
        
            [image: cover]
        

    






































influential






Wynn Wagner











[image: tmp_d87216f970229e3aec388a55144a7629_nPYXZM_html_25e58bc9.png]







influential






Wynn Wagner






Smashwords Edition






Copyright 2009 Wynn Wagner











Other versions:

2005 print version

ISBN: 978-0-557-21787-8


 










































This is my love story to

Rick


1

It was not the way Nathan preferred to start
his day.

Orlando Bloom wearing SPEEDOs and serving him
breakfast in bed. The boy smiled warmly as he imagined steamy
hotcakes served flawlessly. Unfortunately that sort of thing
happened only rarely.

Okay: never. But he could dream.

Nathan hardly ever put being in a car wreck
on his To Do list. Even if he listed it, it would never be marked a
“must do today” item.

Some jet-powered bulldozer or kamikaze SUV
had run a red light and plowed into the right front corner of his
car. The impact was so fierce that Nathan wondered if he had missed
stopping at a train crossing. He went through that intersection
every day, and he never saw a train track. Maybe somebody laid the
tracks overnight.

Nathan wasn’t completely sure what had
happened. He guessed it was serious. It was closer to a train wreck
than a flea bite, on a scale of one-to-ten.

Everything was moving in slow motion, or
maybe his brain was working so fast it just seemed like everything
else has slowed.

The airbag was lickity-split, exploding at
the exact same time the other car hit him. Nathan decided his
airbag and the whatever-it-was-that-hit-him were in cahoots.

“Thwapt,” went the airbag, as it knocked
Nathan hard into the back of the seat. It was a secret pact that
General Motors had made to wreck the car just as it was almost
paid-off.

“Damn, those things have baby powder in
them,” he said as his car spun around in a complete circle.

“Tax audit,” Nathan said aloud as he made a
quick list of things he would have preferred over having his car
turned into a lazy-susan.

“Root canal,” he said as his car spun around
again. The spinning car seemed like it was involved in a kind of
ballet.

After the car stopped moving, he could still
hear the clanks of metal as various car parts came to their
respective resting places. One of the clanks was more of a thud,
and Nathan was wondering if he could guess what
body-part-turned-projectile would make such a noise.

“Where’s Orlando when you really need him?”
Nathan thought.

Powder from the airbag was everywhere. It was
all over him and the car, or what was left of the car. Nathan
decided that his next car should be an 18-wheeler or tank.

“You okay, son?” came a voice through the
space once occupied by the windshield of his car. It was a
familiar-sounding voice, but Nathan had some kind of vague thing
going on that the voice was the sound of evil.

The voice used the word “son.” If the voice
was really his father, Nathan reckoned the accident was fatal.
Nathan’s father had been dead for a number of years.

“Son?”

If he was hearing his father, then he must be
dead. He briefly looked around for some white light to follow.

“Let’s get some help over here,” shouted the
voice that was impersonating Nathan’s father.

In an instant, Nathan was surrounded by
flashing lights and men in uniform. He had hoped to see white light
and a tunnel, not blinking stuff.

“Okay, great,” Nathan laughed. “I’ve been
transported to a war zone.” He assumed there’d be cute guys in
uniforms in the group gathering around his wrecked car. Could be a
division of marines wearing sparkling shoes and shiny metal things
on their collars, he thought. The blinking lights made him think he
had run smack into a Las Vegas casino transported to Texas. Maybe
it was some kind of LSD-flashback even though he had never done
drugs.

Nathan started pulling at his seatbelt.

“No, no, sir,” a woman said. “We’ll take care
of you. Let us get you out of the car.” The woman tried to open the
driver’s side door. When the door wouldn’t open because of the
crash, she yanked it. The door snapped off as though it were a
cracker.

“I asked for Orlando,” Nathan said, “and get
Brunhilda.”

“Just stay there,” she said, reaching into
the car and attaching a tall plastic brace around his neck. “You’ll
be fine. I’m good at this.”

“I’m okay, Xena. Really,” Nathan protested as
he turned to get out of the car.

“Son, we’ll get you to a hospital,” said the
familiar voice. This time Nathan could see the man.











Daniel Moore was the governor of Texas:
Republican, self-styled conservative but actually far to the right
of being conservative. Gov. Moore was the clean-cut product of a
law school in Dallas. During his stint as governor, he made sure
corporations and rich donors were taken care of by the state, even
if it meant that there weren’t enough funds to spend on potholes
and rickety bridges.

