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"Let me get a bite of that."

William lifted his hands away from his plate. "Be my guest."

I brought my fork over to his pasta dish and filled it up. It was penne, so it was easy to steal. The orange-hued vodka sauce dripped off my fork as I brought my stolen bite to my mouth. I chewed and enjoyed the flavor. 

"Damn," I said, looking at his dish. "This might be the best pasta I've ever had. Why haven't we come here before?"

William snorted. "Because the dish is thirty-eight dollars, and by my calculations, that bite was at least a dollar-fifty."

"Eep." I lowered my fork while I was in mid-reach to take another one. "Still glad we came, though. Even if my chicken isn't as good as your penne."

"At least it was a little cheaper." William eyed the mess I had made of my plate. "In for a penny, in for a pound and all—should we get dessert?"

"Based on the cake I saw heading to that other table...yes."

We finished up our dinner, chatting. This was something William and I liked to do every few months or so, or when our wallets allowed. Go to dinner at some nice place we'd heard good things about, and have a good time out while making some judgments whether it was worth the money or if they charged more because the hostess was hot or the wood was mahogany or whatever nonsense we could come up with.

In-between dinner and dessert, the subject of the Woods of Desire, and everything else surrounding that topic, came up. This restaurant (Daniel's on Elm) was nice enough that the tables were pretty separated, and busy enough so that a low din of conversation hung in the air like a fog. So we didn't need to worry about being overheard.

Not that anyone would have believed us, anyway.

"So it's been, what, almost two weeks now?" William asked me.

I didn't need to ask what he was talking about. I was sure it had been on both of our minds since the moment we had left the Woods of Desire last time.

"Yeah, just about." I took a bite of my chicken.

"I'm surprised you haven't wanted to go back sooner," William commented.

"Oh, I've definitely wanted to go back," I said to him, lightly tapping my fork on the edge of my plate. "I think about it every day."

"Okay, good," William said. "I was worried it was just me."

"Yeah?" I looked at him over our food and tried not to say what I was thinking. There was a lot I was thinking, so it would have been a lot to blurt out, anyway.

"Oh yeah. Was me cumming inside you twice not enough to convince you I'm into this?"

I almost choked and I wasn't even eating anything. William grinned a devilish grin and didn't drop his eyes from mine. I didn't know how he could say stuff like that with a straight face. But I liked looking him in his blue eyes even when he tried to take me by surprise like that. 

"Fair point," I said, recovering.

The last few weeks had been a strange awakening for me. I'm sure very few people get the chance to magically change into a woman, although since it had happened to me, I was also sure there were other strange places like the Woods of Desire out there. So there was that whole part of it.

But there was another part, where my former passing interest in guys had developed into much more of a fixation. I'd spent some time thinking about it. I was quite certain I wasn't gay. I could absolutely see myself with a woman, though the current flavor of the month had been me as the woman. 

Yet I could also see myself, Darien, in my current male body, with another dude. And lately, in my mind, that dude kept taking the shape of William. 

It was just a fantasy. I wasn't willing to put that out there and risk our friendship, especially since William had indicated his lack of interest in such a thing the first time we had fucked in the woods.

Still, he was so damn flirty, even if he was flirting with a side of me that wasn't physically here right now. It was driving me crazy, in a good way. And I had to tell him something, just to ease my own burden, even if that was selfish.

"Well I think I wanna tell you," I said to him as he took a sip of his drink, "this whole experience has got me thinking. Exploring myself internally, you know."

I raised my hand as William opened his mouth. "Let me cut you off before the obvious joke."

He settled back in his chair.

"I think it was something I needed help realizing," I continued, "but I'm pretty sure I'm bisexual."

There. The rock was dropped into the pond. I waited to see if the ripples would disturb the boat. The restaurant seemed very quiet all of a sudden, as if the sound had started moving about as slow as time had in those few seconds.

"Yeah?" William's voice cut into whatever was happening in my head.

"Yeah," I said, feeling a little too quiet.

William gave me another nod. "That's cool, man."

"...yeah? "

William smiled. "Seriously, Darien, don't look so worried. You thought I was going to get weirded out by you being bi? After Daria has made her appearance?"

He waggled his eyebrows, using the name I had hastily given my female counterpart. "Give me some credit. My threshold for shock is much, much higher now."

I let out a long, slow breath. I hadn't realized how fast my heart had started beating. But listening to his words, it seemed so obvious. This revelation from me was nothing. It was a pebble in the pond compared to the Woods of Desire. Maybe even just a raindrop on the surface. 

"Okay, well, first of all, thanks." I gave William an earnest smile. "And then, speaking of Daria, I have been thinking about our next trip..."

"So have I," William said. "Let me throw something at you, actually. Since you got to pick Rodney to come with us last time, which was great. I wanted to do a little, uh, 'group activity' again, if you were up for it."

I nodded immediately. "Definitely. I was going to suggest the same thing."

"Okay, cool." William took a big bite from his pasta plate, pointing out that he didn't want to let it get cold. "So there's a guy I know from this internship I did a couple years back, his name's Cory."

"Oh," I said, thinking back. "Yeah, I remember that guy. We went to Gabriel's with him and some other people from that office, right?"

"Yep, that was him. Blond guy." 

"I remember he said he threw javelin in high school." It was weird how that fact stuck out to me. Something about track and field people makes us flock together even later in life, somehow.

William laughed. "Of course you would remember something like that. Anyway, I went on a couple hikes with him when you weren't around. He was driving back-and-forth like three hours to help out with stuff at his parents' farm, so his schedule was difficult and we were never able to get the three of us together.

"But I always thought you'd get along with him. He reminds me of you in a lot of ways. Like, I bet he remembers that you guys talked about doing the four-hundred meters."

"Okay, I hear you." William looked pretty intent and confident. The guy I had been thinking of, someone we kind of knew who worked at the student union at the college, was going to be kind of a hard get anyway. Our friend group wasn't terribly big, and we knew who was willing to go for a walk in the woods and who pretty much was not. In my opinion, we had gotten pretty lucky with Rodney.

So if William knew a guy, I was down for it. Especially since he wasn't a total stranger to me. I knew what he looked like, and I had talked to him before. So I felt a little better about it. It wasn't exactly a random hookup—just really, really close.

Live fast, die in-between being a man and a woman.

"Sure," I said, after a moment of thought and a bite of my own cooling dinner. "Let's do it, call him up. If you think he's down for a hike, it's worth a shot."

"I feel pretty good about it," William said. "Like I said, he reminds me of you."

"It's nice that you think of me even when you're with other guys," I cracked, and that made William laugh a little too loud in the semi-fancy setting of the restaurant. 

After the few people who had looked over went back to minding their own business, William and I changed the subject. But he did pull out his phone to send a message to Cory and plant the seed of the get-together.

The dinner was nice, and when the bill was paid, we parted ways for the evening and got back on with our lives.

William was the one in communication with Cory, so there wasn't much more for me to do than fantasize about the upcoming trip, which I tried not to spend too much time on. It would be better to just live in the moment.

When the day did come, it wasn't a great day for me. I was running behind thanks to getting called in to cover half a shift at the electronics shop I worked at, after accepting a desperate promise from my boss for an extra $75 in my weekly paycheck. As a generally broke college student who had just spent a decent chunk of money on a fancy dinner with his best friend, I couldn't really afford to say no to that.

But you know how it is. You come in to cover a shift, and then the guy who supposed to show up on time later doesn't, and there's three customers in the store and you're the only one there...I'll spare you the details, but suffice to say I left about forty minutes later than I had planned
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