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“H e r na me is Me la nie Monroe ,” I s a y to

S te ve , my pa rtne r, a s he s ta re s a t the

s hort, curvy blonde ma king he r wa y towa rd us . 

“God. S he wa s the bigge s t bitch in high s chool.

Typica l rich girl who we nt to Ca tholic s chool

cuz Mom a nd Da d ma de he r. Not a Ma donna

or a whore , but s ome whe re right in be twe e n.”

“Die go Ma rtine z,” Me la nie s a ys a s s he

s tops right ne xt to my cha ir a t the ba r. “How

the he ll a re ya ? ” S he ma ke s th is odd s norting

nois e a s s he looks me up a nd down. Afte r the

once -ove r, s he s ta re s down a t my fe e t a nd

purs e s he r lips a t the s ight of my le a the r

s a nda ls . S he plops he r de s igne r, ove rs ize d

purs e on the ba r, right in the ba rte nde r’s

s e rving a re a . “I gotta go pe e ,” s he a nnounce s . 

“Wa tch my s tuff.” S he doe s n’t wa it for a ny

re s pons e . S he de s e rts he r purs e on the ba r

a nd he a ds towa rd the la die s room.

“Wha t is s he doing he re ? ” S te ve a s ks .

“I ha ve no ide a .” I wa it a nd wa tch a s

s he e nte rs the ba throom. “But I ha ve a fe e ling

s he ca me he re to s pe cifica lly s e e me .”

“We re you frie nds in high s chool? ”

“Fuck no. Ha te d the bitch, a nd s he

ha te d me . Us e d to ca ll me faggot a ll the time .”

“But s he ca me he re to s e e you? ”

“Le t’s jus t s a y we ha d a mutua l

boyfrie nd in high s chool.”

“Oh ye a h. You told me a bout h im. Your firs t? ”

“Ye a h. S ixte e n ye a r old Da vid

S unde rs on. He wa s s ome thing e ls e . S ta r

running ba ck on the footba ll te a m. Le t’s jus t 

s a y he ha d be a utiful e ye s .” I s tick out my two

inde x finge rs a nd hold the m a bout te n inche s

a pa rt. S te ve la ughs be ca us e he knows I’m not 

ta lking a bout Da vid ’s e ye s .

“Wha te ve r ha ppe ne d to him? ”

“We nt to colle ge on a footba ll

s chola rs hip a nd now I th ink he ’s a la wye r. 

Live s in town. I th ink. I th ink he a ctua lly

ma rrie d Me la nie . He ma rrie d s ome one from

high s chool a nd I a lwa ys thought it wa s he r.”

Me la nie e me rge s from the ba throom. As

s he wa lks ba ck towa rd us , s he s ta re s me

dire ctly in the e ye s . He r ga ze doe s n’t bre a k

mine . He r he a d is tilte d forwa rd a nd he r lips a re

s till purs e d toge the r tightly. S he a ppe a rs a s

unfrie ndly a s a che e ta h s ta lking he r pre y, a nd I

a ga in wonde r wha t the he ll s he wa nts from me .

“Me la nie Monroe , th is is my pa rtne r, 

S te ve .” I le a n ba ck in my cha ir s o S te ve ca n

le a n clos e r a nd s ha ke he r ha nd.

“Nice . You ha ve a pa rtne r,”Me la nie

re plie s , s ha ke s S te ve ’s ha nd, a nd a dds , “I’m

a ctua lly Me la nie S unde rs on.”

“Nice ,” I re ply. “S o you mus t ha ve

ma rrie d Da vid S unde rs on.”

“Ye a h, ma rrie d. P a s t te ns e . We jus t 

divorce d la s t ye a r.”

Forest
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by Andrew L. Huerta



“Wow. S orry,” I s a y. “You s hould ta ke

ba ck your la s t na me . Be come Me la nie Monroe

a ga in. I a lwa ys love d your na me .”
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“Ye a h, I know I s hould. But we ha ve two

kids a nd I wa nt to ke e p us a ll. we ll.” S he looks

a wa y. He r unfrie ndly s ta re is gone , a nd s he

s ta nds ne xt to me with both ha nds hold ing he r

la rge he a vy purs e down in front of he r.

