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“Don’t you think it’s kind of a waste for the two of us to …”

“Wander separately? Ah, but only one is a wanderer. Two, together, are always going somewhere.”

—Scottie and Madeleine, Vertigo
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PROLOGUE

DOLPHIN NOISES

BIZ

MY BOYFRIEND AND I are trying to have a baby.

Let me clarify.

Wyatt and I are cozied up at opposite ends of the sofa with our feet—both in thick, fuzzy socks—meeting in the middle, occasionally playing a game of footsie as we scan through online databases of egg donors.

Our virtual baby-making is accompanied by the ample fire roaring next to us as an early December snowfall outside lightly dusts our Brooklyn street.

“Do we like Penelope?” Wyatt asks, his head excitedly popping up from his laptop to see what I think of another possible candidate who will share one-half of our future baby’s DNA.

After eight months of scouring and debating every egg donor agency in the country—and several in Canada, Mexico and Europe—each woman’s photo, bio, family history, SAT scores and all their other very personal information is starting to look the same.

“Is she the one whose dad is a commercial fisherman?” I ask.

“No, that was Anastasia,” Wyatt says.

“Not to be confused with Evangeline.”

“Or Dominque.”

“Or Crystal H,” I say. We both let out a laugh. “How are these names real?” I ask.

“Wait—are you kidding?”

“What do you mean?” I look up at Wyatt.

“Their real names are kept confidential unless the intended parents agree to meet.”

“So we can know someone’s grandmother had cataract surgery in early September twelve years ago, but they can’t tell us their real name?” I ask.

“I thought you knew that,” Wyatt says with a laugh. “You’re cute.”

“I’m kidding,” I say, trying to save face. “Of course I knew that.”

“You did not!” Wyatt teases. He stands, pulls me from the couch and squeezes me into him, only for the two of us to plunge back down into our sofa together in a love tangle.

“No wonder they all sound like soap opera characters from the eighties.”

Our dog, Matilda, playfully runs over, tail wagging, curious about the commotion and wanting in on the fun.

“How’s our baby girl?” We each pet Matilda, who yawns and stretches.

“I do like Penelope. Is she on the board?” I ask.

Wyatt stands to retrieve her printed headshot and tacks it on his highly organized corkboard full of profile photos and bios of possible egg donors. “She is now,” he says.

If the words “Project Baby!” weren’t written on a piece of paper above the dozen photos of women, someone walking into our living room right now would think we’re either casting a movie or solving a murder.

Wyatt sighs. “We’ve left no available egg donor unturned.”

I stand next to him. “Every day feels like we’re scrolling through a dating app,” I say as we both survey our baby board.

Wyatt chuckles. “How would you know?”

“True,” I say. Wyatt and I met fresh out of college on a ski trip in Colorado and fell in love immediately, so we never spent time online trying to find each other.

“I keep coming back to Mackenzie,” I say, pointing to her smiling photo.

“Me too,” Wyatt agrees. “She’s my number one.”

“She’s my number one too. I thought you weren’t sure.”

“I’m going back and forth. I still think it’s slightly weird she said her special skill is making dolphin noises.”

“You really have to get over the dolphin noises,” I say.

“If I’m putting my best foot forward in a bio to potential parents, I’d tell them I’m really good at hockey or a pretty decent chess player. Not imitating an aquatic mammal.”

“She’s quirky and unique,” I point out. “And smart, funny, beautiful, creative, athletic, nurturing and heartfelt. And she loves animals.”

“You’re right,” Wyatt says, rethinking his overthinking. “She is all of that. Her personal statement was the best one we read. And her video felt like she was talking directly to us. Okay, she’s definitely my number one.”

We both turn back and stare at Mackenzie’s photo, full of hope.

“So should we do it? Should we finally pull the trigger on …” I make exaggerated air quotes. “Mackenzie?”

“I’ll email the agency right now and make sure she’s still available,” Wyatt says as he turns to me with a giddy smile. “How about a little toast? I feel like finally deciding on an egg donor should be a mini-celebration.”

“I’ll break out some champagne,” I say, walking into the kitchen and grabbing two glasses. Wyatt dances around with Matilda as our excitement builds.

I’ve always wanted to have a baby. Coming from a big, Italian family of five older sisters, I’ve wanted to recreate what I had growing up.

Starting a family is one of the first things Wyatt and I bonded over when we met. Both of us want to have a kid or three before we enter the wrong side of thirty.

We want family dinners and backyard barbecues and smiley face pancakes and pepperoni pizza parties. We want waterslide parks and camping and games and museums and bowling and trekking through canyons. We want graduations and birthday parties and sleepovers. We want laughter and music and dancing and funny impressions. We want watching a movie when it rains and falling into a pile of leaves and baking a chocolate cake for no reason.

Wyatt and I have endless conversations about all the things we want to do and how we can’t wait to share our love with our future kids.

