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Chapter 1: First Date Jitters


Beau Chance was a live wire. He had tried to remain calm during most of his planning and preparations, but tonight was going to be a Big Deal. Capital letters. Bold print. Underscore. Exclamation point.


Tonight was the night he was having an honest-to-goodness first date with a man he thought about day and night. Just allowing his brain to process those words made him sick with anxiety. So much was on the line and if this didn’t work out, he had no Plan B.


He had been on dates before, of course. Well, “dates” might be stretching it. He had gone on a few dates—even a blind one once. He had had a couple of hook-ups and one friendship whose waters got uncomfortably muddied. He had definitely been stood up a time or twelve. But if this went sideways, come tomorrow his life would be unthinkably diminished.


Of course, his nausea could also be blamed on the fact that he was currently face down on the bed of a cheap hotel with his ass in the air.


“You ready for this?” his best friend Andy asked.


Beau stared intently at the floral pattern of the comforter still tucked neatly around the corners of the mattress. “Yeah, just do it.”


“Here we go. This is gonna be hot.”


And hot it was. Beau tried to keep his breathing steady as he felt Andy stretching his ass cheeks, but he was failing.


“Breathe, bitch,” Andy said, his tone as serious and focused as a neurosurgeon mid-surgery.


Beau was partially being a jerk when he fell into exaggerated Lamaze breathing, but he also secretly hoped it helped. When he felt the blinding pain, he knew it hadn’t.


“Yee-ouch!” Beau screamed, matching the ripping sound coming from his backside.


“Shhh.” Andy broke down in giggles. “You’re gonna get us kicked out.” Poor Andy. That sweet summer child could be talked into just about anything—up to and including waxing his best friend’s ass.


Writhing on the bed, Beau moaned until the stinging in his butt cheeks eased up a bit. With a relieved groan, he said, “Thank God that’s over.”


“Over?” Andy dangled one long wax-covered strip of muslin in front of Beau’s face. Little blond hairs could be seen trapped in amber, their tiny white follicles jiggling with the motion. “We’re only half done biiiitch.”


“Oh, you sadistic little freak! I hate you. You know this, don’t you?”


“You love me and that’s a fact. Now back up. Spread them cheeks. Don’t be a pussy.”


“You are literally wearing a crocheted vest and you’re calling me a pussy?”


“Pussy is as pussy does. Come on, I got places to be, mama.”


Waxing the other side was just as painful as the first. It was a welcome relief when Andy began cleaning off the wax residue with witch hazel, which, Andy was happy to inform, not only reduced any swelling but was a natural antiseptic.


With one last slap to Beau’s admittedly beautiful bum, Andy said, “You’re all ready for your big day. When do I get to meet this mystery man you’re gettin’ all purdy for?”


“You are too much.” Beau giggled as he pulled up his underwear. “I’m not sure. Who knows—this might be our first and only date. I hope not, though.”


“Oh, if he takes one look at that perfect peach, he’s gonna come back at least once more.”


“At least once more, huh? Let’s hope so. If he sticks around, I will totally introduce you. If you behave, that is.”


Andy stuck out his tongue at the implication while reaching for Beau’s phone. “Well, show me some pics at least.”


“I don’t have any.” Beau could trust his best friend with almost all of his deep, dark secrets—just not this one.


“Man, you are getting catfished for sure. Don’t you watch that show?”


“He’s real. Trust me. We just don’t have that kind of relationship.”


Andy stood in front of the mirror mounted on the wall near the door, fixing his hair and fussing with his eyebrows. “Well, what’s his name, at least?”
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