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To Jacqueline Susann, whose books continue to
teach me just how glamorous filth can be.


Chapter One

 


“Can you do me a huge favor?” Matty
asks, poking his head into my bedroom and looking paler than La
Toya Jackson with a stomach virus.

Matty has never been shy about asking for
favors. That’s the territory that comes with being roommates and
best friends for four years, the expectation of favors. Like having
a boyfriend you can depend on, but without the sex, intimate
connection, or expensive birthday gifts. My favors for Matty have
run the gamut from 4 a.m. airport drop offs to plucking some really
unfortunately placed back hairs before we went to Gay Days at
Disney World, which led to even more favors. The weirdest of which
involved my driving Matty and the eerily youthful-looking
thirty-five-year-old man who played Peter Pan to what would later
become the worst date in Matty’s dating history. So I’d learned
years ago to brace myself when those words came out of Matty’s
mouth: “Can you do me a huge favor?”

I pause the episode of The Real
Housewives of I-don’t-even-know-where, and answer a tentative
“Sure.”

“It’s a work thing, so I’ll throw
you forty bucks.”

This is a relief to hear, and not just because
it involves forty bucks—although I could certainly use that, as I
am currently living off of cater waiter gigs I’ve found on
Craigslist. More importantly, however, Matty works as a reporter
for a very popular entertainment show called The Star
Report. They’re sorta like Entertainment Tonight, except
more popular and without Billy Bush’s uncomfortable
energy.

I’m an aspiring writer myself, and this
wouldn’t be the first time I’ve covered something for Matty. I
wrote a really positive review for the movie New Years Eve,
which went kind of viral because it was literally the only positive
review for New Years Eve. What can I say? I’ve got a soft
spot for movies about the holidays and Robert De Niro in hospital
beds. Besides that, my professional writing experience has, up
until now, been limited to a Live Journal I kept during my first
year living here in Los Angeles that as of today still has only
twenty views. One of these days, however, I’m going to write a
book.

“Sure. What is it?” I ask, hoping
he’ll say the two words I’m basically always waiting to hear: Meryl
Streep.

“I’m scheduled to go to the press
junket for this new Taylor Grayson movie. It’s called The
Last…” He continues, but I’ve stopped listening. Taylor Grayson
is one of the most beautiful movie stars in the history of
beautiful movie stars. In fact, People magazine has ranked
him “Sexiest Man Alive” every year since I was a freshmen in
college and he was playing one on TV. Matty continues explaining
the favor, but I’m lost in thought, remembering that scene from
The Yard, a movie where he played a talented college
football player who did something important that I can’t remember.
What I can remember is that I spent the whole movie
replaying his four minute shower scene, where steamy close ups show
tiny beads of hot water dripping down a perfectly tanned six pack
Michelangelo couldn’t have carved if he’d tried, and a thirty
second shot of his gorgeous round butt that may or may not have
been paused on my DVD player for most of 2009.

“So will you do it?” Matty asks,
his story apparently finished. I look up at him, having not heard a
word he said, and reply, “Sure.”

Matty looks at me closely, the way he always
looks at me when he knows I’ve not been listening. It’s almost as
if he’s trying to look into my soul, but in actuality I know he’s
really just thinking “Why doesn’t this asshole ever listen to a
word I say?”

“Okay, cool. So you’ll need rubber
rain boots, a machete, and about three and a half feet of knitting
yarn.” Matty says, nonchalantly.

“Sorry. I wasn’t listening. I got
distracted.”

Matty rolls his eyes and explains the
situation. The Star Report is scheduled to interview Taylor
Grayson about his new movie The Last Hero at a press junket
at the Beverly Hills Hotel. It’s a standard junket interview:
reporter comes in, has four minutes to ask a series of approved
vague questions, then leaves. Matty is supposed to go, but because
he’s come down with a stomach flu, he needs a replacement, and no
one else from the blog is available.

I remind Matty that I’ve never done on camera
interviewing before, or anything on camera for that matter…unless
you count the video tape of my exceedingly underwhelming
performance as Tevye in my high school production of Fiddler on
the Roof— which, for the record, I do not.

