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      The terrible night had gone on so long. She watched as the king hemorrhaged, receiving bag after bag of blood, falling into a coma for much of the night, and then, for three short, precious hours, woke and spoke to them. Spoke to her, to their children. Now he was quiet again, seeming to float between life and death.

      The heavy drapes were drawn; somewhere behind them the sun had risen. Why? Why must it continue to rise? She was sure they would lose him today. She wished the day would not begin.

      In the dim light of the room, in his face she could see a shadow of the distinguished man she’d met at the embassy in Paris, the man she’d married as in a fairy tale, the man she’d fought with over his excesses, and at last followed into exile. She saw all of those men there in the sunken shadows of his cheeks.

      Her daughter stood on the other side of the bed murmuring, “Baba, Baba.”

      Taking the king’s hand in hers, she watched his eyes, open but not seeing. Whispering his name, she waited for a response, but none came. Suddenly, he took two short breaths and a final long one. And was gone.

      Though it was happening in front of her, it seemed impossible. He had been so strong, so capable, so much the king. They stood by the bed, uncertain. Already adrift.

      A voice behind her said, “Close his eyes.”

      Leaning over the bed, she brushed her hand gently across his face to close his eyes. Then, she reached under his pillow and took out a small cloth bag of prayers and Iranian soil. The small bag had traveled everywhere with them: Egypt, Mexico, New York, Panama and then, finally, back to Egypt. It, and they, had traveled thousands of miles. Their homeland had been with them always.

      The doctor bent over the king and carefully removed his wedding ring. He held it out to her. She took it and put it onto her finger next to her own wedding band. She promised herself she would never take it off.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      “Now you may tell your friends you have kissed a prince.”

      “What if I’m not the kind of guy to kiss and tell?”

      He gifted me a smile.

      “Then you may get to kiss a prince again.”

      The club was called Exile and it had just opened, giving the night an extra feverish charge. Silver streamers hung from the ceiling, trading flashy winks with the mirror balls. Pink and blue beams slashed the dance floor like light sabers. The floor was crowded with people—mostly men, young, attractive—bouncing, jumping, writhing, eyes flirting, smiles flashing, hands in the air, T-shirts off, sweating. Streisand and Summers warbled together through the sound system, refusing to cry. The club smelled of expensive colognes, sweat and poppers. A heady mix.

      I wanted to lean into the prince and kiss him again. We’d seen each other on the dance floor. I was dancing with my friend, Wendi. I had no idea who he was dancing with—a friend, a boyfriend, I didn’t care. I hustled toward him, abandoning Wendi to her private dance: eyes shut, floating on the music, hips wiggling. Now, as though watching, The Village People were sending me west. And then I was in front of him, our eyes locked, bodies falling into a matching rhythm. Before the song ended he was kissing me, pulling me close, hips pressing into me with the beat.

      Two songs later he pulled away, saying good-bye. Telling me I’d kissed a prince.

      “I came with my friends. I’m sorry, but I have to go.”

      Digging an expensive gold-plated pen out of his jeans, he handed it to me saying, “Give me your number.” He stretched out his arm for me to write on. There was nothing to do but write my name and a phone number on his arm. Another smile, beautiful white teeth and those lips calling me to press myself against them one more time. But he turned and disappeared into the crowd.

      Finding Wendi at the bar, I took her drink from her and sipped it. Gin and tonic, tart and tasting of pine forests. She was a small girl with brown hair she’d cut into a pixie, a gap in the center of her smile, and a very long menthol cigarette floating in one hand. She wore a black dress with white polka dots she’d found in a vintage store on Rhode Island Avenue. She called it her Audrey Hepburn dress. Over her heart she wore a large Carter/Mondale pin.

      “Who was that?”

      “Cigarette,” I demanded. She kept my Salems in her clutch. My Calvins were too tight; they’d crush the pack so she carried them for me. If she left earlier than I did, I’d slip them into my boot. She handed them to me along with a red Bic lighter.

      “He said his name is David. He’s a prince.”

      “A prince of where?”

      I shrugged. “I don’t know. I didn’t ask. He has a British accent, though.”