Afte r a fe w s e conds of s ile nce , I a s k, 

“Me la nie , why a re you he re ? ”

“I don’t know.” S he ra is e s he r right ha nd

a nd pus he s ba ck the front of he r ha ir. S he

holds he r ha ir ba ck, jus t ove r he r fore he a d, a nd

s ta re s a t me . “I he a rd tha t you ha ng out he re . I

gue s s I jus t wa nte d to ta lk to you a nd s e e wha t

th is pla ce wa s like .” S he looks a round the ba r

unimpre s s e d. “I re a lly wa nte d to s e e wha t you

we re like now, a nd s e e wha t the pe ople he re

we re like .” S he s ighs he a vily, le ts go of he r ha ir,

a nd it a ll fa lls ba ck pe rfe ctly into pla ce .

“Me la nie ? ” I wa it for he r to look a t me

a ga in. “Are you he re to s e e wha t ga y pe ople

a re like ? And wha t it’s like in a ga y ba r? ”

“Tha t’s pa rt of it.” S he nods he r he a d in

a gre e me nt. He r unfrie ndly look ha s now be e n

re pla ce d by a look of guilt mixe d with a la rge

dos e of curios ity.

“P a rt of wha t? ”

Me la nie ’s phone rings . It’s in he r la rge , 

ugly purs e a nd it’s one of thos e ring tone s tha t 

s ounds like a n old la nd-line phone with the

pus h button dia ls . “Wa it,” s he s a ys , a s s he

ope ns he r purs e a nd rumma ge s out he r ce ll

phone . “S hit. It’s Da vid . He ha s the kids , s o I

ne e d to ta ke th is . I’m gonna go out to the

pa rking lot, but I’ll be ba ck. Buy me a drink.”

“Buy your own fucking drink,” I re ply.

“Buy me a drink, faggot!” s he ye lls . As

he r phone continue s to ring, s he looks a round

a t the five othe r pe ople a t the ba r who a re now

s ta ring ba ck a t he r.

“S he ’s kidding,” I s a y.

Me la nie s ta nds s ile nt with the loud

phone in he r ha nd. Afte r a s e cond s he

a ns we rs it. “Da vid . J us t give me a s e cond. I

ne e d to go s ome whe re whe re it’s quie t. Hold

on.” S he holds the phone to he r s ide a nd

ma ke s he r wa y to the door.

“Wha t do you wa nt to drink? ” I ye ll ba ck

a t he r.

“Vodka ma rtini, s tra ight up, with a twis t.”

Be n, our fa vorite ba rte nde r be gins

ma king he r drink.

“Did you ge t tha t? ” I a s k Be n.

“Oh, ye a h. I got it, faggot”Be n re plie s .

“S o wha t’s he r de a l? ” S te ve a s ks , a s we

both wa tch Be n ma ke he r ma rtini a nd pla ce it 

down in front of me .

“I don’t know. We ne ve r re a lly ta lke d tha t

much in high s chool. S he wa s pa rt of the ube r

popula r crowd, while I wa s pa rt of the middle

crowd. You know? The re we re a lwa ys more of

us . We took up mos t of the s chool, but no one

e ve r wa nte d to be us , a nd we a ll pa id more

a tte ntion to the m. Be s ide s . I wa s a lwa ys drunk

in high s chool. How do you th ink I wa s a ble to

s ta y in the clos e t for s o long? ”

“S o s he divorce s th is Da vid S unde rs on

ove r a ye a r a go, a nd now come s he re to s e e

you, a nd ta lk to you a bout it. S tra nge chick,”

S te ve a dds , a s we both s ta re a t the ba ck door

of the ba r.

