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I had lived with Josh for almost a year, but I knew nothing about him.  To say he was a mystery would be an understatement. 

When I had first been placed into a dorm with him, I could tell right away that he was a nice, down to earth kind of guy.  When I had been accepted to one of the most expensive private schools in the country, I was afraid that I would be surrounded by rich jerks and people who never knew what it was like to struggle with money.

Josh seemed to be pretty cool, though.  We chatted a lot for the first week of school, and I found out that we had a lot of similar interests and thoughts on life.  I was excited to have at least one friend I could relate to now that I was in a whole new environment.

After that one week, though, Josh suddenly disappeared.  It only took me a couple days to notice his absence.  We had spent almost every of the first week living together hanging out and talking.  After the first day of class, I came home excited to talk with him about our experiences.  We were both freshman and this was our very first day, so I was sure that there would be a lot to talk about.  However, when I arrived home, he wasn’t there.  I went to our shared mini-fridge, where we had both posted our schedules.  He should have been home.

I waited that whole day for him, having no other outlets besides my parents and high school friends to share my stories of the day with, but I was asleep before he came home.  That whole first week, I saw my roommate for less than an hour total, and when I did see him, he had a zoned-out look and seemed like he needed a good, long sleep.

The contrast between our first week together before classes and the week when classes started was immense.  It was like I had gotten an all new roommate.  Most students would have loved to have their entire dorm to themselves for almost all the time, but I found myself getting lonely.  However, I gave Josh his space, assuming he was busy with class and friends and his job.  For the entire year of living together, everything was fine.

But everything changed the night I discovered Josh’s secret.

It was the beginning of the fall semester of our second years. We had both made it through a year of college, and we had gotten into the rhythm of life at a university.  We had both opted to remain dormmates for our sophomore year as well, and this year I was determined to find out more about Josh.  My only problem was that I never got a sufficient chance to talk to him.  I spent weeks thinking about how to get some time alone to chat when he was always out somewhere, or home and dead tired.  Then one night, I got a phone call.

It was past midnight when my vibrating cell phone made me shoot up in my bed.  I felt around in a daze, fearing only the worst.  My mind went through a thousand terrible scenarios of why anyone would call so late.  When I grabbed my phone and read the name on the screen through bleary eyes, my heart sunk.  Josh was calling me.

“Hello?” I spoke into the phone.  My voice was rough from sleepiness.

Distant laughter was the only response on the other line.  I listened closely as the fog of sleep began to dissipate.  There was music and talking, but Josh hadn’t responded.  Perhaps he had accidentally dialed my phone?

“Josh?  You there?”

“Ricky!” Josh finally responded.  He was laughing again, though I wasn’t sure what was so funny.  Even from just saying my name, I could tell the guy was drunk.

“Josh, are you okay?  It’s one in the morning,” I groaned.

“I’m sorry, buddy,” he said.  “I know I’m an asshole calling you like this, but can you come pick me up?”

“Pick you up?  Where are you?” I asked.

“I’m drunk,” he said.

I couldn’t help but chuckle, despite how annoyed I was.

“I can tell,” I said.  “Where are you and I’ll come get you, bro.”

“I’m at work.  I’ll text you the address.  You don’t know the place.”

“Sure.  I’ll be over as soon as I can.”

I ended the phone call and rubbed my eyes.  I didn’t appreciate being woken up, but I was glad that he had pulled this on a Friday night, at least.  I didn’t want him driving home drunk, either.  I pushed myself out of bed and made myself get dressed.  My phone vibrated as Josh’s text arrived.  I looked at the address that he had sent.  I knew the street and was happy to see that it was close by in the busy downtown area right next to our college campus.  However, I didn’t know the exact place off the top of my head.  I knew the general area, though, and I wanted to get it over with as quickly as I could so I could get back into my bed and sleep some more.

The night was peacefully quiet as I walked to my car.  There was nobody outside in the parking lot just outside my dorm.  I got into my car and began the journey.  As I got closer to the downtown area, there were more and more people drunkenly milling about on the main road, hopping from bar to bar or standing in the parking lots chatting or waiting for a taxi to come save them.

I glanced at the addresses on buildings as I drove down the street, searching for 350.  I was getting closer and closer, but I was moving further away from the area I was familiar with.  Once again there were less people, and the street seemed darker and seedier somehow.  I started to get a bad feeling about where Josh could possibly work.  

