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Book One – Body

 


This is a coming out story like no other! If
you are someone who struggles with low self-esteem and/ or
sexuality issues prepare to be inspired, because I want you to
embrace who you really are: Mind, Body, and Gay Soul. Do you
imagine a world without prejudice, a world at peace – healed and
transformed then this is the journey for you!

 


Let us embrace the precious gifts of life,
faith, sexuality, gender and ethnicity, and no matter what our
differences give us the wisdom to know we all belong to the one
family, made of flesh, blood, and magic! We are all “Star Dust,” we
are moonlight, we shimmer – we transform, and like the “Golden Son”
showered with God’s blessings, together we colour our skies in
mosaic hues, like a majestic rainbow.
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Prologue

Love...
like the wings of an angel to some it comes naturally, and to
others – love is a battle. I never knew I had wings until now. I
had only ever experienced the battle, but everyone has to take
their own time with love.
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I still recall falling out of the heavens
with that blinding light, the first piercing sounds, rough scraping
skin – the burning, gouging flame taunting me back to life. It was
inevitable, like falling in love. Simply part of that human
condition, those painful memories also had to return, but is
nothing sacred? They say energy cannot be destroyed – that the
universe is constantly recycling itself, and so I could not remain
buried forever. I had to return – eventually! But how do you
recover, how do you return to life when you have already
experienced waking from this dream?

‘Hey, can I have this dance?’ said a
red-haired Angel glistening with sweat that covers a perfect almost
naked torso.

‘Sure,’ I reply nervously losing myself once
more in the music – finding the beat as sure as my own heart. He
dances close, pressing his right thigh between mine, heightening my
senses as the nervous adrenaline kicks in. Fight or flight? He’s
beautiful, I want to stay here for a while, lose myself there in
the moment.

‘So what are you?’ he asks while dancing
around me, looking me up and down.

‘What do you mean?’

‘Well where are your horns, where is your
tail? You don’t look like a devil – perhaps you are one of us?’

‘One of you – I don’t understand?’

‘Well, where are your wings?’ he laughs
showing off a pair of large golden wings, stretched heavenwards
over a pillow of sinewy muscle. His wings glow efflorescent white
from the neon lights, speckled in golden rainbows from a disco ball
that strobes brightly in mid-air.

‘Oh,’ I said feeling less than perfect before
this handsome creature.

‘You should have made more of an effort, but
you can’t fool me – don’t tell me, I know who you are.’

‘Who am I, what am I?’ I ask.

‘You’re an Undercover Angel,’ he replies
laughing, turning me in his arms once more.

 


 


 


 The
1st Scroll – Rouge

 


I watched as the Lamb opened the first of the seven
seals. Then I heard one of the four living creatures say in a voice
like thunder, “Come!” I looked and there before me was a white
horse! Its rider held a bow, and he was given a crown, and he rode
out as a conqueror bent on conquest.

 


- Chapter 1 -

I open
my eyes slowly. I roll over in bed draping my right arm around his
shoulders, running my fingers leisurely through his chest hairs, as
I pull him close, moulding our bodies together as one. My right
hand continues tracing the contours of his stomach, lingering as my
fingers tangle in his courser pubic hairs. The first rays of
morning light glance off the louvered aluminium blind. The blue
bedspread is striped in hues of gold amber. I feel warmed,
reassured in the fact that this is good, that this was right. I am
content knowing this is the beginning of happiness, a whole new
chapter in my life.

‘Do you love me Jack?’ he asks. My hand
paused in its progress as if with a mind of its own – it withdraws,
quitting my adoring exploration of this younger man’s body. ‘What’s
wrong?’ he asks as I abruptly sit up in bed. Throwing off the duvet
cover, I swing both my legs to the side of the bed, placing both
feet gingerly on the cold wooden floorboards. I am looking firstly
for my glasses, but they do not appear to be on the bedside table
where I thought I had left them. I begin a blind man’s search, my
right hand groping under the bed and in the near vicinity before,
Voila! With my vision restored I spy my jeans lying in a pile at
the foot of his bed. He wraps me in his arms from behind not daring
to let me go. ‘You didn’t answer my question?’ he asks
tentatively.

