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SCHOOL’S OUT




During the heyday of the Psychedelic Grunge music scene, it is spring and college is out. All in their twenties, Generation X’er’s come together at various parties around Seattle, ending up at one of such, a commercial loft rented by a percussionist in the penthouse just shy of Seattle’s White City Projects. 

Meet Keith Wade, an amateur drummer at the age of twenty-four years old, he holds court. His roots trace back to Native ancestry, weaving a rich tapestry into his American identity. Towering with an above-average height, his medium-built frame showcases the resilience forged in the city’s rhythm. A broken face bears witness to the tales of life’s challenges, etched into the lines and contours. Dark black wavy hair frames his countenance, and brown eyes reflect a depth of experience gained through the beat of countless drums. In the complex landscape of Seattle’s vibrant music scene, he stands as a testament to both the melodies and scars that shape his odyssey.

Under the dimmed lights, this artist commands attention as he unleashes a thunderous rendition of John Bonham’s Moby Dick. A visible zeal encompasses him, an adrenaline surge that courses through his veins. Dots of sweat cascade down his face, proof of the fervor with which he beats his drums and crashes into his cymbals, making an ensemble of controlled chaos.

The crowd in attendance and by the street are immersed in and captivated by the fervent drummer’s pulsating energy.

He then plays along with a record of Led Zeppelin II while his drum set is miked into a PA system, which includes two foldback speakers wet with reverb. This makes for a very pleasant sound mix coming across from the mixing console, showcasing his versatile drumming with the stellar British Rock Group. The entire place is in awe.

Among them are Bryon Ward and his best friend me, Myles Goodman. In the spacious loft, the air is thick with a nostalgic haze as everyone gathers, embracing the essence of nineties vibes. Traditional and hard drugs circulate, weaving a tapestry of memories and experiences that echo the spirit of the era. Amidst the eclectic sounds of that decade, the studio becomes a haven for those seeking a passage through time, a place where the echoes of the past intertwine with the present while admiring the man behind the skins, Keith.

Meet Bryon Ward, a twenty-three years old software engineering graduate hailing from the suburbs of Seattle. Bryon, an Australian American, stands above average in height with a medium frame enveloped in a black aviator leather jacket. Despite his broken face, he carries himself with resilience. He styles his dark blonde hair in an Astride Beatle cut, which complements his striking green eyes.

Unlike his best friend me, he is not geeky; however, he stands by me with unwavering support. He is a hopeless romantic, navigating the complexities of love and relationships with a genuine and tender heart.

Meet me, Myles Goodman, a twenty-three years old software engineering graduate from Sacramento. I had relocated to Seattle, with the goal of studying and establishing a career at MicroSysCorp. I’m an American of above-average height with a scrawny to medium frame sporting slightly curly brown hair, hazel eyes, and glasses. I identify as geeky and reciprocate a strong protective instinct with my best friend and confidante, Bryon.

The thumping beat of the drums echoes, capturing my attention.

“Wow, what a drummer. You know him, Bryon?” I inquire, my gaze reflecting my admiration.

With a nod and a knowing smile, he responds, “Yes, I met him through some acquaintances. I told you this place rocks.”

As the music envelops them, I couldn’t shake a hint of concern. “Are you sure they don’t mind my being here?”

He places a comforting hand on my shoulder, his look steady. “Myles, you’re my best friend. If anything happens, I’ll be there for you. Just call out my name.” The assurance idles in the air, grounding our friendship amidst the rhythmic pulse of the music.

He leans over a window ledge while drinking a Coors Light and sees below from this 10-story building a bodacious, well-endowed blonde girl, clearly distraught, leaving the area.

Meet Stan Malloree. Generation X’er. Twenty-five years old, from Seattle’s White City Projects. French American, above average height, built frame, broken face, deep brown hair, dark beady eyes. Nurturing childhood bitterness. Bully. Binge drinker & drug user.

Laughing and cussing, he blurts out, “Hah, Hah! You frickin’ hoe. Here, take that!”

Spitting and pouring his beer at this lovely young woman who runs frantically, crying and screaming down the street.

Bryon curiously asks, “Do you know that girl?”

Stan retorts with, “She’s my girlfriend.”

He again presses but cautiously, “Why then are you doing that to her?”

Stan stops spitting, then turns to him. “Because she’s a hoe, that’s why.”

Bryon, while mingling about with me, runs across Judy Malloree through Keith while he goes for a breather.