As usual, Matty’s perception of my ability is
a lot better than my own. Matty has a way of being so confident in
people that it almost seems offensive, like “How dare you think I
am that smart? Haven’t you listened to a word I’ve ever
said? Don’t you know me at all?!”

“You’ll be great. All you have to
do is be excited to talk to the star and excited to talk about the
movie. Both of which you can handle. Need I remind you, it is
Taylor Grayson? I’m sure you can muster up some enthusiasm
for him.”

Matty has a point. It wouldn’t be hard to get
excited over Taylor Grayson. For one, he would be the most famous
person I’ve ever met, and two, I’m already getting aroused just
thinking about him.

“What would I ask?”is the next
question I direct to Matty, attempting to steer the subject away
from anything having to do with the way Taylor Grayson’s biceps
seem to stretch out every shirt sleeve he wears to what must be the
verge of ripping out completely.

“Standard press junket
questions…What was the hardest part of making the movie? Why did
you take this role? Who was your inspiration for the character...he
plays a firefighter, by the way.”

I nod, as if I’m hearing about this for the
first time. It isn’t that I’m some psycho Taylor Grayson stalker by
any means, far from it...but I’d be lying if I claimed I hadn’t
masturbated, on multiple occasions, to the moment in his new movie
trailer where he does something like forty pull ups without taking
a break. Taylor Grayson is a lot of things to
America—internationally beloved movie star, magazine cover model,
tabloid favorite—but most of all he’s a member of just about every
gay man and straight woman’s “spank bank.”

“So will you do it?” Matty asks me,
with a look that combines the eyes of a sad puppy and the face of
someone wanting you to do their job for them.

How often, I think to myself, does one come
face to face with one of his ultimate sexual fantasies? Sure, I
live in Los Angeles, but it’s still not every day. I saw Brad Pitt
in a Trader Joe’s once, and I still talk about it at dinner
parties…and, to be honest, I’m not even 100% sure it was Brad Pitt.
At the very least, this face to face, this one on one with Taylor
Grayson could be just that—wonderful dinner party conversation.
Like the latest Pink album or whatever crazy thing Sherri Shepherd
has recently said on The View.

I worry, for a moment, about the age old
advice: “Never meet your idols.” But Taylor Grayson isn’t my idol,
he’s just someone I find very hot. Very, very, insanely, drop dead,
getting hard even thinking about him...hot. Without a second
thought, or a single doubt in my head, I answer an immediate and
eager: “Yes.”


Chapter Two

 


It isn’t until I’m in the car, driving over to
the Beverly Hills Hotel, that I realize just how weird what I’m
doing is. Wednesday afternoons at the Beverly Hills Hotel are
hardly in my life’s usual repertoire. Neither is Beverly Hills
itself for that matter. I’ve probably been to Beverly Hills only
twice—once to see Rodeo Drive when I first moved to California, and
the second time when I got lost on my way to the Beverly Center and
almost hit the woman who played the wife on Home Improvement
with my car.

I’m increasingly nervous and I don’t know why.
It can’t be just the overwhelming pressure that comes from entering
the 90210 zip code. This is a bigger kind of nervous, a stomach so
tied in knots I couldn’t finish my granola kind of nervous, and
there’s something else...something a bit less familiar. It’s an
excitement, a tentative sense of adventure. I tell myself to calm
down, to not over think it. I turn up the radio to full blast. It’s
Katy Perry singing “Firework,” and like any self respecting
homosexual, I can’t help but sing along. I feel good. Not quite a
firework but maybe a…Glade Fresh Linen-scented candle?

The feeling doesn’t last for long as I pull
onto Sunset Boulevard—I’m met with an enormous billboard of none
other than Taylor Grayson himself staring down at the cars passing
by. He’s in a dark plaid suit with a perfectly fitted white shirt,
unbuttoned just a few buttons below decent, and he’s glaring into
the camera with a smoldering, mysterious, oddly serious, and beyond
sexy look. The pants hug his thighs in a way that no pants have
ever hugged thighs before. Most of the time, I don’t fall for this
kind of overt attempt to sell something based solely on the look of
the person wearing it. I’m not one of those guys who melts at the
drop of a hat, or towel in the gym...but there’s something about
this towering Taylor Grayson picture that sends a feeling from my
stomach down to between my legs and suddenly I’m
sweating.

