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THE RAIN HAS STOPPED for the time being today, and it’s a good morning for a stroll on the marina boardwalk. We see the damage wrought by the winds, but now it’s calm; the air is crisp and fresh. Others have the same idea, and we nod as we pass each other skirting the bay. We can’t really see each other, though, because our smiles are masked by an assortment of patterned cloth or pastel paper coverings in acknowledgment of the scourge still reaping thousands from our population. The masks also mute the hint of saltwater that normally hangs like the scent of some exotic fragrance; but it’s still there, adding pleasure to our walk.

Not all are respectful of the pestilence or the health rules. This is the beach, where vast numbers of our society go to do as they please. It’s worse in the summer when thousands more tourists inundate beach towns, have their way, and leave a chaotic mess in their wake. Today, in the middle of winter, still in the throes of the worst of the outbreak,  people continue to sit unmasked in groups large and small, laughing and talking; others cluster together under outdoor heaters at sidewalk cafés in defiance of health orders, deeming their rights more important than the greater good. And people wonder why the lockdown orders persist—"they don’t work,” many of these brats have been saying for months as they blow it off. Of course not, and the reasons are obvious.

As we walk, I try to put the negativity out of my mind, a difficult thing these days with seemingly little else to do but ponder the tidal wave of events. After all, it’s nearly been a year of being shut in, one of lost friends and family, and some near misses too. It’s been a year we can’t get back as we vintage folks near the end of our run. For the younger set, some day in the future, it’ll just be a thing that happened a long time back.

Shifting my focus as we walk, I think of Henry Aaron, the great baseball player I admired in my younger days. He passed a few days ago, and the old timers that knew him have been filling the sports airways with his memory. It’s good to be reminded of a truly good human being and how he rose above the hatred that is the hallmark of racialization in our society. As much as I want to think about Henry Aaron and the joys of baseball, my thoughts slide back into a negative vein when I think of what he and his family and millions of others have endured here in the land of the free. So I try once again for some other train of thought: something a little happier must be in the folds of my memory somewhere. The beach air does help, as do the antics of the little kids along the way. And my mind is good at escaping its own traps.

We continue our walk, and now reminders of the “old days” at the beach pop out of the recesses of my memory. Given that I’ve spent most of my life living in or near beach towns, the scenes come easily and swirl to amuse me. It wasn’t all amusing back then though. 

Near the end of the seventies, cocaine was big news in places like Miami, big news in politics, and in sports. An epidemic, ‘they’ said, whoever ‘they’ were. Little by little, we recognized it in our beach town. Then suddenly it seemed coke was everywhere. Proponents were many, motivated by the behavior of the glamorous, the rich and famous, and by TV. Even more acolytes rose amongst the common folk and they raved about it. “Not addictive,” was the cry. “Victimless crime,” was another. These slogans became the basis for an emotional movement to legalize the stuff, along with weed, in a mass movement to let people do as they pleased. Even the President suggested that perhaps weed should be legalized, but that went nowhere in the halls of Congress. It’s taken forty years for weed to come around to that point again, trying to get it delisted from scheduled narcotics. But for the illegal chemicals—opioids, meth, coke—it’s probably best in many ways that they stay regulated somehow, given the current epidemic with the tragic toll of legal meds like prescription opioids. Legality isn’t the underlying issue of abuse and addiction anyway.

The lie about cocaine should have been obvious to many more of us when it permeated the sports world and addiction wrecked the careers and lives of some very talented players. Baseball was hit particularly hard. But then, it is unlikely that the fanatics of baseball and the acolytes of cocaine paid attention to the same news cycles. In our beach town, though, the change in partying, the increase in crime, and the change in the people that hung out year-round were all obvious to those of us who were long-time residents. 

In reflection, I don’t remember when coke changed from being a party powder that people talked about snorting on Saturday night, to something that people smoked habitually, when it became a culture unto itself. History tells us that crack cocaine and widespread addiction came early in the eighties, but frankly, I wasn’t paying attention to it, nor was anybody I knew back then. Partying had changed, though, especially in our beach town. More frenetic, louder, crazier, the parties went until dawn all over town. They were ruder, cruder, and not amusing in any way from my perspective. And I watched a few acquaintances fade away under the influence.