I slowly reply, ‘Perhaps I do!’ Afraid of
revealing too much of myself, but for God’s sake we had only known
one another for two weeks and now he was professing his love! I
slipped out from the embrace, pulling on my faded jeans, trying not
to look at this young man who was my every fantasy made flesh. He
had to be too good to be true! I could feel a knot forming in the
pit of my stomach. I catch him frowning out the corner of my eye.
He intrigues me. Then I spy him smiling as I bend over looking for
one of my misplaced socks under the bed, having thrown it off in
the heat of the moment, with wanton abandonment. He points towards
the corner of the room where the second sock has landed, straddling
the branch of a funny looking pot plant. “Ugly” I think he called
it, no – “Yucca” that was its name. He laughed as I retrieve the
sock, but I was ignoring him, because I would only end up crawling
back into bed, especially if I looked at him just now. His flushed
red cheeks, naked chest and the promising peak beneath the teal
silk sheets – but then I would become a walking zombie.

Last night had been amazing, sensual sensory
overload – with the foreplay lasting until the early hours of the
morning. That was largely the problem, I was dead tired. I had also
rubbed myself raw, my cock felt bruised and swollen. I had so badly
wanted to make the first time – special, but without my glasses
however I was probably fumbling in the darkness, making a right
royal ass of myself. I was still a novice at this sex stuff myself,
having failed to even make him reach climax. Such a failure, it
felt like a personal affront to my manhood and a challenge which I
would have to overcome!

‘Will I see you tomorrow?’ he asks. Climbing
out from beneath the sheet, turning his back to me as he
self-consciously covers his nakedness. My eyes burrow into his
broad shoulders and linger upon his narrow waist before tracing the
furry line down towards the inside of his shapely muscled legs.
They were legs sculpted through hard work – hours spent pounding
pavement in a quest for that runner’s nirvana.

He removed a pair of black boxer shorts, from
a decrepit chest of drawers riddled with borer holes, and flaking
paint that peeled off in white ribbons.

‘How long have you had that chest of
drawers?’

‘Oh this old thing, forever – it belongs to
my parents.’

‘I could strip it back to its original timber
for you if you’d like?’ It looks like Kauri – a real beauty.’ With
a little sanding and some oil to bring out its grain, I could make
it look new again. Unadulterated – I thought to myself, as another
naked beauty scrambled into his pair of boxer shorts, before
turning to face me.

‘Well?’

‘Of course it would need to be treated first
for borer,’ but he wasn’t really asking me about that just now – I
could tell by the frown on his face that he couldn’t care less
about these drawers. He knows I am avoiding his question, but the
truth was I had spent the last week trying to sabotage our
fledgling relationship, trying to convince him to date other people
his own age.

‘I love you,’ he said yet again.

‘Yeah, ah – maybe not tomorrow, I need my
rest you’re wearing me out.’ I wink at him suggestively. ‘Saturday
– perhaps we can go to the movies?’ I ask.

‘Yeah sounds great,’ he replies without a
trace of enthusiasm. So it wasn’t all that inventive or romantic.
But I guess I needed to escape sometimes, disengage from my own
life and all its dramas.

I hurry to put on my white tee shirt, grab my
blue sports bag, and peck him – my boyfriend, on the cheek.
“Boyfriend” – the thought sounded foreign even in my head, I
doubted that I could ever have imagined any of this! I ran out the
front door of the 1950’s Grey Lyn bungalow, my hand reaching out
behind me momentarily too late ... as the door had slammed shut. I
normally wouldn’t care, but he flatted with three rather highly
strung medical students and I hoped it hadn’t woken them. It was an
accident I’d tell them, but my hand had flinched instinctively, my
body on an unconscious level in self-preservation mode.

I had a sudden flash back to when I was a
child. My hand reaching out to curb the blow as the back door to
our family home slammed shut, as I tripped on the patio steps
flying head first through the small pane of glass in an otherwise
solid timber door.

I open the rusty passenger door of my old
Ford Laser, which groans loudly as if in protest to its infrequent
use, and throw my duffle bag in the back.I jump into the driver’s
seat and on slamming the car door closed more rust appears to rain
down from the heavens.