I crack the window and a woman next to me in
traffic gives me a dirty look. I’ve forgotten just how loud I’ve
turned my radio, and before I can grab the volume control the woman
shouts “We get it! You’re a firework!” then flips me the bird.
Welcome to Los Angeles.

Four minutes, I tell myself, repeating these
words in my head, four minutes, that is all the time it will take
to get this interview in the can. I haven’t been this nervous since
I tried my hand at dating and that was what? Three years ago?
Dating was fun. Or rather the idea of dating was fun, but the
actual act was…depressing.

I met a handful of nice guys and a handful of
cute guys, but none who were both. Los Angeles is quite possibly
the worst place in America to try dating. People are either too
ambitious to even learn your name unless you work for a big shot
agency, or they’re so lazy that the majority of their time is spent
smoking pot and watching old episodes of Roseanne. I belong,
generally speaking, to the latter.

It’s not that I’m not interested in men. I am.
Men take up about seventy percent of my thoughts, the other thirty
made up of dreaming of Pinkberry and traveling to Paris someday (in
that order). It’s just that Los Angeles is a little outside my
comfort zone, dating-wise. I love it here, but no matter how long I
stay I just can’t seem to get the courage to
really...live.

Which is code for: I’m a virgin. Yep. My name
is Alex Kirby and I’m the last gay twenty-four-year-old virgin on
Earth. I came out kinda late or, at least, late for my generation.
I was twenty. Even then it was basically forced out of me by Matty,
who’s been gay, as he puts it, since Jennifer Aniston had her first
nose. It’s not that I have a problem with being gay, I don’t. I
just grew up in the type of family that didn’t like talking about
feelings and certainly never uttered the word “sex.”

We were Jehovah’s Witnesses, and I’m still not
sure what that means other than that we didn’t celebrate holidays
and I owned a three piece suit from the age of five years old. My
family taught us that any kind of even remotely sexual thought was
not okay. The idea of gay thoughts never even crossed their minds,
but they certainly crossed mine.

My best friend in church camp was a kid named
Cody. Cody’s family moved away when I was fifteen and I still don’t
know where they are. Cody and I knew each other for a few years
before we were roommates in church camp. It was our last year, we
were seventeen. I had the top bunk and Cody had the bottom. The
room also housed three other bunk beds just like ours, occupied by
other boys our age who kept us up at night with disgusting fart
noises and the wild laughter that would follow. Cody and I had
never talked much, but sometime during the symphony of armpit farts
being emitted from the other boys, we formed a kinship as people
who just wanted to go home.

Our last night at camp, there was a leak—one
of those summer rain storms that keep the Midwest from turning into
a desert—and it caused water to start dripping through a crack in
the cabin’s ceiling. As the night wore on, the leak went from crack
to hole to basically a full on water faucet pouring directly onto
my head. Eventually I got out of bed and made a pallet on the
floor. I found a rusty old bucket under the sink in the bathroom
and put it on the top bunk, which created the kind of soothing rain
sound you hear on guided meditation CDs, and then attempted to
sleep.

I tossed and turned on the cold, hard floor.
It was wooden and smelled from the decades’ worth of smelly teenage
boy feet that had walked upon it every summer. Cody whispered to me
through the pitch dark.

“Pssst. Hey. Pssst.”
The sound came from seemingly nowhere.

“Hello?” I answered back to the
darkness that sounded a lot like a boy my age.

“It’s me. Bottom bunk. Cody.” Cody
and I knew each other moderately well. We weren’t best friends by
any means, but we were familiar enough to know each other by voice
and name. “Why are you on the floor?”

I explained the leak and Cody offered to let
me sleep in his bed. It seemed to hold no hidden meanings, since I
don’t think either one of us even knew what hidden meanings were,
so I quickly agreed, having long since realized I would be getting
no sleep on the floor.

