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12 Sundays

By R.W. Clinger

March 13

I will not be held accountable for Ford’s
actions. Yes, I’ll make sure he gets home safely from today’s binge
drinking…Something he calls the Best Beer Crawl in Pittsburgh. And
yes, I’ll make sure he doesn’t choke on his own vomit, if he vomits
somewhere in the bar. But no…I will not be held accountable
for what happens in between. He’s thirty-six and can take care of
himself. He’s not a frat boy anymore. He’s not in college like the
rest of the men around us. Nor is he a child. Christ, he’s a grown
man and has his own plumbing business, Mr. Plunger, and runs almost
two dozen trucks around the city to do home and business repairs to
pipes and sewage whatnots. He can take care of himself.

Or maybe not…

We spend an hour or more at Lucky Charms, a
bar in South Side, and everything is green: the beer, the
decorations, even Bobby, the bartender. Ford McCannon is on the bar
with his shirt lost somewhere in the crowd. He has gold, silver,
and green plastic beads around his neck that some
twenty-one-year-old football jock has given him for a tongue-kiss.
Ford’s doing a jig to a nameless Irish folk song that is probably
from The Wheel of Time soundtrack. He’s making a complete
ass out of himself on the bar, but looks as if he’s having the time
of his life doing it. He kicks up his feet, yells something
obnoxious in Irish that I can’t understand, and splashes green beer
out of the mug in his right hand. The splashing coats the plastic
beads and his muscled and hairless chest. The droplets glisten his
tight navel and the onyx treasure trail that leads into his tight
jeans. Ford doesn’t give a shit. He doesn’t even know I exist today
because he’s had too many green beers, celebrating his homeland.
I’m simply a friendly babysitter at a distance who admires his
sloppy behavior. One who hopes that he doesn’t fall off the bar and
break his neck.

Pete Castro, the owner of the bar, slips up
to my side, points to Ford, and says, “Your boyfriend is a wild
one.”

“He’s not my boyfriend. We’re just
friends.”

“These college guys love him. They ogle him
like a piece of meat. Every single one of them wants him.”

“Most guys do.”

Pete escapes my side faster than he arrives.
Men—both old and young—love Ford Ian McCannon. His drinking. His
wrenches. His hairless abs. His gleaming white teeth. His sparkling
green eyes. His Irish setter he calls Twelve. His twin brother,
Francis. His flat on Nelson Street, a few blocks away from the bar.
His charming and lively personality. His Mr. Plunger white van that
he drives; it reads We Plunge Anything! on both sides, and
back doors. His protein shakes. His Catholic background. His
easygoing spirit. His infatuation with Colton Underwood from The
Bachelor, who I just happen to resemble. “Shit!” I call out.
He’s going to fall off the bar, leaning a little too far to the
right, into a six pack of beefy jocks, chairs, and the hardwood
floor. I immediately place my Heineken on a nearby table, slip
between the jocks, and jump into hero mode like Superman.

Some beefster, a blond who smells ripe with
thick sweat, calls out to me, “What are you doing, asshole?”

“Saving my buddy,” I reply more to me than
him. “He’s going to kill himself up there.”

“Game on. Race you, old man,” he says, and
attempts to step in front of me, readying himself to catch Ford in
his hulking arms that have probably saved a number of men in his
youthful days.

Ford teeters left, right, left, right. He
still sings the Irish folk song that no one in the bar understands.
His celebration of St. Patrick goes above the level of excitement
and he takes it to heart. The last thing we need is an emergency
that entails him falling off the bar, splitting his head open, and
both of us ending up in South Side Hospital.

It happens of course, just as I suspect it
will: a crisis. Ford’s beer mug goes flying into the crowd, Bobby
the bartender yells out something with a grouping of juxtaposed
swear words, and Ford plummets into the six pack of handsome and
muscled college jocks, landing in the arms of the guy battling
position with me; a brute that just happens to look like the sexy
linebacker star T. J. Watt from our home town, black-and-gold
team.

The linebacker look-alike holding Ford is
named Dennis Yoll. A twenty-three-year-old senior from Pitt. A
total sweetheart, but a filthy player. An import to Pittsburgh.
Originally from Philadelphia. Six-two. One-eighty. Big dick. Goes
from one man to the next. Including me. He doesn’t know how to
settle down with one cock. At least not in this lifetime. He uses
his sweet-ass smile and charm-a-guy-over-eyes to get exactly what
he wants, dick and more dick, and moves on to the next guy and
dick. Lickety-split. Done deal.

Yoll, the stud, is drunk. And Ford is drunk.
And Yoll uses his wall-breaking techniques on my best friend, just
as he has used them on me a year ago when he was a junior in this
same bar. He breaks Ford down, seduces him, and ends up taking Ford
back to his rented house on King Street that he shares with four
other jocks, and he screws Ford. Fuck the rest of the beer crawl.
Fuck St. Patrick. Fuck the Irish folk song. Fuck everything.
Including me.

It’s a match made in heaven for about five
minutes, until Ford comes friend-crawling back to me a few days
later. Over drinks at Lucky Charms, sitting across from each other
at a four-person table, he tells me he’s bummed that Yoll dumps him
and finds a hockey player with an eight-inch dick to fuck around
with.

“We’re not so lucky in love, are we,
Ford?”

“Guess not. But we give it our best.”

“Cheers to that,” I tell him, lift my bottle
of Heineken for a toast.

We clink our bottles together.

“To friendship, Aaron Braun,” he adds.

“To friendship.”

“And finding Mister Right in our lives.”

“To Mister Rights.”

And we drink for the next hour, become numb
and ridiculous, and I tell him the long-winded story about Dennis
Yoll picking me up in the bar a year before, seducing me, and
banging me in the bathroom over the sink, calling me the wrong
names.