I caught my haggard reflection in the mirror,
noticing the distinct impressions of two dark crescent moons below
the red spider veins, encroaching from every corner of my eyes. I
wonder if I am fit to drive after only a few hours sleep.

It was cramped in that single bed of his, I
had woken at one point with my face pressed against the wall and
his elbow jutting into my back. At least I thought it was his
elbow...

I am startled by the knock on my window, and
there he is standing tall dark and handsome in only his boxer
shorts, holding a plate. I wind down the window.

‘You forgot your birthday cake!’ he exclaims
in a wounded tone of voice, as he hands me the half eaten remains
of the cake he’d baked the day before. It was now carefully covered
in Glad wrap. I blush pleasantly surprised that he would brave this
crisp morning – still not quite summer with the vestiges of spring
still lingering in the November breeze. I smile noticing goosebumps
forming over his chest and arms, his nipples erect. A strange
feeling swept over me – the first signs of butterflies filling my
core with this crazy sense of the warm fuzzies. He shivers
momentarily, before smiling back at me sweetly.

‘Thanks for the cake,’ I said placing the
plate on the passenger seat beside me. I wonder how he knew carrot
cake was my favourite... ‘You’re not trying to fatten me up with
all that cream cheese icing?’ I smile, but then I notice he is
hiding something else behind his back, as he leans forward and
kisses me on the lips. I look around furtively, afraid that someone
in the neighbourhood has noticed us kissing, but it is still only
6am Thursday morning. From behind his back he produces a stunning
bright bouquet of the remnants of the last of the spring flowers.
Wrapped up in tin foil, they look a bit odd in combination – roses,
chrysanthemums, poppies, tulips, carnations & bluebells.

‘Did you just pick these?’ I ask
incredulously, laughing at the thought of him pilfering the
neighbours prized carnations or roses in the dead of the night.

‘Yes,’ he replied sounding absurdly
remorseful, pointing towards his neighbours bordering hedge, once
full of budding blossoms.

‘Thank you.’ I’d never been given flowers
before. I had assumed that romance was dead – for people like us.
There was no need to go to any effort to get laid – you just had to
turn up! A bouquet of flowers delivered by such a dashing and
romantic young man, what was he doing to me?

I start the car, praying to God it won’t
backfire and wake up those sane people still fast asleep at 6am.
Alas my prayers aren’t answered, as I put her into gear Shirley
backfires loudly and lurches forward, I quickly push in the choke.
The car after a moment’s hesitation soon begins to idle
happily.

‘Thanks for my birthday present,’ I tell him
leaning out the window, winking at him. It was his turn to blush. I
notice the tag on the back of his boxer shorts as he turns to
leave, with his name clearly printed there – Thomas Black. The
elastic band no doubt was sewn onto all his undergarments by a
doting mother. He was still only a child at nineteen. I was
obsessing once again about the five years as of yesterday,
separating us. Five years really felt like twenty to me. The life
experiences he lacked seemed like an unassailable chasm, we were
worlds apart. As the car pulled out of the drive it backfired for
the second time like a gunshot, I could see Tommy in the rear view
mirror laughing as he waved goodbye.

I pulled onto the northern motorway heading
home, an old favourite of mine was playing on the radio. ‘Yeah,
yeah, yeah – What if God was one of us, just a slob like one of us.
Just a stranger on the bus, trying to make his way home...’

Home, it is funny to think about the flat on
the North Shore as home, but it felt more like home than anywhere
else in the world. No doubt there would be the normal inquisition,
“Where have you been young man? Look at the time,” Benjamin was a
regular mother hen. I needed to think fast, I needed a plausible
explanation. I hadn’t even called to say I wouldn’t be home the
night before, I hoped they weren’t worried. I was imagining sitting
down for breakfast with them both, my new makeshift family –
Benjamin and Reef. It was funny how over the course of only a short
two-year period, they had become everything to me. My substitute
mother and father, my brothers and “sisters” – my very best
friends, especially when my relationship with my parents had been
so estranged.

