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It's not that I hate faggots, you understand, it's just that the thought of two dudes hugging, kissing, and what-not is downright revolting.  But so long as they keep it in the privacy of their own bedrooms and all, I won't bitch.

But it never happens that way, does it?

So there I am coming out of a Jean Claude Van Damme action flick late one night and the two guys in front of me are holding hands.  One is really skinny and the other looks like he belongs on one of those ESPN fitness shows—the ones I watch to check out the sweating babes.  I roll my eyes, figuring it takes all kinds.  I'm just gonna ignore it, right?

No such luck.

Problem is that there's a third guy who pulls up in a hot pink Cadillac and screeches to a halt.  He gets out of the car, and I can see the tears in his eyes.

“Charles!” he cries.  “Oh I just knew you were cheating on me!  I feel ... devastated.”

“Myron,” the big guy says, “I told you it's over.  Find someone new.  I'm sick of your crap.”

They stop right in front of me to have their lover's spat, and I'm not in the mood to wait or to walk around.  I don't want to sound even a little bit sensitive around this trio, so I don't ask them to excuse me or anything, I just start to push past them saying, “Get outta my way, assholes.”

“Oh what a rude brute,” the skinny guy says.  And I hear him whisper to his muscle-bound lover, “But he sure has a cute butt.”

“You could say 'excuse me,'“ the big guy says.

I flip him the bird without looking back.  Then I'm thinking, I hope he doesn't take that as an invitation, and I quicken my pace toward my car.

“Hey!” the big guy yells.  “I'm talking to you!”

“Charles,” Myron says.  “I'm talking to you.”
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