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  To Joseph and Peter. 






  
  
A Note from Your Author




My Dear Reader, 

You’re going to find this hard to believe, especially when you learn how Gomer Pyle-gullible I was at twenty-two, but what you’re about to read is a true story. 

What can I say? 

I was that preacher’s kid. You know, the one who never knew he was supposed to be secretly rebellious and get away with a hidden wild side? Yeah, I missed that memo. I was the PK who was actually into being righteous and good—whatever that means these days. 

I grew up in a kind, loving household with three older sisters—stop snickering! 

Now, years later, I realized that was a perfect setup for a later-in-life coming out; but at the time, I had no clue. I was convinced I would one day have a beautiful wedding in a massive church with flowers and candles…and you’re snickering again.

Anyway, you get the picture. Good boy. Innocent. Completely clueless. 

And straight. 

Did I mention that? I was definitely straight, doggone it.

I’d made it through high school and college without ever meeting a gay person. I was convinced, as was taught fervently from the pulpit on Sundays, that all gays lived in California or New York, and as long as we stayed away from those evil places, everything would be fine. Little did I know my best friend from fourth grade through high school was a screaming queen. How was I supposed to know? Just because he was the drum major in the marching band?

Never mind.

I see now that we are not going to have a serious, adult conversation, so I may as well get on with the story. Yes, yes, I changed the names and places to protect the guilty, but the story itself is a real account of my very first date. 

Although, I don’t think you could actually call it a date. That kind of insults the idea of dates. 

Alas, it’s in the title, so it was a date. 

Just roll with me here.
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Chapter one

Boring Saturday





It’s a terrible idea to leave a twenty-two-year-old guy alone on a Saturday. There are entirely too many parts of a young male’s overactive yet still developing brain that can wander and find trouble. A girl might read a book, watch a movie, or find some other semi-productive way to use her free weekend, but not a boy. 

At least, not this boy.

So, I was home, alone, and bored on a Saturday. There were bad football replays and bowling on TV. I tried the other channels, but Lifetime didn’t call to me. It rarely did. There were reruns of Star Trek, but I’d long ago exceeded my tribble tolerance, so I tossed the remote aside and wandered aimlessly around our poorly appointed apartment. I briefly considered attacking the pile of dirty laundry in the corner. Unfortunately, it was much larger than the sacred pile of laundry quarters on the counter. My roommate, Peter, would be frustrated that I’d violated the immutable law of laundry-quarter-hoarding, but I’d found a vintage Ms. Pacman machine at a Pizza Hut around the block from our place earlier in the week. 

What can I say? Ms. Pacman and I had a thing. 

Quarter issues aside, the thought of lugging a basket of laundry down the stairs to the complex’s common room, then babysitting my poor collection of hole-ridden undies, wasn’t appealing. I’d had a massive load of fairly new sweatshirts stolen from that laundry room, so babysitting was a requirement, but the currently offending pile of clothes had sat on the floor for a few days without stinking and I figured they’d be okay a little longer. 

To confirm this decision, I did the only thing a self-respecting young man would do in this situation: I sniffed my T-shirt. It didn’t kill me, so I assumed I was stronger for the effort and moved on.

Frustrated at my fruitless apartment tour, I tossed myself back onto the couch, grabbed the remote off the cardboard box we used for an end table, and resumed Olympic-level channel flipping. 

Some guy was babbling about the strategy behind championship bowling. Strategy? Hit the pins, right? I flipped on Mr. Strategy as fast as possible.

The phone rang. 

What was this? No one ever called. This was exciting, and something to shake me out of my boredom.

Yes, kids, our phone was an old-fashioned landline. There was no caller ID, or any other fancy features taken for granted these days. The ring sounded like the rapid whirring of a teacher’s bell in school; kind of annoying, but something you couldn’t ignore. My roommate and I shared the number. Peter was a struggling model/trainer, and I hadn’t yet found my place in life. We shared pretty much everything that involved spending money on a monthly basis. He was a good roommate that way.

“Hello?”

“Hey, Peter?” The voice was friendly, masculine, and held a note of anticipation. That last part seemed a little odd, but whatever. He wasn’t calling for me anyway.

“No, this is Michael. Peter’s not here,” I said, disappointed this welcome interruption would likely end as quickly as it began.

“Oh, okay, thanks.”

“No problem.” I reached behind the couch to hang up while keeping my eyes on the awful Lifetime special the remote decided was worthy of my Saturday. The receiver slipped out of my hand and clunked against the linoleum, then rebounded by its Slinky-esque cord to bob and wiggle off the back of the couch. Annoyed, I made my way around the couch to hang up the dangling phone. 

The voice crackled. “Michael? You still there?” 

Butterfingers finally got the receiver to his ear. “Yeah, I’m here. Sorry, I dropped you. Did you want to leave a message for Peter? I should’ve asked before.”

“No. That’s okay. I’m Joseph, a friend of Peter’s.” 

He paused. 

I remember the sound of that pause. It was thunderous. 