I felt an unpleasant jolt; an epiphany that I
could never return home now. I suddenly felt a desolate aching –
knowing that it had been a month since I had last heard from them.
The last conversation I had with my mother had not gone very well,
ending in tears. She thought I was doomed to contract that “Gay
disease!” she had called it. She feared I would die all alone. I
had to give my parents credit; at least they had not disowned
me!

I slammed on my breaks, and blast my horn, as
someone crosses over into my lane of the harbour bridge without any
prior warning.

‘What’s your... indicator for Mate?!’ I shout
restraining myself as other more colourful expletives come to mind.
I feel my shoulders tense. I was looking forward to crawling back
into bed, knowing I didn’t have any lectures that morning, only a
design studio in the afternoon. As the tension I feel knotted in my
shoulders slowly dissipates, I recall through this innate
kinaesthetic memory, those hysterical events of almost five months
ago when my parents decided pay me an impromptu visit! I could
laugh now, but at the time – it was life and death, as I
frantically took down all the photographs. It was quite some task,
they still proliferate the walls, breeding offspring in the most
unlikely places! I had almost forgotten about the Firemen’s
calendar showing off more than simply the Fireman’s helmet and hose
hanging on the back of the “little John’s” door. It was such a
hopeless and frantic attempt to de-gay the house. My only saving
grace was they had bothered to phone five minutes before they were
due to arrive.
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‘Afternoon Jack!’ said my father as I greeted
them nervously at the door.

‘Oh... hi Dad, Mum – great to see you, come
in. Can I get you a tea or coffee?’

‘No we’re in a hurry, we’ll drop in later,
but Henry here would like to stretch his legs for a bit!’ replied
my father. A sprightly sixteen year-old jumped out the back of the
family’s red jeep, his blond hair longer than my own shoulder
length hair. He was looking so much older than when I had last seen
him. I notice his upper lip still covered in fine down hair – he
hasn’t started shaving yet, but it won’t be long. He gives me a
mischievous grin as he rolls his eyes. Cramped up in the back of
the jeep for ten hours straight, with little legroom must have been
torture. I remember back to when I was his age – an endless dynamo
of energy, with all that swimming, gymnastics, ballet, and
soccer.

‘It might be good for you to spend some
quality time with your younger brother...’ conveys my mother saying
more with her eyes than with her words. I eye young Henry
suspiciously, I was sure my mother was trying to off-load him on
me.

‘We have to rush to pick up our friend’s from
the airport,’ she explains.

‘What friends?’

‘Honestly Son,’ says my mother, ‘the
Leroux’s!’ I look at her blankly. ‘I told you months ago, you’re as
bad as your father. Gigi one of our closest family friends from
Paris, is arriving with her granddaughter Maxine, today – now!’

‘Sorry, yes I must have forgotten – busy with
all my studies.’

‘Bye son,’ says my father patting my younger
brother affectionately on the back, while I was punched not so
tenderly on the right shoulder. ‘See you boys soon.’ He follows
quickly behind our mother who is already seated in the front of the
jeep, looking anxiously at her watch.

‘Sounds great, see you shortly,’ I say
putting my arm around my little brother’s shoulders.

‘Later - much!’ says Henry with so much
attitude, directed towards our parents. I could tell my mother was
not exaggerating that my younger brother had become quite the
handful!

‘Where’s baby Jane?’ I ask as the jeep roars
to life, but I can see her now in the back stretching, not so much
a baby anymore at thirteen years old – already becoming a young
woman, she waves before poking her tongue out at Henry who looks
livid.

‘She was pretending to be asleep in the
back,’ says Henry with so much disdain for our younger sister, ‘she
kept lying all over me placing her head on my lap!’

I thought I was beginning to understand,
remembering back to when I was his age. A stiff breeze could
generate a curious stirring.

‘Has our family never heard of personal
space?’ Henry rants. As I listened patiently, I thought how good it
was to see him again – I had missed the little rascal. ‘So what’s
been happening with you bro?’ asks Henry entering my new abode with
the swagger of a youth too cool to wear a pair of trousers that
actually fitted.

