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It was pouring out. The rain was bouncing off the street like tiny bullets, and as Adam leaned forward to press his face against the glass, he watched the vehicles rush by on the slick street below. Even through the thick, double-pane glass, he could hear the loud whooshing sounds of the cars rushing by. From his vantage point, Adam could see most of Main Street, as well as the church’s illuminated steeple pointing high in the night sky. It was only six thirty in the evening, but it looked more like midnight.

Adam turned away from the window, annoyed. The last thing he wanted to do was go out there, in that torrential rainstorm. His older brother, Thomas, had made plans with him a few days ago, to go out for dinner. And not their regular dollar menus at McDonalds, or dirt cheap tacos, either. No. Thomas had informed him that he had booked a reservation at the White Swan restaurant. Saying it was nice was an understatement. Adam had already googled the Swan’s menu earlier that afternoon; even their appetizers were upwards of fifteen to twenty dollars. It was all local salmon, and vegan enchiladas, their prices jacked up because it was in the more affluent section of town. What a frigging rip-off.

Adam sighed. It was getting late. Thomas would be expecting him at the restaurant soon, and he was by no means respectable looking. In fact, he was still wearing his boxers and faded Blue Jay’s t-shirt as pyjamas, since last night. He’d have to dig around his tiny, cramped rented room to find something decent to wear. His navy blue slacks would do; they were ironed in his closet. And a nice, button-up shirt. Something to keep him warm, but also nice looking. He’d have to layer up against the chill. He’d wear a hoody, with a jacket over top. 

Adam glanced around the room. Where were his gloves, and his umbrella? By the time he bundled up against the chill and walked down to the bus stop, he’d be drenched. No. That wasn’t an option. He’d just have to stay indoors tonight. To hell with Thomas and his stupid double date idea. It was too cold and dreary for that. 

Adam picked up his cell phone off the night stand, and texted his brother to let him know he wouldn’t meet him at the restaurant. Thomas would be pissed. He’d set him up with a blind date. Some guy named Aston, a blond tennis player Thomas had met through school. He’d seen a picture (albeit blurry), and he though the guy looked attractive. Not really his type, but attractive nonetheless. Aston. Christ Almighty - the name sounded so pretentious. Adam knew how much this meant to his brother, but personally, he didn’t’ think he was up to dating anyone. Not yet. He’d only just recently gotten out of a relationship. It felt too rushed. 

Adam lied face down on the bed, pressing his face into the pillow. January was his worst favourite month. He hated winter in general, but once Christmas was over, he had to settle with January’s frigid temperatures, bone-chilling damp, and dreary dark days. It was days like that that made him want to curl up in bed for hours, and not emerge until summer arrived. 

His phone rang. Without even looking at the screen, Adam held it to his ear, and shifted his head to the side. He knew it was Thomas. The guy would never let him skip out.

“What?”Adam asked. “Thomas, I told you – I’m not feeling up to this.”

“Adam! Bro, you’re seriously flaking out on me?” Thomas shouted into the phone. “Don’t do this. I got here early, snagged us a great table. C’mon, Adam.”

Adam could hear loud music from the bar, as well as many voices clamouring to be heard in the loud environment. There was also the prevalent sound of laughter, and of the hockey game on the big screen TVs. 

“Dude, I told you to be here by seven. I’ve already ordered appetizers,” Thomas said. “Adam, don’t be a pussy. It’s just a blind date.”

“Man, I don’t feel like going anywhere. I’m –“Adam sucked in a deep breath. “It’s been a long day, Thomas. I’m staying in.”

“Okay, get your skinny ass out of bed, because I know you’re just lying there and procrastinating. If you take the bus, you’ll miss the date, so don’t even bother. I’ve already called you a cab. It’ll be outside your apartment in five minutes. Do this for me, alright? Aston’s a good guy. He really is.”

“Five minutes?” Adam squawked. “I’m not fucking ready, man.” 

Pressed for time, and despite his reservations, Adam forced himself out of bed. His brother, ever the authoritarian when it came to Adam’s life, would never take no for an answer. Adam knew that if he continued to lie in bed, he’d receive dozens of texts and phone calls from Thomas, until he eventually caved. It annoyed him that Thomas had called the cab for him before even consulting him, and it annoyed him that his brother had known that he was lying in bed, instead of getting ready. Whatever. Thomas had always had his back, ever since their parents had died a few years ago. He was all he had for family.