It’s impossible to live in or near coastal towns for two or three decades and not run across some very interesting characters, and their stories abounded. Some were outrageous, some merely foolish, and others were outright criminal. You could see people rescued from the ocean and others run down by drunks in the crosswalks; I saw a killer captured in my driveway, and we witnessed real estate scams galore. 

If you live at the beach for very long, it’s bound to happen—the craziness brushes right up against you. A person that you just saw in a restaurant may get murdered a day later. Your car may be totaled by a drunk driver, inflicting persistent injuries; yet the drunk driver walks away freely. I remember hearing my neighbor beating his drug-addled son with a plastic pipe one night, not for the first time. I realized that the beatings apparently didn’t take when the newspaper ran the story about the kid stealing a million-dollar yacht and making a run for Mexico. He was nabbed of course, and I thought, callously, that the kid’s cellmate would treat him with more tenderness than his father. 

We walk some more, and a few more random stories enter my consciousness; none are connected with each other, but individually, they were lying in wait to ambush my thoughts once I started down this path. I remember a young woman, a model who moved in a few doors away; she soon showed up in the news about an embezzlement scandal and a yacht broker. There was no escaping notoriety in such a small town, especially one where folks thirsted for gossip. Just ask the glamorous actress who divorced her playboy baseball player and opened the antique shop down the street; she had little chance at a quiet life when the paper was finished with her story. And she hadn’t done anything but say hello to a reporter one day.

Sometimes the quirks were entertaining, others were downright amusing. Wealth exaggerates some of the enigmatic behavior. An old guy I knew married a hooker from Cabo San Lucas in Mexico, and died a year later; he apparently was quite happy, because he left his entire waterfront estate to her. The family may still be in court over that one. Another acquaintance ran off to Tahiti with a waitress he just met at dinner that night, and returned six weeks later to face the divorce proceedings. He had to live on his yacht for a long time after that, the poor bastard. I listened to his story one night in the stateroom of his boat as he whined about the difficulties in keeping the family business running with his ex-wife. He still had a sense of humor and probably no actual remorse.

I have to stop reminiscing now, because I’m laughing behind my mask and it fogs my sunglasses. I’m resigned to society’s mythical moral compass that spins about wildly, hoping that most of us find our way through the noise. I hope for fewer wingnut conspirators and more people with strong character like Henry Aaron. I hope we manage to survive our own mistakes and those of others, and once again find serenity in a nice walk along the waterfront in wintertime, where the rowdiest crowds are mostly seagulls.

RBB

January 2021
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I don’t remember the big guy’s real name, but He could hit the ball a mile and He mixed a good drink
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Chapter 1
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I SWORE TO MYSELF THAT I would never tell this story, but hell, it’s been so many years now, and the Iranians denied it all anyway. So I’ll risk it. If anybody has a beef, I’ll just say it was all fiction, and any coincidences...well, you know the standard disclaimers.

The fact is, I never should have been in Newport Beach in the fall of ’80. I was having a decent year at South Keokuk, and hoped to move up to Triple A by August. Whatever was bedeviling me with hitting a curve ball seemed to be resolved, and I was sure the Brewers would promote me and then, hopefully, bring me up to the show after the minor league season was over. It would be a chance to make as much money in three weeks as a journeyman minor leaguer makes all season, plus I could go to the winter instructional league in the Dominican and get paid for that too. I still had high hopes for the dream.

It wasn’t my fault that I got a fastball in the temple that muggy July night. I woke up with blurred vision and a new found sense of smell, that of burning corn. The smell lingered for a couple of weeks after the Fourth of July, a condition for which the doctor had an incomprehensible name. I still hate the smell of corn; I can’t even stand popcorn. I get nauseated every time I drive through farming country and smell a cornfield. My vision wasn’t much better either. At any rate, what I could comprehend after the beaning was that when the Brewers released me, the club really didn’t have a need for a 28-year old ballplayer with blurry vision in its minor league farm system, a league where a player is old if he’s 23. My dream was over in a split second.

I didn’t have a lot of time to decide what I would do next. With three hundred bucks to my name, destiny seemed to point towards a ticket home to Idaho on the Grey Dog, where I would dig potatoes on the family farm for my old man. As dismal of a prospect as that seemed, at least it was a prospect. Then Todd came to my rescue.