Gov. Moore was popular with the National
Rifle Association and all the televangelists. He wanted gay men
like Nathan to go away, or at least be forced to sit in the back of
the bus.

“This is just ducky,” thought Nathan. “I
can’t wait to tell mom. She’ll burst a gasket.”

“Son,” said the governor is his thick Texas
twang, “we will get you to the hospital pronto.”

Nathan saw that the area was full of state
troopers and medical personnel. He made a note that governors get
faster service from the police than regular folks, and that Nathan
should devise a plan to become governor in case he ever was in
another car wreck or had a heart attack or something.

“This was not your fault, son,” said the
governor.

“I’m not your son, governor,” Nathan said,
wondering if the governor was in the conspiracy between his airbag
and the car that hit him.

The governor laughed. Nathan squinted his
eyes in the governor’s direction.

“We’re going to get you to the hospital, and
we are going to take care of gittin’ your car fixed.”

“I don’t need a hospital, but I will need to
be gittin’ a car,” Nathan said, mocking the governor’s accent, as
he tried to wipe some of the airbag powder from his lips. He saw
blinking strobe lights on the car that was partially impaled on his
engine.

“Oh great,” thought Nathan, “I was struck by
a police car. Had to be premeditated.”

“You got hit pretty hard,” said the Amazonian
woman who hand pulled the door off his car single-handedly. She was
squatting beside Nathan. “Sometimes head injuries don’t feel
serious at first.”

Nathan put up a hand in the
“talk-to-the-hand” gesture he liked to use.

“Maybe I wasn’t clear,” Nathan said, “I am
not going to the hospital.”

“But...”

“Talk to the hand,” Nathan said, “and leave a
message on my wrist. I am already late for work, and I don’t want
to get fired.”

“I don’t want to get fired, either,” said the
woman. “If you get sick this afternoon, they’re going to come
looking for me.”

“I’ll call your boss and explain what
happened,” said Gov. Moore.

“Yeah, okay,” said Nathan. “Thanks.”

“It is the least I can do,” the governor
noted. Nathan wanted to say that the governor really ought to
resign from office over this, but he figured Governor Dufus would
just smile and go on like he didn’t hear or understand.

“This is Trooper… Trooper Miller,” said the
governor as he read the nametag on the shirt of a buff young man
near the car. The governor didn’t even care enough to know the
names of the people on his protection detail.

Brunhilda, the paramedic, stayed in place.
She was not going to let the trooper near her patient. She saw
Nathan first and got… got… whatever it is that paramedics get.

State trooper Justin Miller was wearing a
steel-gray uniform that looked like it was all starch and creases.
Nathan made a note that he would never like being a state trooper,
until they came up with a uniform that was more comfortable and
used less starch. He also noted that the trooper was very pleasant
on his eyes.

“Okay, so you’re Orlando’s dunt-stubble,”
Nathan said aloud. “I mean stunt-double.” His head was swimming
from the wreck and the dust and the strobe lights. Nobody
understood the remark about Orlando, of course, unless the airbag
or the governor had bugged car, which Nathan felt was a
possibility.

Nathan started to get out of the car, and the
trooper leaned in to help.

“Ah, hah,” Nathan thought, “my day is finally
improving.” As soon as Nathan got his legs out of the car, the
trooper put his arms under each arm and helped Nathan stand. Nathan
was very pleased at the tender handling from such a good looking
man.

The moment the trooper let go, Nathan went
down to the ground as though his legs were made of overcooked
pasta. The next thing Nathan remembered was being sprawled out on
the asphalt. His legs weren’t working as well as he thought. The
trooper was now covered in airbag powder.

“Sorry about the mess, trooper,” Nathan said.
“Could you give me a hand to stand back up?”

“Stretcher!” hollered the paramedic, turning
to go to the ambulance that was parked a few feet away, blinking
feverishly with white and red strobe lights, like the inside of a
dance club.

“Listen, Wonder Woman, I don’t need a
stretcher,” Nathan said. “and I’m not going to any hospital. But if
somebody could give me a ride home to clean up, I would appreciate
it greatly.”

The governor asked Trooper Studly to be
Nathan’s chauffer and bodyguard for the trip home. Nathan stood up
on his own and caused a cloud of dust to land on the governor’s
suit as he brushed away the airbag debris.

“Man, I am so sorry about your uniform,”
Nathan said to the trooper, ignoring the cloud of dust heading
toward the governor. He wasn’t really sorry about the governor’s
suit.