So why, all of a sudden, as Wyatt and I toast to this momentous occasion, as we slowly move another inch closer to actually having a baby, am I completely and totally freaking out?
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WYATT

ONE AND A HALF YEARS LATER

I’M STARTING TO WONDER if my boyfriend and I are going to make it. Not like, Will our crappy little car with our adorable but anxious mini-Airedale terrier in the back seat drive us from Brooklyn cross-country to California in time for the arrival of our baby? I mean I’m worried we aren’t going to make it as a couple.

This morning as we suffer through early summer traffic just outside of New York, much later than the schedule I’d planned, I glance in the rearview mirror to see Matilda looking back at me with literal puppy dog eyes as she lets out a single piercing yelp. “This is exactly what I did not want to happen,” I say, flipping on my turn signal.

“Didn’t want what to happen?” Biz asks, raising his bushy eyebrows and aiming his soulful green eyes at me.

“She looks like she’s about to be sick,” I say, gripping the wheel tightly.

“We just left Brooklyn. There’s no way she’s going to be sick,” Biz says.

“We’ve been starting and stopping for an hour. Even I’m feeling a little barfy. If we’d left at the time I wanted, we would’ve avoided all this traffic.”

“I’m sorry I made us five minutes late.”

“Twenty minutes,” I correct him.

“You’re cute when you’re stressed but …” Biz turns to look at Matilda moving in circles around her bed. “Don’t freak out yet. She’s just trying to get comfortable.”

The cars in front of us finally start to crawl so I weave us toward an exit ramp.

“Where are we going?” Biz asks. The same question I’ve been asking myself lately.

“I just want to be safe,” I say as I exit the highway, turning onto a gravel road.

We both climb out of the car. Biz grabs the leash. “I’ll take her for a walk,” he offers, leading Matilda out of the back seat toward a nearby forest. “She probably just has to pee.”

“She can do whatever business she needs to do right here,” I say, holding the other end of the leash. “She doesn’t need to go in a forest. There are ticks in there.”

“I’m not taking her in the forest. We’ll go forest adjacent,” Biz insists.

As we stand there, both competitively pulling the leash in opposite directions, Matilda throws up at our feet.

We look down and then back up at each other.

“Why do you do that?” I ask Biz, pulling doggie wipes from Matilda’s bag and crouching down to gently wipe our dog’s mouth. “You’re okay, girl,” I whisper in Matilda’s ear.

“Do what?” Biz asks, massaging Matilda’s chin. She shuts her eyes and lets out a sigh, comforted by her two dads.

“Always say the opposite of what I say.”

“I do not say the opposite of what you say. You say the opposite of what I say.” Biz sighs, getting frustrated.

“You just proved my point.”

“Sometimes Matilda has to pee, other times she’s carsick,” Biz says, standing up. “How did I know which one she would choose this morning?”

“This isn’t about our dog being sick, Biz. This is about me saying one thing and you saying another lately. I can’t tell if you’re being contrarian on purpose or not.” I take control of the leash and Matilda once and for all.

“You were right. She was carsick, okay?” Biz says. “And don’t say contrarian.”

“Again, it’s not about being carsick.”

“Then what is it?” Biz asks.

I look at Biz and can’t decide if I want to start our road trip by telling him what I think has been happening to us while standing in the middle of Westchester.

Biz has been trying to have as much fun as possible before the baby comes like it’s his job. This road trip wasn’t my idea. Biz wants a vacation, a chance to blow off some steam before our lives change forever. He keeps calling it a “babymoon.”

Biz’s determination to let loose is concerning me. It feels like he doesn’t want the responsibility, or worse, like he’s changing his mind entirely about being a father.

I would’ve preferred to fly to California for the birth like we had planned, but I compromised. I decided I could turn this trip into a chance for us to reconnect and see eye to eye.

“I’ll take her for a quick walk for some fresh air,” I say.

“Fine,” Biz barks out. “See? We agree!” he says, as I turn to lead Matilda along the edge of the forest.

We weren’t always this out of sync. Walking our dog through a patch of untamed grass while cars whiz by on the overpass, I think about the trips we’ve taken every summer along this same highway to our beloved Provincetown, the crown jewel of Cape Cod, when Biz and I were more relaxed with each other.

Usually, at this point in our drive, we’d start to feel the city melt away as we motored toward our special place, singing at the top of our lungs to Adele’s “Rolling in the Deep” and whatever summer playlist that Biz made.

The first time we drove to Provincetown together as a couple, we stopped at our favorite coffee shop before leaving the city. They screwed up our order so the generous barista threw in two free slices of lemon-blueberry pound cake. Every trip after that, we made that pound cake our annual summer tradition, always laughing at how surprisingly delicious it tasted. This time though, we didn’t stop at our coffee shop and our favorite pastry is a distant memory.

Ever since we officially chose our egg donor, the stress of building a family via surrogacy has taken ahold of us. To keep up with the finances, I’ve had to squirrel away as many directing gigs as possible.

In the past two months there was the Mucinex commercial I directed in LA, the Home Depot commercial in Atlanta and three commercials I shot back-to-back in Toronto for a bank. Or maybe it was a credit union? It’s honestly all a blur.

