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Now there’s one thing I want you ladies and you dudes to know, and that is I’m not gay. But the other night, I did go to a gay bar with my cousin. That experience landed me running down the street, Buck Wile, buck naked again. 

The reason why I went to a gay bar was that I was broke, and my cousin said he would buy all of the drinks. I’m not one to pass up anything free, even if it might put me outside of my element.

“What kind of clothes should I wear to a gay bar?” I asked Lucian.

“Most of us will have on male attire. But you can wear a dress if you like.”

I would have bust Lucian upside the head if he wasn’t the size of Tyler Perry. Now when I go to a regular club where the honeys hang out, I wear sexy all the way. You know, a black silk shirt unbuttoned midway down my chest, slacks that hug the hips, and very cute, soft leather Italian loafers that I stole out of some woman’s closet. They belonged to her husband. I like to wear silk boxers and cologne that enhances my pheromones. All of that’s designed to attract the honeys. 

“Oh, it will be ‘honeys’ at Club Envious. But to catch one of them, you might have to wear Celie’s dress and cut that dick off and drill you a hole down there.”

“Nigga, you crazy. This meat wins first prize in every pussy it’s been in.”

“I know some studs with a strap on that will put your game to shame.”

“Let ‘em try.”

“They don’t try, they do.”

That “Celie’s dress” remark was Lucian reminding me of one of my other adventures. 

I always thought gay bars were little places with black doors and black windows with some dude in leather standing in the door. I don’t know if I ever seen a gay bar because I never looked for one before. But Club Envious was right downtown, a little further down from all the trendy spots dudes take ladies to impress them. In fact, it was right in the sights of Chez Sous restaurant where I took a chick once. I say only once because, fellas, you can get pussy a lot cheaper than paying for it with a forty-dollar entrée and a twenty-dollar glass of wine. Shit Burger Kong, Luby’s Restaurant, and Church House Chicken  works just as well to trap you some good cootchie. But a lot of my boys still play that high-class restaurant game. 

“Why are you wearing a hat and sunglasses?” Lucian asked me when we got out of his car.

“Oh, no reason.”

“You trying to hide. You can run, but you can’t hide.”

Lucian slapped two ten-spot bills on the counter near the door. We walked in after he made me check my big ol’ hat in the coat check. The club was bumping. It was wall-to-wall dudes—dudes in tight jeans, wife beaters, and boots. Dudes rocked Armani suits, and some wore basketball shorts. And a few dudes strutted in dresses looking like they had just come from a dinner party. Eyes begin to follow my ass. I was not cool with that shit. I put my game face on.

“Damn cuz, you look like you taking a shit all frowned up like that. Let’s go to the bar.” Lucian led the way.

We squeezed by a crowd of niggas, and some squeezed by us. Now I don’t mind a honey putting her hand on my waist as she brushes my ass while passing. But a dude? I was going to turn around and say something, but Lucian cut me off.

“You’re in Rome, nigga. Do as they do before the Romans do you in.”

Standing near the bar, a few of Lucian’s friends saw him.

“Hey, Luke, girl.”

“Hey, Fay!”

The dude ignored Lucian and grabbed my hand.

“It’s Fabian, and you are?”

“Uh, John.” 

“Nice to meet you, ‘Uh John.’”

I pumped his hand one time and tried to let go. He held on longer than I wanted.

“Is this your new piece, Luke?”

“Nah, bitch this is my cousin.”

“Kissing cousin?”

“It ain’t that kind of party.”

“Well, it’s always a party in my house,” Fabian winked at me. “Yes, Lord, the blacker the berry, the sweeter the juice.” Fabian looked at my crotch and winked.

I must have given Fabian a mean look. He stiffened.

“What?”

“It’s his first time,” Lucian said, trying to ease the tension.

“No worries. I always use lots of grease for first timers. See ya later, girl.”

Fabian winked at me and trotted off to another group standing and watching. I felt my ass hole clench tight as if it was locked.

“You gotta relax,” Lucian said to me as we went and stood near the dance floor.

“I don’t know why I agreed to come here with you,” I huffed.

“Broke and free drinks. Plus, your Birthday is just around the corner. I wanted to treat my favorite Cousin.”