S te ve a nd I a re s itting in “our corne r” of 

the ba r. Two ta ll s tools a t the e nd of a long

me ta l ba r. Awa y from othe r pe ople , but right 

ne xt to the ba rte nde r’s s e rvice a re a a nd

us ua lly s urrounde d by e ve ryone e ls e who

works a t the ba r. A s a fe pla ce whe re we ca n

wa tch pe ople , ma ke comme nts , a nd s it in

judgme nt. We ’re on the ba ck pa tio of our

frie ndly ne ighborhood ga y ba r, IBT’s on 4th

Ave nue . We ha ng out he re e ve ry S a turda y



a fte rnoon for ha ppy hour a nd ka ra oke . Afte r a

fe w drinks a t ha ppy hour, our s inging ge ts a

little bit be tte r. But the n, a fte r a fe w more

drinks a t the e nd of ha ppy hour, our s inging

quickly ge ts a little wors e . Me la nie took he r

phone a nd wa lke d out the ba ck door of the

pa tio. I know s he ’s in the pa rking lot ta lking

with Da vid , a nd I wonde r if I ha ve time to te ll

S te ve much a bout Da vid S unde rs on.
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“S o. Da vid ’s ga y,” I be gin. “I be t he

divorce d Me la nie cuz he ’s fina lly come out of 

the clos e t.”

“Or got ca ught with a nothe r guy’s d ick in

his mouth ,”Be n a dds , a s he le a ns in to he a r

more of my s tory.

“He a nd Me la nie s ta rte d da ting in high

s chool.”

“Whe n did you s ta rt s e e ing him? ” S te ve

a s ks .

“He wa s ne ve r my boyfrie nd . He wa s

a lwa ys Me la nie ’s boyfrie nd . He a nd I jus t us e d

to me e t e ve ry now a nd the n a nd me s s

a round.”

“Eve ry now a nd the n? ”Be n a s ks .

“Ye a h,” I s a y, trying to re me mbe r a s

much a s I ca n a bout tha t ye a r. “He wa s a

s e nior whe n I wa s a junior in high s chool. He ’d

a lwa ys be e n re a lly frie ndly with me . He kne w I

wa s ga y, a nd I kne w he wa s curious . Re a lly

curious . S o we e nde d up hooking up a t the

be ginning of my junior ye a r. You know. it wa s

the mid-e ightie s . Nobody ta lke d a bout be ing

ga y. I kne w I could ne ve r come out of the

clos e t, e s pe cia lly in high s chool, cuz I’d ge t the

s hit kicke d out of me . Eve n in Ca tholic s chool I

kne w s ome one would be a t me up e ve n if I

me ntione d the word ga y. And the n a ll of the

prie s ts a nd te a che rs would jus t look the othe r

wa y.”

“S o how did you guys fina lly hook up? ”

S te ve a s ks .

“Is th is e xciting to you? ”

“Kinda ,” he re plie s .

“High s chool s e x is s o cool,” Be n a dds .

“S o ne xt to. you know. our little

Ca tholic s chool the re wa s th is va ca nt lot. It 

wa s kinda in the middle of the ne ighborhood, 

in be twe e n a ll of the s e big hous e s , a nd it wa s

fille d with ole a nde rs a nd the s e big me s quite

tre e s . We ca lle d it S upe rma n’s Fore s t. It’s

whe re a ll the couple s would go to ma ke out 

a nd be a lone . I th ink the re wa s e ve n a n old

ma ttre s s in the ba ck of the lot, a nd the re we re

a lot of rumors a bout tha t, but Da vid a nd I

ne ve r us e d the ma ttre s s . It wa s re a lly gros s .”

“S o you a nd Da vid would hook up in

S upe rma n’s Fore s t? ” I could te ll S te ve ’s

e xcite me nt is growing a nd I jus t s mile .

“Ye a h.” I pla ce my le ft ha nd ove r my

mouth a nd th ink. “I us e d to live by the s chool

a nd one da y Da vid followe d me whe n I wa s

wa lking home . Be fore I got to my hous e , I

ducke d into S upe rma n’s Fore s t a nd he

followe d me in. I d idn’t know if he would or not. 

But once he wa s the re with me , he we nt for it. 