He can’t help but express his admiration for the drummer’s skill.

“Heh, man, what a drummer. So, when will that record be out?” he asks, curiosity evident in his tone.

Keith, wiping his forehead with a face cloth, chuckles in response, “Where? What record?”

Observing the exchange, I join in, sensing untapped potential. “Come on, you’re not signed with anyone? A gifted artist like you?”

With a contemplative look, he explains, “Well, there are a few prospects, you know, talent scouts who drop by here and there. That’s why I rented this place and keep it as an open-door walk-in practice studio.” The words hang as a cloud hinting at the dreams and possibilities that echo within the walls of the makeshift rehearsal space.

Squinting his eyes from the cigarette smoke in the dimly lit loft, Bryon can’t help but acknowledge the astuteness of the strategic maneuver.

“Smart PR move,” he remarks.

Standing by the bar, Keith nods appreciatively, “Thanks, man. There was a guy here last week claiming he knows Nirvana, so we’ll just have to see where it goes.”

Perched on a stool, I chime in with a nod. “Oh yeah, Seattle’s hot right now.”

As the conversation unfolds, Bryon’s attention shifts to the plush couch in the corner, where a captivatingly beautiful brunette, Sheila, lounges. His curiosity sparked.

“Say, Keith,” he inquires, “Who’s that girl over there?”

He follows Bryon’s gaze, pointing subtly. “Which one, the quiet one there?”

He affirms with a knowing grin. “Yeah, yeah.”

In the ambient light of the room, Keith casually points towards a figure across the space.

“That’s Stan’s sister, Judy,” he remarks, his voice carrying a hint of amusement.

I, intrigued, seeking more context. “Who’s Stan?”

He turns to me, a wry smirk playing on his lips. “That whacky guy Bryon was talking with by the window. She’s cute, heh Bry?”

Catching wind of the conversation, he couldn’t help but beam. “You’re telling me?”

The idea of meeting Judy sparks his interest, prompting Keith to make an offer.

“You want to meet her?” He asks, gauging Bryon’s reaction.

His face lights up with anticipation. “Can I?” he inquires eagerly, the prospect of a new connection unfolding before him.

Us three stride over towards her and his heart beating faster, is awestricken over her exotic allure. They glare into each other’s eyes.

Meet Judy Malloree, Generation X’er, twenty-three years old from Seattle’s White City Projects. French American, stunning beauty with dark Mediterranean features, above average height, svelte frame, fair skin, semi-long dark brown hair, and radiant green eyes. Passive aggressive, susceptible, confused. Drink & drug user.

In the darkened area, Keith greets her with a casual “Hi, Judy.” She stands up in bell-bottom denim and a navy blue blouse that hippies would wear, revealing a somewhat shy yet undeniably attractive demeanor.

“Hi, Keith,” she responds with a warm smile.

Ever the introducer, he gestures towards two recent graduates, Bryon and me, proudly announcing their achievements. “I want you to meet Bryon here and his friend Myles. They just graduated with honors in Software Engineering.”

Her eyes light up. “Really? Wow, that’s great.”

As the introductions unfold, the connection between Judy and my buddy becomes palpable. Sensing the unspoken chemistry, I offer a slight smile and discreetly depart with the percussionist, leaving the two alone.

“So, Keith, tell me more about that Nirvana prospect again. I’m intrigued,” I inquire as we stroll away, the thumping music and the release of stress from the school year echoing in the background.

Meanwhile, Bryon and Judy find themselves sharing a moment amidst the lively atmosphere.

“Your brother sure has an unusual approach with women,” He remarks, breaking the ice.

Curiously she asks, “You two met?”

“We sure did. You come around often?” He inquires, trying to learn more about her.

“More on the weekends with Stan. They’re really his friends. I’m simply here to hang out,” She explains, and they continue chatting as they stand close, sharing a beer.

He, unable to resist, compliments her with sincerity. “Judy, do not take this the off-base way, but has anyone ever told you just how ravishing your peepers are?”

Blushing, she responds, “Stop it. I bet you said that to all the girls in college.”

Bryon chuckles. “No, I didn’t. You’re the first one, actually. You look like this young Diane Keaton, you know her? Have you seen ‘Looking For Mr. Goodbar’? You know, before she did all those pictures with Woody Allen.”