‘Where do I start?’ We enter the kitchen,
where my surrogate family are sitting still looking shell-shocked
in the aftermath of hurricane Jack. I had been a force to be
reckoned with, blitzing our home taking all of the precious
possessions including Toto and Dorothy back off to Oz. They had
been milling around in the kitchen waiting nervously for the formal
introductions. They had heard so much about my parents both the
good and the bad, they still looked as traumatised as I felt. I
could feel a mounting tension in the air.

‘So where are your parents?’ asks Ben
tersely.

‘They left for the airport, to pick up our
friends.’

‘So you’re telling us, you turned our home
upside down for nothing, Jack!’ says Benjamin furiously. ‘We will
talk later! Now are you going to introduce us to this young stud
here or not?’

‘Sorry, Reef – Ben this is my little brother
Henry,’ I said still scowling at Benjamin for the previous
comment’s obvious gay overtone. Reef shook hands with my younger
brother in a passable masculine fashion, while still gaping with
slack-jaw, as he undressed him from head to toe with x-ray eyes. I
was momentarily appalled as I watch my flatmates lusting so
obviously over the young man – my baby brother! But then I relaxed
laughing inside at my own stupidity. I could de-gay the house, but
I could not change Benjamin or Reef, their quirks or mannerisms,
that made them so endearing. Nor would I have wanted to.

‘Would you like something to drink?’ asks
Reef remembering to let go of Henry’s hand.

‘Just an OJ thanks!’

Ben scowls at his partner’s overt display of
wanton lust.

‘Are you sure, because I’m sure Reef would
offer you a “BJ” given half the chance!’ like verbal diarrhoea Ben
has spoken the words so quickly. He has to censure himself after
the fact, as his partner lands a size ten shoe heavily on his foot.
‘Oh, ow! That’s right, sorry Henry I think we are all out of apple
and blackcurrant juice.’

‘That’s fine, orange juice is good.’ Henry
smiled, enjoying all the attention and fuss being lavished on him,
whereas I was close to burying my head in my hands, thankfully the
next five minutes pass without mishap, my flatmates transformed
into well-mannered simpletons. Even so, the idle chatter is
starting to play on my nerves. So, at the soonest and most
convenient opportunity, I politely steal my little brother away
into the private domain of my shoebox of a bedroom.

‘There is something I have to tell you
Henry,’ I said closing the bedroom door, and sitting my younger
brother down on a chair while I collapsed on the end of my bed. My
hands had begun shaking. I imagined him freaking out – swearing
then storming out of the bedroom. I am so nervous about telling
him, I’m not sure exactly even how I should begin, and an
uncomfortable silence envelops us.

‘So what is it?’ asks Henry innocently.
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It is such a relief, I thought as I finished
telling my younger brother almost everything – but I had talked so
quickly. Rushing to make all kinds of justifications, that I wasn’t
sure whether I had actually told him anything of importance. Had I
actually skirted around the issue entirely, was he none the wiser?
I waited anxiously for his response, was he horrified, revolted?
Did he hate me? Would he ever look me in the eyes again? So many
questions rattled off in my mind as I was struck that normally my
younger brother was never lost for words. The royal jester of our
family, and the life of every party!

Henry stood unexpectedly. I felt strangely
intimidated as he looms larger than life. We were both rather small
in stature so this was no small feat, but Henry had always made up
for this genetic flaw by having such a “big” and generous spirit.
But this was no party, and he was also no longer a child. Almost as
tall as me at 5ft 7 inches, he looked like a giant of a man with an
unquestionable resolve behind his steely blue eyes. He has a
formidable strength that reminds me of our own father. Henry pulls
me roughly onto my feet. I wasn’t sure whether to flinch, my heart
was racing but I was bracing myself expecting almost anything to
happen. However, I was not expecting what happened next.

‘So you’re not freaked out?’ I asked sighing
with relief, still locked in a brotherly hug. I could feel some of
the tension in my shoulders dissipate, and I almost felt like
crying.

‘Bro, how long have you known that you were
Gay?’

‘I don’t know… years! Perhaps I knew from the
age of seven, or even earlier that I was – different. Mum said I
was never interested in playing with trucks, but preferred to play
with Nikki and Rachelle’s Barbie dolls.’

‘Well poofter,’ he said in jest – laughing,
‘I never once had a problem with you then, so I don’t see how I
could possibly have a problem with you now – you’re still my big
brother and this doesn’t change a thing!’