He we nt down on his kne e s a nd we s ta rte d

me e ting in S upe rma n’s Fore s t a t le a s t once a

we e k. Le t’s jus t s a y. tha t wa s a ve ry good

ye a r.”

“S o it wa s a va ca nt lot s urrounde d by

big hous e s ? ” S te ve a s ks .

“Ye a h,” I re ply. “You know the old

ne ighborhood a round the s chool? The re wa s

jus t th is one pie ce of la nd be twe e n the hous e s . 

I me a n, it ha d a lot of tre e s a nd bus he s , a nd it 

re a lly looke d like a s ma ll fore s t. The ma in th ing

wa s tha t you ha d a lot of priva cy once you we re

in it. I me a n, no one could s e e you from the

roa d or the s urrounding hous e s . It wa s de ns e

a nd kinda s ca ry. I re me mbe r. you know.

whe n Da vid wa s s e rvicing me . I’d s ta re up into

the me s quite tre e s . I me a n the me s quite s we re

pre tty big, but the y ha d the s e re a lly long thorns .

I me a n long. a bout thre e



or four inche s long. The s e th ings looke d like

woode n dowe ls s ticking out a ll ove r the

bra nche s a nd the y we re re a lly s ha rp a t the tips .

Da vid a nd I a lwa ys ca lle d the m the de a dly

me s quite tre e s . And the n the re we re white

ole a nde rs a ll a round. Da vid a lwa ys s a id how

pois onous the flowe rs we re a nd the n he ’d pick

a bunch a nd ta ke the m to Me la nie . Nice , huh? ”
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“Wha t a good ga y boyfrie nd ,” S te ve

a dds .

We a ll wa tch a s Me la nie wa lks ba ck into

the pa tio. S he s e e ms irrita te d a nd a ngry, but 

the n a ga in, a s fa r a s I know, s he a lwa ys looks

like tha t.

S te ve ge ts down from his ba r s tool a nd

pulls it out for Me la nie . “He re . Ta ke my cha ir.   I

’m gonna go ins ide a nd s e e Richa rd. Le t you

two ta lk.”With tha t he ma ke s his wa y to the

ins ide ba r.

“S o he re ’s your ma rtini,” I s a y, a s I pus h

the drink in front of Me la nie .

“Tha nks ,” s he re plie s .

Be n a ppe a rs in front of us a ga in a nd

notice s my e mpty be e r bottle . “And you? ” he

a s ks . “Would you like a nothe r be e r, 

S upe rma n? ”

“Fuck you,” I s a y.

“I’ll ta ke tha t a s a ye s .”

“Ye a h, a nd ma ke it a double .”

“How bout I jus t give you th is one ,” Be n

pla ce s a ne w cold bottle down on the white

na pkin in front of me , “a nd ba ck you up for the

ne xt one .” He the n pla ce s a n ups ide down

s hot gla s s ne xt to my be e r.

“Tha nks ,” I s a y.

Whe n Be n is s ta nding a t the oppos ite

s ide of the ba r, Me la nie s e e ms a bit more

re la xe d . S he holds onto the s te m of he r ma rtini

gla s s , but doe s n’t d rink it. S he s lowly twirls the

gla s s in front of he r, by its long s te m, a nd

s ta re s ove r a t Be n inte ntly wa tching his e ve ry

move . Aga in, s he purs e s he r lips toge the r a nd

s a ys , “I know a bout you a nd Da vid . In high

s chool.”

He r e ye s a re s till fixe d on the oppos ite

s ide of the ba r. S he s ta re s a t nothing with he r

lips pus he d tightly toge the r.

“Wha t do you know a bout me a nd

Da vid? ”

“Tha t you us e d to blow him in

S upe rma n’s Fore s t.” S he s tops a nd wa tche s

he r ma rtini gla s s a s s he continue s to s lowly

s pin it in he r ha nd. With a de e p bre a th, 

Me la nie picks up the gla s s a nd drinks down

mos t of it.

I s top for a s e cond a nd think a bout the

a pproa ch I’m gonna ta ke . I could lie to Me la nie .