“Not a problem, Mr. Nilsson,” said the
trooper in a calm and official tone. There’s one thing almost all
Texas state troopers have: good manners. Even when they are
arresting you, they call you sir. They rarely sound loud or
tough.

As Trooper Studly helped Nathan to an
awaiting black-and-white car with flashing strobe lights, he
remembered something.

“Wait,” Nathan said. “You called me Mr.
Nilsson. How’d you know that? You frisk me and pull out my wallet
when I was unconscious?”

“No, sir,” said the trooper.

“Not that frisking me would be a problem, of
course,” Nathan added, “but I’d rather be awake so I’ll remember it
and maybe enjoy it. And I usually get dinner and drinks first.”

Trooper Miller didn’t react at all: nothing
positive, nothing negative, no scorn, nothing.

“License plate on your car,” the trooper
said. “I looked it up in the computer in my car.”

“I’m assuming you know my address, too?”
Nathan asked.

“Yes, sir,” the trooper said in a polished
and professional manner. Troopers in Texas are almost as
unflappable as the guards in front of the queen’s palace in London.
You can jump up and down in front of them, but they will usually
remain professional and calm.

“You got some plastic that I can sit on?”
Nathan asked. “Your car’s clean, and I’m really a mess.”

“It’s fine, sir,” said the trooper. “Now, if
you will tell me where you work, I will get another trooper to
contact them so the governor can speak with your boss.”

Nathan told the trooper about Johnson and
Elm, his employer.

“It’s on Sagitaw Street, but I don’t remember
the phone number.”

“Not a problem, sir. We can look it up,” said
the trooper. “I will be back in just a sec.”

“Trooper?” Nathan hollered out the
window.

“Yes, sir,” the trooper said looking
back.

“Please don’t call me ‘sir.’ Nathan is my
name, and it’s the only word you need to use.”

“Yes, sir,” said Trooper Studly with a grin
as he walked back over to the other troopers huddled around the
governor. Nathan admired the trooper’s well-defined body as the
trooper went to talk over things with his buddies. Nathan wondered
if it is a misdemeanor or felony to admire the butt of a state
trooper.

The endorphins in Nathan’s body were
beginning to wear off. He felt pain in a shoulder for the first
time since the wreck. His head felt like it had been hit by a
hammer. Nathan tried to guess why they would put something like an
airbag into a car, when it did more damage to his head than the
accident.

Nathan looked out the window of the trooper’s
car and saw the carnage. His poor car was a mess. It was obvious
that the governor’s entourage was at fault. The lead car had sped
through a light and hit Nathan’s car at the right front wheel. The
wheel was now firmly implanted in the engine. He knew there wasn’t
enough spare room under the hood for an extra wheel, so the engine
cavity itself must be a mess.

The fire department was looking around to see
if the wrecked cars leaked anything flammable or toxic. It was all
very official and efficient. The fire fighters had done this kind
of thing before, which made Nathan think the governor must hit
quite a few people.



The airbag was hanging from the steering
wheel like a limp wrist. Nathan stuck his hand out the window of
the trooper’s car and gave the airbag a limp wrist in return.
“¡Hola!” said Nathan to the airbag.

Wreckers were already crowding the scene of
the mayhem, and one was loading the state car that had hit him.
“Fine,” Nathan said softly, “preferential treatment for the state
property.”

Police were walking around taking notes.
Television crews were walking around taking pictures. One
television van with a satellite dish on its roof was sending live
pictures to the city.

Nathan hoped that if a network picked up the
story, it would be CNN because he would never associate with people
who watched Fox. Nathan had his standards. He imagined getting
invitations to be on Letterman or maybe the Daily Show on Comedy
Central. There could even be book deals or a made-for-TV movie.

“I know pretty-much where you live,” said
Trooper Studly as he got behind the wheel of the car, bringing
Nathan out of his fantasies and over-active imagination.

“Ready?” the trooper asked, turning to see
Nathan sitting in the back seat of the car.

Nathan felt himself melting at the thought of
being ‘ready’ for the trooper. All he could see were two bedroom
eyes in the rear-view mirror.

“Ready,” said Nathan, as the trooper put on
his aviator-style sunglasses.

The trooper seemed to know exactly where to
turn to get to Nathan’s apartment. That would be too weird, though.
Nathan’s apartment was on a short and obscure street in the gay
area of Dallas. What’s a trooper on guard detail for the governor
knowing so much about Oak Lawn?











The other drivers were on their best behavior
around the black-and-white trooper car.

“What’s the governor in town for?” Nathan
asked.

“Fundraising, I think,” the trooper said.
“There’s a lot more money in Dallas than there is in Austin.”

