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Jeremy Adams was the most handsome man in the
entire state of Texas. He was also my best friend, and completely
straight.

I had had a crush on Jeremy for as long as I
can remember. We had been best friends since the second grade, and
even then I knew that what I felt for him was special. By high
school, I think he kind of knew that I was madly in love with him,
but he was always polite enough to not say anything about it. I
came out to him one night when we were both sixteen. I was over at
his house and it was already past midnight. His parents were
sleeping upstairs, so we had the living room to ourselves. One
second we were playing video games, throwing trash talk at each
other, and the next second, I had a sort of epiphany. I put down my
controller, and with tears streaming down my face, I told him I was
gay. Jeremy knew all along, of course, and he just held me that
night and let me cry my eyes out. He told me then, though, that he
wasn't the same way. He was straight. And I accepted him for that,
no matter how hard it was.

Since that night, things between Jeremy and I
have been pretty normal. We made it through high school, although
he fared better than I did. Jeremy was always the athletic type,
and by junior year he was the school's adorable, blond-haired
soccer star. He wasn't football-player popular, but he was
definitely well-liked and popular with the girls at school. Jeremy
was also a really great guy. He was quiet and smart and wasn't
really into big crowds or partying. Even after his popularity
blossomed, he never really forgot about me or left me behind. What
I'm pretty much saying is that he was perfect in every way. Except
for the being straight thing.

After graduating, we both got into UT Austin.
With the help of Jeremy’s parents (who were kind of rich), we were
able to get an apartment near campus together. Surprisingly, living
together wasn’t as awkward as I was expecting. We had separate
rooms, and neither of us were big on bringing people over, so we
never had many problems. Every once in a while he’d bring over some
of his friends from the college soccer team, but I didn’t mind that
at all. Even in college, Jeremy was kind of a soccer star, and he
was probably good enough to go pro. I don’t know if that was really
his plan, but I know he dreamed about it. That all changed when he
got into an accident, though. He was jogging on campus early in the
morning before the sun was even up, just like he did every single
day. Only on this particular morning, he was hit by a car, and his
leg was broken in three different spots. A lot changed for Jeremy
that day, and I think he still hasn’t quite recovered from it
emotionally. It happened about a year ago, and he knew right away
his soccer career was over. In the beginning, all of his friends
from the team would come over to the apartment and talk to him and
try to cheer him up. But then important matches would come up, and
then midterms or final exams, and then girlfriends or family would
need them. Eventually it was only me again. I was okay with that,
but I’m not sure if Jeremy was.

I knew Jeremy was kind of in a rut, even after
his cast came off and he was up and walking again, so I invited him
for a trip back home for the weekend of my 21st birthday. My
parents were throwing me a party, just like they did every single
year no matter how much I protested, so I figured it’d be nice to
have Jeremy there to help get me through the cake and balloons and
singing, at least. He was happy to come. It would give him a chance
to see his parents and our hometown again, too.

The party is pretty low key. It’s mostly just
my family, although we’re a close-knit type of family, so that
means there were quite a few people. My parents, grandparents, my
brother and sisters, some aunts and uncles and cousins. My parents
fail to see that most people would find a birthday party for a 21
year old boy pretty weird, but I just can’t convince them
otherwise.

Everyone is scattered throughout the house,
some people in the living room, some in the family room, some in
the kitchen and dining room. I find myself sitting on the living
room couch next to Jeremy as we wait for everyone to arrive. I’ve
already lost count over how many times I’ve been called the
birthday boy, and how many times my aunts have threatened to spank
me 21 times. Jeremy tries to stifle his laughter each time, and I’m
just left turning tomato red. The last of my family arrives and
comes to greet me. My aunt, uncle, and teenage cousin are standing
in front of us, congratulating me on my birthday. I can tell
something is on my cousin’s mind. She looks like she’s about to
explode. Finally, she says something.

“Are you his, uh…” my cousin pauses, looking to
my aunt for help.

“Boyfriend?” My aunt says in a questioning
tone, wondering if that’s the right term. I groan, but Jeremy takes
it in stride.

“No, I’m just his friend. We’re roommates,
too.”

“But you know he’s…” my uncle says, shocked.
Another pathetic groan from me.

“Yeah, yeah, I know,” Jeremy says. “I don’t
care.”

My uncle gives him a look, and he probably
doesn’t believe that Jeremy is not my gay lover. Jeremy really
doesn’t care, though.