I crawled into Cody’s twin bed that so small
and narrow we shared one pillow. It was the first time I’d slept in
the same bed with another person since I was a toddler having
nightmares. His breathing was heavy and strangely comforting, and
he smelled like the soap we always had in our kitchen at home. His
sandy blond hair was still wet from a shower and his pillow was the
slightest bit damp, but I didn’t care, having just come from what
was basically the worst water bed in history.

He didn’t say goodnight and something told me
he was still awake. I couldn’t see him, but I could sense he wasn’t
asleep. He shifted, turning over on his side, and as he did, he
grazed my back with, what I would eventually learn, was his erect
penis. Without thinking about it, my penis was suddenly erect too.
Now what?

After a moment or two, he turned over again
and this time his penis seemed to be even more erect than the last
time. Mine grew too, I could feel it in my Hanes, stretching out
the waist band and the front pouch that holds your dick. I inched
the slightest bit toward him, and our penises touched. Through
underwear and pajamas, but still there they were—two hard cocks
connecting, reaching out to each other in the dark. He didn’t say a
word, and I didn’t either, but suddenly he was leading me into the
bathroom.

I followed him in, and there in the pitch dark
we kissed. First quietly, sweetly…then progressively harder, more
forceful, passionate, like I’d seen in the movies I watched without
my parents knowing. He didn’t touch my penis, and I didn’t touch
his. We just stood there, feeling each other with our hands,
discovering each other’s bodies, and for the first
time...discovering what sex is. We eventually laid down on the cold
hard tiles in the pitch black of a bathroom in a campground
somewhere in the middle of Michigan…two boys, finally,
kissing.

We didn’t speak of it the next day, and that
was the last time I ever saw him.

I wasn’t scared by this occasion, far from it.
I left with a sense of confidence, a final answer to a question
that had been lingering the back of my mind for as long as I could
remember. Yes, I told myself, I am gay, but I didn’t do a
thing about it unless you count moving to Los Angeles a year later.
Which, now that I think about it, is pretty gay. Even after three
years in Los Angeles, I’ve still never done anything else. I don’t
know what I’m waiting for, maybe I’m scared. Either way…I’m getting
tired of waiting.

Why, I wonder to myself, as I pull into the
immaculate driveway of the Beverly Hills Hotel, am I thinking about
Cody? Or that night? And the erect penises? And what does any of
this have to do with my interviewing Taylor Grayson? And why, I
wonder, looking down at my crotch, am I so hard right
now?


Chapter Three

 


The Beverly Hills Hotel is as grand on the
inside as it appears on the outside. The closest I’d ever come to
going inside is owning the DVD of Troop Beverly Hills
starring Shelley Long...and I’m pretty sure I loaned it out to my
friend Melissa and never got it back.

The grounds are gorgeously lush, full of tall
palm trees, flowers as bright and colorful as an American Apparel
hoodie, and the kind of Hollywood glamour you can only find in
movies. The whole place is abuzz with reporters, photographers,
camera people, and female publicists sporting severe blond bangs
and the kind of power blazers Glenn Close wears on Damages.
It’s intimidating, especially since I have no idea what I’m doing,
and I’m attempting to cover an erection with my laptop
bag.

I approach the check in table. A no-nonsense
woman in her mid-forties wearing obnoxiously hip cat eye glasses
asks, without looking up from her clipboard, “Name?”

I give her my information, and the name of
Matty’s editor. She sighs, as if I’ve asked her to make me a
caramel macchiato with no whip, and checks me in. She then hands me
my press credentials and tells me to wait in the ballroom to the
left.

I make my way into the ballroom and as I do,
every single eye in the room looks at me. For a split second, I
think about turning around to leave, but instead I find an empty
seat next to some television reporter-types wearing way too much
makeup and clothes that have been ironed within an inch of their
lives. Looking around the room, I realize that I am, first of all,
the youngest person there by at least a decade and a half, and
second, that I’m the most underdressed of anyone. Everyone looks
like they are auditioning to be the newest host of American
Idol. These are professional reporters, the kind of people who
prepared for this event in certain ways. Like seeing the movie
ahead of time, or not hiding a raging boner underneath their
Macbook. I try my best not to melt from intimidation, but it’s hard
not to. I spend a good fifteen minutes killing time on Taylor
Grayson’s Wikipedia page before a petite woman not much older than
me walks over and asks “Are you from The Star
Report?”