      She rolled her eyes. “There’s no Prince David in the royal family.”

      “Yeah. He doesn’t look British either,” I said. And he didn’t. He looked exotic. His hair black, curling in waves over his forehead and ears; eyebrows thick and wide over cloudy gray eyes; skin like warm sand; and his lips, red, bowed, delicious⁠—

      “Patrick?”

      “Huh?”

      “Are you going to see him again?”

      I shrugged. “He had me write my name and number on his arm.”

      “That’s romantic,” she shouted in my ear. “Too bad you don’t have a phone.”
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        * * *

      

      Of course, when it comes to lineage I, Patrick Henry Burke, am no slouch. My mother was a Henry, a direct descendant of one of the founding fathers, Patrick Henry. You know, “Give me liberty or give me death!” That Patrick Henry.

      When I was a child, Mom was DAR, spending her weekdays driving up and down the New England coast attending luncheons to give presentations on her ancestor’s accomplishments. They were many, including attendance at the First Congressional Congress, being the first governor of Virginia and a brilliant orator. The talks would last forty-five minutes. I know; she rehearsed in front of me once a week.

      Henry, though a slave-owner himself, wrote against slavery and fought to end the importation of slaves. My mother’s branch of the family was full of far more rigid abolitionists, which in time caused them to move north to Massachusetts, and that is how I came to grow up just outside of Boston two centuries later.

      As a kid, I was duly impressed by our connection to a founding father, until I reached junior high school and my biology teacher explained—in order to demonstrate some aspect of genetics, I think—that there were probably ten million Americans who could trace their families back to the tiny group of colonists who arrived on the Mayflower. While I was related to just one man, seven or eight generations ago, I still probably had hundreds of thousands of cousins once, twice, three times removed who could claim the same line.

      And then there was my father. Burke, which sounds very British but is actually an Americanization of some Slavic name given to the family when my grandfather arrived at Ellis Island five years into the twentieth century. Grandfather Burke met an Irish serving girl while delivering coal to one of the better neighborhoods in Boston. That union resulted in ten children, my father being the sixth and final boy.

      So, when my parents met at a chowder restaurant in Boston’s North End while my dad was home on leave from Korea, their union was a disaster in the making. They eloped, which so enraged my maternal grandfather that when he died he left several hundred thousand dollars in trust to my mother. In trust, meaning it was money she could have after the death of my father.

      The money was left with a financial firm that mismanaged it—Wall Street’s way of saying the money had been systematically stolen through a series of self-dealing trades that left my mother the loser and her broker the winner. By the time my father died of an aneurism shortly before my tenth birthday and their sixteenth wedding anniversary, there was barely enough money for a decent funeral.

      My father’s death belied another of my biology teacher’s lessons. We’d been told that long lines of breeding the same gene pool back onto itself led to weakness, and by that logic it should have been my mother, with her rarified genes, who kicked the bucket early and not my mutt of a father.

      All of which meant that, when it was time for me to go to college, some other eighteen-year-old, whose investment broker father was inept in only the cleverest ways, was already receiving my Harvard education. So instead, I did a year at Massachusetts Bay Community College and signed up for my second year only to drop all my classes a few weeks later. After the 1978 election, as a dewy-eyed nineteen-year-old, I followed our new senator to Washington. Well, I followed a twenty-two-year-old junior staff assistant in our new senator’s office. The junior staff assistant wore tightly tailored rayon slacks that held his ass⁠—

      Never mind. The relationship lasted only a few weeks due to the junior staff assistant’s political ambitions. He suddenly—and I have no idea why he hadn’t thought of this before I moved—recognized that a live-in boyfriend was a political liability. And so, I had to go.