Amidst the muted hum of pillow talk and the faint ambient light, her admission dawdles aimlessly. “No, I haven’t seen any of these films,” she confesses, her gaze meeting his.

Bryon, ever quick-witted, seizes the opportunity that unfolds. A mischievous glint in his stare, he leans in with a playful grin. “Well, there’s a date right there.”

Caught off guard, she feels the warmth of a blush creeping up her cheeks once more. Attempting to shift the focus, she remarks, “This smoke is tearing up my eyes.”

Bryon, attentive to her discomfort, seizes the moment to change the scene. “C’mon,” his voice carries a sense of spontaneity. Let’s get out of here and grab something to eat.” The invitation is pronounced as an unobtrusive welcome that lingers between them.

I blurt out, “Bry I’ll call you!”

They take off from the dynamic setting, the music fading behind them as they rapidly grasp the blossoming opportunity of getting to be a couple in the making.

As they walk into a nearby brick-and-mortar grill, they excitedly make their way to a cozy corner booth to settle in.                                                                                 ***

Raindrops trip the streetlight reflection on the windshield as Bryon wanders the wet streets, and the rhythmic pattern of the rain creates a calming atmosphere. In the car, he dials Judy’s number on his cell phone, and the connection builds a bridge between them despite the physical distance. “Bryon,” a voice rings out through the white noise.                         

“Hello Judy,” He replies with a warm tone. “I had a great time last night,” as evidence of the lasting memories of the previous evening. He can’t help but remember the laughter and tender moments they shared.

“Me too,” answers Judy, her speech carrying the echo of those experiences together, like a melody that still resonates in the quiet pauses between her words. It’s a subtle acknowledgment of the bond that has formed between them, a feeling of being in sync.

“I’m almost there. I’ll be there in a few minutes. See you soon,” he says, anticipation clear in his vocal cords.

“I will be waiting by the window. Bye,” she declares, and then that’s where the connection ends. The car continues through the rain-soaked streets, paving the way to an upcoming date where the promise of another moment together takes his breath away.

The black umbrella softly springs open as he gets out of his ride to pick her up and walk her to his vehicle. They drive off slowly, the engine rumbling as time stands still. He and Judy quickly become one and seem inseparable.

As the raindrops continue to patter rhythmically on the windows of his car, the couple deepens in a conversation about their hometowns.

“Wow, it’s really raining in Seattle,” he observes, fixing his gaze for a moment on the reflection created by the puddles on the wet roads.

She, curious about Bryon’s background asks, “What’s it like in Sydney?”

As he drives through the streets with glistening tires in the rain, he replies, “Well, I’ve never been there since I was a toddler, but my mother says the capital is very beautiful. Many immigrants from all over the world go there for the laid-back, cosmopolitan tastes and beaches, for example, Bondi.”

Her eyes widen with interest. “Wow, I haven’t been outside of Idaho. We visit that state every summer.”

Bryon, fully fascinated by her impressions, asks, “Are there no good coastal spots in Monaco?” Her answer is a touch nostalgic: “I don’t know. I was born there, but then we moved here when I was young.” The rain continues to serve as a backdrop to their conversations, weaving together stories of distant places and unknown shores.

The car pulls to the side of the road and parks, with the classic clicking sound coming from the dashboard. He points to an inconspicuous building with raindrops dancing around it.

“This is the place Keith told me about. I’m going to run in and get some smoke,” he announces, his words clinging to Judy’s lips.

Bryon, because of his unfamiliarity with this locale, gingerly steps down a few stairs into a basement-type café bar.

In the saloon-style lit establishment, the bartender exudes a flare of ethnicity that hints at a diverse heritage. Standing tall with an above-average stature, his dark hair bears the recognized marks of time, streaked with strands of silver. His wiry medium frame is complemented by the flawlessly prepared goatee that embellishes his face, including a touch of modernity to his appearance. Spectators might portray him as having a certain smart quality, a cryptic aura that alludes to riches of encounters carved into his features.

Bryon approaches the worn bar stool, seeking the attention of the man behind the counter.

“Bartender,” he calls out.

He glances over with a question in his eyes. “Yes, what can I do for you?”

“My friend Keith sent me here for some… you know,” he explains, a hint of confidentiality in his voice.

The stoic individual remains puzzled. “No, I don’t know.”

Bryon shifts gears, opting for a different approach. “Alright, then. I’ll have a cappuccino,” he says with a nonchalant smile, choosing a more conventional request.