* * * *

April 24

I will never become accustomed to men picking
me up. Never. It’s not something I’ve been comfortable with.
Ford enjoys it, but it’s not my cup of tea. In fact, Ford
loves it and gets off on it, but I can’t say the process
excites me. Truth is, I think Ford is better looking than me. I’m
tall at six-one, but have dirty blond hair and dim-blue eyes. Yes,
I’m muscular, but not in a sexy way. My pecs are somewhat lopsided
and my ass sticks out a little too far. I’m a hairy guy and have to
shave regularly: face, neck, chest, back. If you position me next
to Ford and are asked to choose the sexiest of the two, Ford will
win hands down. Good for him. Oh well for me. Whatever.

Enough about my flaws. There are plenty of
other things to discuss. Springtime rain blows into Pittsburgh and
takes over the city. Four days’ worth of wet falls from the
gray-dark heavens and it leaves me to feel like a duck. I have a
meeting on the other side of town on Allegheny Boulevard, across
the choppy-gray Monongahela River, through Oakland, beyond the
Strip District and Lawrenceville. It’s near St. Pete’s Church and
the hilly graveyard. Massy Davis wants to review and discuss the
several illustrations I’ve drafted for her middle school novel
called Brett Battles the Bully. Scholastic is picking up the
novel, among two others in the Brett series, which I’ll also
illustrate. The money is lucrative, and Massy’s tales are strong
life lessons with powerful messages about young people’s problems.
The job feels right, beneficial, and not at all something I want to
shy away from, feeling that the books and their illustrations can
help the world.

Yes, we can process the meeting by Zoom, but
her Colonial is palatial and her Collie, Bernard, is quite
friendly. Plus, her husband, Taron, is attractive, such an eye
catcher for all the wrong reasons. Wink. Wink. And, I don’t
mind getting out of South Side for a few hours, making the short
drive north, parking in her cobblestone drive, finding my way up to
the iron knocker on her door, and waiting for an entrance.

Bottom line: it’s raining like a
motherfucker. Thunder cranks overhead and lightning burns through
the chunky clouds. It’s like Zeus is pissed off at Poseidon and the
two are battling. There isn’t a canvas canopy over the small stoop
at the front of the house and I become drenched from head to toes.
Rainwater drips into my eyes and mouth, beating against me. I use
the knocker again and again and again, staying calm.

Eventually Taron Davis appears at the
external glass and iron door. He sports a pair of Nike workout
shorts the color of the morning sun, a white cotton hand towel
hangs around his broad and muscular shoulders, no shirt, and
running shoes. A smile blooms on his handsome face and, while
pushing the door open, he tells me, “Come in. Come in. I thought I
heard the knocker. I was downstairs on the Peloton.”

I step inside the Colonial. Honestly, I can’t
help myself and take in the man’s hairy pecs and narrow treasure
trail. Both areas are covered in onyx spirals; the same hue as his
eyes and hair. My stare also concentrates on his rock hard and
swift jaw line, slowly falls to his center, below his navel,
and…He’s not wearing any underwear beneath the sun-colored shorts.
I see the outline of his cut and drooping dick hidden by the
somewhat transparent fabric.

We stand face to face in the foyer: marble
tile the color of midnight blue splotched in white drizzles, bronze
Edwardian lattice-shape umbrella holder, matching highboy table to
the right, upside down bronze tulip-shape chandelier hanging
overhead. A sitting room sits in the distance, a hallway,
stairwell, another room with French furniture.

He passes me the towel around his neck. “Take
this and dry up a little. Massy will be back shortly. She’s at the
vets with Bernard. He cut his left front paw open. Dr. Rae is
mending him up. In the meantime, I have to amuse you. Which won’t
be hard. Or maybe it will be hard.”

I’m not sure what he means. Whatever. I
simply take the hand towel and begin to dry off areas of my soaked
body: head, shoulders, chest.

He kicks off his running shoes next, by the
umbrella stand, and moves up to me. His hands reach for the bottom
rim of my wet polo. “Let’s get you out of that moist shirt. What do
you say, Aaron? I can have it dry in no time.”

I say he’s crossing a line because he’s been
married to Massy now for three years. A stay-at-home husband who
takes care of his body; his full-time job. A kept man. Massy has
written seventeen children’s books. Five of which have been number
one best-sellers. The Davis’ are quite wealthy, and…

Before I realize it, my cotton polo is on the
floor and Talon’s lips are pressed against one of my nipples. When
he pulls his lips away, his tongue laps at the nipple once, twice,
three times, and he lets out a soft groan.

I begin to back away from him, but he clamps
one hand on my belt buckle, keeping me in position. His other hand
cups my balls and dick. The sex-set start to slowly become hard,
because I haven’t had a man touch me in such a place in the last
two months.

“Taron, you’re married and straight. What are
you doing?” I ask down to him.

He pulls off and away from my nipple and pec,
smiles up at me. In the process of rubbing my goods, he rattles
off, “Getting what a lonely husband wants. Massy hasn’t paid
attention to me since Christmas. It’s been four months since we
slept together. You’re a good-looking man. You’re kind. You’re
safe. Let me have this moment with you. Something tells me you like
to ride dick. A hole is a hole for me. Please, let me have
this.”

I back away from him when he attempts to
slide one of his hands into my jeans and underwear, touching
fingertips to my pubic triangle and the base of my dick. I shake my
head. “I can’t do this. Not with a married guy. You’re Massy’s
husband.”

“Please. All you have to do is get on your
knees and I’ll do the rest. You like dick inside you, right? You’re
what fags call a bottom. Right? I’m using the proper verbiage.
Correct?”

My stomach turns and my head throbs. Fear of
getting caught by his
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