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Chapter One.

 FRIENDS DON’T LET FRIENDS GET DRUNK (IN GAY
BARS).



Like most of my classmates,
when I finished college I had no real prospect of what I was going
to do next in my life. I had no job; my roommate was constantly
complaining that I didn’t contribute enough on utilities, and my
fiancée of two years – who I, speaking of which, loved very much –
was tired of waiting until things ‘got better’ so we could tie the
knot, as I had promised her several times. I was almost giving up,
when my friend Mike sent me a link of a company downtown looking
for trainees.

It was a shot in the dark that somehow
landed me an interview with their HR department. Before I knew it,
I had been hired by Redwood, Inc., my first job that did not
involve a smoothie machine or grilled meat.

Needless to say, I was excited!
Really, really excited. Of course, I was already fully, completely, 100%
prepared for what was coming my way – or at least I thought so. I
had heard everything that was to hear about the low-paying,
7am-to-11pm servitude that interns went through. As long as I was
getting a paycheck at the end of the month, I was ready for
it!

In retrospect, it was the
least I had to worry about.

My days were
spent in a
cubicle shared with two other guys – both who had been around the
company for longer than I had been in school, but neither much
willing to share the ropes of the job. Stan, a bald 30-something
2-times divorcee, spent most of his time on the phone, whining to
his lawyer about his ex-wives draining him of his money, while
Dennis, the 50 year-old that looked 89, did nothing but play
solitaire all day long.

Neither was too keen
on keeping
conversations going, either.

Most of the other zombies in
the office followed the same pattern. The only times people
seemed to express
any kind of emotion was during coffee breaks, when work hours
ended, or when The Boss decided to show up.

The Boss, a.k.a.
Mr. Irvine, was the
manager of the branch; youngest son of the CEO, he was – as far as
I had gathered – as cold and reclusive as his old man, which
apparently meant a lot. He arrived before everybody, left only when everyone was
gone, and spent most of his days behind the thick mahogany doors
that separated his office from the rest of the world.

On my first three weeks
on Redwood,
I saw him twice; in both cases, the moment his door opened, every
worker on the floor rushed back to their desk, closed their gossip
websites and Facebooks and Twitters and tried to at least
appear
to be doing their
jobs.

I didn’t have to pretend, of course.
Unlike them, I was always working, whether I wanted or not (most
often not). Regardless of how long I spent in the building, there
was always a never-ending pile of paper waiting for me at my desk;
whenever I blinked or went to the bathroom, it seemed to grow
twofold.

Every new sheet of paper read,
redacted, evaluated and/or signed was a sharp knife puncturing a
vital organ. At some point I started to believe I had died and gone
to my personal hell – stuck in an endless loop, like a character from American
Horror Story. The only time I had to rest was the weekend, and even
then those were 48 hours I spent doing nothing but
sleeping.

Granted, that was also what I
did before I got the job, but that is beside the point.

“I don’t know why you work so
hard”, Mark
– the roommate – said, slurping up on his noodles. “It’s just a
job.”

“That’s what I
told him”, Vanessa – the girlfriend – chipped in. The gang was
reunited on our living room, sitting on the floor (mostly because
the sofa wasn’t big enough for everybody and we didn’t have
chairs): there was yours truly, with enough bags under my eyes to
fill a Prada store and a desperate need to shave; Mark, ye usual
curly-haired ginger Irish; blonde beauty, freckle-faced Nessa and
her constantly upturned nose; and our honored guest, Mr. Michael
himself, who had been kind enough to provide Chinese takeout
despite he being the invitee.

I wasn’t really that focused on
the food, though. “Just a job, but one that I’d like to keep, thank
you very much,” I groaned. “I’m still on my trial period. If I fuck up now,
I’m gone. With zero benefits. Besides, aren’t you the one bitching
that I don’t have money?”

“You
still
don’t have any,
though”, Mike noted. Fair point.

“Well, what do you dorks
suggest I do, then?” I asked, pointing my chopsticks threateningly at
them.

“You should go
out. We should go out! How about that?!” he suggested.

I rolled
eyes,
throwing my head back. “Because there is no better way to relieve
stress than by getting drunk in a poorly-lit noisy room full of
horny people.”

“Do
you
know any
other?”

I could think of several
things –
including sticking a syringe full of air between my toes and
praying for a heart attack – but that would only warrant another
lengthy discussion I did not want to have.

Nessa was the first to jump out of the
ship. “I can’t go. I have a test next week.”

“How about you,
Marky-Mark?”

“I’m supposed to
help her
with that”, he shrugged.

Mike’s eyes narrowed. “How
convenient.”

Nessa was in her last semesters
of Law school. Since Mark had already graduated, he was always willing
to help her out. Yes, anyone could think it sounds sketchy, but
they’ve known each other for years. There is nothing to worry about
there.

Besides, who says women
and men
can’t just ‘be friends’?

“Well,
if they aren’t going…”

“You’re not
escaping me, mister”, Mike said, through gritted teeth. It was his
turn to look threating – the difference was that Michael could be scary
as hell when he wanted to.

“Fine. But if I get bored, I’m
leaving.”

“Trust
me, pumpkin. There’s no way you’re gonna get bored.”


* * *


“This is
a gay
bar, Michael. You brought me TO A GAY BAR, MICHAEL!” I shouted.
Some guys on the bar turned to us with raised eyebrows.

“Yes, of
course. I’m gay – I go to gay bars. What else did you
expect?”

“A
straight bar. Or mixed! Or – or – I don’t know!”