Te ll he r tha t e ve ryone a lwa ys ma de up rumors

a bout me be ca us e I wa s diffe re nt. Or te ll he r

bits of the truth tha t I’ve ne ve r told a nyone

be fore . How in the s e cond gra de e ve ryone

s ta rte d ca lling me “Fag” a nd how the na me

ca lling only s toppe d whe n I wa s in colle ge .

How my a unts a nd uncle s e ve n ca lle d me

“s is s y” or “we a k” or “joto”whe n I wa s a little

boy. Or how I ha d ne ve r kis s e d or e ve n

touche d a nyone until Da vid followe d me into

S upe rma n’s Fore s t tha t one da y. In high

s chool, I wa s a fra id a ll the time . Fe a r fille d my

life a nd s uppre s s ion be ca me my gre a te s t 

ta le nt. I would ha ve ne ve r come onto Da vid , or

ta lke d to him a bout be ing ga y, be ca us e I wa s

too a fra id of ge tting ca ught. I wa s a fra id of 

pe ople finding out a bout me a nd le tting

e ve ryone know tha t wha t the y we re s a ying

a bout me wa s true . Tha t Die go wa s a fa ggot.

Tha t I wa s a faggot who wa s me s s ing a round

with the mos t popula r guy in high s chool, a nd I

wa s loving e ve ry minute of it.

I pick up my be e r a nd ta ke a big s wig. 

“Actua lly, Me l,” I s a y. I know s he ha te s it whe n

pe ople ca ll he r Me l, but I don’t ca re . “My firs t 

time in S upe rma n’s Fore s t with Da vid . He ble w

me . And he wa s re a lly good a t it.”



Me la nie looks up from he r drink a nd

s ta re s me in the e ye s . “Faggot,” s he s a ys .
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“Bitch,” I re ply.

“I kne w it.”

“Wha t? Tha t you ’re a bitch.”

“No,” s he s a ys . I ca n s e e te a rs in he r

e ye s but s he s ta rts to la ugh . “We ll, ye s , I’m a

bitch . I’m a bitch , Die go! Is tha t wha t you wa nt 

to he a r? I don’t know wha t the fuck I’m doing

he re , a nd I fe e l like a tota l bitch be ca us e I ha d

to s e e you a nd find out the tru th. He a r it from

you dire ctly.”

“We ll, the tru th is . Wha t? Twe nty s e ve n

ye a rs a go I me s s e d a round with your e x-

hus ba nd in high s chool.”

“No,” s he s a ys . S he wipe s the te a rs

from he r e ye s but s till continue s to s mile . “I

gue s s . tha t twe nty s e ve n ye a rs a go you kne w

the truth a bout Da vid , a nd I jus t found out 

a bout it two ye a rs a go.”

“Me la nie , I’m s orry. I don’t know wha t to

s a y.”

“No,” s he be gins . “I wa nte d to he a r it 

from you a nd now I ha ve . But le t me a s k you

th is .” S he tilts he r he a d ba ck a nd blinks a wa y

more te a rs . S he e xha le s a nd bre a the s in a ga in

s lowly. “I know you proba bly don’t wa nt to ta lk

a bout th is . But. a nywa y. d id you e ve r ge t 

ma rrie d a fte r h igh s chool? ”

“You me a n to a woma n? ”

“Ye s ! To a woma n!”

“S o you ’re . .”

“No. I ne ve r wa nte d to be with a

woma n, e ve r.”

“The n if Da vid ’s ga y, a nd kne w he wa s

ga y whe n he wa s fucking a round with you in

high s chool, why did he ma rry me ? ” Me la nie

la ughs . It’s a n uncomforta ble la ugh.

Uncomforta ble for he r a nd re a lly

uncomforta ble for me . It’s a la ugh tha t’s force d

out of he r, like tha t que s tion tha t’s a ppa re ntly

be e n driving he r cra zy for quite s ome time .

S he e xha le s s lowly a nd bre a the s in a ga in. 

“P le a s e , Die go. All I’m looking for is s ome kind

of a ns we r.”