The barman deftly grinds a precise amount of premium blend of Arabica and Robusta beans, tamps them into the portafilter, and extracts a potent shot of espresso. Simultaneously, they steam and froth milk to the ideal creamy consistency. With a gifted hand, the barkeep pours the smooth texture over the coffee, making a superb balance of Java and foam. A light tidying of cocoa completes the cappuccino, changing it into an outwardly engaging and scrumptious showstopper, prepared to be delighted by none other than Bryon.

He is getting a bit anxious because, after all, Judy is sitting in the car alone. He takes a contemplative sip of his drink, his taste buds registering the rich notes. The bartender, a subtle tension in his demeanor, awaits further discussion.

“Huh, malty,” he remarks, before circling back to the reason for his visit. “About that thing I was asking about. Like I said, Keith Wade sent me here to get a dime bag.”

The bartender’s expression shifts, a nervous energy emanating from him. He interrupts, seeking more information. “What’s your name again?”

“Bryon,” he replies casually.

He presses for more details. “No, your full name?”

Slightly taken aback, he responds with a sense of wonder, “Bryon Ward.”

Seemingly unsatisfied, the bartender requests, “Can I see some ID?”

He maintains his composure and says nonchalantly, “Sure,” reaching into his pocket to retrieve his identification. The suspense thickens with a mix of uncertainty and anticipation as he hands over the proof of identity, the bar’s ambient noise providing a subtle backdrop to the unfolding event.

The bartender looks at it, then at him, and then once again at the ID. Puts it down and slides it against the granular sugar specks on the counter, back towards him.

With his demeanor indicating a mix of caution and curiosity, he issues a brief directive.

“Wait here,” he instructs, his eyes lingering on him as he disappears behind the bar counter. The establishment’s ambient hum surrounds Bryon, leaving him momentarily alone with his thoughts. The subtle tension in the air hints at the unfolding of an unexpected turn of events.

He leaves the area, goes into a storage room to retrieve something, and then returns.

Now stands in front of the bar patron and waits. At a loss for words, he grabs the cinnamon, shakes it twice into the cappuccino, and then takes another sip.

He unsuspectingly gives him the rolled-up 20-dollar bill. The Bartender hands him the dime bag with 10 dollars in change.

Bryon finds himself pleasantly surprised as the mixologist returns to his duties, then emerges from behind the bar counter, carrying a steaming cup.

“For the café latte?” he confirms. A generous smile breaks the previously tense atmosphere.

“It’s on the house. Okay, now that I know your face, you’re welcome back anytime,” he adds, extending a welcoming gesture.

Bryon, with a smirk playing on his lips, responds, “Thanks. I’ve never had to show ID to buy pot before.” The unexpected turn of events leaves a hint of amusement as he takes a final sip of his complimentary café latte.

He emerges from the bar with his heels clanking against the concrete pavement as he runs into his vestibule. The windows are fogged up. Judy looks at him and smiles.

As Bryon’s parents toil away at their respective jobs, the siblings seize the opportune moment to step into the grandeur of their family bungalow. The magnificent home rests encompassed by verdant grass, its field oozing a sense of tranquility. A colossal pine tree, tall and forcing, stands sentinel in the front yard.

The driveway, stretched long and wet from the recent rain, adds a touch of cinematic ambiance to their arrival, setting the stage for the unfolding moments within the interior of their stately home.

On the patio, the love birds embark on a ritualistic journey. The romance thickens with the sweet scent of herbs as they indulge in the ancient art of getting stoned, letting the intoxicating haze weave its magic around them. The laughter and hushed conversations echo against the walls of their sanctuary.

As the effect takes hold, they migrate to Bryon’s room, where their creative energies flow freely. What begins as a mere spark of inspiration evolves into one of their countless love-making marathon sessions, each rite a unique symphony of passion and connection. In the cocoon of his private refuge, they explore the rhythmic dance of emotions, molding a complex masterpiece using the raw materials of their mutual experiences.

Judy’s words carry a gentle yet impassionate plea: “Stay on top. I want to hold you.” The soft fragrance of the room shifts the atmosphere, and their connection deepens as her whispered desire clings in this space.

In sheer ecstasy, she pleads, “No, don’t leave. I like it when you stay. I can feel your pulse inside your manhood.”

Panting, he replies, “Yeah, but it’s strange to stick around after all that exertion.”

