…my love for Ray… 

 

 “What is WRONG with you?” Pam is yelling for the 18th time. Just like the 17 times 

before it, I can’t answer. “Sheldon, I know you hear me talking to you!” She continues pacing 

around my bed and kneels down in front of me. “Please, tell me, what’s wrong?” she pleads.  

 I look down at Pam, still deep in my own thoughts. Not for the first time I wonder why I 

had opened the door when she knocked in the first place. But she’s in here now, waiting for my 

response. I have been hiding my true feelings for so long; I barely even knew how to explain 

them to anyone. I never thought anyone would care enough about me to listen to them, but here 

that person was, kneeling in front of me, pleading with teary eyes for me to be truthful with her. I 

sighed deeply, and told her to sit beside me.  

 “Pam…I have to tell you the truth…” I can hear my voice cracking already. Pam looks at 

me and shakes her head to signify ok.  

 “Pam...I’ve been having these…feelings for a while now, and I think it’s time I finally 

accepted and acted on them,” I keep going, still struggling with my voice.  

 Pam finds her own: “Sheldon…whatever feelings you may have, just tell me. I promise 

that no matter what you tell me, nothing will change our friendship. We will do whatever we 

have to keep our friendship.” She grabs my hand again.  

 I sigh again and lift my head to look in Pam’s eyes. It was now or never. I take a deep 

breath and… 

 “Pam…I’m gay,” flies from my lips before I even realize it.  
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 Her mouth drops in disbelief, and I rush on to finish while I still have the willpower. 

“I’ve known for a while, ever since…Ivy (best not to put too much on her at once). I just didn’t 

know how to tell anyone, you’re the first person I’ve ever told.”  

 Pam still looks shocked, but not nearly as much as I expected her to be. She takes a 

moment to regain her composure before talking again, and when she did, boy did she ever ask 

the hard questions.  

 “What made you tell me now, of all times, instead of back then? Plus this still doesn’t 

explain why you’re acting so strange now. You’re still not telling me the whole story, Sheldon.”   

 This girl should be a lawyer. “Well…” I begin, unsure of where to go from here. “The 

truth is Pam, this all comes from these feelings I’ve been having for a guy here…I’ve been 

crushing on him for a while, and because of who I’ve seen him with I just don’t know what to do 

with my feelings. I don’t think I could ever compete with the girl he hangs with…” I drop my 

head again. 

 Though I never say Ray’s name, I know that Pam knows exactly who I’m talking about. 

She’s quiet for another minute, before she cheers up and puts her arms around me.  

 “Oh I don’t know Sheldon,” she says sweetly. “Maybe the girl will find someone else, 

and will leave him to whoever wants him.” 

 Almost instantly I pull Pam into a tight hug. “Thank you so much, Pam,” In truth I’m 

grateful for way more than just her promising to ease off Ray: I was thankful just for her 

listening to me, and not shunning away from me like I was so convinced everyone would do 

once they found out. I had expected to be ridiculed and exiled for so long, that I never dreamed 

someone would still be able to care about me after they found out the “deep dark secret”.  

 “Ok Sheldon, you’re hurting my ribs,” Pam complains, freeing herself from my embrace 

and me from my thoughts. I smile weakly and let her go.  

 “So when are you going to start helping me with fashion tips?” she asks. It was a totally 

stereotypical question, one that usually would have pissed me off to no end, but she was trying. 
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She wants to accept me and I appreciate it more than she could ever know. So I suck it up and 

tried to answer in my most queen-y voice.  

 “Well for starters: Those shoes are foolishness, but that top gives me life…” 

 

 “Come on, come out to the library with me!” Pam pleads. I probably should go with her 

and do some of the work I had been “doing” all weekend. “We spent all that time talking last 

night; it put me behind on my work! It’s your fault, you have to come help me!” she persists.   

 So the next thing I know I’m looking through the magazine section in the library trying to 

help Pam find sources for her research paper.  

 “What about this? This book looks like it talks about female image and stuff…” I flip 

through a particularly fancy magazine and try to show her. She’s frozen at the end of the 

bookshelves though, staring in front of her. I follow her gaze and stop at the sight as well.  

 “Hi Ray,” Pam finally says. 

 Ray is busying himself being a menace to society. From the looks of it he stole a book 

cart from one of the librarians and was now riding it around the library. He grinned at the two of 

us and wheeled himself over to us.  