He dressed in a hurry, and went downstairs to wait for the cab. It was there pretty fast, and the drive through town went by quite fast. Adam paid the man in cash, and slammed the taxi door shut behind him. He rushed up the stairs to the restaurant, pausing for a brief moment to scan the parking lot. He spied his brother’s beat-up blue vehicle, easily recognizable with its collegiate football bumper stickers, and cracked rear window. Yup, Thomas was in the building all right. 

The White Swan restaurant was a popular place in town, sporting a bar on one side, and a large, open dining area on the other. It hosted many large TV sets bolted to the wall, visible from every table. As soon as Adam walked in, he made a beeline straight for the men’s room. His hair was plastered to his skin, and judging from his bedraggled appearance, it looked like he’d been swimming in the ocean for a few hours, instead of just standing outside on the sidewalk waiting for the cab for the briefest of minutes. What a great first impression he’d make. Ugh. Adam combed his hair until it was somewhat respectable, and stared at his gaunt expression in the mirror.

Aston, as it turned out, was pretty much exactly like he’d envisioned from the description his brother had given him. He wasn’t, however, a boorish snob. Yes, he was blond, and a tennis player. And yes, he was rich – both his parents were lawyers. But he was actually quite funny. It was the only saving grace for their otherwise painfully awkward double-date. He wasn’t much of a social butterfly. Adam was tired; from work, and the winter blues, and just life in general. He was often described by his brother as moody. That was a fitting word. 

Thomas sat with his girlfriend, Lily, a college student that shared two of his classes. She was pretty cute; curly, red hair that went down to her shoulders, and sun-kissed cheeks and shoulders. They’d been dating for a few months now. Compared to some of the other girls his brother had dated, Lily was eons better. Adam liked her easy-going nature, and the way she laughed. She was a friendly person.

Adam sat across from his date, trying desperately to think of something to say. No topics came to mind, so instead, he simply listened to Aston talk about his college classes, and the vehicle he was saving up for. It wasn’t super interesting, but it passed the time. Aston talked about his part-time job giving tennis lessons to children at the country club.

Thankfully, by the time the waiter made his way to their table to ask if they wanted dessert, everyone was stuffed. Adam didn’t think he’d be able to afford the eleven dollar vegan mousse, or the nine dollar slice of home-style organic apple pie. The bill would already be skyrocketed from their appetizers and mains as it were. 

“So . . .  how are we splitting this? Four way?”Aston asked, reaching for his wallet. “I can pay for the bill.”

“No, no,” Thomas said, waving him off. “I invited you. This is my treat, bro.”

Thomas and Lily got up to pay the bill, leaving Aston and Adam awkwardly sitting at the table alone. He tried to avoid his brother’s suggestive wink as he’d stood up, Thomas tilting his head in Aston’s direction ever so slightly. He knew what Thomas wanted – his brother was constantly telling him that if he just got laid once in a while, maybe he’d chill out and not act so sullen all the time. Like sex was some kind of magic cure-all for his ailments. He disagreed. Thomas, ever the match-maker, seemed pretty darned certain that Aston was the right kind of guy for him. And on that point, Adam wasn’t so sure that he’d disagree entirely. Aston seemed nice enough.

“So,” Aston said, leaning back in his seat. He ran his fork along the edge of his plate, making a high-pitched screeching sound that made Adam’s ears hurt. “My man Thomas, he says you’re a writer.”

“Yeah, I guess you could say that.” Adam fought the urge to reach across the table, and pry the fork out of the man’s hands. The noise was distracting. “I consider myself a writer, but I’m not like, published or anything. It’s more of a hobby, really.”

“Cool, cool. What do you write? Fiction or non-fiction?”He asked, interested.

“Fiction, mostly. I’ve been sort of working on this horror novel for a while, but I’m no Stephen King or anything. It’s a very rough draft.”

“Yeah? I like horror,” Aston said, grinning. “Maybe I could read it sometime.”

“Sure.” Adam returned the smile. “How do
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