      That left me adrift in our nation’s capital. I found a job as a busboy, and later a waiter,  at Le Marquis, the four-star restaurant atop the Hotel Continental. I also found a Dupont Circle apartment to share with my new friend, Wendi, who worked with me at Le Marquis, and settled in. I could have gone back to Massachusetts, I suppose, but I was still only nineteen and they’d just raised the drinking age there to twenty. I’d already discovered the Fruit Loop—a nickname for the gay bars located near Dupont Circle—and I could drink in Washington. There were clubs to be explored and princes to be kissed.
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        * * *

      

      The Hotel Continental was a ten-story building sitting across from Lafayette Park that was wider than it was tall. It had been built during the first Roosevelt administration, the first Teddy Roosevelt administration. I wasn’t ever sure what architectural period the building fell into, but if you told me it was called The Wedding Cake Period wedged between Rococo and Victorian, I wouldn’t have been at all surprised. Le Marquis was the French restaurant that sat on the very top of the cake, I mean building, and boasted a view of the White House.

      The restaurant was paneled in walnut, had a blue carpet with white stars—eight-pointed stars, not to be confused with the five-pointed stars of our flag—and Colonial furnishings, many of which were original and not at all like the cornucopia-patterned Colonial sofa my mother bought during my last year of high school. The dinner service was gold-trimmed white china and thick pewter flatware. The décor at Le Marquis was all-American, but the food and the name of the restaurant—after the Marquis de Lafayette—were very French.

      Le Marquis was one of the places to eat in D.C. and we hosted many politicians, celebrities and the just plain rich. Walter Cronkite came in from time to time, Gore Vidal ate there when in town, as did Jackie O—she never ordered from the menu, but instead would request a baked potato with sour cream, chives and caviar.

      The politicians, I seldom recognized. I mean, they’re all the same anyway, right? I did learn to recognize the type: older men shoveled into expensive suits, suits that were all shades of gray and, very occasionally, brown. Black and blue having been banished; black being too morbid and blue too frivolous.

      I’d begun as a busboy for the first eight months, before I was taught French service and allowed to wait tables. That meant I had little seniority and my regular schedule was Tuesday through Thursday. These were the least profitable nights. The waiters and waitresses who’d been there a long time, some of them fifteen or twenty years, worked Friday, Saturday and Sunday. Several worked only one of those nights and had full-time jobs as realtors or teachers or librarians during the week.

      Keeping their one shift at Le Marquis, a shift in which they often made as much or more than they made during the week, allowed them the luxury of pursuing more interesting work. My three nights a week, in which I never got the best stations, rarely added up to what could be made on a single Friday or Saturday night.

      Most of the staff, whether they worked during the week or weekends, were there so they could do something else. Wendi, for instance, was a serial volunteer. During the day, she worked for Planned Parenthood, the ERA, the NAACP, and, most recently, the Carter/Mondale campaign. And I, well, I wasn’t really into anything yet, so I spent my off-time reading or sleeping or dancing in nightclubs.

      The Tuesday after I kissed the prince, I was working in the Madison Room, a small square room off the main dining room with five four-tops, which were almost never filled at the same time. I had only one party: four men in gray suits; congressmen or some such. They were smoking cigars, meaning the hostess was unlikely to seat anyone else in the room until they were finished and gone. Their dinner polished off, they settled in with their coffee and cognac and cigars—the three C’s dear to a congressman’s heart. I checked on them, filled up their coffees and, when I was sure they were okay, went back to the employee lounge to smoke. A cigarette; cigars are disgusting.

      Lounge was hardly an accurate word for the space they gave us. Beyond the pick-up line and the grill and the salad station, and even the patisserie where two French (though actually Canadian) pastry chefs argued for eight hours a day while making wonderful pastries, the so-called employee lounge was a space only big enough for a table, three chairs, a pay phone and an overflowing ashtray. The freight elevator was right there, and we sometimes had to stand up and move out of the way when there was a late delivery.

      I had just passed the salad station, when a smirking Wendi ran up to me. “You have a phone call. Someone with a British accent.”

      Despite my pounding heart, I casually walked back to the employee lounge, lit a cigarette, and then, feigning as though I couldn’t care less, picked up the receiver from atop the pay phone where Wendi had left it.

      “Hello?”

      “Patrick, this is David. We met⁠—”

      “Yes, I remember you. You’re one of the two or three princes I met last week. I didn’t think you’d call me.”

      “Why didn’t you think I’d call you?”

      “Oh, I don’t know,” I said, honestly. I hadn’t thought about it, I just assumed he’d never call. “I guess I thought you’d have better things to do.”