‘Really? It doesn’t?’

‘Of course not you dimwit!’ says Henry shadow
punching me, in perfect imitation of our father’s own filial
affection. I couldn’t help but laugh. ‘Bro I have always looked up
to you. You know you are more like a father figure to me,
especially with Dad never at home. Without you bro, who would have
taught me to skateboard, draw, play tennis, and sing badly in the
shower the way you do?’ He winks.

‘I do not sing badly!’ I retort rising to the
bait.

‘Trust me bro, you should stick to singing in
the shower for the time being!’ he laughs.

‘How rude, so do I have your permission to
tell our parents?’

‘You don’t need my permission bro.’

‘Yes I do. What if Mum and Dad make the next
few years a living hell for you – life could become
unbearable.’

‘It’s already unbearable, how could it get
any worse?’

‘They might make a special effort with you to
make sure you don’t turn out like your older bro?’

‘What a fudge packer?’

‘Henry!’ Where had he heard that
expression?

‘Well, I’m definitely not looking forward to
having Mum Bible bash my older bro from now on, that could be a bit
of a downer – but they couldn’t stop me from visiting you in hell,
could they?’ he jests.

‘Who knows, they might forbid it – and you
have to honour your parents...’

‘Nah, that’s just crazy we’re brothers! Fuck
the Bible!’

‘Henry!’ I scold. ‘So have you met anyone you
like, maybe a nice girl... or boy at school?’

‘What, I’m no fag!’

‘Well good, because you’ll probably face a
whole lot of questions like this if I do tell Mum and Dad. I don’t
know how they’d cope if they couldn’t pin all their heterosexual
expectations on at least one son!’

‘I never thought of that, I’ll be under the
microscope. Perhaps I should put their minds at ease, and tell them
about the time I felt up a girl’s tits behind the bike sheds at
intermediate. Or the time I received that “BJ” in form 3 from
Patricia Perkins?’

‘You didn’t?’

‘No but she wanted to! I’m still a virgin if
you don’t count the other forms of mutual masturbation!’

‘Henry!’

‘Jack, don’t look so shocked most of my mates
at High School have already had sex, at least they brag about it...
So your flatmates are obviously Gay too, aren’t they?’

‘What gave them away?’

‘Apart from the fact they were both checking
me out! I thought the “BJ” jibe was a little weird, blackcurrant my
ass! Then your flatmate... the one wearing the tight “pink”
tee-shirt.’

‘Ben?’

‘Yeah Benny-boy, he’s hilarious. Despite the
obvious he’s also a good looking bloke – for a fairy! Is he your
type?

‘You think he’s good looking?’

‘Is he your boyfriend?’

‘Hell no, he’s Reef’s boyfriend. But yes I
think he’s good-looking. If he wasn’t taken, and didn’t go around
wearing tight fitting pink tees... So Henry, do you think you’re
straight or...?’

‘I know I’m straight – I love tits, legs and
pussy!’ says Henry with his characteristic slightly crooked
grin.

‘Henry! I’m surprised, that’s disgusting.
Where did you learn such language?’

‘At school – my mates, bro we all talk like
this.’

‘Modern day Casanova’s – I’m sure all the
ladies will love your gutter mouths!’

‘We can turn on the charm when we have to,’
Henry laughs. ‘Are you going to tell them today?’ he asks suddenly
deadly serious.

‘About what, you in the China shop?’

‘Ha ha – no I’m talking about you being
Gay?’

‘No, I don’t think I can face it quite
yet.’

‘What’s the worse they can do? I suppose they
could disown you!’

‘One day soon, but thanks for your vote of
confidence.

‘They might completely freak out Jack! You
know what our parents are like – conservative - especially Mum.
She’s what my mates would call a prude... I wish I could be there
when you tell them.’

‘Like a fly on the wall?’

‘It certainly promises to be
entertaining!’

‘Well I’m glad that someone finds it
amusing,’ I tell him, hitting him over the head with my pillow.
‘You don’t think it would cause Mum to have another one of her
breakdowns?’ I ask seriously.