Todd was one of my teammates, a second-year guy from Irvine in California who suggested that I should go to Newport Beach for the rest of the summer and look up his cousin. He insisted, actually, but I didn’t need a lot of convincing. Hanging out at the beach for a few months seemed better than digging in the Idaho dirt, and Todd told me his cousin owed him a favor: “Buz runs a gym on Thirty-Second street called ‘The Mill’. He’ll let you crash there if you clean up and help out around the joint. You’ll like it, I think...Reggie comes in during the off season, so if it’s good enough for him...”

“Yeah, yeah,” I said, “I get it.”

“Lotsa chicks come into the place too, so if you aren’t too much of a dweeb, you might even get lucky, Gramps.”

Getting called ‘Gramps’ actually never got old—for my teammates anyway. I wasn’t going to miss it. So I said, “Okay, call Buz and make sure it’s really all copacetic with him before I get on the Dog.” I used big words around the younger guys to see if they had brain one, and Todd did. He was a good guy.

Now bear in mind that minor league players travel everywhere by bus unless it’s by Shank’s mare. That’s ‘walking’ in city-speak...don’t ever say ‘Shank’s mare’ to an urbanite babe unless you want to be known as Gomer from then on, in which case, I’ve found it best to just play up the country boy thing as a part of your charm. Anyway, the team buses were usually the worn-out school transport variety, discarded when they were too dilapidated for children, then painted in team colors after the old chewing gum and condom wrappers were cleaned out. And if you were lucky, a porta-potti was installed in the back where the emergency escape door had been. Otherwise, you might have to piss in a bottle. Fortunately, most trips were under six to eight hours, and there was no shame in it because all the clubs in the Iowa league had the same shitty buses. And, as the black players would often remind us, the old Negro League players traveled in far less luxury. Besides, we were living the dream—somebody was paying us to play baseball. 

So, I’ve digressed: it was a three-day bus ride from Iowa to Newport Beach, but the Grey Dog was outfitted like a limousine, only better: the seats were plush with armrests, and reclined far enough to actually grab some shut-eye. The thing rode more like a limo than a short unloaded semi, and it was air-conditioned too. If you’ve ever been in the Midwest or Southwest in the summer, you understand the luxury. Actually, I think now that air conditioning on a bus is a necessity, and should be a law if it isn’t already. 

Being a veteran of bus rides, I was pretty much over watching Midwest scenery from a bus window after all those years in the minors, and so I dozed off soon after we hit the road. I think it was nighttime when we went through the Texas panhandle, which was nothing in the way of a loss either. We were in New Mexico when the sun woke me up, and it was just as the bus was stopping for a layover at a travel center where the passengers could freshen up and order some eggs and bacon. Thinking back, it seems to me that it was near nightfall again when we got to Flagstaff and had to change buses. The scenery had definitely changed, but when I stepped off the Dog, I realized that the heat had not. Well, it wasn’t the hottest I’d been, and complaining about it never helped, so I collected my duffle and helped an old grandmother drag her well-traveled bag into the terminal.

There weren’t enough seats in the diner for the passengers without sitting with a stranger, and Grandma looked a bit confused, so I invited her to sit with me. We struck up a conversation, and it turned out that she lived pretty close to the bus depot in Santa Ana, which is near Newport Beach. I sat with her for the rest of the trip, and we carried on the longest conversation I’d ever had with anybody. She was a native of Orange County and so I got a brief history of Newport Beach and the surrounding area—from the viewpoint of a lady who had seen it for most of the century. When we got to the end of the line the next afternoon, she insisted that her son would drive me down to Newport Beach. It was a nice thing to do, and I’m sorry I can’t recall either of their names now.

I had already sent most of my stuff home to Idaho by Yellow Freight, and only carried a backpack with a cassette player, cassettes, batteries, and a few toiletries, and my duffle with the usual clothes, a couple of Brewers jerseys, a glove, two balls and a bat. I had purchased three new polo shirts before leaving Iowa, and was down to my last clean one when I walked into The Mill lugging my backpack and duffle. I took off my cap and asked the blonde at the desk if Buz was in. She took one look at me and nodded, “Yeah, are you Bobby? Buz said you might arrive today.” 

“Yes, I’m Robert Louis, but I answer to Bobby or Lou all the same,” I said, and she pointed to the hallway. 

“Take the stairs up to the top landing...the office is on the right.”