      “If I had better things to do, I’d be doing them.”

      What did that mean? There was an awkward beat before I said, “Okay. I guess you were bored today.”

      I wished I’d thought of something clever to say back to him, but my mouth had gone dry and my mind blank. Wendi had come back and was making a face at me. David said something I didn’t hear.

      “I’m sorry, what did you say?”

      “This isn’t your phone number, is it?”

      “Not really,” I admitted. I imagined he could hear the sound of the restaurant in the background, plates clanging together, orders being screamed out. “I’m a waiter at Le Marquis. This is the employee pay phone.”

      Wendi started passionately making out with the back of her hand. I gave her the finger and turned away.

      “Oh, yes. I’ve been to Le Marquis many times,” David said. “I’ve never seen you, though.”

      “Do you come on the weekend?”

      “Yes, of course.”

      “I work during the week.”

      “I see. Are you going to give me your real phone number?”

      “We don’t have a phone. Neither one of us have good credit and they want a huge deposit.”

      “Who is ‘we?’ Do you have a boyfriend?”

      “No. I meant, me and my roommate. I think you saw her. She was with me at Exile. The polka-dots?”

      “Ah, yes.”

      “Is he really a prince?” Wendi whispered.

      I was afraid he might have heard, so I asked quickly, “Hey, where are you from?”

      “Persia.”

      “Persia?” I repeated for Wendi’s benefit. She raised an eyebrow. Then I said to the prince, “But there’s no such place. Except in history books.”

      “Don’t you think I know that?” His voice sounded hurt.

      “Sorry.”

      “It’s Iran now, of course. But you see, my family went into exile when it was still Persia, so that’s what we call it.”

      “So, you’re not related to the shah?” I knew they’d kicked him out and I had the feeling he’d died recently, but wasn’t entirely⁠—

      “You mean Reza Pahlavi,” he said, coldly.

      “I guess.”

      “No, we are not related. He was nothing but a commoner. It is my family that is royal. But it doesn’t matter anymore. He’s dead. And will never return.”

      “Oh yeah, I think I heard that.”

      “When can I see you?”

      “You want to see me?”

      “Of course I do. Tell me when you have a day off.”

      “I’m off on Friday.”

      “Then I shall see you Friday.”

      We made arrangements to meet and said good-bye. Wendi lit a cigarette and held it near her face.

      “So?” she asked. “You’re seeing him Friday?”

      “You shouldn’t listen to private conversations. Or make faces at people having private conversations. Or make out with your hand.”

      “Where are you meeting him?”

      “Why do you care? You’re not coming.”

      “I’m curious. I’d like to know what a prince does on a first date.”

      “None of your business.”

      And then Maxim, the headwaiter, was screaming my name in the kitchen in his fake French accent, “Patrick, where is Patrick?”

      My congressmen wanted their check.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER TWO

          

        

      

    

    
      Wendi and I shared a two-bedroom apartment on P Street, a few blocks east of Dupont Circle. The building was a red brick row house, four floors, chopped up into apartments. Ours was the English basement once used by servants when the house was still in one piece. The front door was three steps down from the street and there were two square windows at the front, another window next to the back door, and a couple of equally small windows along one side of the apartment. It was dark, often damp—and expensive. But, we could walk to work—eight blocks south—and to the Fruit Loop—three blocks east.

      Of course, we had almost nothing. A Salvation Army couch covered in an Indian bedspread from Pier 1, a portable record player, a stack of albums, a portable TV from the late ’50s with controls at the top corners like insect eyes, and some old plastic milk crates serving as end tables. Wendi’s bedroom was right after the kitchen and was the most furnished room in the apartment, since her father had moved the French provincial bedroom set that had been her teenaged fantasy from their home in North Bethesda.

      My room was all the way in the back and held only a full-sized mattress and a snaking row of paperbacks lined up around the floorboards. I kept my socks and underwear in the suitcase I’d brought when I came to Washington on a train and never left. All my other clothes hung in the closet.