“What’s the
difference?” he asked, sucking on the pineapple of his pink-colored
drink. “I mean, aren’t you engaged to miss twinkle-toes? Even if it
was a ‘straight’ bar or whatever, you wouldn’t get to mingle with
the hot chicks there anyway! At least here there is no
temptation. And the music is much better.”

Those were good points
– straight DJs are
usually terrible – but still… it was weird. I felt like there were eyes on me. “And – and
there are dudes making out everywhere – some are naked
–”

“They’re
not naked. They’re wearing jockstraps.”

Jockstraps that barely covered
their junk, and definitely left nothing to the imagination. I tried to avert
my eyes from the sausage fest, or at least ignore it, but there was
nowhere to run.

It’s not that I’m
homophobic or anything. At least I try not to be. I even consider
myself a big admirer of the male physique. The problem is… it
doesn’t come easy for me, especially when I’ve been taught my whole
life that man + woman is the only right thing, and everything else
would land me a one-way ticket straight into Satan’s lap. Have I
mentioned I was an altar boy for most of my childhood?

Of course I’ve had, y’know,
thoughts and stuff. One unfortunate dream too many. But they were things that
occurred to every straight guy at one point or another – checking
out your classmates’ junk in the locker room, tasting your own
load, trying to blow yourself, maybe watching three-way porn with
two dudes instead of two chicks every once in a while. Nothing that
threatened my sexuality, you see. I’m…I’m pretty sure of
that.

I think. I guess.

“Are we gonna stand here
all day like sacks of potatoes, or are we gonna dance?” he asked,
tugging at my shirt.

“I think I’m
gonna stick around with my…whatever the hell this is”, I said,
lifting up my yellorange drink to him.

He pouted. “God, Carlos,
you’re the
worst. Fine,
then, if you want to be a grumpy cat about it, stay here –
but I’m hitting the dancefloor.”

Blowing me an imaginary kiss, he
darted to the dancefloor.

Under the dazzling lights, Mike
looked at home. His skinny figure moved to the rhythm of the song;
the one-size too tight jeans brought out his best, uh,
features, and his nipples almost poked out of the semi-transparent
tee. He was… the most attractive he could ever be, in the most
effortless way. The kind of sight that bewitched you. I could stare
at him for hours and never get tired.

It didn’t take long for him to
be sandwiched between two white guys. Like a
reverse-Oreo,
if you will.

I watched them
grind on each
other, hands and mouths in so many places I lost count. So
mesmerized, I didn’t notice Mike’s seat had been taken.

“Can I buy anything?” the guy
asked. White dude, pinky lips, blue eyes, scruff. He looked like
lead character straight out of a Marvel movie.

“I…uh…no, thanks. I got my
own”, I stuttered, taken aback.

That wasn’t enough to discourage
him. “You alone?” he asked, leaning on the bar counter.

“My friend is – my friend is over
there. He is dancing,” or at least I thought so. I
couldn’t really see
him anymore.

“Aw, too bad. Can I keep
you company while he comes back?”

“Uh…yeah, I guess. I’m not
– I’m not gay, though.”

“Me neither. I’m more on
the bi-side. Maybe pan!”

“I have a
fiancée.”

“And I have a math test on
Monday.”

“What does that have to do with
anything?”

“If we are talking about
things we can cheat on…”

That caught me by surprise so
much I snorted on my drink. When I started laughing, it broke down his
cool guy
pose.

“Sorry, I read somewhere that
kind of line worked”, he said, blushing. “I’m Kyle, by the way.”

“I’m Carlos. And it really
doesn’t work at all.”

“Can I buy you a drink
though? Just to compensate?”

I looked around. I still felt
like someone was watching me, but there was no sign of Mike, or
anyone else I knew. Then again, it was too poorly lit to see anything. “I…guess
so, then.”

He bought me one. Then another
one. Then a third and a fourth. The drinks kept coming. The music
was loud. The place was dark and crowded. He was getting
cozier with me. His
hand was slipping up my leg. I was drunk – so drunk – I don’t even
remember what we were talking about; I just remembered his
breathing against my skin, his mouth brushing against the curve of
my ear as his fingers found their way up to my crotch.

God, they were really
well-trained.

“You wanna go somewhere more
private?” he asked, nibbling at my earlobe.

How could I possibly say no?


* * *


Kyle pushed me into the last
stall of the bathroom, barely closing the door on our way in. He
was kissing me, hard and sloppily, while his hands fought off against the
button of my jeans. I could taste cherry on his lips, and his
stubble rubbing against my face was very different than Vanessa had
ever been.

Vanessa. She was the last
thing in my mind as I made out with the guy, our dicks rubbing
against each other under our briefs.

I was harder than I could ever remember
being before.

Kyle pulled down my underwear,
and took my cock into his mouth without a second thought. It took
everything I had not to shoot right there and then; I grabbed the
back of his head to keep myself steady, while he went down on my like a
lollipop.

Holy fucking shit
was all I could
think of, eyes rolling to the back of my head. He was exploring my
body, tweaking my nipples while his tongue slipped under my
foreskin – worshipping my dick in a way no one else I’d met had
ever done.

Tracing the bulging veins,
pushing it down his throat without so much as gagging, like my dick
was made to be in his mouth.

God. It may as well have
been.

He on his knees with my dick on
his mouth was a sight worthy of being eternalized. When I came, he dug
his nails on my hips and drained me until I almost passed
out.

His load, he shot on the dirty
floor, between my feet. I didn’t even consider he would’ve wanted
me to return the favor.

“That –
that was
awesome” was all I managed to say. Kyle smiled and kissed me, so I
could taste myself in his mouth.

“We
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