She offers a sigh of relief. “Don’t worry, I’m on the pill. I don’t care much for rubbers. It’s not the same thing.”

He confesses, “Judy, it kind of hurts, you know, my foreskin when it goes down. I think I may need to get circumcised.”

After some time, she allows him to leave. She lights up and while she is dragging on a cigarette, she begins to draw some sort of random psychedelic design. Then signs it and gives it to Bryon, who is surprised over its unusualness, containing a hint of Salvatore Dali Surrealism. He opens the window ajar to air out the bedroom.










  
  
CONSUMMATION




Once at her residence, Judy calls Bryon after he accompanies her. She doesn’t waste any time in getting personal details out on the table. 

“Bryon?”

“Hi,” he eagerly answers.

“I barely got home, and I already miss you.”

He is speechless. “Gosh, Judy, you’re so warm-blooded. When we were close together there, your body was hot to the touch, almost to the boiling point.”

She softly laughs. “I’m walking cross-eyed around the house here and feel you.”

Astonished, he suggests, “Why don’t you just take a shower?”

Emphatically, she confesses, “No. I prefer having that full feeling.”

Needless to say, he is aroused. He’s never met a girl who talks like this and it is unbecoming of her, as she appears to be rather inward and somewhat self-effacingly shy while exhibiting outward grace.

In an about-face, Bryon reveals a plan. “Judy, I have been organizing a house party, you know, after a hard school year and inviting everybody I’ve ever known. That’s a lot of people. You can spread the word far and wide also, bring some of your girlfriends cute, like you for my buddies.”

She cheerily says, “Let me ask around. Okay, I’ll see you tomorrow, love.”

They blow kisses on the phones. They hang up. He is reeling over this mirage. This can’t possibly be happening. A breathless French sheila in his life.


      ***The throbbing beat of music resonates inside the kept space as Keith splashes himself in a stick session with a full band. The energy is perceivable, and the rhythms are electric. In the midst of a brief break from the jam, he looks over and is happy to observe Judy and Bryon sharing an intimate moment.

He welcomes the lovebirds, “I see you’ve not squandered any time in getting acquainted.”

Judy, with a perky grin, wraps her arm around Bryon’s elbow, meaning a shared closeness that rises above the melodic anarchy engulfing them.

She pleads with her love, “Bry dear, the smoke is harming my eyes. Let’s go for a trip walk with the others.”

The lanes of Seattle unlock before a gathering of young hikers. Against the background of the magnificent downtown horizon, Judy strolls hand in hand with Bryon, their association apparent at each turn. The night is full of conceivable outcomes as they take after the beat of the metropolis and wind their way through the labyrinth of urban sprawl.

The fresh evening mist envelopes them as they stroll along the Seattle waterfront. The city’s nightlife is dazzlingly reflected atop the calm waters of tall high rises and its mesmerizing skyline. Holding hands, the couple chooses to go adrift from the customary way and examine the delights of the night city.

As they walk through the dynamic boulevards, the welcoming scent of freshly warmed waffle cones fills their senses. An enticing fragrance leads them to a natural ice cream parlor nestled between several buildings. The good-natured ringing of bells reports their entry. The glass display presents a variety of flavors, each more alluring than the other.

They take time to try diverse tastes before settling on their favorite. Judy selects a two-scoop of salted caramel and chocolate fudge, whereas Bryon goes for classic vanilla with a hint of raspberry.

They find a calm spot by the harbor, truant from the clamor, hustle, and scurry of the city. Seattle’s night lights continue to shimmer on the water, leaving a stimulating reflection. The wind whistles about, carrying the distant echoes of chestnut trees and music. The couple sits on a weathered wooden bench, getting a kick out of the sweet taste of solidified cream and looking out at the stunning cityscape.

The night spreads, enveloping them as an ensemble of urban sounds and shining lights. They share stories, dreams, and undertakings as the city skyline becomes the background to their heartfelt union. Time shows up to slow down as they lose themselves in the minute, and the world around them disappears.

As they eat their ice cream, the warmth of the evening and each other’s company evoke back remarkable memories. With an inkling of sweetness on their lips, they continue their walk along the docks, hand in hand, prepared for anything the night may bring.

She shouts, “My legs ache. Bryon come with me. Let’s get some rest.”

Judy and Bryon arrive at a narrow corridor unfamiliar to him. With a gentle knock, Mark Ranger opens the door to a one room unit so small that the queen-size bed is literally at the entrance, which was well before the micro apartment craze in New York. His demeanor is uncuffed, yet welcoming.