“I don’t know.” I finis h my be e r a nd pus h

the ups ide down s hot gla s s forwa rd. I know I

ne e d a nothe r one .

“Me la nie , it wa s the e ightie s . He wa s in

the clos e t. Eve ryone I kne w wa s in the clos e t,

e s pe cia lly in Ca tholic s chool. Come on.”

“But in high s chool, you we re diffe re nt. 

Eve ryone kne w you we re ga y, but no one e ve r

ta lke d a bout it. And it wa s like you didn’t ca re .”

“I fucking ha te d high s chool, be ca us e I

kne w it wa s not for me . All tha t s ocia l s h it in

high s chool. I wa s te rrible a t a ll of tha t. I wa s

lucky though , I kne w my life would cha nge in

colle ge , a nd I jus t worke d my wa y through high

s chool knowing tha t I would go a wa y to colle ge

a nd le a ve a ll tha t s h it be hind me . And I dra nk a

lot too, s o tha t he lpe d .”Be n pla ce s my ne xt 

be e r down in front of me . With a quick nod

from me , he a ga in pla ce s the ups ide down s hot

gla s s ba ck on the ba r ne xt to my be e r.

“S o did your life cha nge in colle ge ? ”

“Ye a h!” I s top mys e lf be ca us e I know I

’m s ta rting to s hout. “I d idn’t ne e d to fit in in

colle ge , I jus t ne e de d to do we ll. And I did . I

me a n I got my ba che lor’s a nd the n we nt ba ck

for my ma s te r’s a nd I jus t finis he d my P hD la s t 

ye a r. I like d colle ge a lot, I gue s s . I d id s pe nd

a bout fifte e n ye a rs ge tting my de gre e s .”

“Ye a h. On ca mpus . I’m Doctor

Ma rtine z.”

“And wha t do you do for a living? ”

“I te a ch ove r in the Gra dua te Colle ge a t 

U of A.”



“You te a ch wha t? ”
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“I te a ch te chnica l a nd profe s s iona l

writing. I’m ma inly a write r. I write a bunch of 

fic tion, s torie s a nd books , but my re a l job is

te a ching writing to unde rgra dua te re s e a rch

s tude nts . I s how the m how to docume nt the ir

work in writte n re ports a nd journa l a rtic le s . You

know, for pre s e nta tion a nd publica tion.”

“Nice ,” Me la nie s a ys a nd orde rs a nothe r

ma rtini.

“Wha t a bout you, Me la nie ? ” I s it up

s tra igh t in my cha ir a nd le a n clos e r to he r. 

“Wha t do you do whe n Da vid ’s not a round? ”

“I s e ll re a l e s ta te .” S he s tops a nd

wa tche s Be n pla ce a ne w ma rtini in front of 

he r. “And I’m a full-time mom. Da vid ’s good

with the kids , but ta king ca re of the m is a ll my

re s pons ibility.”

I look a wa y from Me la nie a nd the re ’s

a nothe r uncomforta ble s ile nce . I know s he

wa nts me to a ns we r he r que s tion, but I’m jus t 

not quite s ure wha t I wa nt to s a y. I th ink a bout 

Da vid a nd wha t he wa s like in high s chool, 

which a ga in wa s twe nty s e ve n ye a rs a go. I try

to ima gine wha t Da vid is like now, a s a forty

five ye a r old ma n, jus t coming out of the

clos e t, a nd s ta rting his life a s hope fully a n out-

a nd-proud-ga y-ma n. I try, but I ca n’t re me mbe r

a nyth ing a bout Da vid ’s fa mily, or wha t h is life

wa s like a wa y from s chool. We ne ve r ta lke d

a bout s tuff like tha t. All we did wa s me s s

a round. While Da vid wa s cons ide ra te a nd

a ffe ctiona te while we we re toge the r in

S upe rma n’s Fore s t, I ne ve r re a lly s a w him, or

s poke to him outs ide of the fore s t. Da vid wa s a

diffe re nt pe rs on whe n we we re toge the r, be hind

the tre e s , a nd we a lwa ys a voide d s e e ing e a ch

othe r a t s chool. Da vid would do his th ing, a nd I

would do mine . And the n we ’d hook up in

S upe rma n’s Fore s t a nd tha t wa s our re le a s e .