“A lot more Republicans, too,” Nathan
said.











The trooper said, “Your mother’s a hoot.”

“What’s my mother…” asked Nathan.

“The governor called your boss at Johnson and
Elm, and he gave us your mother’s name and number. Your boss wanted
the governor to call your mother personally.”

“Oh, god,” Nathan said, knowing that his boss
had arranged a verbal ambush of the governor.

“That isn’t the half of it,” the trooper said
with a chuckle. “I am going to assume that she didn’t vote for Gov.
Moore.”

“Ya’think?” Nathan said.

“When I left,” the trooper said, “your mother
was hollering at the governor. She called him ‘Governor Less’
instead of ‘Moore.’” She was telling him he is an idiot for being
so anti-gay. We could all hear every word she said.”

“Oh, god,” Nathan said again. “On the phone?
You could hear mom?”

“Yeah, she reminded him that he was only a ‘C
student’ in law school.”

“Yeah, they went to the same school,” Nathan
said.

“Anyway, she said she was using little tiny
words for his benefit. Considering his school grades, she figured
he didn’t even know that being a bigot was wrong.”

“Oh, that’s mom...”

“Oh, there’s more,” chuckled the trouper.

“I’m sure there is.”

“At one point she offered to send him a Xerox
of the word ‘represent’ from the dictionary because she was sure it
was a word he didn’t understand.”

“Oh, God....”

“Don’t worry. I’m family,” said Trooper
Justin Miller, meaning the trooper was gay. “I wish that I had
parents who were as protective for her gay kid as your mom is for
you.”

“You’re.… oh, she isn’t…” Nathan gasped.
Trying to take in the fact that this cute trooper just Came Out to
him and that his left-leaning activist mother was taking on the
governor of the state in a one-to-one hollering match by phone.

“Oh, she….”

“Reading beads?” said the trooper. “Reading
the governor the riot act?”

“Oh, my…

“Yeah, in spades,” laughed the gay trooper,
now borrowed from the governor’s own protection detail. Nathan
wondered if the governor would keep Trooper Studly around if he
were out of the closet.

“Okay, I’m confused. Don’t they have
something like ‘Don’t Ask Don’t Tell’ for troopers?” Nathan
asked.

“No, but they didn’t ever ask,” said the
trooper. “If they ask, I’ll tell. They’ll probably fire me, but so
what. I am who I am.”

“Good for you,” Nathan said. “Good for
you.”

“Call me Justin,” said the trooper.

“Nice to meet you, Justin, and thanks for the
lift.”

“Not a problem. I’m off the protection detail
for the day, and I’m still getting paid,” said Trooper Justin.
“Life is good.”

“Drivers sure are nice today,” Nathan
noted.

“It’s my startling good looks,” said the
trooper.

“Or the black and white car your driving?
Could it be they’re being nice to the car instead of you
personally?”

The trooper stopped at a stop sign but with a
pound on the brake that sent Nathan sprawling.

“Bitch,” said the trooper.

“Bitch?” Nathan shot back. “A state trooper
paid by my tax money and entrusted with the care of the only
governor this state’s got right now… and he just called me a
bitch?”

The trooper turned to look at Nathan, who was
trying to recover from the state trooper’s heavy braking
action.

“Got a problem being a bitch?” trooper Justin
asked.

“Man, what a day,” Nathan said. “What a
day.”

Nathan and Trooper Justin laughed.

“Turn in here,” said Nathan.

“Yeah, I know. I used to live in this complex
about ten years ago,” said the trooper.

“Thanks for the ride,” Nathan said as the
trooper pulled into a parking place near Nathan’s apartment. “And
it was very nice to meet you, sir,” Nathan said with a big emphasis
on ‘sir.’

“I’m not going anywhere. I’m ‘yours’ for the
day. You go shower, I’ll be right out here. If you want to go to
see your doctor, I’ll get you there.”

“You’re mine for the whole and entire day?”
Nathan swooned.

“Don’t push it,” said the trooper. “I have a
least a dozen really clever ways of killing you, you know.”

“At least come in and get some of that powder
off your uniform,” Nathan suggested with a wink.

“Roger that,” said the trooper as he got out
of his black-and-white. “By the way, air bags don’t have that much
powder, so your white stuff is from something else.”

“Maybe you could help me with my shower? I
don’t think I’m strong enough.”

“On the state’s clock right now, so I’d
better not.”

“Rotten clock,” said Nathan.

When he opened the door, there was no
electricity in the apartment.

