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      This story was previously published in the anthology Midnight in the Renaissance Elevator, which is no longer available in e-book. Here is the description:

      

      Do you like mechanical devices with personality? Sure, who doesn’t? How about when they hold your life in the palm of their hands? Hmm…less sure now, yes? Don’t worry, you’re gonna love this.

      At an LGBTQ literary retreat in October of 2022, a group of authors met a particularly cantankerous elevator. Doors slamming open or closed for no apparent reason? Check. Scary noises, also for no apparent reason? Also, check. Were we concerned for our lives? Okay, listen…

      This cranky elevator figured heavily into conversations for the next few days, many of which included expletives in a dozen languages, but eventually, it became a (somewhat) beloved mascot. Some people actually chose it over the other elevators!

      

      I had so much fun at the event, and this story is my love letter to the Gay Romance Literature Retreat. While I was there the first year, I met a soldier who was there for a retirement ceremony the next day, which I witnessed from my hotel room. This story is for him, for our veterans, for Miski Harris, the creator of the original collection, and the organizers of GRL. Thank you…

      

      If you like to listen as you read, check out the playlist on Spotify

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            1

          

          
            YOU’RE NOT THERE

          

        

      

    

    
      Friday

      

      After twenty-five hours of travel, I was conflicted as to what I wanted first. A meal? A shower? A drink? When I arrived at the Portsmouth hotel where I’d be staying the next three nights, however, I had another desire front and center: 

      Social Interaction with non-military personnel. 

      I’d been stationed in Guam for three years, and as beautiful as it was there, I found myself longing for a change of scenery in more ways than one. Attending the retirement ceremony of one of my best friends was the perfect excuse for some shore leave, although it would have been nice if he’d been a Best Coast-er rather than making me travel six more hours east to Virginia. Eight if you counted my layovers. Plural. 

      Eloy Paniagua had been one of my first buddies in boot camp, and despite following different paths in the service, we’d always managed to stay in touch. His wife and kids were like family to me, and I spent many bittersweet holidays with them, constantly reminding me of what a loving relationship looked like when I had zero prospects of my own. He’d asked me to sing the National Anthem at his retirement ceremony, which was a huge honor. I’d done it for a few events, but this one was special.
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