So Buz was expecting me; it was a good sign and so I took a deep breath and let it out and picked up my duffle that now felt much lighter  as my confidence buoyed anew. The office door was open, and I poked my head in and knocked on the doorjamb. Buz gave me the businessman’s smile and stood up to greet me. He was about six feet tall, tan, dark wavy hair, and very fit. But he had to look up at me when we shook hands, “Todd told me you were a big dude, but he understated the description,” he said. Then he offered me a sparkling water—one of those French ones in the green bottle—and a seat. It was refreshing, I’ll give it that, and Buz was most hospitable.

“Listen,” he said when we finally got around to business, “I can offer you a converted store room to crash in until you get your feet on the ground and find a regular job. Meanwhile, I have part time work here in the gym—I just had to fire the dipshit that was supposed to be helping out around here...”

He went on to explain the grievances against the dipshit, which I was sure was his way of telling me what not to do. My chores were not all that taxing. I was to open up at 6:30 each morning to give the go-getters a chance to work out before they went to their office jobs, make coffee, and run the juice bar until either he or the regular employees made it to work. “It would be nice,” he said, “if somebody in this place learned how to fold clean towels when they came out of the dryer too.”

My days and evenings were my own, but he wanted me to work from ten to eleven and help wipe down the equipment and close up and make sure that his ‘girls’ got safely to the parking lot at the end of their shifts. He told me, “I’ve had too many good trainers quit the night shift because they got accosted by amorous customers after hours. You look like you can handle yourself if push comes to shove.”

My room was a large spare office down the hall from his, of late a storeroom that had a queen sofa bed in it, and a seventeen-inch color TV. “My previous partner used to do the help in here, but I bought out his interest from his wife when he went to prison a couple of years ago—after she divorced him.”

I didn’t want to sound too judgmental, but I did offer Buz my low opinion of the partner. He laughed and said that it had all worked out for the better, at least after he put up the banner in the window that said ‘Under New Management’. He went on, “Then I hired my cousin to be the face of the place for a year, and she turned out to be a marketing genius. She was also a fertile little rascal and popped out twins, so she’s since retired. Well, it’s more work for me now, but I’ve got a good crew—except for the dipshit. So, I’m counting on you to be a positive force here, where we rely on teamwork.”

It was on the verge of being a coach’s pep talk, but it turned out to be Buz’s general demeanor: he was just positive and upbeat by nature. And I guess it kind of rubbed off...I mean, it was menial labor, but I was motivated to do things the right way and give a little extra. The regular employees treated me like the new guy, you know, polite and a little helpful with tips and suggestions. But they mostly just waited for a week or so to see how I was going to work out. I have to admit that living at The Mill and working there too made me begin to feel like that hulking French fella that lived in the belfry of the Cathedral—Notre Dame, I think it was. 

Anyway, it wasn’t a bad existence. After my morning chores were finished and the three members of the day-shift team arrived, I could go for a run or workout, then shower, ride one of the gym’s old bikes around the peninsula, or just go to the beach. The Mill was just off Newport Avenue, about three short blocks to the beach in one direction, and about two blocks to the bay side and the bridge that went over to Lido Isle in the opposite direction. The mixture of houses and apartments on the Balboa Peninsula was very eclectic...there were shanties from the 1920s and ‘30s, new duplexes and quadruplexes, quaint beachfront cottages, and new mansions erected on two or three adjacent lots. On Lido Isle, about every third driveway had a major renovation in progress too. A Lucky Supermarket and dry cleaners were around the corner from The Mill, and there were real estate offices every fifty feet. And then there were the bars and restaurants. At first, you don’t really notice them, those little doorways into non-descript buildings, or the tinted plate glass windows with artwork on display. But come nighttime, it’s a different scene when the neon lights begin to flash and the insides spill out onto the sidewalks when you walk by.

Although my rooming arrangement gave me a place to sleep, workout, and shower, I was pretty much on my own for meals. I had limited access to fridge space in the juice bar, but otherwise, I had to find cheap places to eat. Right away, I discovered O’Brien’s Pub, where I could get a steak dinner on a paper plate and a schooner of beer for five bucks if I went before seven o’clock. It was a quarter of my daily wages, so I didn’t go more than once or twice a week. For three bucks, I could get a salad, bowl of chowder and an iced tea at the Crab Pot, or a bowl of chili and a beer for a buck-fifty at Rusty’s by the pier. Still, that was only one meal a day. Clearly, I needed a second job. 