      That Friday, I’d showered, shaved and dowsed myself in leathery cologne. Then, towel wrapped around me, I stood in front of my closet unable to decide what to wear. I didn’t want to wear much; it was well over ninety degrees outside. Of course, the trick would be staying cool while not looking like a complete slut.

      I could wear white shorts and a black tank, but the shorts were very short and the tank very tight. Cut-offs and a white tank? The cut-offs were ripped up the sides, though. I could make a new pair. I had an extra pair of jeans. Well, I had two pairs of jeans. I guess one could be called extra. Maybe it wasn’t such a good idea to cut it up, though. I had a pair of soccer shorts I could wear with a Key West T-shirt—I’d never been, though. The shirt had been given to me by a guy I saw for about two weeks who might have taken me there if we’d made it to week three.

      I couldn’t decide.

      “Wendi!” I yelled. “Help!”

      A moment late she stood in my doorway, wearing a peach-colored kimono and bunny slippers, and cooling herself with an opera fan. One nice thing about an English basement was that it didn’t get too hot, which didn’t mean it wasn’t still over eighty.

      “I need to decide what to wear,” I said. Then I laid out the possible outfits on my bed.

      “No, no, and no,” Wendi said. Then she went to my closet and picked out a simple white Oxford shirt and a pair of jeans.

      “Wendi, it’s hot out.”

      “Don’t wear socks,” she suggested.

      “I’m going to sweat.”

      “Make the prince buy you an ice cream.”

      “Can I borrow your fan, at least?”

      “Absolutely not. You’d look like a geisha,” said the girl who looked like a geisha.

      In the end, I went with her suggestion, and wore the jeans, the white shirt—buttoned only mid-way up my hairless chest—and a pair of penny loafers without socks.

      We met at seven in front of Lambda Rising on S Street. If it had been cooler, I would have walked. Instead, I took a bus. It wasn’t air-conditioned, but the windows were open and the air seemed cooler when the bus moved. It was only three stops anyway. I stood in front of the bookstore there, looking in the window. There were stacks of books artfully displayed: Faggots, The Joy of Gay Sex; States of Desire; Gaywyck. The books seemed random, but then maybe that was the point. Whatever you wanted was inside.

      I knew better than to go in, even though I wanted to. But every time I went I stayed for at least an hour and spent every penny in my pocket. Neither of which I wanted to do just then.

      I was so absorbed in trying not to go into the bookstore that I didn’t notice David coming out of it. He wore a very dark pair of Sergio Valente jeans and a pinstriped collarless shirt that was unbuttoned halfway down his chest. I could see the dark hair growing between his pectorals. In one hand, he grasped a paper bag that held a book.

      “I’m sorry,” he said. “Did you want to go inside?”

      “Oh God, no.”

      “You don’t like books? Why is it good-looking men never like to read?”

      “No, I love books. If I go inside I won’t say a word to you for at least an hour.”

      “Oh, I see,” he said, as though he didn’t.

      “What did you buy?” I asked.

      “The Persian Boy.”

      I smiled. He did have a sense of humor. That was nice to know since he hadn’t shown it much.

      “You haven’t read it?”

      “I read it years ago. I bought it for you. A gift.”

      “Oh, um, thank you.”

      “You’ve read it already, haven’t you?”

      “My mother read it when it came out in paperback. I was about sixteen and I asked if I could read it when she was done. She said that I could, but explained there were sex scenes between Alexander the Great and the eunuch. She told me when I got to them I should pretend the eunuch was a woman. That’s what she did.”

      “And did you follow her advice?”

      “Not at all.” I smiled.

      “Since you’ve read the book, should I return it? I could get you something else. I’m sure they have books you haven’t read.”

      “No, I want it. I’d like to have my own copy. My mother insisted on having hers back.”

      He smiled. “Sometimes it’s enough to own a book, isn’t it? You know you may never read it again, but you still want it.”

      “It’s a terrible vice,” I admitted.

      “Nonsense. There’s an Oscar Wilde quote, I think it goes ‘he hadn’t a single redeeming vice.’ That’s not true of you, is it though? You have many redeeming vices.”

      I was giddy. I was with a very attractive prince who quoted Oscar Wilde to flirt with me. What more could I want? I felt like the luckiest boy in the world.

