Virgin No More:
At 50, I had never worn leather, other than as a costume.  At 52, I had never been to a leather Run.  What follows is the ramblings of the initiate at his first leather Run.
I didn’t know what to expect.  As a new club member I was so caught up in the prep for the run I never got to think about or plan what I would actually do during the Run.  In January the rehearsals for the show began.  I had never been on stage before, so the rehearsals started a nagging fear that grew and grew as the Run approached.  All my Conductor brothers were actually excited and vying for songs and stage time.   All I could think about was the madness of it all.  Every time part of my time on stage was cut, I said a prayer of thanks.   All the brothers with “girl” parts, in the show, were worried about wigs, dresses, make-up, props, etc.  All my parts were “boy” roles, thank goodness.  All I needed were things I already had; tight t-shirts & jeans, a harness and a dirty, scummy, cummy jock.
Since we’re talking about the show, let’s delve into it.  I was FREAKED OUT about being on stage.  I would actively grouse to anyone that would listen to me: friends, co-workers, family members, innocents that I would corner at the gym.  Any captive audience had to listen to my lamentations.  I received limited amounts of commiseration from friends.  All my Conductor brothers had to say was “have a drink or two, you’ll be fine.”  What I mostly heard was, “PLEASE, you’re center stage all of the time!  Get over it.”  Not exactly what I wanted to hear.  I will admit that it can be difficult to wrench the mike from my hand at parties, sometimes, but this being on stage and in the spotlight was something altogether different!

But, let’s take things in the order they happened.

DAY 1
Day 1 consisted mainly of registering and checking into hotel rooms.  Getting the party and demonstration rooms ready for occupation by my comrades in leather.  Registration started at 3pm.  By 830pm there had already been 5 cocktail parties.  My 1st job was organizing the first two runs of the shuttle bus.  There was a bus running between the bars, constantly, from 930pm till 2am.  The Conductors WERE going to get you where you wanted to be.  Being the 1st tour guide let me know what kind of ride I was going to have that weekend.  I pointed out the Karaoke bar, the beer only bar, the S&M (stand & model) bar, the dance bar and finally our home bar the Stirrup.  I thought to myself, I’m front and center here, maybe I can get on that stage and show no fear (animals can smell fear and there were so many animals around).  While people were shuttling back and forth from the bars, there were two more cocktail parties at the hotel.  At this time drinking was the cause célèbre.  My last job of the day was to help clean the hospitality for eye openers the next morning.  It was now 415am.
DAY 2  (Show Day)
I woke up with a sense of foreboding.  I mentally pushed ‘the show’ aside and pulled myself together for breakfast and eye openers (drinks).  I took advantage of the liberal dispensing of ETOH.  Show time approached with faster than light speed.  I vaguely remember attending the Run games.  I sort of remember eating lunch.  Before I knew it, it was “show time”.  My forehead was clammy.  I was having heart palpitations.  My breath was rapid and shallow.  I felt like I was at the bottom of a very deep well and there was the constant tic, tic, tic…  Was time being compressed?  An associate led me to the bar and got a couple of shots in me, thank you, M.O.   I was partially revived.  I got dressed.  I waited.  I heard the beginning strains of the 1st number.  I walked on stage.  …suddenly I became as big a ham, if not bigger, as my brothers.  They were right.  I could do this.  Suddenly, it was over.  We were taking bows and walking off stage.  WHEW.   The drinking began in earnest.
Now that the show was over, everything would be a cake walk.  I don’t remember much of the rest of day two.  I remember drinking.
DAY 3
My roommate and I overslept.  Could it be because of that person that I woke up to, laying beside me?   How did that happen?  Don’t ask.  I missed my 1st chore of the day.  Who cared, the show was over.  I still lived.  
The big event of the final day was the formal dinner.  I hadn’t even tried every piece of my dress uniform on, yet.  Of course, there were a few accoutrements missing.  I was a newbie, nobody expected me to be perfect yet.
It was an event I’ll always remember.  My 1st Run was over.  I do know that my next Run will have more emphasis on other people and not me.  I have a suspicion that the Run is really supposed to be about meeting people, having fun and building a network of leather friends.
I do want to thank all my brothers for their un-flagging support in my hours of need.
The above events are relayed, as remembered.  They are not necessarily in the order they actually happened.
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