“A damn cake would have been enough.”

“Oh, there are plenty of cakes in here tonight,” Lucian said as he surveyed the room.

Lucian was my favorite cousin in spite of him being gay. He’s older than me by a couple of years. For some odd reason, him being gay never bothered me. He even taught me a thing or two about women, what they liked and what it took to get one. I had been losing out in that department, trying to be the nice guy, taking them to dinner, and bringing them flowers. But not many gave me any play. I blamed it on me being too black.

“Yeah nigga, you black as coal in the dark. But that ain’t stopping no woman. What’s stopping her is you ain’t selling her what she wants,” Lucian said to me one day as we watched the Rockets game at his house.

“What’s that man?” 

“What’s between your legs is what you got to sell. Stop wearing those Docker pants and those schoolboy polo shirts. Buy you some clothes that show off your goods, cuz.”

Over by the dance floor, dudes grinded against each other and twerked like hoes in heat. A few male strippers danced in cages, and guys threw dollars between the bars like rain when the strippers pulled out their dicks. Lucian left me standing and went to get us some more drinks. Dudes prowled by me like I was in the zoo. Eyes looked me up and down. Some smiled. I returned some smiles so as not to fuck up Lucian’s game plan. I didn’t want to be a dark cloud. Brothers and Sistas out there, if you want your club game plan fucked up, take a dark cloud with you who stands around frowning and dissing everybody they see. Bring a lightning rod. Just make sure they ain’t as pretty as you are. I suspected that’s the real reason Lucian invited me to come along tonight. His running buddy was laid up in the hospital, and Lucian didn’t really want to go out alone.

“I guess you doing a little better.” Lucian gave me my drink. “You’re smiling like a beauty contestant instead of a constipated hyena.”

“I’m trying man.”

“Drink that Long Island Iced Tea and you won’t have to try so hard.”

That second drink was as strong as gasoline. I know that shit was good because the vibe in Club Envious smoothed and mellowed.  I even joined in the conversation with Lucian and his Friends, especially the ones who looked like regular dudes. And it was quite a few of those. Very smooth, very suave, could have gotten any girl’s panties they wanted. One nigga named Jake seemed to hang with us the most.

Now, Jake kind of looked like my girl Brianna. He could have passed for her brother, in fact. He had the same almond-shaped eyes and a dimple in his cheek. And they both had the same honey colored, smooth complexion. All Jake needed was some long hair. Every time Jake came around, my dick acted like it wanted to rise. I grabbed ol Eleven and held him down. I noticed Jake grabbed his dick, too. Jake had that TI swag. I felt relaxed around Jake.

“Is he a punk?” I asked Lucian when Jake went to the bathroom.

“He’s married.”

“Married? To a woman?”

“What else is he going to be married to? This is Texas, fool.”

Jake came back, and we chilled some more. A group of real sissy dudes walked by in High Heels. 

“Look who’s escorting Queen Lucian to the ball. Hey, Pretty Boy Red and Pretty Boy Black.”

“Click your heels and ease on down the road, girls,” Lucian said as he waved the sissies away.

“My heels gonna click over the backs of one of them pretty boys. That’s what my heels going to do, bitch.” 

They moved on, laughing and high-fiving each other. Jake said he needed a smoke and wanted to hit the patio. I looked at Lucian.

“You don’t need my permission. You wore your big boy draws tonight.”

Out on the patio, more dudes and more dudes. Some were hugging and kissing. Any other time, I would have been gagging. But I was cool. Maybe it was the alcohol, and maybe it was the buzz in the air. Jake seemed cool. He mentioned he was married, and I told him I had a girlfriend. He said he was an investment banker at Morgan Sherman Investments, and his wife was a corporate attorney at Encon Oil. Damn, I thought. I never would have guessed that. Dudes with those kinds of jobs at straight clubs are all Gucci and shit. Jake was real cool in his sagging jeans, white silk tee, and white Jordans. I admired his shoes. 

“Shit, man, my closet looks like a Nike shoe store,” he bragged.

Now, ladies, don’t get it twisted. Me and Jake wasn’t doing none of that deep gazing in the eye bullshit. We was just a couple of dudes chatting about random shit. Jake told me Club Envious wasn
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