I’m a storyteller. I tell stories. Sure, the stories I tell are dopey commercials no one pays attention to anymore, so you can continue watching the thing you want to watch in the first place, but they’re still stories. They have a beginning, middle and end. There’s always some kind of hero and a villain. Sometimes the stories are funny. Or clever. Or emotional, designed to pull at your heartstrings.

If I could tell longer stories, I would. I’d love to direct a James Bond–type movie with a gay twist, or maybe a prestige TV thriller about a detective investigating a murder while trying to pick up the pieces of her own messy life, but I’m not at that point in my career yet.

A couple days ago I directed another thirty-second story, this one about a dad who playfully steals his ten-year-old son’s bagel and cream cheese. The son was our hero. The dad was kind of the villain, but in the end, he redeems himself.

To get the most out of the kid’s performance, I channeled what little memories I have of my relationship with my own father when I was a kid, before he left us.

The best Christmas I ever had was when I was about six years old, and my parents woke up my brother and me, led us downstairs to the tree, and my father put his hands the size of dinner plates over my eyes. When I opened them, I saw a mountain of presents. I’d never been so excited in my life. It was the last Christmas I’d celebrated with my parents together.

So I told the kid actor to pretend the bagel was the best Christmas present his parents ever gave him. The kid nailed his performance. That probably seems like a lot of emotion just for a Philadelphia Cream Cheese commercial but I like to tell these mini stories with everything I have in my toolbox.

Truth be told, if I never hear “It’s cheesy AND creamy!” ever again, I would be a happy man. That tagline the kid had to say over and over, until the client thought his energy was just right, reverberates in my brain like a bad one-hit wonder.

The story of Biz and I began when we met twelve years ago. We haven’t been apart since.

But now I’m not sure which one of us is the hero and which one is the villain. I wish our relationship at this moment was something I could direct. Do another take. Have us go back to one. But this is real life and not a rehearsal. And despite having a baby on the way, right now I’m not totally confident our story is going to have a plot twist into a happy ending.

MATILDA AND I RETURN FROM OUR WALK TO SEE BIZ STRETCHING HIS LEGS next to Virginia Woolf. We nicknamed our car, a tangerine-orange 1992 convertible Volkswagen Cabriolet, Virginia Woolf after buying it from Biz’s coworker a few years ago still with its Virginia license plates. It also kind of looks like the famed author in profile if you squint really hard.

“Everything good?!” Biz asks, trying to smooth things over.

“She just sniffed everything in sight and peed like two drops. Nothing special,” I say.

“Great,” Biz says, staying neutral. Both of us are keeping an emotional distance.

As the three of us climb back into the car, the silent void between us is ripped open by my phone buzzing.

“It’s Flora,” I say, seeing her name pop up. “She’s Face-Timing us.”

“Now?” Biz asks.

Unlike our egg donor, we matched with Flora, our amazing surrogate, very quickly. We usually talk to Flora over video conference for a milestone that we’d like to share with her. Our first doctor’s appointment. Hearing the baby’s heartbeat. The baby kicking and fluttering. Lately, we’ve been talking to her once a week. We just spoke yesterday, so it’s unusual for her to call again without messaging us first.

Biz and I shut our car doors in unison. This little act feels like the only thing that we’ve done together as a team lately. Besides that, Matilda and Flora feel like the only glue between us.

We turn to look at each other.

“Just pretend everything’s normal,” I say to Biz.

“No, I’m going to tell her we’re arguing,” Biz jokes.

“Put on your best perky face so we don’t stress her out with any of our crap.”

“Wyatt, just answer the phone.”

I prop the phone on the dashboard, slide to answer and we wave hello.

“Hi, Flora,” I say through a bright smile.

“Hey, Flora!” Biz shouts a little too loudly, leaning into the phone’s frame, our shoulders clumsily bumping each other like everything is fine and dandy. The rare touch of our bodies is a reminder that we haven’t been intimate in a couple months.

“Hi, guys! How’s your journey going?” Flora asks with a smirk.

“It’s been extremely journey-y,” I reply.

“Yeah, we’re totally journeying hard,” Biz says.

Throughout this whole process, the three of us are always ready to joke about how many times people in the fertility industry use the word “journey.” Where are you in the process of your journey? We’re so happy to assist you on your journey. Has your journey been a journey, Journey McJourney?

Flora has the best sense of humor and she’s been a dream surrogate. She and Gabrielle, her partner of nine years, live in Baker, California, and have two beautiful, fun daughters we’ve met a couple times in person but mostly over various modes of technology.

A nurse who dabbles in self-portrait photography, Flora impressed us with her go-getter attitude, healthy lifestyle and love for her family. Over the months, I’ve shared some of the commercials I’ve directed, and Biz showed her clips of the old TV show he starred in, while Flora has shared her portfolio of Cindy Sherman–like photographs.