      We walked around the corner to Connecticut Avenue and began heading south. The street was made up of small storefronts at the bottom of two- and three-story brick buildings from the turn of the century. Trendy businesses popped up every month and either thrived or withered. There was always something new to look at.

      “So, if you’re from Persia, why do you have a British accent?”

      “My family is Persian, but I was born in England. I went to school there. I travel on a British passport.”

      “Isn’t that the same thing as being British?” I asked.

      “That’s so American. Thinking you can be something simply because you choose it.”

      There was something slightly offensive about his saying that. I had the feeling he’d find me very rude if I made a similar kind of generalized comment about Persians. Though I could hardly make one since I didn’t know enough about them. I decided to ignore it.

      “What are you doing in Washington?”

      “My father has business here.”

      “What kind of business?”

      He was silent. The sky was thick with dark clouds that made it seem later than it was.

      “Have you eaten dinner?” he asked, changing the subject. “I’m sorry, I should have said dinner when I called.”

      “I haven’t eaten,” I said. I’d been too nervous to eat. I was still too nervous, but I could pretend to eat if that’s what he wanted to do.

      “What kind of food do you like?”

      I tried to think what was nearby. Rascals had food. Did I really want to take my prince to a gay bar? Not on a first date. And I didn’t want to spend a whole lot of money. Did princes go Dutch? Or did they always pay? Or did they ever pay?

      “I think there’s a pizza place. Do you like pizza?”

      “Everyone likes pizza. What do you like on yours?” he asked.

      I’d worked at a pizza place when I was seventeen, which meant I’d gotten pretty bored with pizza and had begun to experiment with some exotic combinations.

      “I like ham, onions, black olives and mushrooms,” I said.

      “Ham, interesting.”

      There was something wrong with ham and it took me a moment to remember exactly what. “Oh, so I guess you’re a Muslim?”

      “Yes, of course.”

      “Do you go to chu—mosque? It is mosque, right?”

      “I go very seldom. My father considers religiosity to be vulgar. You’re a Christian, aren’t you?”

      “No, I’m not. I don’t really believe.”

      “But you were born to a Christian family?”

      “Well, yeah, my mother’s a Methodist.”

      “Then you’re a Christian. What you believe has little to do with religion. You can’t escape your birth.”

      I wasn’t sure I believed that, but I didn’t say so because it was a first date and I did really want him to like me. After a moment, he asked, “Do you like Chinese food?”

      “Yes, I think so.”

      “You think so? Aren’t you sure?”

      “I like sweet and—” I almost said sweet and sour pork, but it felt rude to mention that after the ham thing. “Lemon chicken. I like lemon chicken.”

      “Why don’t we eat here then,” David said, gesturing toward a Chinese restaurant called Imperial Palace. We went in and it was hardly a palace, despite the presumably royal decor.

      The restaurant, which took up only a single storefront, was red. The walls, the floors, the booths, everything was red, and anything that wasn’t red was gold.

      We were led to a booth in the back by a small Chinese woman. Before we ordered, we were brought a teapot and a couple of handle-less teacups. We talked about the restaurant for a few minutes—the food was good, he’d eaten there before—and then we fell into staring at each other. Stares that made my heart quiver.

      Another Chinese woman, younger than the first, came to our table and said, half command/half question, “You order now.”

      I began to order lemon chicken, but David wouldn’t let me. “No, don’t order what you always have, be more adventurous. Order something you’ve never had before.”

      “You go first then,” I said, to give myself another few minutes to decide.

      He ordered General Tso’s Chicken while I scrambled to decide on something, finally ordering broccoli in oyster sauce with beef. I dreaded finding out what oyster sauce really was, but I did like beef. Maybe it wouldn’t be so bad.

      When the waitress left, he smiled at me and then said, “Tell me your dreams, Patrick.”

      “My dreams? Sometimes I dream I’m back in school and it’s time for the final and I didn’t go to any of the classes and haven’t studied at all for the test.”

      “I didn’t mean that kind of dream and I think you knew that. What do you like to do?”

      “I like to read.”

      “Do you want to be a writer?”