Mark incoherent, “Hi, Judy.”

They share a kiss, and he, with a nonchalant expression towards Bryon, returns to his sleeping space, collapsing in a quasi crash on his buttocks and back against the headboardless mattress.

Meet Mark Ranger. 26 years old, from the school of hard-knocks Seattle. Street-wise he comes off as an amateur bookie of sorts or perhaps a more sophisticated chic two-bit bagman for a counterfeit crime ring. American. Above average height, built athletic boxer like frame, short black hair, olive skin, brown eyes. Strong nemesis to Bryon. Once exposed to Judy and Bryon’s reciprocal love, he feels threatened by his rival.

Possibly exhausted from the night’s adventures, Judy foregoes introductions between him and Bryon. This startles him nonetheless. As the duo settles onto the floor, she lies on the vinyl tiles to his left while her beau is to his right. All are strung out, and it looks like a scene out of a foxhole with GI bodies collapsed out of sheer exhaustion.

Bryon, caught between the allure of the woman he loves and the enigmatic world she inhabits, grapples with his emotions. He gets a first glimpse inside the peculiar realm of Judy, not knowing what to do with this situation, as he truly adores her and is unable to let go.

This surreal tableau unfolds the dichotomy of love and uncertainty, leaving Bryon to navigate uncharted territories of the heart.


      ***In Bryon’s home, sunlight streams through the curtains. The living room, a haven of familial warmth, becomes the stage for a pivotal exchange.

My voice pierces the quiet stillness as I converse with him, “Heh buddy, great news…”

He answers, “What’s up?”

Brimming with excitement, I deliver the revelation that I have secured a position at a Nasdaq multinational technology corporation. “That MicroSysCorp job I was looking into, they just hired me starting September!”

His response is immediate, a genuine expression of joy for me. “Wow, that’s fantastic! You know how hard it is to get in there. Everybody comes from all over the country trying for those jobs. I’m extremely happy for you, buddy!”

Yet amid the jubilation, the tone shifts as I hint at an opportunity that extends beyond my own success. “Well, there’s one for you also, mate.”

Much to his surprise, “Really?”

“Yes. There’s this policy the CEO has agreed to with the mayor to grant first dibs to the local graduates’ labor pool.”

Bryon, reflective, “I haven’t decided if I feel ready yet. It’s so soon after graduating. I think I’m going to do what many folks do, take a year off and instead of roaming across Europe, I want to just hang with Judy and meander.”

Understanding the significance of the name he mentions, I become a silent observer of his internal struggle. The dichotomy between the allure of professional success and the desire to savor the uncertainties of life forms a complex tapestry.

“Judy, that girl you recently met at Keith’s place?”

He replies rather sheepishly, “Well, yeah.”

From my perspective, I am genuinely concerned for my best friend, sensing the depth of his connection with this particular young lady and the profound impact it has on his decision-making process. As a realist, I press him to join me straight away.

“Yes, but Bry, you have an in and you better take full advantage of it as soon as possible.”

The room becomes a cauldron of conflicting emotions, where the beckoning call of career success clashes with the intoxicating pull of newfound love. He is left standing at the crossroads of his future, which involves his infatuation with Judy.

Bryon, an idealist, unloads, “Myles, I’m not like you. I only got through Cal I and II because you practically spoon-fed me the material. You tutored me day in and day out. I need time to absorb all that stuff still floating in my head.”

“Bry, with math, you can’t stay out too long; it’s like a muscle that needs daily conditioning. Like you know, brushing your teeth.”

“I appreciate it, man, but I really got to take a small breather. Anyway, we’ll talk about it another day. As for the here and now, I am throwing this big party tomorrow and you could invite some college chums.”

“Can I?” I ask, rather puzzled as I do not have any pals except for my buddy, actually.

Bryon, “You do have girlfriends, as in friends, don’t you?”

“Yeah but…”

Reassuring me, he adds, “Yes, bring any friend you like. Relax, you’ll be fine.”


      ***I see the festive lights in the playroom with the occasional strobe light with many party animals coming up and down the staircase, which leads to the side door of the driveway.

One guy stops to run towards the double bowl kitchen sink upstairs and vomits in it. It’s not a pretty sight. The event is turning into a zoofest.

The music is blaring very loudly, speakers periodically crackling.