Also, Flora is a dog person like us. She has five rescue dogs, each named after a different Batman actor: Kilmer, Affleck, Keaton, Bale and Pattinson. We loved that we were signing up with an entire family who was on board with Flora’s decision and were not only supportive, but also inspiring humans.

“Where are you guys?” Flora asks.

“We’re still on our way to P-town,” Biz explains. “Matilda had a pit stop.”

“That’s our little girl!” I say, trying to keep the mood light and definitely not thinking about any tension between me and Biz. Flora laughs at our familiar back and forth. So far it seems like she’s buying our perfect couple act.

“So … I just wanted to tell you guys I’m seeing the doctor again this week.”

“Didn’t you just see her two days ago?” Biz asks, always quick to overreact.

“Yeah, but she wants to see me again in a few days just to make sure.”

I swallow but adjust my voice to remain calm. “Just to make sure of what exactly?”

“You know, that everything is okay,” Flora says. “I mean, everything’s okay! We’re just nearing the finish line and she’s keeping a close watch.”

“So everything’s okay,” Biz repeats like it has to be true.

“Everything’s great. Don’t worry, guys. Just wanted you to be aware.”

Trying to have a baby via surrogacy has given us so many unbelievable ups and downs during our very complicated jour? ney. We’re always prepared for any little surprise.

But this whole process has brought the differences between me and Biz more into focus. We’re trying to achieve the same goal through two different approaches. I’m more of the organized one, planning every detail from the baby’s name to the best schools.

Biz is more loosey-goosey, wanting to determine everything according to the baby’s eventual personality. It’s been challenging for us to find common ground.

“Sounds like it’s just routine then?” Biz asks, looking for reassurance.

“Totally. Don’t freak. Your baby is going to be amazing,” Flora says.

I notice Biz biting his fingernail.

“We’re not worried,” I say, gently swatting Biz’s hand from his mouth.

“Yeah, the baby’ll be great. We’ll all be great!” Biz tries to stay upbeat.

“You two go have fun and stay relaxed on your trip. I’ll call you after the doctor’s appointment, okay?” she says. Her soothing voice and maternal instincts are always a comfort.

“Thanks, Flora,” Biz says.

Biz and I tilt our heads together and we wave goodbye with big, happy smiles on our faces, which disappear the second Flora ends the call. Worry sets in.

“Oh my god,” Biz says, shifting uncomfortably in his seat.

“Relax. Everything’s fine,” I say.

“Are you sure?” Biz asks.

“I’m sure,” I say, trying to guide us through the unknown.

Even though our intimacy on the phone felt performative, it somehow brings us a little closer together. We let the conversation with Flora hang in the air, our imaginations getting the best of us.

Back on the road, we careen past New York state lines into Connecticut, and we’re stuck in traffic again. Our conversation is at a standstill along with our car.

No music. No lemon-blueberry pound cake. Matilda is fast asleep in the back.

We need to try and make use of this drive, this road trip, to find our happy harmony again. I know it’s possible. It’s just going to take a little extra work for us to get there.

I think of something that will surely bring us together instead of focusing on all the things that are currently keeping us apart. I turn to Biz and ask, “Did you make a playlist for our trip?”
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WORLD’S TALLEST THERMOMETER

BIZ

I THOUGHT YOU’D NEVER ASK,” I say to Wyatt with a smile.

I search for the right song on my phone. It has to be upbeat to get us out of this funk.

We need to have fun! I mean, c’mon. We’re about to have a baby. This is huge.

Life changing.

This is officially happening.

Oh my god. This is officially happening.

Ever since that day we decided on our egg donor, I’ve been having a ton of doubt if I’m going to be a good father. Can I provide our kid with the same happy childhood I had?

The idea for this trip came to me right after we found out Flora was pregnant. Basically, when shit got real.

Vacation. Road trip. Babymoon!

I have no idea how it happens, but these things just pop into my head, and I go with them. Look, I don’t make the rules.

What if we took a road trip for some fun along the way to where the baby is born? The road trips I took with my family every year from Chicago to Door County, Wisconsin, are some of my greatest memories.

Plus, I’m not a fan of flying and I’ll do anything to avoid being trapped forty thousand feet in the air.

I play “Rolling in the Deep.” Its driving drum beat sends tingles up my neck. I turn to Wyatt and he bobs his head to the bass in approval.

“Good one,” Wyatt says.

As Adele’s raspy, smoky voice glides us along the highway, I wonder if this is the song we’ll sing out loud to, like we usually do on our way to P-town.

Sure enough, the chorus comes and we belt out the lyrics at the top of our lungs together.

It feels good to finally connect and temporarily escape our worries.

If anyone wants to judge me for wanting to have some fun before having a baby, go ahead. I’m writing my own pregnancy journey.

Ugh, that word again.

The truth is, I’m hoping this road trip will clear my mind, and I can make sense of why I’ve been having major anxiety about becoming a father.

Ideally, Wyatt can let loose on this trip a little bit too before the baby comes. I also wanted to plan a vacation for him because he’s been cranking out commercial after commercial, killing himself physically and emotionally with the pressure cooker of his work.