It was about my third week at The Mill, right after Buz had paid me for my first two weeks work—two hundred and forty bucks cash in an envelope—that a few changes came along. First, Buz wanted me to take a bit more responsibility, like cashing out the till at the juice bar and locking up the proceeds at night, and managing the building’s alarm system for him. Buz gave me his reasons, “The girls keep forgetting to do these things before they leave, but they’re so good with the clientele that I don’t wanna rock the boat.” There were three ‘girls’ on the night crew, but I knew which ones he meant—Misty and Tamara. They were the hot ones, and they kind of did whatever they wanted. The third woman, Jane, was attractive in a masculine sort of way and was an experienced trainer, but she was a bit stiff with new clients and kind of sour most of the time. She clearly was not the least bit amused by my presence or country charm, and so we just avoided each other.

Shortly after this ‘promotion’, I had gone riding down by the pier on one of the gym’s fat tire beach cruisers and stopped in front of Blackbeard’s Beach Bar on the boardwalk. To tell the truth, I stopped at that spot because I saw a woman on the beach wearing a big orange sun hat and a yellow bikini, and from a distance, I was sure it was Tamara. But she either ignored my wave or didn’t see me. Anyway, I went into Blackbeard’s because it smelled like breakfast. If you’ve ever been to Newport by the first pier, you know the place. It’s got a black door that’s open unless the wind is blowing sand, with music streaming out, and pirate-lookin’ junk all over the one wall when you enter. Inside is a long bar with about twenty beer taps and several shelves of liquor and mirrors behind the bar. The top-shelf bottles have likely never been opened, and the house liquor on the bottom shelves turns over every hour or so. It’s a busy place. When it’s really busy, the house liquor stays right in front of the bartenders...Popov, Old Granddad, Bacardi white, Seagram’s Gin, Cuervo, and so forth. 

As I found out, they served cheap breakfast until noon...two eggs however they turned out, dry hash browns and white toast with all the Tabasco sauce you could stand for ninety-nine cents if you bought a bloody Mary for a buck. Why I never saw the sign before that particular morning, I couldn’t say, but after I’d seen the woman on the beach, I followed my nose inside. To my surprise, Buz was having breakfast and a bloody, and he waved me over to sit with him. “Bobby, I was just talking you up with Mort, here...he owns this dive...says he needs a part time bartender in the middle of the day. Are you interested?”

I looked at Mort to see if the enthusiasm was all on Buz’s part, or if he was truly interested. Mort held out his hand, and asked, “Have you ever tended bar before?”

I said, “I’ve attended a lot of bars, but I only had a part time gig working in one—once a long time ago.”

He laughed and said, “Good enough for me to train, then, so are you interested?”

“Sure,” I said. “The middle of the day is perfect.”

“It’s only four bucks an hour, but the tips are pretty good, even in the middle of the day. And, help yourself to the sandwich bar whenever you’re working if you get a lull in business. I don’t like the employees feeding their faces in front of the customers, though.”

We shook hands, and agreed that I would start training the next morning. Mort gave me two black polo shirts and two tank tops emblazoned with Blackbeard’s pirate logo, a bloody Mary and a plate of eggs to seal the deal. Now I had two jobs, room and board, a gym membership, free transportation, and a work environment teaming with eligible women. It beat the heck out of digging potatoes in Idaho.
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Chapter 2
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I HAD ONLY BEEN AT Blackbeard’s for two or three days when a customer recognized me from the gym and struck up a conversation. He didn’t seem like the typical daytime drunk, but it turned out that it was his day off and he’d just finished moving his wife out of their house after their nasty breakup. A late lunch and a drink seemed like just the thing to do apparently, and so there he was: Alvin, or ‘Big Al’. I didn’t ask him how he got the nickname...he wasn’t a curly red hair over five-ten. We eventually got around to my story, and when he found out I’d played baseball at a high level, he began recruiting me for his softball team. “It’s slow-pitch,” he said. When I wasn’t enthusiastic about it, he tried to describe the game: “The pitcher has to lob it higher than your head, but not more than ten feet up, and it has to drop on the plate or the rug.” His explanation wasn’t in the least bit revealing or enticing, so he tried another tack. “We have a sponsor too—-it’s that bar down from O’Brien’s pub...The Rabbit Hole...you must have seen it.”

“Yeah, cedar shake siding, red door...?”

“That’s it. The owner is a bit of a dick, but he has the waitresses come out to cheer for us, and we all go to the Hole for pitchers and pizza after the game.”