The fore s t wa s our s a fe pla ce , whe re we could

be ga y boys who e njoye d e a ch othe r’s

compa ny. We could be a lone toge the r. Awa y

from the world a nd wha t we we re e xpe cte d to

be . We could be young

homos e xua ls who re a lly didn’t ta lk to e a ch

othe r but de finite ly kne w how to ple a s e e a ch

othe r a nd ha ve a good time toge the r.

“Me la nie ,” I be gin. “You ’re the one who

knows Da vid be s t. My God, you jus t s pe nt the

la s t twe nty s e ve n ye a rs toge the r. You know he

mus t ha ve ma rrie d you be ca us e he love d you.

Don’t you? ”

“I don’t know,” s he re plie s . “Da vid love s

hims e lf a nd his pe rfe ct little life .”

“You ’re a pa rt of h is pe rfe ct little life . 

You ’re the wife who he lpe d him ge t to whe re

he is toda y. Look, Me la nie .” I le a n forwa rd a nd

pla ce both of my e lbows on the ba r. I try to

look he r in the fa ce but s he ’s s till s ta ring

forwa rd, wa tching Be n’s e ve ry move . “As

me n. a s Ame rica n me n, we ’re ra is e d with th is

e xpe cta tion of who a nd wha t we a re to be in

life . Eve ryone , e s pe cia lly ba ck in the e ightie s , 

e xpe cts a young ma n to ma rry the pe rfe ct 

young woma n, ge t a job, buy a hous e , pop out 

a fe w kids , a nd mow his fucking la wn the re s t 

of his life . I th ink for Da vid it wa s jus t a lot 

e a s ie r for h im to give into tha t life a nd thos e

e xpe cta tions . I me a n, tha t’s wha t he ’s

a chie ve d with you, right? You ’re the pe rfe ct 

wife , he ’s got the pe rfe ct job, a nd I’m thinking

he ’s got pe rfe ct kids . But now. wha t kind of 

life doe s he ha ve now? He s till ha s you a s his

pre fe ct firs t wife with his pe rfe ct little fa mily.

And he s till ha s you to he lp him ma inta in tha t 

pa rt of h is life . But a ls o. now he ’s out of the

clos e t, a nd he ’s s till a ble to e njoy a gre a t de a l

of tha t life . Tha t life tha t you he lpe d him

e s ta blis h.”Me la nie s ta re s forwa rd a nd be gins

to s lowly s pin he r ma rtini a ga in. “A lot of 

ma rrie d couple s divorce a nd go on to ha ve

s e pa ra te live s , but live s the y s till s e e m to

s ha re with the ir firs t s pous e s . Es pe cia lly if 

the re a re childre n involve d . Wha t ma ke s you

a nd Da vid a nd your re la tions hip a ny diffe re nt 

now tha t he ’s a dmitte d to be ing ga y?  Did he

che a t on you?  Or a re you ups e t tha t he lie d to

you a nd pre te nde d to be s ome thing he ’s not? ”

“He ne ve r che a te d on me ,” Me la nie

re plie s , oddly ca lm. S he looks a wa y from Be n.



S he turns he r he a d towa rd me but s ta re s a wa y

from my fa ce . “At le a s t he s a id he ne ve r

che a te d on me . He s a id the only ma n he ’s e ve r

be e n with is you.”

17
The Round Up Write r's Zine | roundupzine .com v. 1-3.5 2014

“Wow,” I re ply. I d idn’t me a n to s a y

a nyth ing. The word jus t s lippe d out of my

mouth a nd I’m kinda re gre tting it now. 

“Anywa y. go on.”

“He told me , Die go.” S he lifts he r he a d , 

now s ta ring me dire ctly in the e ye s . S he

purs e s he r lips toge the r a ga in, a nd I ca n s e e

tha t hungry a nd de te rmine d look on he r fa ce . 