“Bryon, what are your parents going to think about this? Some of these idiots are vomiting in your mom’s sink! Where are they, anyway?”

“They went out to some relatives on my dad’s side.”

“Oh,” wondering what their reaction will be once back.

Exasperated, he says, “I hope they stay there a little longer because this bash is turning into a circus.”

“You’re telling me!”

In a cautious panic, he remarks, “I don’t know what’s going on here; there are too many partygoers. We’re getting tons of people too many, in and out of my old folk’s home.”

“Go on, Bry, have a good time; I’ll keep an eye out for anybody trying to get upstairs from the staircase. They either stay in the playroom or outside, back to where they came from.”

He pats me on the shoulder and runs downstairs into the recreational area, mingling with the crowd.

Shortly after, I dash downstairs to the dance floor and break Bryon the news.

“Bry, I don’t know how to tell you this, but it’s better sooner than later.”

Perplexed, he asks, “What? Myles what? This isn’t a good time for small talk.”

“I just saw Judy going upstairs towards your room, and naturally, I let her by, but then some weird-looking husky guy went by me despite my trying to stop him.”

Bryon, in a sudden rage, “Really, what the heck is this?!”

I shrug my shoulders. “I don’t know, buddy.”

He goes to the second floor and into his bedroom and sees nobody. Then he notices that the bathroom flat slab entryway is closed, which is usually opened ajar. He turns the doorknob and pains his carpal as it is locked.

“Ahh, my wrist!” Bangs twice on the door. “Open the door!”

A few party goers and I slowly approach the area.

Judy, who has opened the door at the other end, is standing there facing Mark, not in an affectionate stance but in a way that suggests they were exchanging words, chatting rather intimately. Needless to say, Bryon is fuming with controlled rage.            Possibly festering in a jealous fury, Mark is fully unveiled as a possible hidden lover now feeling threatened by Bryon; hence, the love triangle begins.            Judy confesses to, “We were just talking.”             Bryon, enraged, “What are you doing with my girl?”            Mark responds staccato-like, “She’s not your girl.”            Bryon looks at him as Judy slips out, then he grabs his gold chain and yanks it off of Mark’s neck.            We outsiders are in awe of Bryon’s courage, as his rival is huskier, similar to an avid amateur boxer.             He holds back and gingerly leaves the premises, snorting towards the floor, resembling a defeated bull. Mark, in a maniacal twist, admires Bryon’s fortitude.             Astonished, Bryon looks on as Stan and Judy follow their friend in the direction of the door and exit the Bungalow.            The throbbing beat of the music with an electric vitality resounds through the swarmed playroom. He stands amidst its center, circumvented by whirling colors and moving silhouettes.            A wave of shock and dismay crashes over him, leaving a bad taste of confusion for words.            An earlier, basic misinterpretation had led to an ungraceful situation, taking focus away from the party’s lively mood. His cheeks burn with malcontent as he tests for restraint from the prying eyes and smothering whispers.            Without expressing a spoken word he briskly navigates through the ocean of revelers, frantic to separate himself from the gregarious highlight. The pounding rhythm of the beat resonates in his ears, a persistent update of the unpleasant occurrence. Bryon’s heart races, his steps quickening as he descends into the haven of the playroom.            The den, a safe house of sentimentality and comfort, invites him with its dim lighting and scattered cushions. He lets out a moan, the weight of the humiliation still heftily awkward on his shoulders. Looking for a minute of relief, he moves toward the DJ zone settled in the corner of the kitchen.            As he approaches the mixing soundboard, his trembling hand points to the master switch. With a forceful flick, he stops the music, including his playlist. The sudden stillness increases the echoes of cachinnation and chatter from the playroom, emphasizing the blunt contrast between the exuberant party and Bryon’s internal turmoil.            Alone in the covered space, he takes a deep breath, endeavoring to regain his composure. The DJ booth becomes his passing asylum, securing him from the looking eyes and judgmental looks. Inside the makeshift sanctuary, he reflects on the startling turn of events, considering how to protect the evening and his harmed pride.            With the music suddenly muted, he stands in the dimly lit corner of the kitchen, contemplating his next move in the dance of emotions that swirl around him.            “Everybody leave! You must leave now.”            As they flock out of the bungalow, we capture the sense of a chaotic celebration out of control where another large group of gatherers are striving to access the party!            He runs upstairs and catches a glimpse of his parents sheepishly congregating in their room.             “When did you get back? Were you here all along? I’m so sorry this bash is all messed up.” Like a bat out of a cave, Bryon flees.