“Well, when do you play? I have to work at nine-thirty every week night.” My interest was rising a bit with the sponsor and the girls as bait.

“The games only last an hour on Thursday nights, and the early games start at six o’clock. And we play tournaments on the weekends about every six weeks or so...maybe you could make half the games and the tournaments. That’s about typical of the team attendance anyway. All you have to do is wear a T-shirt that has a lewd cartoon of a half-naked rabbit and ‘The Rabbit Hole’ smeared all over it. C’mon, at least come to practice tonight and check it out. We need guys who know how to play ball—we only have one other guy who played any real ball, this guy named Matt played for some college back in the day. But he doesn’t show up much because of his work. So we need players...give us a shot.”

Practice was at a middle school up on the mesa above the beach, and by the time I finished riding the beach cruiser up the hill with my gear, I was winded. The folly of this new activity was starting to penetrate my skull...I’d have to do this, then ride back to The Mill and do my chores until nearly midnight, get up before six to open the gym, then hustle over to Blackbeard’s to work my shift. “C’mon Gramps, you can do it,” I could hear Todd’s voice egging me on.

Practice was on the girls’ softball field near the gymnasium; the bases were about sixty feet apart, maybe only fifty-five. The point is, it was tiny compared to a baseball field. The gymnasium was less than three hundred feet away in left field, and I figured we’d lose all of the balls before practice was over. As it turns out, a twelve-inch softball doesn’t go as far as a baseball. Even with aluminum bats, nobody was coming close to the gym’s wall in batting practice. When it was my turn, I pulled out my personalized bat that had “Brewers” and “Bobby-Lou” wood-burned into the ash on the label side of the barrel. Everybody laughed. To the tune of more laughter, Big Al said, “You don’t want to use that wood thing, no need to handicap yourself.” I swung and missed the first two pitches—badly, even comically, I guess. I could see the problem, and adjusted my stroke to accommodate the arc, and hit the next two off the side of the building.

Al wasn’t having it, though: “Look, where we play, these are still easy outs once the fielders realize how far you hit it—they’ll just move back...those won’t clear the fence. Here, try my aluminum. It’s thirty-six inches long, thirty-six ounces...biggest the rules allow.” The next two balls landed somewhere in the middle of the gym roof.

“Hey, this might be fun after all,” I said.

After practice, I agreed to go to The Rabbit Hole for one beer and a sandwich before going back to The Mill. It was as much of a dive inside as I imagined, but the food was actually not bad, and the waitresses and female bartenders were extraordinary, even for Newport Beach. Things were looking interesting. We didn’t win our game the next night, even though I hit three balls over the fence. The owner didn’t show up either, nor did any of the girls, so it was a bit of a mixed bag: nobody saw us lose, but the main attraction—the girls—hadn’t shown up either, and I had to go to work while the team went to the saloon to ogle the waitresses and drink afterwards. 

It was nearing mid-August, and while things were going my way in terms of room and board and income, I didn’t have much of a social life. Even when I went to The Rabbit Hole with the guys after the game, it didn’t seem to go beyond superficial hilarity. Drinking after the softball games was actually a downgrade from drinking with my Iowa baseball team, and although the women were a hell of a lot prettier to look at in Newport than in South Keokuk, none seemed capable of carrying on a conversation. I told myself that it was still better than digging potatoes.

As I recall, it wasn’t too long after that first softball game when I thought my luck seemed to be improving on the social front. I had formed a little bit of a crush on Misty and Tamara at the gym, and they seemed a little more engaging the longer I went without being a threat to them. At least that was my take on it. As we were closing up at The Mill one night, Tamara said, “Misty and I are going to go out to a club tonight and wondered if you wanted to come along?”

It was an unexpected invitation, and I had some lame excuse that I didn’t have anything resembling club attire. She just laughed, “It’s Newport, silly! Just put on a pair of jeans and a clean polo or a Hawaiian shirt...do you have one of those?”

“No, not yet, but I do have a clean polo,” I told her, remembering that I had just done my laundry along with the gym towels.

Now to be clear, Misty was the more glamorous of the two friends, and she knew it, but Tamara was certainly pretty—no coyote by any stretch of the imagination. So, if I’d lusted after Misty in my fantasies, it was not to ignore Tamara’s potential, and she was the one who invited me along. My loyalties were not to be divided and I was determined to
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