 “Ya’ll sho havin fun ova here…” Ray says before flashing another beautiful white smile. 

If I hadn’t already melted I was definitely a puddle now. Ray hops off of his cart and walks over 

to us. God even in just the muscle shirt and pajama pants he’s fine… 

 “What are you doing in the library pushing carts?” Pam asks. “You’re not the type I 

would picture doing community service.”  

 “You ever thought maybe I liked pushing carts?” Ray says sarcastically, taking a seat in 

one of the reading chairs across from us. “What’s up my boy?” he looks at me…looks. at. me.  

 “Wha-whats up,” I manage to slip out. I suck at acting cool. Ray just grins again and I 

forget how to form words.  
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 “That reminds me, I’m glad I saw ya’ll in here,” Ray says seriously, looking Pam in the 

eyes. “There’s somethin I need to ask you,” he continues in his most seductive voice.  

 “What is it, Ray?” Pam asks. I’m just trying to keep my heart from fluttering out of my 

chest.   

 “I just need 2 talk to u…alone…” Ray adds, looking at me. Whatever lust or loving 

feelings I was feeling just faded away even faster than they had come.  

 “Umm, how are you just going to come over here and dismiss me?!” I realize I must 

sound really upset, because Pam grabs my hand trying to calm me down. I don’t care; I think I 

deserve to be mad. First he has me make a fool of myself yesterday, now you kick me away from 

my own best friend? 

 “Don’t worry, kid, you can have yo girl back in a minute, I just gotta ask her sum right 

quick,” Ray assures me, shooting me another smile and (temporarily) getting rid of my anger. 

It’s right back the second he stops smiling.  

 “Yeah, well, ya’ll take as long as you need. I’ll be in my room.” I get up to leave the two 

love birds there alone.  

 “No wait Sheldon, I’ll come with you,” Pam offers, leaving Ray looking lost.  

 “No, Pam, you stay, see what ‘ya boy’ has to say. I’ll catch up with you later,” I do my 

best to shoot him an angry look. Of course, as soon as my eyes fall on him the anger evaporates 

again and it probably looks more like a dreamy stare. I begin walking away when I hear him call 

after me, “See u later, kid.” By some miraculous show of self-control, I’m able to keep walking 

and get back to my room before I lash out at him, or worse, have a repeat of yesterday. 

 

 Just as I finish my work I hear a banging on my door. There’s Pam. Probably coming to 

tell me how her and Ray are now dating, and how she’s sorry but she can’t leave him to me. 

Nothing I didn’t expect, after all, what are the chances of Ray actually being gay? I walk to the 

door and open it, ready to have my heart crushed. 
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 Ray is standing there.  

 Now I’ve never been on Punk’d, and I don’t have anyone to set me up for a prank show, 

but I know how they work. They put you the most impossible situations that would never happen 

in real life, and then laugh at you as you struggle to make sense of it. This HAS to be one of 

those situations. There was no way possible that he could actually be standing in my dorm 

doorway, so I just stand there, waiting on someone to jump out from behind a trash can or 

something and tell me this was a joke.  

 “Are you just gonna make me stand in the door? It’s kinda cold,” Ray says after I stare at 

him for a minute. I couldn’t tell. I was on fire. I step out of his way, allowing him to enter into 

my suddenly brighter room. Ray looks around my unworthy residence and finds the empty 

second bed (I never did get a roommate, thankfully) he stretches his huge frame out on it and 

makes himself comfortable.  

 I’m still shocked in the doorway. Eventually he turns over and looks at me.  

 “You can close the door anytime ya know. Come sit down, I need to talk to you,” he 

laughs at my shock.  

I still can’t move. I open my mouth and close it again, unable to speak. Ray laughs 

harder, and his laughter helps me to find my voice again, even if it was just for four words.  

“Why are you here?”  

“Pam told me I should come up here and see yo room. She said that since I liked pushing 

carts so much I should come up here and play Mario Kart or sum wit you.” What a horrible lie.  

I finally close the door and cross the room to my bed. “Don’t play. Why are you here?” I 

repeat, this time determined to get the real answer. Ray sighs and sits up on the bed. Obviously 

he realizes that another pathetic lie wasn’t going to work, and takes a deep breath before he 

answers.  

 “I know you have a crush on me….”  
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 What he was going to say after that I have no clue. The second “crush” left his lips I pass 

out. Well, not literally pass out, but I sure stumble and hit the floor.   