My job, on the other hand, could not be lower stakes compared to Wyatt’s. I sit at a desk four days a week, writing copy for the Italian beat of a food magazine called Chef ’s Kiss. The toughest part about my job is finding a new synonym for the word delicious.

Glancing at Wyatt driving now, with his hands on the wheel precisely at ten and two, always in complete control, all I see are waves of stress emanating off him like a steaming bowl of minestrone.

I was right. He needs a break.

That’s the thing about Wyatt though. It sounds corny but he inspires me to be better.

When it finally came time to researching the surrogacy process, Wyatt was the one who took charge. I came home one night from work and he’d made an impressive mood board of things that didn’t even cross my mind. 1. Pros and Cons of Adoption vs. Surrogacy. 2. Legal Representation. 3. East Coast Fertility Clinics. 4. Nursery Necessities.

He’s used to storyboarding commercials. Here he was mapping out our future family.

Sometimes I can’t stand that he’s so perfect. Let’s just say I don’t excel at spreadsheets.

But as much as I want kids, I wasn’t prepared to feel this unprepared. Wyatt seems to have everything under control, asking all the right questions, knowing everything we need and always staying completely calm that we’re about to co-father a human baby.

For me, the closer we head to our due date, the more intensely frightened I become.

It feels like at any minute, a shadowy figure is going to tap on my shoulder and tell me that Wyatt and our future baby are way out of my league.

The only way I was able to get Wyatt to say yes to a vacation before having a baby was by literally buttering him up.

A few months ago, one night I made his favorite dish, cacio e pepe. It wasn’t until dessert, while savoring my homemade tiramisu (Mom’s recipe), that Wyatt leaned back in his chair, scratched the back of his head and finally asked, “So what kind of road trip?”

The tiramisu was doing the trick.

“The kind where you take a trip. On a road,” I said. We looked at each other as our brains surged with sugar-induced dopamine. The first taste of that cocoa powder dusting always does it.

I couldn’t help but smile, thinking what an epic adventure we could have before we meet our little one.

My grin was matched with that wrinkle just above Wyatt’s eyebrows, which forms when he overthinks something. It’s so ruggedly cute but it telegraphs so much.

“We’d have to map something out,” Wyatt said. Of course he would say that.

“Can’t we just rent like an RV or something and play it by ear?” I asked.

“I knew you were going to say that. If we’re serious, we should plan it,” Wyatt said.

“I knew you were going to say that,” I said. At least we find extreme comfort, never boredom, in how well we know each other. “I’ve always wanted to tour the South,” I offered.

“The South?” Wyatt asked, making a face like he just ate a lemon. “That’s the opposite direction of where we’re going.”

“Okay. I’m just spitballing here. No bad ideas,” I said.

“Except I kinda think that going south is not a great idea.” “Oh! Here’s a better idea: how about a food road trip where we stop at the best restaurants and must-eats in different states?” I suggested, thinking I could get a good article for the magazine out of it.

“Too Guy Fieri,” Wyatt said. “What about a national park road trip? We can see Yellowstone, Arches, Yosemite …”

“We’ve been to two of those already.”

“Okay, what else ya got?” Wyatt asked.

“I don’t need to workshop a road trip itinerary. I would literally get in our car and just drive.”

“We have a baby on the way, Biz,” Wyatt said. “We can’t just wander the country aimlessly like Beat poets on LSD, trying to find ourselves.”

“That sounds amazing, actually,” I said.

“What if we visit all the quirky landmarks? Go see the largest ball of ear wax or the world’s tallest thermometer or whatever,” Wyatt said.

I love it when he talks nerdy to me but I’d decided we needed to have fun.

Like real fun.

“I personally need one last hurrah before we become tired dads. If you really want a themed road trip, let’s do a gay one,” I said. “We can stop at all the gay resort destinations from New York to California. We could even make it to Patrick and Nathan’s wedding.” Our old friends Patrick and Nathan recently left New York for the mountains of Evergreen, Colorado, and they’re getting married a month before the baby is due. Wyatt met Patrick in film school at Columbia and he especially didn’t want to miss the big day.

“That’s not a bad idea,” Wyatt said. “I’d love to make their wedding, but a gay resort town trip feels like our ‘Summer of Hedonism.’”

Ah, our “Summer of Hedonism.” It was when Wyatt wasn’t working much and I was in between jobs. We spent one summer going back and forth from our Fire Island share house to a friend’s house in P-town for various themed weeks. P-town is what the cool kids call Provincetown. We were there for the Fourth of July, Bear Week and, by mistake, Lesbian Week. The most fun we had that summer was Lesbian Week. “The pressure was off,” Wyatt said.

“We can do Fire Island, P-town, Miami, then maybe Saugatuck. Remember our weekend there? It’s the P-town of Michigan. Or neither of us have been to Rehoboth. Is there anything in the southwest? Austin is kinda queerish,” I said.

“You’re going all over the place again. We can’t go up and down and zigzag across the country. That’s too much driving and we’d never make the birth,” Wyatt said.