‘Wasn’t that years ago? Nah – she’s a
battleaxe, toughest old bird on the block nowadays – she’ll be
fine, after the initial shock of course,’ Henry teases, catching me
unawares with a pillow slamming into the side of my head. ‘Besides
bro, even if they do disown you, you won’t get rid of me that
easily!’ says Henry throwing his pillow at me, provoking me into a
wrestling match that lasts only a few seconds. ‘I’ll beat you one
day soon,’ says Henry admitting defeat as I wrestle him to the
ground. Proving at least for now, I was still the stronger older
brother.

As Henry stood he gave me another hug – ‘I
still love you big bro!’ Hearing this brought tears to my eyes,
fortifying my resolve that it was time to face my worst fears.
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The ocean stretched far below as the car
roared over the bridge, back firing several more times. It needed
to be retuned, and perhaps when I had a real job I could quit
tinkering under the bonnet and have a real mechanic finally look at
the car’s engine. A seagull flies over the ocean like a poised
painters brush, cresting the crimson waves as the sun slowly loomed
higher over the horizon. Thank God my student days were almost over
I thought as I watched my old Birkenhead bus painfully labour over
the opposite side of the harbour bridge heading into town. No more
catching buses, no more two minute noodles because that was all I
could afford. I was finally starting over. It was like waking up
from a long sleep, with my former life simply part of some bad
dream, and now I had so much to look forward to, so much to live
for. I could hardly recall that melancholic – depressed teenager I
used to be.

I could see his dark brown eyes smiling,
dancing – staring at me, his moist lips, full, and kissable. I
imagine running my hand through his thick, jet- black hair, before
tracing my fingers over his cleft chin watching the dimples form in
the creases of his cheeks as he grins. I kiss his rather small but
perfectly proportioned nose. He reminds me of a Grecian God
sculpted in bronze or of a painting I had studied while at school.
It was always quite some surprise to see him stepping out from the
canvas, actually in the flesh!

Thomas had all the physical attributes that I
found exceedingly attractive in a man, but these were mere
superficial distractions. I had sought to discover his true
qualities, those that hid behind this intriguing young man’s rather
austere exterior, behind those piercing obsidian eyes.

When we first met I had told him I was not
interested in a relationship – but he paid me no attention. He was
an obstinate stubborn young man, infuriating at times but in many
ways these were some of his most endearing qualities. Tommy also
did not boast, like many Gay men I had met, he was not proud, and
yet he was exceedingly intelligent, and good looking! He was also
kind –patient and uncomplicated, making for a refreshing
change.

I was pulling over onto the off-ramp as a car
horn sounded. My heart began pounding, I had forgotten to check my
rear view mirror – but at least I had indicated. The guy was
driving a red Mustang, and didn’t look too happy. He pulls out into
the lane beside me and accelerates. He roars past winding down his
window pulling the “big finger.” ‘Fuck you!’ he mouths, his face
screwed up with rage.

‘Ignore the prick!’ I tell myself. I
consciously have to make an effort to lower my shoulders which are
still up around my ears. It could take several months’ possibly
even years before I know for certain that he is the one. In the
past I had been too trusting, too naive, and I couldn’t let that
happen again. Perhaps these butterflies were mere infatuation. It
was doomed to failure as were all my past relationships. I was
still nursing a broken heart. Carlos was never far from my mind.
What did they say for the third time, a charm? Oh yes, Carlos was
all that, a lying, cheating, hung like a horse – bastard. Behind
bars was where he belonged. I knew I should forgive and forget, and
I was trying to, but honestly life just seemed so complicated at
times. Especially with cupid proving time and again to be such a
lousy shot!

 


 


 


- Chapter 2 -

I am
astonished to realise I have already traversed the harbour bridge
with only some vague recollection of a blearing horn and a red
Mustang, the rest was a blur. I had arrived home on autopilot,
thankfully in one piece. I mutter a silent prayer of thanks to my
guardian angel. Then with the plate under one arm, the flowers in
the other, and my duffle bag slung over my left shoulder, I traipse
quietly through the back door. I hang my dilapidated bag on one of
the hooks just inside the door and place the cake in the pantry on
my designated shelf, before borrowing a large crystal vase from the
back of the pantry to arrange the flowers. I then pour myself a
tall orange juice from the fridge.

