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Chapter 1


How long does it take to find a man worth getting serious about?


The headline of the article on his phone jumped at Doug. He had worked through lunch to get things ready so that he could leave on time, so he didn’t feel guilty looking at the newsfeed on his phone for the next three minutes while he waited for five o’clock, even if it was on some e-zine that mainly wrote about the pitfalls of singledom. There was absolutely nothing to do for the next few minutes anyway. He thought about this and looked back at the enticing title.


“It’s taken me thirty-two years and he’s still not here,” Doug said to the empty office.


Doug thought for a moment, and then turned his head to find something on his desk. His eyes rested on a silver-framed picture. Doug stared at the picture on his desk. He kept it in the corner of his L-shaped desk, almost behind his computer monitor so that it wasn’t visible to everyone that came into his office. If someone was going to see it, they had to be pretty observant. Doug reached for the picture, holding it delicately, knowing that there was very little left of them anymore. The middle-aged couple that stared back at him had their arms around each other. He brought the picture to his lips and kissed it.


“Happy anniversary,” he whispered, glad that the glass would protect the picture from his lips. “I hope I’m half as happy as you two were.”


Doug looked into their eyes. They always gave such good advice. He could hear his mother’s voice as if she were saying, “The right one will come along at the right time.”


How many times had she said that to Doug over the years? Yet that right one had never come for him in their life time. Of course, he was only twenty-five when they passed seven years ago.


“I’m surprised the men aren’t fighting over you,” Doug’s father, Charles would say. “They will be one day.”


Doug knew a lot of dads couldn’t pull off saying something like that. It had always sounded natural to Doug when his super heterosexual father uttered those words, though. How many gay men had dads that were that cool? Doug looked at the picture of his father intently. “Well, I’m hoping that they’re fighting over me tonight.”


As usual, the picture didn’t say anything in response, but Doug still felt like his parents were around him somehow. He stared at their big smiles. They had been lucky to have each other. How many of Doug’s friends came from homes where their parents divorced, or where they lived together making everyone around them wish they’d divorce? Doug knew the relationship his parents had was rare, the kind of rare that many people never found. “Maybe I’ll never find anyone like you, but I was lucky to have you both as parents,” Doug said, grateful that his first floor, glassed-in office was relatively sound proof.


He moved the picture back to the corner of his desk, and then Doug quickly shuffled the papers on his desk into one big pile. After making sure they were lined up neatly, he placed the pile to the right of the keyboard. Confidently, he stood up, lifted the sports coat he’d worn to work that morning off of his chair, and put it on, careful to make sure the collar of his button-up shirt didn’t get pushed down by the jacket as he did so. He was checking his reflection in the window when he heard the door open behind him.


“You’re so meticulous.”


Douglas turned to toward the door of his office to see Stephanie standing there with a well-dressed man Douglas was pretty sure he had seen in one of the offices upstairs.


“Thanks,” Doug said, skeptically.


“Which is why I want you to meet Devin.”


“Hi,” Doug said, hesitantly extending his hand for a shake.


Devin reached for it, shook it, and then held it for a minute. Doug found himself looking more intently at Devin than he normally would someone he just met, his eyes a question.


Rather than telling him why he was still holding his hand, Devin instead looked Doug up and down, and then turned to Stephanie. “You’re right. He is perfect.”
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