“We don’t wanna go straight either. Not if we’re doing a gay trip.” I was trying to be funny but it wasn’t working.

Wyatt threw me a faux annoyed side-glance. I sighed in an overexaggerated way.

“What’s wrong?” Wyatt asked.

“I’m just hoping we could be more spontaneous. Like a wanderlust Jack Kerouac On the Road situation, but this is totally fine,” I said.

“Your idea is more of a Thelma and Louise situation,” Wyatt said. “If we want gay resort towns, let’s do this …” I love when he takes charge. “We’ll start in Provincetown, then Saugatuck, then Patrick and Nathan’s wedding in Colorado—”

“Oh! Maybe my cousins will let us stay at their place in Palm Springs after that,” I said, getting excited.

“I like that idea,” Wyatt said. “So Provincetown, Saugatuck, Colorado, Palm Springs, then we can make our way to Baker for the baby.”

I lit up. “All our favorite gay places.”

It sounded perfect.

“Just no fast-food stops,” I said. “Only quality food along the way.”

“Deal,” Wyatt agreed, making the gourmet food writer in me happy.

Wyatt, the organizer, the planner and always the director, spent the next week designing a whole itinerary. By the following week, he had every item we needed for our road trip and the birth, and we were still months away.

“Did you know the world’s tallest thermometer is actually in Baker, California?” Wyatt asked me later one night. “I totally made that up!”

“Oh, wow,” I said mildly amused.

“Diapers. Bottles. Blankets. The baby seat your parents gave us. Check. Check. Check. You’re in charge of snacks and music …” Wyatt went on and on.

He can never wing it.

Winging it is my forte. I can’t help it. I’ve always been in constant motion. My older sisters called me “Busy Body” as a little kid because I wouldn’t stop running in circles around the house, bouncing off the walls, not able to sit still for more than ten minutes at a stretch. Everyone started calling me “Biz” and it stuck.

My nickname always felt right since my birth name, Massimo Giorgio Petterelli, made me stand out too much in my very all-American town of Arlington Heights, Illinois. I didn’t know if the older boys in school stuffed me in gym lockers and made fun of me because I was second-generation Italian-American or because they knew I was gay or both.

My parents wanted me to live the American dream. When I was a kid they introduced me to a casting agent through a family friend, and I quickly booked a job walking the runway in a shopping mall fashion show, which snowballed into catalogue modeling jobs. That’s when my sisters jokingly started calling me “Show Biz.”

Before my junior year of high school, there was an open casting call in Chicago for a new Disney Channel sitcom called Back in the Saddle about a group of teenagers and their parents working on a dude ranch. I auditioned, and to everyone’s surprise, I was hired as a lead, so I left Illinois for LA to shoot the show, which lasted for three seasons.

I started getting caught up with too many teen actors who just wanted to party all the time, and I needed to leave LA, so I enrolled in NYU. After graduation I was writing blogs about my teenage acting years, which turned into freelance journalism jobs. Somehow I stumbled into a staff writing job at the magazine. Now after all these years, I’ve gone full circle and I’m longing to get back into my days of performing.

After my playlist ends in the car, there’s silence between us again. It feels like we’re not agreeing on anything lately, and both of us are cautious not to say the wrong thing.

I decide to check in on my favorite nemesis Instagram account, @quaddaddiez. It’s two handsome gay guys in their twenties who parade around their five-year-old quadruplets. The Quad Daddies’s life seems impossibly perfect. Every post is taken in their ornate Salt Lake City McMansion, with their four kids always primped and poised.

“Funny” ugly Christmas sweaters during the holidays.

Sunday best pastels on Easter.

Matching swimsuits on a random Wednesday by the pool.

I’m fascinated by their need to post like twelve times a day. I can’t look away.

For some reason, I’ve never shared @quaddaddiez with Wyatt.

Somewhere inside of me is envious, like I’ll never live up to these perfect Instagays.

When I look over at Wyatt, he’s studying the formation of traffic like he’s about to make a chess move. He flips his turn signal on and expertly rolls us into the fast lane. His perfect posture and command of the steering wheel make me feel safe.

On top of being a calming force of nature, Wyatt Wallace is just a stud. His prematurely salt-and-pepper facial scruff. A head of dark blond wavy hair you can get lost in. His solid, brick-house build looks perfect in everything from a tux to sweaty gym clothes to a concert T-shirt and jeans. His affable demeanor is like a magnet in any social situation. Moms love him.

How can I measure up to this saintly creature who is so clearly going to be the greatest living dad on earth?

“Take exit 36A to merge onto I?195 East,” the GPS lady informs us. “In six weeks, you’re not going to be a good dad and you know it, Biz,” I imagine her adding.

“How about another song?” I ask, trying to shake the voice inside my head that’s making me question everything lately.

“Something kinda quiet. We’re almost there,” Wyatt suggests.