A few heartbeats later, he continued. “I was just bored and called to see if he wanted to catch a movie.” 

“Oh, okay. Well, I don’t know when he’ll be back. He left early this morning.”

“So…” He paused again, the silence louder this time. “What are you doing?”

Well, that wasn’t what I thought he’d say next. 

“Umm. Nothing really. Just flipping channels, staring at laundry, kinda bored.”

“Wanna go see a movie?” Joseph asked without hesitation.

Now it was my turn to falter. This was more than a little odd, right? I didn’t know this guy, and Peter hadn’t ever mentioned him—at least, I didn’t think he had. I didn’t always pay great attention to the list of people who followed Mr. Photogenic. As a model, he had a flock. 

Sitting there staring at bowling or tribbles wasn’t making me less bored. At least a movie would get me out of the apartment, and if Joseph was a friend of Peter’s, he had to be okay. 

That made sense, right?

“Umm. Yeah, I guess,” I said. 

“Great. I live a couple blocks from the theater on Pine. You know it?”

The movie angels began singing. You know, that one note that accompanies the bright white light and announces something really cool? 

I knew that theater. It was the newest, nicest, coolest theater in town, the one with the puffy leather stadium seats. I hadn’t actually been to a movie there yet, but everybody was talking about it—and when I say everybody, I mean all the cool kids I wanted to hang out with but never really had the chance to because of my stick-up-the-ass PK thing.

“Yeah, great place,” I said, trying to sound cooler than I was.

“Great. Why don’t you come here and park at my place? We can just walk to the theater and save the five bucks.”

Given the quarter situation, I was all about saving five bucks. 

“On my way.” 








  
  

Chapter two

Threesome





Idrove my maroon Saturn to the other side of town where Peter’s mysterious, movie-loving friend lived. I loved that car. I got it when I was in college a few years prior, and was among the first to ever own the new breed of horseless carriage known as the Saturn. People would stare as I drove up to the gas pump, point, and ask their friends, “What is that?” The occasional brave soul would wander up. “That’s a cool car. What kind is it? I’ve never seen one before.” 

Add to the mystique of mounting a horse whose breed no man had seen before, that car saved my life—literally. 

I’d spent the day in class, then went to work for a few hours, and was driving home around eleven o’clock. I was beat, exhausted to the point I was seeing two of everything. No alcohol, just plain pooped-ness. I was usually a careful driver, but didn’t see the flashing red light at an intersection a few blocks from home. I slammed into a poor old man driving a gunmetal-gray battleship of a Lincoln. T-boned him. 

His car barely budged, but mine spun in two complete circles, then slammed directly into a large oak tree. It struck precisely where the artistic S of Saturn’s logo rested on the hood, and the entire front of the car crumpled in on itself. The only thing that saved me was a safety feature pioneered by the intrepid Saturn engineers: sharp guard thingies that cut the engine free in the event of a collision. The heavy car-part thing (yes, that’s a technical term) that would’ve slammed into my soon-to-be-lifeless body was sliced free of the chassis and fell harmlessly to the ground. 

When I came to and noticed the blinding blue lights of cop cars and ambulances, an officer turned to his partner with wonder in his voice. “Over here, the kid’s alive.”

Thankfully, the old man driving the USS Eisenhower was also unharmed. The Eisenhower barely had a dent.

With a little help from the cop and a paramedic, I stumbled away from the car without even a scratch. Unfortunately, Betty (that’s what I’d named the Saturn) didn’t fare so well. It took some pretty skilled car medics a month to get her back into fighting shape.

None of this is terribly relevant to our movie experience, but it was still remarkable. 


      [image: image-placeholder]True to his word, Joseph’s condo was right around the corner from the theater. The four-unit red-brick building wasn’t fancy, but it sat in a nice part of town and looked well-maintained, each unit featuring a neat row of shrubbery and shadowboxes filled with brightly colored flowers. I didn’t want my black thumb to suck the life out of anything, so I admired the landscaping from a respectable distance. 

The parking lot was above the level of the condo, forcing a descent of several steps to reach the door. I hopped over all four steps to land at his dark green door and knocked, suddenly nervous at the prospect of going to a movie with an unknown dude, even if he was a friend of my roommate.

The door opened, revealing a guy about my height, in his late twenties, maybe thirty. He made eye contact, and his hand went from the doorknob into his wavy brown, almost black hair, moving a few stray curls that tried to obscure his view. 

He smiled broadly. 

“Hey. I’m Joseph.” There was a split-second pause, then he stuck a hand out to shake. Were we supposed to shake hands? Was that the right thing to do in this situation? I accepted his hand with my best businessman’s grip.

His smile morphed into a smirk.

“Give me a minute. I need to throw on some shoes. There’s a bunch of new movies playing. Any idea what you want to see?”

He disappeared down a short hallway, leaving me alone in his cozy den that wasn’t much bigger than the apartment laundry room I’d so artfully avoided earlier. 