      I shook my head. “I don’t know what I’d write about. I don’t think I have anything to say.”

      “Maybe you will one day.”

      “I hope not. If you think about it, books are always about terrible things.”

      “Yes, they often are. In that case, I hope you’re lucky enough that you never have anything to write about.”

      When he said that, it seemed like he was sure no one was that lucky. Since I didn’t want to think about that too much, I turned the question around on him and asked, “What are your dreams?”

      “I have a simple dream. I would like someday to go home.”

      I wanted to tease him, but he looked lost and hurt and proud at the same time. The sadness in his voice made me want to buy him a ticket home right then, except I think the home he meant did not exist.

      When our dinners came we shared them, so I ended up trying two dishes I’d never had before. I liked them both, but I liked the beef with oyster sauce more. We said little as we ate, other than ‘try this’ and ‘this is good.’ Between bites we smiled at each other as though we shared a secret that only we knew. And perhaps we did.

      Taking my last bite, I said, “I’m dying to get you into my bed.”

      “I’m sorry, I don’t have sex on a first date. Should I call you an ambulance now? Or later?”

      “Ambulance?” I asked, then I got it. “Oh, because I’m dying. I tried to smile as I wondered why he didn’t want to have sex. At the club he’d seemed so forward, so confident, so⁠—

      “You kissed me seconds after you met me. Actually, you hadn’t yet met me when you kissed me.”

      “That was a bit out of character. I don’t know what it was, your eyes perhaps, or the way you smiled at me. Whatever it was, it was impossible for me not to kiss you.”

      I wondered if I had a smile that would make it impossible for him not to have sex with me. I tried one out. He smiled back at me, looking amused, as though he knew exactly what I was trying to do.

      “You’re not a very patient person, are you?”

      “No. Not at all.

      After the dinner dishes were bused, we read our fortune cookies: I would be ‘traveling soon and should pack wisely,’ while David would be ‘betrayed by a fair-weather friend.’ He brushed off the bad news and shrugged, “It’s a very easy fortune to give. Everyone suffers betrayals big and small every day.”

      Then he walked me back to my apartment. I asked him again to come in, but he shook his head and then there, in the dark of my doorway, he kissed me deeply, passionately, saying, “There’s nothing wrong with waiting for something you want.”

      “And there’s nothing wrong with having what you want right now.”

      “How very American. You live in a world of instant coffee and microwave ovens and TV dinners ready in minutes.”

      I was pretty sure they had all those things in England and possibly even Tehran, but I didn’t say anything. Instead, I asked, “Did you just compare me to a TV dinner?”

      “I don’t think you’re a TV dinner. I think there’s much more to you than that. Perhaps a full, sit-down, gourmet meal.”

      I smiled at him. “Like at Le Marquis?”

      “Better. And I’m making a reservation.”

      And then he kissed me again. I grabbed him by the front of his shirt and thought about pulling him inside my apartment against his will. But I had the feeling he meant what he said, and that he’d be upset if I tried to get him to do something he didn’t want to do.

      Eventually he stopped kissing me and said a very formal, “Good night, Patrick.”

      “Good night.”

      Floating on a cloud made of every silly, romantic movie I’d ever seen, I drifted into my apartment only to come face to face with my roommate lurking on the sofa.

      “I’m so sorry,” she said, as soon as she saw I was alone.

      “What are you sorry about?” I asked, too distracted by the feel of David on my lips to figure it out.

      “The prince. It didn’t work out.”

      “It worked out just fine.”

      “Did he fuck you in the alley?”

      “Of course not. He just kissed me. He wants to wait for the rest.”

      She frowned. “Is he gay?”

      “Of course he’s gay.”

      “Are you sure?”

      “He kisses like a gay guy.”

      She shrugged. “Every gay guy I’ve ever known was all fuck now, talk later. Including you.”

      “Well, now you know one who’s not like that.”

      “Okay…” she said, giving up the point. I started to walk toward my bedroom. “Hey, did you see you got some mail? A catalog for Georgetown. Are you going back to college?”

      “My mother probably asked them to send it. She wants me to go back to college.”

      “Is she going to pay for it?”