I immediately drown out my thoughts with “Ocean Eyes” by Billie Eilish as we race toward our favorite place on earth.
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PROVINCETOWN

WYATT

THE SMELL OF SALT air and that unmistakable early afternoon coastal sunlight wash over us like a gentle Evian spritz from heaven. A foghorn sounds in the distance as if announcing our arrival.

The dense summer traffic took us an hour and forty minutes longer than expected. I’m still in work mode because I can’t help but think being this off schedule would sink the budget of one of my commercial productions. I hope it’s not a sign of what’s to come.

Leaving gray Connecticut, moving slowly through Rhode Island, and even slower through Massachusetts, Biz fell asleep to the soothing sounds of Billie Eilish. He’s starting to open his eyes now, somehow sensing we’re nearing the famously curved tip of Cape Cod.

“Nice nap?” I ask, glancing over at him, making an effort to connect. Those full lips and handsome face that I signed up for years ago always crush me. Even his pronounced nose has its own personality. If you were watching the cheesiest rom-com on basic cable, you wouldn’t turn it off if Biz was the love interest. He wakes up from his car nap in a way that’s so effortlessly rugged I think, I’ ll never be that cool.

“I wasn’t even trying to sleep. It just happened.” Biz yawns and rotates his head, coming alive. His superpower is sleeping. Cars, airplanes, movie theaters, coffee shops, barber chairs, his own birthday party as people are singing “Happy Birthday” to him. He finds sleep anywhere.

“My neck is killing me now.” He turns to see Matilda, who’s still sleeping like a baby and snoring like an old man.

“Are we already in Mass?” he asks.

“Don’t call it Mass,” I say, sort of joking but not really.

“Sorry. Massachusetts. Didn’t mean to offend the native.”

“It’s like when people call San Francisco ‘Frisco’ or Chicago ‘Chi-Town.’”

“You’re right. That is annoying,” Biz says with a laugh.

“That might be the first thing we’ve agreed on this whole trip.”

“Not true. We agreed on the same music earlier,” Biz disagrees.

“We’re in Truro. Two-and-a-half minutes to Provincetown. Please acknowledge my smooth driving skills to accommodate your nap time.”

“I forgot you need a handwritten thank-you card every time you drive,” Biz says.

“A light ticker-tape parade will do,” I say. “Also please acknowledge you’re driving the next leg of the trip. I’ll have some papers for you to sign, so you’re legally obligated.”

“Acknowledged. And I promise.” Biz looks out the window at the surrounding forests. “I can’t wait for margaritas on our balcony, then we can hit the Boatslip. Not in that order of course. But maybe in that order?”

The Boatslip hosts a nightly beachfront dance party that overspills with dozens of people, and it’s not exactly the mood I’m in. Even though we’re hitting resort destinations, I’m hoping this trip won’t be a nonstop party and we can quietly luxuriate by bodies of water in the sun.

“I made a dinner reservation at the Red Inn at seven,” I say. “I can already taste the first sweet oyster followed by a sip of crisp, dry rosé.”

“Wait. Seven? That’s prime cocktail hour,” Biz says. “Why would you make a Red Inn rezzie so early in the trip? That’s a last-night romantic-dinner kind of thing. Don’t you want to just like see who’s here? Dance? Blow off some steam?”

“It was the only reservation I could get all week. It’s our favorite place. They have a happy hour raw bar.”

I can tell Biz holds in whatever he was going to say next.

Neither one of us wants to argue, especially right now as we look up and see the passing sign welcoming us to Provincetown. That palpable silence between us reemerges as we hit the small-town traffic on Commercial Street, with its charming art galleries, souvenir stores, cafés and salt water taffy shops.

I’m quietly warmed to see the lovable, familiar swath of Americana tourists—strolling families, townies on their way to night shifts in restaurants and bars, and a smattering of gay guys in tank tops on their rented mountain bikes weaving through the pre-peak summer throngs.

“Is that Angel Mike?” I ask. A man in his seventies, who we see every summer always wearing large angel wings and a feathered halo, glides by on an electric scooter.

“Did his wings get bigger?” Biz asks.

More than a few guys turn to look at the fresh meat blowing into town. Biz glances around with a smile. Our vintage orange Virginia Woolf convertible with the top down fits perfectly in this colorful, quirky town, where standing out from the already unique crowd is a fun challenge.

Our feeling of bliss is interrupted when I spot Matilda in the rearview mirror pop her head up like the gopher in Cad? dyshack. She lets out her familiar yelp.

Without missing a beat, I drive past the Lobster Pot and pull over to the side of the road. Biz lifts Matilda out of the car, her body dry heaving, and sets her down on the sidewalk. Matilda’s legs buckle and this time she marks her territory in her two dads’ favorite vacation spot.

As I gaze up at the perfect deep blue sky and glimpse the Provincetown Monument, proudly standing above the entire town, I think, We’ve arrived.

“You’re not in Kansas anymore, my pretties,” someone says. We turn to see the disembodied voice belongs to a random drag queen dressed in a sepia-toned costume.

“Why, thank you, Wicked Witch of the West!” Biz says, immediately recognizing and entranced by her Wizard of Oz getup.