 Hard.  

 Ray leaps up from the bed to try and catch me, but I’m lying on the ground before he can 

reach me.   

 “Are you ok?!” he says in a panic. I think he thinks he killed me. He might as well have; 

I’m sure at the rate my heart was beating I wouldn’t last too much longer anyway. He lifts me up 

off the ground with shaking hands. “You can’t be doin that bruh”  

 “Me?! You just outed me! You can’t be doing that!” I manage to say. “You’re not 

supposed to know that!”   

 Ray laughs again. “Trust me bruh it’s not a secret.” I feel myself getting angrier at being 

called out by him. I look up at him with the most anger I can muster.  

 “Either way, you shouldn’t just go around talking about people’s sexualities like that. 

It’s…rude…” I struggle to find the words to describe his behavior, yet not offend the Beauty 

King at the same time.  

 Ray smiles his Crest commercial smile down on me. “Tell ya wat, I’ll keep quiet if I can 

stay here tonight.” 

 If I hadn’t just picked myself off the floor I probably would have fainted at that moment 

for sure. Is this real? All those fantasies…are they really coming true? I fall back down onto my 

bed to contemplate this. Is pure sex appeal actually showing an interest…romantically…in me?  

“Are...are you serious?” I ask, almost afraid of his answer.  

“Yea…so can I stay?” Ray repeats. He uses a puppy dog pout and sits down beside me. 

He didn’t even have to do that much.  

“Yeah! I mean, sure, if you really want to…but…why? Does that mean you…are 

you…?” I ask, struggling to put the right label on him.  
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“Yeah, I get down,” Ray says.  

The most beautiful four words I’d ever heard in my life. “I been watchin u for a minute, 

but u was always wit Pam, I started 2 think yall actually went together,” Ray explains.  

I find use of my vocal chords again and assure him that Pam and I are just friends, and I 

had only just told her that I was gay.  

“Yeah that’s what she said.” Ray confirms. “I had to see if you really dated her, so I tried 

wanted to see wat you would do if I flirted with her. When you didn’t get mad or try to fight me, 

I figured that they must not be datin, but I didn’t know for sure if u were down until today.” 

“So that’s what you and her talked about today? In the library I mean?” I fall down onto 

my bed. I need to make sure that I get all of this straight.  

“Yeah. She seemed real shocked when I told her that I wanted to come talk to u. She 

asked me why, but I told her that I just wanted to get cool wit u. She probably thinks its cuz I 

want her. Ray laughs and sits down on the bed beside me.   

“I…I guess…” I’m still struggling to take it all in. Just earlier today I hated him for 

making me leave the library, and now I am so grateful he did. “So…um…what do you wanna 

do?” the excitement and fear in my voice is obvious even to me.  

“If u tryna ask me if I just wanna fuck you, the answer is no. If I just wanted some ass I 

coulda got that from anybody else; I wouldn’t have bothered comin at somebody new.” Ray says 

flatly. He looks thoughtful for a moment. “Yea. That’s right,” he says to himself. 

 Shit. 

 Ray must see the disappointment on my face. “We can lay up for a minute tho. I wanna 

kno more about u. There’s gotta b more 2 u than a pretty face and a phat ass” he gets up and 

pushes the beds together. I rush to my closet and pull out the extra sheets I have for when I want 

a full sized bed and make up the other mattress. As soon as I finish Ray leaps on the bed and 

turns to face me.  
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 My heart pounds like a jackhammer in my chest. I still can’t believe it. Here he is, the 

man of my dreams, laying in the bed next to mine, knowing what I was and not caring. Here he 

is, actually ready to pursue a relationship with me. My desire for acceptance and love had come 

at long last. I can’t help but think back to earlier this weekend Zandra singing “At Last”. Her 

voice plays in my head as I lay down in the bed next to Ray.  

 “You good?” Ray asks.  

 “I-um…” I struggle to find the words to describe my emotions right now. Of course I’m 

ecstatic, but I’m also nervous. I’ve never even had this with a guy before.” 

 “It’s ok.” Ray assures me. He pulls me even closer to him.  

 “Ok,” I breathe. I’m in heaven, I swear. I thank Pam once again and close my eyes; the 

beautiful rendition of “At Last” serenading me as I fall asleep in my love’s embrace. 

 

  