I was checking for any handwritten messages,
which were usually posted besides the telephone on a notice board
conveniently positioned by the fridge, when I hear one of my
flatmates enter the kitchen.

‘Morning, Jack – I thought I heard a car
pulling into the driveway this morning,’ Reef emphasises “this
morning,” yawns, raising an enquiring eyebrow as he wraps himself
tightly in the ladies white nightgown, which is too small for his
large frame. It still has the Sheraton Hotel brand clearly
embroidered on the lapel of this misappropriated article of
clothing.

‘Ah yes,’ I reply blushing somewhat.

‘Someone didn’t come home last night Mr
Phillips!’ shouts Reef to Benjamin who enters the kitchen wearing a
matching nightgown – only the larger, man’s-sized version. His eyes
are bright and beautiful, not at all sleepy – but too enthusiastic,
for the early hours of any morning.

‘So what’s his name? Do we know him?’ asks
Reef.

‘Spill the beans!’ says Ben taking the coffee
offered to him by his hubby, as he plants himself at the kitchen
table. ‘I want all the details!’

‘You met Thomas last month at the play of
Midsummer Night’s Dream. I introduced you to him after the
performance.’

‘You sly dog, I knew something was up, tall
dark and handsome. But you didn’t tell us he was your boyfriend,’
says Reef smiling like a proud parent.

‘He wasn’t, I’m not sure what he is – we’ve
only been dating on and off for the last few months. I don’t think
its serious, he’s so young it won’t last!’

‘How old is he?’ asks Ben.

‘Nineteen,’

‘Ah a baby!’ exclaims Ben, ‘but then so are
you!’

‘How did you meet?’ asks Reef.

‘Queers on campus, I befriended him the day
he came out. He looked so scared. And someone after the meeting was
telling him where he should go to get his “rocks off.” I wasn’t
sure whether the advice was what he needed. I offered him some
alternatives for meeting gay men, but he never took any of my
advice.’

‘No doubt a self-serving ploy, to take
advantage of him yourself,’ teases Ben.

‘No it wasn’t like that.’

‘What was your part in the play, a cheeky
faun character weren’t you?’ I nod my head. ‘Perhaps Jack you
played it too well?’ asks Reef rhetorically.

‘Indeed, a mischievous troll if you ask me.
Full of deceiving little secrets! I can’t believe you didn’t tell
us! I’ve been setting you up for the last few months with potential
suitors – first there was Jarred, Dean, and then my favourite –
Peter.’

‘The one with the stutter?’ asks Reef
incredulously.

‘Forget the stutter, he has a body to die
for,’ replied Benjamin with a far-away look in his eyes.

‘Dean was very interested in you too, but you
never paid him any attention,’ says Reef.

‘He never paid any of them any attention.
After all my hard work playing matchmaker, I had to fob them all
off, told them you were still broken hearted,’ says Ben with a
pretentious air.

‘I am, I was. So is that what you were doing
inviting them all around?’

‘Da-hah!’ interjects Ben.

‘They were all very nice, thank you but
something didn’t click or feel quite right – besides they were your
friends...’

‘And you didn’t want to muddy the waters?’
interprets Reef.

‘Yeah, what if I had dated Dean and we had
broken up. Reef you still would have had to work with him, and I’d
have felt damn awkward every time he came around.’

‘So he latched onto you after the play did
he? Is he that same friend from University who came back for a
repeat performance?’ I nod. ‘How many repeat performances did he
get last night I wonder?’ enquires Benjamin raising his eyebrows in
derision.

‘Ah...’ I look pleadingly towards Reef to
save me from this interrogation.

‘Don’t look to Mrs Phillips for support. Did
you sleep with him or not?’ asks Ben, while Reef smirks like a
Banshee on heat, pretending not to pay any attention. Reef
continues preparing an impromptu breakfast feast normally reserved
only for Sundays.

‘Tommy, baked me a birthday cake, look, you
can help yourself,’ I said producing the cake from the pantry.
‘It’s my favourite – carrot cake with cream cheese icing,’ I tell
them, setting the plate before
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