Before we dive too deeply into movie selection, it’s important to note that I’d spent the summer working for a city councilman on his re-election campaign. He and his wife didn’t have kids, and they’d pretty much adopted me for the months I’d hauled yard signs and called old ladies for envelope stuffing. Apparently, one of the perks of being a good councilman is a movie pass for you and your family. That’s right. Unlimited free movies at the local theater, even the fancy new one around the corner. There’s probably some ethics law in place now, preventing our good councilpersons from receiving such generous support on the side, but there wasn’t one back then. And you’d better believe I wore that sucker out. I was just a campaign bee—ethics be damned! By the time the Joseph-called-Peter-but-got-me-instead Saturday arrived, I’d seen pretty much everything released over a very busy summer for Hollywood. Answering Joseph’s simple question was a challenge.

An odd, nerdy pride puffed my chest out as I explained my stud-level movie-ticket connection loudly through the opening toward the back of the condo. And, true to my nerdiness, I laughed awkwardly. “Guess I should’ve thought about that when you asked about seeing a movie.”

“It’s okay. Have you seen Threesome? The one with Stephen Baldwin?” he called from somewhere shoes apparently went to die.

Imagine that. He asked about one I hadn’t seen. It might’ve been the one I hadn’t seen. I couldn’t even remember seeing it advertised. What were the odds?

“No. Don’t think I’ve heard of that one.” 

“Perfect. Threesome it is.” I heard a chuckle, but didn’t think much about it.

Note to self: People don’t chuckle for no reason. There’s always a reason.

His minute of putting on shoes stretched to five, so I decided to snoop. I’ve always been an inquisitive lad; some might say nosy, but I prefer inquisitive. The light in the den came from two ancient-looking lamps crowned with those grandma shades with little dangly things around the bottom rim. I guess they were pretty. At least they tried to be. The bulbs cast not so much light as a soft yellow glow, so I had to get really close for my snooping to be effective. I immediately scanned the photos staring back at me from the bookshelf. Joseph, his arm around a girl our age. Joseph and two other guys. Three guys in swim trunks on a beach. Well, not trunks. Those little Speedo things that pretty much revealed a guy’s religion. Banana hammock I think is the correct term. But the guys were really fit, and I guess I’d want to wear something like that if I had abs on my toes. They sure did. 

The pictures seemed normal enough, so I turned and took in the room.

At the far end was a large television resting in an antique case that spanned wall to wall. Vines crawled across the caramel-colored wood, and thumb-sized lion faces growled back from where you’d normally find pulls. 

Wait, those were the pulls. Cool. 

Under the TV, on a shelf built into the case, were rows of video tapes. For you youngsters, before there were CDs or DVDs, we used tapes. Just think of them as movies and stop thinking I’m old!

A love-seat-sized couch took up most of the far wall. It was cream or beige or off-white…I really don’t know decorating or colors. But it looked comfy. More bookshelves covered the wall above the couch and from floor to ceiling on either side, and were filled with hardback and leather-bound volumes. The kind you have to buy on purpose at expensive specialty bookstores. This guy really liked his books. And knickknacks. And photos. 

I couldn’t make black and white look good, much less style a room like this. Shoot, after a year of hard living, our apartment was still decorated in Early Cardboard. But just because I was a Neanderthal didn’t mean I couldn’t appreciate when someone else did well at—design? Is that the term? Whatever, it looked nice.

Opposite the couch sat the tallest, grandest high-back chair I’d ever seen. It looked like one of those ancient thrones you’d see in a movie about Queen Elizabeth. Muted gold fabric embroidered with green and blue patterns covered the cushioned back and halfway up each arm. Rich cherry wood framed the top, feet, and uncovered parts of the arms. No, I don’t know what any of that’s called either. But when Joseph’s head appeared in the doorway, I was firmly enthroned and trying to figure out how to fit the chair in my Saturn sedan. 

“See anything you like?” 

Joseph’s voice startled me. “What? Uh . . . I . . . um . . .” I was articulate as ever.

He laughed and moved to the door, brown eyes glittering with amusement. It appeared as though he’d also worked on his hair while he was finding his shoes. It looked freshly fluffed. And he’d exchanged his faded T-shirt for a trendy, crisp blue number that clung to his chest and arms.

“Ready when you are,” he said.

I stood, turned, and gracefully banged my knee on the edge of the chair. Joseph barked a laugh. I shot him an annoyed glance, but his smile never wavered. He was enjoying this. My knee ached a little, but I recovered my lost dignity and followed the chuckling roomie-friend out the door.

It was a pleasant late-summer afternoon, but in our little burg, humidity was the order of most days. By the time we made the short walk to the theater, my forehead was dripping and Joseph’s newly coiffed hair had melted into a waterfall of waves and curls about his ears. Mine had always been cropped short, so there was no risk of anything. Hell, all I needed to do was run a towel over it in the morning and bam, I was ready to go. But his black locks were full and wavy and totally vulnerable to a hot summer’s day. I marveled at how someone’s hair could fall flat from moisture and still look perfect. 
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