“You pay your bills and stuff?” asked the
trooper as Nathan flipped the light switch on and off hoping it was
the switch.

“Always. It’s typical TXU: they hoot and
holler when I’m late paying but they never get in a hurry to fix
their crappy service,” Nathan said.

“Some things change in Oak Lawn,” said the
trooper, “but it is still the same good old electric company. I
hope your water is gas heater.”

“Yeah, but it’s TXU gas,” Nathan laughed.











Okay, so Nathan wasn’t the trooper’s cup of
tea. Maybe Justin had a Significant Other. It wasn’t going to
happen, but Nathan could at least fantasize.

Nathan had his own significant other, but he
still liked the occasional fantasy. Steve was at work. Steve was
always at work or on a business trip. Their relationship wasn’t
exactly steamy or emotional. It was merely convenient. How sad.

When Nathan got inside and saw himself in a
mirror, he understood why the trooper was keeping a distance.

Nobody would be interested in him today.
There was dried blood all over his face. Something was oozing out
of his nose. Bruises were starting to appear on his head and chin
and arms. The white dust from the wreck made him look like a clown
that had gone through a blender or food processor. Blood and
bruises and powder and ooze.

“Man,” said Nathan in front of the mirror.
“Look at what that governor did to me. Aren’t I a sight?”

“You look like you sneezed into an eight
ball,” said the trooper.

Nathan stopped dead in his tracks and looked
at the trooper: “What’s a straight-laced gay trooper like you
knowing about cocaine?”

“You spend that much on ‘blow’ then go and
sneeze it all over the room,” taunted the trooper.

Nathan stood and stared for a few seconds,
and then spun around towards the bathroom in a kind of pirouette
with his nose held high in the air.

He couldn’t tell if the trooper knew about
drugs from attending state trooper school or because he used the
stuff.

“Gasuntheit,” said the trooper as Nathan
pranced down the hall toward the bathroom. He removed the
paramedic’s neck brace as he walked.

“I’m leaving the bathroom door unlocked if I
fall to the floor and you need to come save me,” said Nathan.

“I’ll make a note to call an ambulance,”
Justin said.

“Or if you get lonely or something.”

“In your dreams,” said the trooper.

“You got that right,” Nathan said softly to
himself.

“What?” hollered the trooper.

Nathan was remembering his fantasy about
Orlando Bloom: “I said that a trooper in the hand is much better
than a Bloom in a bush.”

“You gotta get up real early in the morning
to out-weird you, my friend,” said the trooper suddenly sticking
his head into the bathroom.











The sex Nathan and Justin had after the
shower was world class. The trooper knew all the best moves and had
plenty of muscle and talent to make the moves come to life. They
were a sweaty tangle of manhood when it was over, and they both
needed showers again before rejoining the world.











Hey, it could happen, thought Nathan as he
glowed in the fantasy of doing the trooper. After drying himself
and wiping the steam off the mirror, he saw himself again.

“Okay, not today,” he said to himself as he
poked at his swollen face.

“You say something to me?” asked the trooper
from down the hall. Nathan walked out of the bathroom, drying his
hair with the towel.

“I was saying that I usually clean up pretty
good,” Nathan answered shaking his pants-less back-side at the
trooper. Nathan wasn’t shy about his body. He was wearing nothing
but the towel drying his head. He wasn’t an exhibitionist: it just
didn’t occur to him that he should have more clothes on in the
presence of a state trooper he’d only known for an hour.

“It isn’t happening,” the trooper said.
“You’re nice and all, but it just is not going to happen.”

“What isn’t?” Nathan said innocently as he
flitted his eyelids.

“I borrowed a bathrobe from your closet,”
said the trooper. “I hope you don’t mind.”

“May I see the search warrant that gave you
the…”

“Save it,” said the trooper. “I’ve heard it
all before.”

“Oh, so what you’re saying is that you’ve
been in this situation before,” Nathan demanded.

“I know what side of your family you got your
personality…” Trooper Miller laughed.

“You leave my mother out of this. Did she
really take on the governor?”

“I was just coming back in from outside,”
said the trooper.

“I see. In my bathrobe?” Nathan asked. “What
will the neighbors think?”

“They will think,” Justin said, “they you
were arrested with an apartment full of a suspicious powder —
probably arsenic or something — and that a person on a state
payroll was doing his best to protect his uniform with a modicum of
decorum.”

“Modicum of decorum: very impressive,” Nathan
said. “but we don‘t use cocaine or arsenic here. Oak Lawn is
strictly into anthrax these days. You learned all about modicums
and decorums in state trooper school?”

