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The cell phone sat on the coffee table in
front of him. Colin Weber really wanted / needed to pick it up and
dial the number, but he just couldn’t. To him, it felt something
like calling a potential employer three weeks after an interview.
If they hadn’t called by now, they most likely wouldn’t and he
understood this.

But he couldn’t shake the thought of it from
his mind. He hadn’t been able to think of anything else for several
days. If the intended recipient answered, he could apologize for
dialing the wrong number or simply hang up. It would be that easy
if fear set in and he couldn’t think of anything to say.

He sat watching as he nervously rocked a black
pump on his toes. Weber hadn’t dressed like this in over a year and
now here he was sitting on the sofa and picking lint from the
cushions. The silence was maddening.

The phone rang, once, twice…

He probably wouldn’t answer anyway?

“Hello.”

Weber’s heart raced as he struggled with the
decision of speaking or not. “Hi,” he finally said in a shy, sweet
voice, a voice that he had perfected over years of practice. “This
is Colleen.”

The line was silent. Weber swallowed hard,
fearing rejection.

“Yeah, yeah,” the voice on the
other end of the line replied. “We met at a college party about a
year ago, right?”

Weber smiled. “We did.”

“Hey,” the voice continued. “I
thought about you for the longest time. If you remember, I gave you
my number and just figured that you weren’t going to
call.”

“Yeah,” Weber replied. “I was
cleaning out some things and ran across it. I waited a couple of
days before calling and I almost didn’t.”

“Why is that?”

“I was afraid that, you
know?”

“What,” Timmy Owen asked. “That I
would call you a sissy slut and hang up on you?”

“Well, yeah.”

There was a pause on the line before the
boy—Timmy Owen—replied. “I didn’t, did I?”

“No,” Weber said smiling. “You
didn’t.”

“Some of the others left their
numbers,” Owen continued. “Have you called them?”

“No.”

“But you called me,
why?”

It was Weber’s turn to pause. “Because you
were sweet and kind,” he said in a whisper.

It wasn’t like he and Owen hadn’t met. In fact
Owen had fucked him in the ass at a frat-party turned fuck-fest
that Weber found himself the center of a year earlier. Three or
four boys had pounded his bottom as he gave others blowjobs lying
across a family room pool table. Most of the erections belonged to
nameless, faceless boys, but Owen was the unlucky last in line and
was caught zipping his pants when it was over. The pair talked for
a moment under a dim lamp with Owen giving Weber his
number.
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