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IF ONLY HE WOULD
NOTICE

 


Michael Craig stands on the street
corner watching the one that will never be his.

The small cafe is delicate. It has the
air of a place well populated and with money to burn. Outdoor
seating litters the outside, men and women sprawled across chairs,
newspapers in hand an accompaniment to the chaotic theme that the
place sets.

In the center, just to the left, is a
tall, slim, blond man with angel green eyes and a smile that could
make a man fall in love. No paper is clutched in his hand. No,
another man's is: Held tightly, warmly with a loving look in those
gorgeous green eyes to add to the romantic flavor of the
day.

A male grunting comes. Michael forgot
that where he has been standing in his rapture at finding Gary
Trent – his love interest – lounging at the cafe over the road from
the small convienence store that he was visiting in the hopes of
picking up a copy of a rival magazine's latest offering.

“I'm sorry. Go ahead,” he
says politely to the older man who has been waiting some time by
the disgruntled look on his face.

Stepping aside, he returns his eyes to
the view only to find that Gary is already leaving. The man next to
him – equally tall, quite handsome but with a preppy British air –
is smiling, talking animatedly and clearly infatuated. His name is
Brent Lawrence and he is the competition.


AN UNHAPPY MAN

 


If rain where his tears, it would look
like this.

Johnathon Zeks – best friend and
confidant in all things Gary related – sits out in the smoking room
with him, a cigarette posed lazily from his lips and his angular,
masculine face tilted slightly to the left as he considers the last
statement.

“I don't think you have
exactly no chance,” the man dawdles out. “It's just
unlikely.”

Johnathon has never been one to waste
words.

“How can you say that?”
Michael says. “He barely notices me. I couldn't get his attention
if I was on fire.”

Johnathon chuckles at the dramatic
flair of his friend.

“Depends on the attention
that you want.”

“That's not what I
mean.”

His large sized friend, shoulders wide
and muscled enough to make him need to slip sideways through some
doors stands up, takes a long drag and looks out over the city from
the 53F smoking room at the top of the building where their company
is located. He lets out a long trail of smoke and glances
back.

“Sometimes we have to be
bold.”

“I know---.”

He puts up a hand.

“Let me
finish.”

Johnathon turns and takes another long
drag before continuing. His expression is crinkled, the bearer of
bad news or just a pep talk, who knows with him. He has wisdom
beyond his 30 years of life in many people's opinion. Michael leans
forward expectantly.

“You go him. That's what I
say. There's been too much pussy footing around between you and
him. I'm almost certain he knows about your feelings, but guys that
hot don't just walk up to guys like us and make a pass. You have to
do the leg work. You know what I mean?”

He shuts his mouth. It is clear that
he thinks that Michael should get it – unfortunately, he
does.

“Make a pass on Gary
Trent? For starters he's my boss and second I've never made a pass
on a guy in my entire life.”

“There's always a first
time.”

Johnathon plomps his cigarette in the
big ash box beside where they are sittting and heads towards the
door.

“It's the opportunities
that you miss that will haunt you. You are old enough to know that
by now.”

With that he is gone. A bunch of
thoughts, advice and no other choice. That's Johnathon for
you.


ASKING A GUY OUT

 


“I'm sorry, but I'd have
to say no.”

Michael tenses. He put a lot of work
into this project. Gary is being unfair.

“But Gary...”

“I know. It's a lot. I get
it. But you are going to have to get it done.”

The slim, shorter man groans under his
breath. That means an all nighter.

“Ok...”

Gary turns back to his computer and
clicks a few keys.

“Is there anything else
you needed to ask about?” he asks, looking a little tired, probably
from making love to Brent all night in Michael's
opinion.

Michael opens his mouth and then
closes it shortly after.

“No. Nothing.”

He leaves. The reason he came was to
ask the man out; he left with more work and no date. Now what is he
going to do?


AROUND 9PM

 


His butt hurts. That's the
first thought that he has as the clock strikes 9 o'clock and the
hope that he had 3 hours ago of leaving the office on time is
dashed in a single electronic bing
that forever takes away any chance of a normal
with it.

Around him weary his co-worker's
trudge out the door. Most have done their work and are going home
to their families or partners. It's times like that that Michael
really feels the lack of someone in his life. The gray walls, dusty
low hung cubicles and long hallways packed down with ugly brown
carpet have become home for him over the years that he has worked
for the magazine, but lately they have become confining – corporate
America strangling the life out of his social life one day at a
time.

Picking up his pencil, he scribbles a
little more on the piece of paper in front of him, but can't come
up with anything that might save the project he has been working on
for 2 months now. It was a poor design and he knows it. More
caution was needed.

A door opening and closing draws his
blue eyes upwards for a moment. Gary is leaving his office. He
doesn't have his case with him, so it's another cup of coffee by
the looks of things. Michael watches him and admires. Strikingly
attractive, tall and athletic, his boss is what every gay man might
want in a one night stand or as a lover. If he wasn't hooked up
with Brent, who works in another division of the same company then
Michael might try his luck again, but it's not going to happen,
can't happen really. That ship has sailed. It's too late
now.

Gary strolls by and looks Michael's
way. He stares – probably worried about the project – before
entering his office and closing the door tightly. 2 minutes later
the phone rings.

“Hello, Michael
speaking.”

“Can I see you in my
office? I think it's time that we had a talk.”

He doesn't sound happy. That can't be
good.

Dragging himself to his feet, he
tidies his desk a little and walks slowly towards the closed door
that resembles so many things lost. The burden of not being able to
be with the one that he is totally head over heels about is
weighing heavily on his shoulders. If Gary is harsh on him, he
wonders how he will react. The handsome man isn't usually snappy
and has been a great boss. It's almost strange, now that Michael
thinks about it, that he has been a little edgy of late.
Yesterday's evening meeting was a bit tense. Maybe something is
going on.

Michael enters. On the walls are
awards, on the desk papers strewn, the brown carpet is softer and
the chairs have maroon pillows on them for comfortable seating, the
kind of office that one could almost say 'a gay man works here' but
not quite. Gary is tapping away
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