“No, sir,” the trooper said in his state
trooper voice. “I learned quite a bit about words and sentences and
such when I got my masters degree in English.”

“English morphing to trooper. Shakespeare
morphing to Wyatt Earp,” Nathan laughed. “Adjectives morphing…”

“Troopers turning from fantasy into your
worst nightmare,” said the trooper.

“You’re my fantasy now?” Nathan pretended to
be insulted. “Shouldn’t you be correcting essays or book-reports
right about now?”

“Yeah, I know, I should have been a
professor. I just like packing heat,” Justin said as he caressed
the revolver in a holster on his belt.

“You’re creepy,” Nathan said. “Did you just
‘feel-up’ your gun?”

“How do I look” asked the trooper. “Did I get
all the powder… No, wait. Let me just look in the mirror for a more
unbiased opinion.”

“I’m going to sick my mother on you,
trooper,” threatened Nathan.

The lights suddenly popped on. A few seconds
later they went off again.

“TXU’s such a tease sometimes,” Nathan
said.

The phone rang just as the trooper reached
out to strangle Nathan or put him into some kind of exotic body
hold.

Nathan answered, “Hello, and thanks for
calling. I can’t come to the phone right now because a state
trooper is molesting me, but if you will leave a message at
the…”

“Not even a little?” Nathan said in the
phone. “Come on, you were fooled just a little at… no, I’m fine…
sore all over… no from the accident, not the governor…. Hey, was it
you that turned the governor over to mom? …yeah, I thought so. Cool
move, by the way… no, I’m not… sore head to toe… in desperate need
of attention from my state trooper bodyguard and chauffeur, but
he’s all business… no… how many? No, I’m good… give me a half hour
to finish pulling myself together… oh, shut up. Bye.”

Nathan pushed the END button on his phone,
wondering how the phone could always work and the electricity be so
awful. Just then the electricity came on again.

“And there was light,” said Nathan.

“You have friends in high places today, thank
you very much. I made a call to one of my buddies on the governor’s
detail, and he probably put some fear into somebody at the electric
company,” the trooper said. “It’s what he lives for.”

“My boss,” Nathan said pointing to the phone.
“They’ve got an order for 5-thousand hula-hoops to be shipped out
to China.”

“Hula-hoops to China,” said the trooper. “I
would have thought that China would be sending hula-hoops to us.
This is a backwards company you work for.”

“It’s a backwards world, Mr. Trooper Sir.
Anyway, our hula-hoops are special. We load ‘em up with
super-secret electronics and all kinds of illegal drugs,” Nathan
said. “If I can’t get you to go with me to the bedroom for a deeply
meaningful half-hour relationship, could you call a cab for me
while I’m getting dressed for work?”

“I’ll take you to work,” Justin said.

“I like riding in your cop-car.”

“Go dress. And I’m a state trooper, not a
cop,” Justin corrected.

“Oh, whatever,” Nathan said. He liked being a
flirt, but Nathan would have tried to run if the trooper had said
OK. Nathan was all tease with no follow-through.

Instead of going directly to the bedroom,
Nathan picked up the phone again and called his lover at work. The
trooper thought the two were strangely cold in conversation. Nathan
didn’t show any emotion on his end of the conversation, and he
didn’t have to say ‘calm down’ once to his lover. The trooper
thought if a lover of his had been injured in a wreck, he’d be
racing to the scene with sirens blaring. The call between Nathan
and his “significant other” was brief and bland. How sad for
Nathan.











Once in the bedroom, Nathan hollered through
the closed door, “Oh, Trooper Justin, honey, you aren’t going to
call the FBI or DEA on the boss on account of our contraband
hula-hoops are you?”

“It’s my bust,” the state trooper said, “and
I’m not sharing.” The trooper’s voice was so matter-of-fact that
Nathan wasn’t sure if the trooper was being serious or not. “I
don’t share, you know.”

“I’m living proof,” Nathan said in a dejected
tone. “I’m living proof you don’t share. But can I at least have a
rain check?”

“In your dreams,” said the trooper. “You
almost got me in bed until you made that last phone call.”

“Huh?” Nathan said.

“You have a lover…”

“If you can call him that,” Nathan said.

“I’m not a home-wrecker,” the trooper
said.

“Oh, yes you are,” Nathan taunted, figuring
he was being ‘played’ by the trooper. “You’ve already ruined mine.
How can I sleep with Steve after I’ve seen you in a bathrobe?”
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