I finally found the 350 area of the street, so I pulled into a large shared parking lot of a strip of buildings.  It was hard to miss 350.  It was a huge square building that stood out among smaller ones.  Across the front of it was the name in huge lights.  Peters.

“Peters?” I said the name aloud.  I checked the address again, and it was definitely the place he had written down.  However, I feared that he had made a drunken typing mistake along the way.  

I pulled into a parking space in the surprisingly crowded lot.  The building was oddly blank except for the sign.  I sat in my car for a few moments, hoping Josh would be watching for me and would come to me.  I sent a text letting him know I had arrived.

A few minute passed and nothing had happened.  I let out a groan of frustration and got out of the car.  I was too tired to sit around waiting all night.  I would go into this Peters place and drag Josh out myself.  The parking lot smelled vaguely of alcohol, and it was a stench that made my stomach roll.  I wanted to get out of here.  I walked to the door as fast as my tired legs would take me and then shoved the door open.

The blast of music hit me immediately.  I looked around the dark room with its flashing lights.  People writhed on a dance floor.  I wanted to back out of the place.  I just couldn’t picture Josh working at a club.

“Hey, you,” a deep voice said from nearby.  I looked around in confusion.  A stocky man, bald with a short-trimmed beard, approached me.  I felt a moment of panic.

“Sorry, I think I have...”  I stuttered out a few nervous words before being interrupted.  I had never been in this kind of place before, and I knew I was totally out of my element.

“Are you here for Joshy?” the man asked.  His eyebrows raised up expectantly.

“Joshy?” I repeated in surprise.  “Uh, yeah, I’m Josh’s roommate.”

The bald man looked me up and down.  “Oh, so you’re Enrique?” he asked, a big grin popping up on his face.  “We’ve all heard so much about you!”

I was sent into a momentary state of shock.  Josh was talking about me to his coworkers at a club?  I couldn’t quite believe that.

“Seriously?” I asked in surprise.  The man didn’t seem to hear me.  He grabbed my arm around the wrist and began leading me through the club.  My heart jumped up slightly at the contact from a man that I didn’t know.  Who was this guy?  The strange feeling inside me continued to creep up.  Maybe he was just an overly friendly kind of person.  I tried to ignore the sensation in my gut.

As I was being dragged around the edge of the club by Josh’s coworker, I glanced around.  I had been expecting to see college kids dancing around.  However, there was something slightly off about the crowd.  Where were all the girls in their tight little dresses and ridiculous heels?  It was dark, but I could only see men dancing.  They were grinding together.  We passed by a giant bird cage.  Inside was a man in impossibly tiny shorts.  I couldn’t ignore the feeling anymore.  I was in a gay club.

I felt very clammy all of a sudden.  I had never been in a normal club, and I had never imagined for a second that I’d be in a club that looked to be just for gay guys.  I was suddenly not sure how to act.  I wondered what this meant.  Josh worked at a gay club.  Did that mean my roommate was gay?  A thousand different thoughts were running through my mind, and I wasn’t even the slightest bit tired any more.

The bald guy opened up a back room that said “Employees only” across it, then dragged me through it.  It was like entering an all new, totally different world.  There was an all different kind of energy in the small back room.  Men in different costumes and different states of undress were rushing to prepare for something that I couldn’t understand.

“Sorry about Joshy,” the man said, finally releasing his grip on my wrist.  “He got this crazy rich client who wanted some private time with him.  It’s hard to say no to that kind of thing.”

I looked down at a red leather couch to see Josh sprawled out and asleep.  He was wearing tiny red shorts that barely reached the top of his muscular thighs.  He had a white sleeveless shirt on, but it was bunched up to his chest, showing off his impressive abs.  I had always noticed that Josh was pretty well built, but seeing it all out in the open was a shock to me.  His body was amazing.

I looked to the other man for some sort of guidance.  I had no idea what to do in this situation.  Did the guy expect me to carry Josh all the way to my car?  I wasn’t sure I even wanted to touch him in that outfit.  It made me feel strange to even look at him in this way.  

Luckily, Josh’s coworker helped me out.  He squatted down next to Josh and shook his shoulder.

“Joshy,” he said in a calmer, quieter voice.  “Your friend’s here.  Enrique came to take you home.”

Josh opened his bleary eyes.  He looked bewildered for a few moments as he looked at me, and then his surroundings, and then back to me.

“Ricky?” he said in a slur.  “You came?”

The coworker
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