I take him for a walk around the public park. His world is demolished. He is deeply affected by what just happened, and as of yet, all are baffled and behooved and cannot understand why he is enthralled by someone who is turning into a femme fatale. Perhaps it is escapism from a childhood with dysfunctional parenting.

I put my arm on his shoulder, “I’m so, so sorry, buddy.”

He is speechless.

We head back to clean up the mess, and then I leave for the night.

Later that night, Bryon sprawls on his bed with Supertramp’s Breakfast In America playing in the background, lost in thought as he contemplates his next move.


      ***Bryon shows up at Judy’s place, which is in a housing project. He sports his black umbrella open as it is raining. He insanely seeks to try to salvage the relationship. He gasps, and then rings the doorbell.

Her sister opens the entryway, “What do you want?”

Sheepishly he asks, “Is Judy there? I … I need to talk to her.”

With one hand on her waist, the other palming the door’s side, “Well she doesn’t want to talk to you.”

Driven to desperation, he pleads, “Please.” Judy’s sibling annoyed, “Hold on.” Closes the door ajar.

He stands there motionless hoping for a good result.

The entranceway opens anew, and Judy, with her usual stunning brunette glow, appears. But she is not too keen on seeing him.

Bryon, with arms stretched forward, “Judy, I’m sorry about last night.”

She is in charge, “Don’t be sorry, be careful.”

Almost on his knees, he implores, “I overreacted. Can you please forgive me, I won’t do it again.”

Her brother Stan approaches behind her.

“What does he want?”

He scoffs a laugh. A stern look from Bryon follows. Stan then comes closer and pushes him who goes falling down against the wall.

Stan half turns to his sister with, “Why is he looking at me that way?”

He leaves laughing, and out of Bryon’s persistence, Judy admirably helps him get up. They go outside, and she closes the door as he opens his black umbrella.

She fixes his collar and kisses him.

“Bryon, I really, really like you a lot but I think it’s best that we just be friends.”

He rather sheepishly asks, “Just friends or more?”

Judy explains her intricate take on attachment: “It’s more akin to a Friendship Pact. I’m interested in seeing other guys, you know, Bryon. I’m young. When am I going to do that when I’m forty? And you, too, should see other girls.”

With vigor in his tone, “Are you in love with Mark? Is that it Judy?”

She does not answer.

She then offers, “I’d like to keep sleeping with you, that is if you’ll continue to have me.”

Bryon agrees to Judy’s open-minded game, “Yes, of course.” Playing along with her unconventional affair, though deeply perturbed, he succumbs to the arrangement as life without her is unimaginable at this point.

Meanwhile, he goes to see his mother at her Boutique. Jenny is finishing up with a female customer as he enters the shop.

Meet Jenny Ward. Shopkeeper of fashionable Womenswear. Thirty-seven years old. Originally from Sydney, Australia, having studied at Seattle, then remaining there to marry Mel Ward, above average height, svelte frame, short black hair, and green eyes.

“Thank you for shopping at the Ward Womenswear Boutique. Come again.” Slight pause, then she pivots to her son. “Bry darling, there you are.”

He always welcoming to his mother, “Mom, and again, I’m sorry about that blasted party. I had no idea it was going to turn into a zoo.”

Jenny, “No problem. I appreciate all the assistance Myles and others did in staying behind to help clean up. When I was young in Sydney, we were just as wild.”

Bryon, with a questioning glance, “Mom, you wanted to see me about something?”

“Yes, Bry. You’ve had a rough year getting through college and I want to give you a present for graduating.”

She smiles, takes out a ticket for a flight from the inside pocket of her jacket, much like a blazer, and hands it to him.

Bryon overjoyed with a new toy, “What’s this, a plane ticket? Are we heading somewhere together?”

“I wish I could love, but it’s for you. I want you to go and stay with Auntie Rachel in Sydney for the summer.”

He seizes this opportunity as a great way to acquire some badly needed hand over Judy as a test of their commitment and thus agrees.

Bryon, with reassurance, “Sure, I’ll go. Mom, are you and Dad going to be okay while I’m gone?”

She looks away as though to conceal a tell. “Why wouldn’t we be okay? Go on now, get home, and start packing because … you’re off to Australia!”