      “No.”

      “Do you have the grades for Georgetown?”

      “No.”

      “So, your mom’s delusional?”

      “Something like that. Night.”
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      For our second date, David double-parked in front of my building in the most amazing car: a white Lincoln Continental Mark V. The sun glinted off its sharp elegant angles, the sunroof opened to the beautiful evening, while the tinted windows promised an intimacy that can only be purchased. When he climbed out of it, he looked like an ad for the sunglasses he wore, or his pleated gray slacks, or maybe the Lincoln itself.

      I ran out of my apartment and jumped into the gorgeous vehicle. The inside was white leather and butterscotch-colored carpet. The dashboard had all sorts of gages and dials, and a built-in 8-track player. In the back seat was a leather case with all of David’s tapes. I picked out Fleetwood Mac’s Rumours album and we listened to it as David drove me to a crab restaurant in Maryland. We ordered one of those steamed dinners where they bring everything in one pot and dump it on the paper-covered table in front of you.

      Somehow, as we ate mussels and clams and lobster claws all drenched in butter, David managed to stay completely clean while I ended up dipped in melted butter.

      “So, I was wondering, have you ever had a boyfriend?” I asked, licking my fingers.

      “I suppose, yes.”

      “More than one?”

      “Yes.”

      “Tell me about them?”

      “The first was my friend, Ebrahim. We went to public school together at Uppingham. You’ve probably never heard of it. It’s in the middle part of England. I suppose that’s not important, though. Ebrahim was my first.”

      “You said ‘friend.’ You still see him when you’re in England?”

      “Oh no, no, he’s here. Our fathers are constantly hatching plans. He was with me at Exile. You didn’t see him?”

      “I didn’t see anyone but you. Tell me, who were your other boyfriends?”

      “Just one other. That was last year, right after we came to Washington. He worked for a nonprofit that does charity work in Africa. It was very intense.”

      “How did it end?”

      “He went to Africa. What about you? Have you had a boyfriend?”

      “Not exactly. I mean, there have been guys.” I suddenly realized if I told him too much I might sound like a slut. There had been guys, a lot of guys, just very few who were even close to being boyfriends. “There was a guy at school. And then, I came to Washington with another guy who I thought was going to be my boyfriend, but it turned out he wasn’t.”

      “And girls?” he asked.

      “Me? Never. What about you?”

      “Oh yes, of course.” He smiled vaguely. “It’s pleasant enough.”

      “Pleasant?”

      “Yes.” He studied me a moment and considered. Then he shrugged and said, “A woman is like black-and-white television. But who wants to watch black-and-white television after they’ve seen color?”

      I decided I probably shouldn’t share that opinion with Wendi. She was likely to get offended, and she could be offended for days.

      “I’ve never been in love,” I said.

      “Sometimes, I think I have but then I wonder. If you’ve been in love you don’t wonder.”
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        * * *

      

      Two more dates and David came inside. There was something about his wanting to wait I’d begun to find charming. No one had ever made me do that before. The guys I’d known had all wanted sex right away, and often did not come back. Really, they were little more than tricks. David was different. He kept coming back, even without sex.

      When he said he wanted to come in, I said, “Finally.”

      That made him laugh. He often laughed at me, though I wasn’t always trying to make him laugh.

      We went back to my room and took off our clothes. That first touch, I expected a spark to go off, to ignite us. But there was nothing out of the ordinary, just his lovely skin; his body like a foreign land, exotic and undiscovered. My tongue mapping the hills and dells, the dips and turns; my fingers exploring him, uncovering him, exposing the landscape of him. I touched as much of him as I could, like an animal rubbing in his scent.

      Under him, legs hooked over his shoulders, his hair teasing my face, sweat running off him in tiny rivers, I wanted him, even in the midst of having him. I wanted him, ached for him, could not quench my thirst

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/kenmore-books-logoevensmaller.jpg





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.



OEBPS/images/code-name-liberty-ebook2.jpg
LAMBDA LITERARY AWARD-WINNER

MARSHALLTHORNTON

CODE NAME:

LIBERTY

=S e &

a novel of romantic suspense