“He s a id he kne w tha t he wa s going to be

oka y. I me a n. be oka y coming out of the

clos e t now, be ca us e he knows tha t the re a re

ga y me n like you in the world . S ome how. he

knows tha t you ’re in a re la tions hip. He knows

a bout you a nd S te ve , a nd tha t you ’ve be e n

toge the r a long time . He s a id he didn’t wa nt to

come a nd find you, a nd try a nd s ta rt a

re la tions hip with you, but tha t he wa nts to find

s ome one jus t like you. And ha ve a re la tions hip

like you a nd S te ve .”

“Wow.” The re it is a ga in. I cle nch my

te e th toge the r not knowing wha t e ls e to s a y.

“Tha t’s a ls o why I wa nte d to come a nd

find you. I wa nte d to know wha t you a re like

now, a nd I wa nte d to me e t S te ve . I gue s s I

wa nte d to ha ve a be tte r unde rs ta nding of 

wha t’s ha ppe ning to Da vid , a nd wha t he ’s

looking for now.”

“Wow.” I ’m dumbfounde d, a nd lite ra lly

ca n’t think of a nything e ls e to s a y. I jus t look

down a nd drink my be e r.

Afte r a fe w more s e conds of s ile nce , 

Me la nie a dds , “Ye a h. s o tha t’s a ll I re a lly

wa nte d to s a y. I ca n s e e now tha t you ’re a ll

fre a ke d out, s o I’m gonna go ba ck to my

pe rfe ctly fucke d-up-little -life a nd le a ve you

a lone .”

“Wow.” This time I s a y it in a

long, dra wn out tone .

“Gre a t, Die go. Tha nks , you ’ve be e n

re a lly he lpful.” S he le a ns forwa rd on the ba r

a nd pulls he r he a vy purs e clos e r to he r. 

“Ye a h. good luck with the te a ching a nd the

writing. Ma ybe you ca n e ve n write a little s tory

a bout you, me , a nd Da vid . Tha t is . if you ge t 

ha rd up for s ome thing to write a bout.”

I continue to s ta re forwa rd.

“J us t do me a fa vor.” S he s tops a nd

wa its for s ome kind of a re ply from me . I turn

a nd s ta re a t he r. “J us t don’t ma ke me out to be

a big bitch, oka y? You know. like how you

us e d to a lwa ys ca ll me a bitch in high s chool.”

“Oh, hone y,” I re ply. I purs e my lips

toge the r tigh tly, trying to hold ba ck my s mile . I

s te p down from my ba r s tool a nd s wig the re s t 

of my be e r. “I’m a write r, a nd I’m good, but I

a in’t tha t good.” I pick up my ups ide down s hot 

gla s s , s mile , a nd he a d for the ins ide ba r. Ine e d

to find S te ve a nd te ll h im the re s t of the s tory.

Andrew L. Huerta live s in Tucs on , 

Arizona whe re he ha s s pe n t the pa s t 15 ye a rs in h ighe r

e duca tion te a ch ing/a dvis ing s tude n ts who a re the firs t in

the ir fa milie s to a tte nd colle ge . Afte r comple ting h is MA

in Cre a tive Writing a nd P hD in Educa tion , he is now

fin is h ing up a colle ction of s hort s to rie s e n title d , A 

Different Man. His s hort s to rie s ha ve a ppe a re d in s uch

publica tions a s Creating Iris, The Storyteller, The 

Portable Wall, a nd evernight. For more informa tion

ple a s e vis it: www.andrewlhuerta.com

http://www.andrewlhuerta.com/
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F r o m

The

Round Up

Hi Ra inbow Blowe rs ,

Tha nks to e ve ryone who s ubmitte d to The Roundup’s P ride e dition!

Hope e ve ryone ha s e njoye d the ce le bra tion be twe e n the s e cove rs a nd

continue ce le bra ting with a fie rce drink a nd fie rce r pe ople . Now go ha ve

a n e xtra drink for the e ditors .

Che e rs !

The Roundup