“That’s Miss Gulch to you,” she says, fully committed to her character with the evil voice and everything. “I’m Dorothy’s neighbor.”

She unlocks her bike that’s tied to a fence and places her little dog, who vaguely resembles Toto, into a wicker basket. Biz and I stare in amused awe. That’s when it hits me.

“Oh! You’re the black-and-white version of the witch before Dorothy enters Oz!”

“You’re quick. Don’t look like such grumps. You’re in P-town!” She flashes a pearly smile and adds, “Cute car and your little dog too.” She hops on her bike as the Wicked Witch theme music plays on a portable speaker attached to her handlebars, sending her off into the crowded street.

The Wicked Witch is not wrong. We probably don’t look like the happiest campers.

I glance at Biz. Usually, we’d share a laugh, a knowing smile or a fun shrug at the locals. But he’s cleaning Matilda’s mouth with a doggy wipe. I can’t help but wonder if he’s purposely avoiding any connection because he’s upset I just want a quiet dinner tonight.

We finally settle into our cute cottage, which is all gray cedar shingle surrounded by a white picket fence off Commercial Street. It’s in a little nook in the West End, the quietest area that’s removed from the buzzy, tourist part of town.

The tiny two-bedroom has a nautical theme throughout with lots of blues and whites, wooden anchor wall hangings and lamps made out of knotted rope.

The best part about the place is the balcony on the second floor that you enter through a spiral staircase, which looks either treacherous or fun, depending on your mood and how much you’ve had to drink. The balcony is just big enough for two blue Adirondack chairs and overlooks a small patch of backyard for Matilda to roam free. It’s a slice of paradise.

After unpacking our bags and settling in, the close quarters feel almost too close compared to our somewhat spacious (for New York) Brooklyn apartment.

Biz returns from the specialty wine shop down the street holding up a small wheel of camembert and a bottle of prechilled rosé. “Welcome to P-town!” he says in the Wicked Witch voice, as we get comfortable in our balcony chairs with Matilda already passed out from the long drive between our feet.

“Cheers, Richard Gere,” he says.

“Cheers, Richard Gere,” I return, smiling at our years-long inside joke that was born one weekend when we binged all the actor’s movies.

We sip and stare at the horizon, taking in the spectacular, pink sky. Sometimes at night a mystical fog sets in on the town, and right now I can feel a version of it between us. I don’t know how to see our way out of it.

“Your reservation is in an hour. Do you still want to go?” Pretty much everything is wrong with what Biz just said. My reservation and asking if I still want to go. As if we’re not even together.

“Kinda. That was the plan,” I say.

“That was your plan,” he counters.

“I’m sorry you don’t want to go to the best restaurant in town.”

“It’s not that. I just wanted something, you know, fun.” “More fun than the perfect setting, amazing food and hunky servers?”

“The first thing we always do in P-town is drop our bags and go to tea, check out the crowd, dance our asses off to Kylie Minogue or whoever then stumble into dinner afterward.”

“Maybe it’s time we do something different,” I suggest. “Just because we have a baby on the way?”

“Can’t we have something civilized to kick off our trip? I’m not in the mood for messy drunken chaos.”

“We’ll have plenty of time to comment on the delicate taste of our oysters in a deathly quiet restaurant when we’re eighty,” Biz snaps.

Suddenly, I’d rather have dinner alone but I don’t want to say this out loud. I make the thought disappear in a sip of wine. I haven’t felt this far away from this person in, well, forever.

A memory of last summer pops into my head. We checked into our bed-and-breakfast just down the street and christened our room for the week by having a quick, sweaty romp in bed. My heart flutters thinking about it. This welcome party is the opposite of that.

I think of a plan that will hopefully suit both of us. “Why don’t we just go to the restaurant tonight so they don’t run us out of town for canceling and then do the Boatslip tomorrow. Deal?”

Biz’s expression softens as he turns to me, knowing it’s a peace offering.

The Red Inn is tucked away in a quiet spot near the end of town. Tonight, it’s hardly deathly quiet. The popular restaurant is packed to the gills. We sit in a cramped two-top perched over the serene water, sharing Wellfleet oysters followed by creamy lobster corn chowder.

There’s a famous lone red boat always anchored just in the near distance in the low-tide water, which I keep thinking I can always hop in if our dinner goes south.

As daylight disappears, we both seem too aware that the chattering people around us fill in our sporadic conversation.

“How do you like your oysters?” I ask, pretending I’m the cliché Biz said he’s afraid of becoming. “Or should we wait until we’re eighty years old to discuss?”

“Very fresh. Plump. Almost buttery,” Biz jokes. “Dare I say … delicate?” We both laugh.

A mustached server in a tight T-shirt brings our entrees. Even our main dishes couldn’t be more different as Biz cuts into his medium-rare fillet with Jack Daniel’s sauce, and I take a bite of my fresh local scallops with hints of citrus.

“How did we get here?” Biz asks.

“We drove here in Virginia Woolf,” I say. I’m being
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