She startles me out of my Taylor Grayson haze
and at first I just stare at her blankly before remembering that,
yes, I am from The Star Report. She tells me to
follow her and the rest of the group she’s assembled up to the
seventh floor. I follow behind a herd of blond reporters and guys
with big fake smiles and tans the color of Charlie Brown’s pumpkin.
We crowd into the elevator and I ride quietly as the reporters dish
dirt on colleagues and celebrities. Someone asks someone about
someone’s surgery that someone’s husband has recently performed and
everyone in the elevator seems to know what they’re talking about,
or else everyone is really good at pretending they do.

The doors open to the seventh floor and we all
file out into the hallway. I am told I’ll be going in after the man
in front of me, and I’m asked to stand “on deck,” ready to head in
at a moment’s notice. Something I’ve come to learn since moving to
Hollywood is that no one takes Hollywood more seriously than
Hollywood. The reporters, photographers, and publicists scattered
throughout the hotel hold the kind of high anxiety tension normally
reserved for brain surgery. A large part of me wants to turn to the
nervously fidgeting news anchor beside me and say “Hey. It’s just a
movie star.” But I don’t because, well, I’m too nervous myself. I
guess a little bit of Hollywood has begun to rub off on
me.

Just then, the shiny oak door to the hotel
room is opened by a very tall, menacing woman with jet black hair,
a black power suit, and a face that has undergone so much work she
could pass for anything between thirty five years old and a
post-apocalyptic zombie. She points a long, skinny finger at me,
and I look around.

“Me?” I ask.

She rolls her eyes. “Yes, you. Come
in.”

She rushes me into the gorgeous hotel suite.
Ornate furniture and artwork give the room a look of “museum chic.”
Giant bright lights are set up around two chairs facing each other,
with cameras positioned on either side. To the untrained eye, it
could either be the set of a celebrity interview or an extremely
formal police investigation.

The chairs are empty as she escorts me over
and tells me to sit down. A microphone is immediately clipped
inside my jacket, and without even asking, a man who smells like my
seventh grade science teacher has his hand inside my shirt to hide
the wire. It’s all happening so fast that I don’t even notice it
when Taylor Grayson sits down, until I turn around.

I’ve never been to Europe. I have a passport,
but the only place I’ve ever used it was Canada. And even then I
was only there for twenty-four hours helping my cousin move into
her dorm, and I spent three of those hours helping her shop for
groceries at a WalMart. I know a lot of people who have been to
Europe, however, and they always come back in awe of the entire
aura and look of the place. The gorgeous, epic buildings looking
down on picturesque streets full of beautiful statues, people,
cathedrals, and landmarks. They always say the same thing: It took
my breath away and I’ve never looked at the world the same way
again.

I have never experienced anything like
that…until now.

Taylor Grayson is flawless. Truly. Magazines
don’t do him justice, and neither do the movies he stars in. He has
one of those faces, the kind of face it takes to garner fifteen
million a movie, and the kind of pecs that deserve twenty. He’s
much bigger than I had expected, muscle-wise, of course—the closest
thing to fat about Taylor Grayson is the heavy silver watch that
glistens on his right wrist and probably cost more than what I paid
in rent all of last year combined. His face is seemingly drawn on,
the jaw line as if it has been chiseled to perfection by some great
sculptor. And his chin. Oh! His chin! It sticks out just slightly,
in the most perfect way, and there’s a dimple, a really subtle,
cute dimple right in the middle. Two other dimples frame his
perfect smile, and when I say perfect smile, I mean perfect
smile. I had no idea teeth could be that perfectly straight and
white. They literally sparkle, like a Disney prince or a chewing
gum commercial, and I am distracted for a moment trying to remember
if Taylor Grayson has ever been the voice of a Disney prince or the
face of a chewing gum ad. I go through the list of cartoon princes
in my head and before I can make it past Aladdin he
speaks.
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