Finally everyone is allowed to go to the
kitchen and make their plates. Jeremy and I pile on the food and
find our way to the table. My parents sit there as well, along with
my grandparents and a few others. Everyone else finds other spots
in front of the TV or outside on the back porch. We all dig in and
enjoy the meal my mom worked so hard to make.

“How is your girlfriend doing, Jeremy?” my mom
asks. She’s nosy, and she’s never been ashamed of it. I’m
simultaneously happy and horrified that she asked, and of course
I’m listening in on his answer.

“Oh, I don’t have a girlfriend right now, Mrs.
Irons. We broke up last year.”

My lecherous grandfather chimes in, “Good for
you. You’re too young to settle on just one girl. You gotta taste
as many flavors as possible before deciding on your favorite.” My
grandma gives him a death glare, and Mom chides him. Jeremy is
looking at me with adorable humor in his eyes, so I just give him a
sheepish grin. Inside, I’m cringing. But at least I have him here
to share in my embarrassment.

After just a couple more excruciating hours, my
torture is finally over. My family is all gone, and I have the
night to myself. I offer to drive Jeremy home. His spirits seem to
be up after witnessing my family party. He’s got a soft smile and
his eyes are kind of sparkling. God, I’ve got it bad for this man.
Instead of letting myself dwell on that fact, I focus on getting
him out of my home and back to his own parents. The goodbyes are
said and we get in my car. We spend most of the ride over in
comfortable silence, occasionally laughing about some awkward thing
my family member said.

At some point along the way, he convinces me to
stop by a convenience store to pick up some alcohol. He told me it
was a big moment to finally be able to legally buy booze. It was a
rite of passage. I give into his demands and we find the nearest
store. Within five minutes, we’ve got a couple six-packs of cheap
beer in hand and are out of there, back on the road to his house.
Jeremy’s kind of a rich kid, so his parents live on the outskirts
of town, up in the mountains where there’s peace and solitude from
the rest of us peasants. So it takes awhile for us to get up
there.

We go inside his house and are greeted by
Jeremy’s mother. She’s on the couch watching some trashy TV show
about rich housewives who like to complain. Honestly, if she
auditioned for a show like that, she’d get the job right away.
She’s the stereotypical rich, beautiful housewife who does nothing.
But she’s not so bad. She tells Jeremy that his dad will be home
late tonight because of some class or conference he had in another
city. Mr. Adams is a big shot Texas lawyer who scares the hell out
of me. I’m glad I don’t have to do the forced, painful small talk
with him. Mrs. Adams is one thing. She’s kind of boring and vapid,
but she’s learned the art of feigning interest in conversation. Mr.
Adams will murder you with silence and enjoy every second of
it.

Jeremy tells his mom that we’ll be up in his
room playing games or watching a movie or something, but her head
is back towards the TV. She vacantly invites me to stay the night
if I want, and I thank her. I probably won’t, though. At this
point, I’m exhausted from the silly birthday party with my family.
I didn’t really even want to drink with Jeremy, but I didn’t want
to be lame and say no, either. I figured I’d hang around at his
house for an hour or two and then head back home and be in bed
before eleven.

Jeremy leads me upstairs to his room. It’s neat
and tidy, as usual. The maids probably cleaned up a little before
he came home. I look around, even though I’ve been in his room
hundreds of times before. It had been awhile, after all, and the
denim blue walls and childhood sports trophy made me feel a little
nostalgic.

Jeremy sits down in his desk chair. He’s
hunched forward a little, rubbing his face with his hands, and he
looks exhausted. I feel bad for being the one to have put him
through all of that pain.

“Hey, thanks for coming to my party. Really,” I
say.

Yeah, no problem, man,” he replies, a tired
smile on his face. “Your family’s really funny.”

“They’re something,” I say. I realize he must
like that complete change of pace from his own family. He’s an only
child in a wealthy household with slightly absentee parents. It
must be interesting for him to see my family with too many kids and
not much money. At least we share a lot of love.

I put the packs of beer on his desk, and he
opens one and hands me a can. He takes one for himself. I sit on
his bed and open my beer.

“First legal beer,” I say with a chuckle. We’ve
been to our fair share of college and high school parties, so the
experience isn’t that life-changing. Jeremy’s already been 21 for a
few months now, too. Still, we pretend to enjoy our watery tasting
beer and continue to talk. I soon notice that Jeremy seems
distracted. He’s got other things on his mind. I’m not sure if it’s
about his family or
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