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“So what’s the secret?” Asher’s blue eyes shone through the hot tub’s rising steam. 

“Secret?” I played dumb.

“Don’t play dumb, Dane.” Asher used his fist to squirt hot water across my chest.

“I’ll tell you later.” I smiled like a parent on Christmas Eve. Asher could very well wait for his surprise. Anyway, none of it was certain just yet.

“I’m just gonna have to shoot hot water at your nips until you tell me?” Asher squirted with two fists. That felt even better.

“It’s—” I sighed. “It’s kind of a long story. But I’ll tell you later.”

Asher’s eyes shot from staring at me like a begging puppy to staring inside the sauna porthole. “I didn’t know a fist could do that.” Mouth agape, Asher fixed his gaze on the steam sauna window. “Holy shit, man.” Instead of squirting hot water on my chest, he was now absentmindedly splashing that hot water on his six-pack — the six-pack he took every opportunity to exhibit, even to me, his patrol partner.

“It’s rude to stare at them.” I shook my head. Mustering my best politeness, I tried to keep my eyes off of what was happening inside that steam sauna. I wasn’t a voyeur. Or at least I didn’t want to be thought of as one. “It’s rude to stare at people making love.” I gave Asher a look that was a silent tsk tsk.

“We’re cops, man.” Asher laughed. He leaned his head back against the hot tub’s ledge. “We’re supposed to watch all the action.”

Asher splashed hot water on his own hairy chest, like irrigating a forest, or putting out a fire. The twin bonfires of his nipples only grew brighter with the heat.

“Yeah.” I whispered down into the water, like I was whispering into my police radio. “We’re supposed to make an arrest if we see illegal activity. Not watch it for our own amusement.”

“Amusement?” Asher grinned. He lay his hands behind his head and leaned back again, showing his muscled triceps and his hairy armpits to the world — or at least to me. “What makes you think I’m finding their homosexual activities amusing?”

“Physical evidence, dude.” I glanced at Asher’s engorged purple dickhead just barely rising out of the water, like a lazy turtle.  I wasn’t into checking out dudes, but when Asher got hard in the hot tubs — the size of that thing made it impossible to ignore.

“I’m just—” Asher smiled, or maybe smirked, just a little knowingly. He’d been caught checking out the show, and enjoying it. “I’m just admiring the talent involved here.” 

I let myself glance inside the sauna porthole. At least for a second. Collecting reconnaissance, in police-speak. 

In the heat of the steam sauna, three dudes were playing hopscotch, or something like it. Two of them stood on all fours. A third dude crouched behind them. He was doing something unholy to the other two dudes and I didn’t really want to see more than that. I looked away. 

“I— I guess it’s a talent. But we shouldn’t be treating it like a live sex show.” I said the last two words a full few notches quieter, with an abundance of caution. 

We were the law, after all. Not just any part of the law, but supposedly the finest the law had to offer. Highly decorated. So highly regarded that nobody asked any questions about our daily afternoon patrols of the Russian bathhouse in South Beach. 

Dane Wurlitzer and Asher Lane: absolutely unimpeachable as the Miami PD’s finest. And here we were, staring at a gay sauna orgy like it was a peep show. 

Not only that, but Boris Yorshenko was — if not my friend, then at least my acquaintance. Staring at some dude railing Boris’s ass felt doubly rude. 

“Maybe we should, umm—” I slid down to submerge my whole body in the hot water. I opened my eyes for just a second in the stinging hot water. Asher’s upward-pointing dick stood out in the water like a big beige column. I quickly shut my eyes and slid up again, hot all over, flushed, and somehow reinvigorated. “Maybe we should  say something to those guys. Give them a warning.”

“Yeah?” Asher laughed. He mimicked my move and slid himself way down. He pushed his legs out. He blew bubbles under the water’s surface and his muscular, hairy legs brushed against mine. Maybe he was also staring at my dick. “You first, man. You go tell your buddy Boris that the party’s over. Or that he’s under arrest. Shit.” 

“I don’t think I’m gonna be having that conversation with Boris.” I shook my head. I’d have had no problem arresting friends for serious crimes. But Boris having a little fun in the sauna — it just wasn’t handcuffs-worthy. “You know I respect him.”

Asher laughed at me. His white teeth spread everywhere, like a shark’s just before the moment of ripping into the prey. “Would it be awkward to talk with your buddy Boris in that condition?” Asher grinned, satisfied with where he was leading the discussion. “You know, when he’s got some dude’s fist coming out of his mouth?” 

Asher pantomimed. He held his right fist up to his mouth and wagged it around. Like it was saying hello to me.

I laughed and slapped the surface of the hot tub water like it was a tabletop. “Asher, what the fuck—”

“Yes, Dane we call this a Russian dental exam.” Asher stared at me. “Keep your mouth closed when you visit the dentist. Only open your ass wide for the fist.” He wagged his fist out of his mouth again.

“Dental exam?” I tried to sound reproachful but I ended up laughing, splashing water all over Asher’s body and mine. Like always, the more I tried to reprimand Asher for his filthy sense of humor, the more I let on that I was enjoying his jokes.

Asher wagged his fist and mumbled in a nasal voice: “Urrgghh, Dane’s fist is inside me, and it came out the other end!”

“What the fuck.” I shook my head. “Are you fucking Kermit the Frog or what?”

“No, man. I’m not Kermit the Frog.” Asher shook his head with a serious look. Then he pointed with his eyes inside the steam room. He wagged his fist again. “But some dude’s still puppeteer-deep in Boris. Full-on Muppets revival in there.”

“You’re kind of sick.” I fake-winced at Asher. It wasn’t the first time I’d told him that. The part I never mentioned was how much I enjoyed his kind of humor.

“Am I making you uncomfortable?” Asher asked. His lilting voice didn’t sound apologetic. It sounded triumphant.

“Maybe.” I sucked air through my teeth and splashed water on Asher’s hairy chest in front of me.

“Am I making you uncomfortable? Am I?” Asher put two fists up to his mouth and gyrated them around like some kind of weird boxing exercise. “Oh my God, two fists popping out of my mouth! It’s Boris’s threesome!”

“Yeah, man.” I sighed, keeping my latent laugh under control. “You’re making me uncomfortable.”

“So tell me the surprise you have for me.” Asher clicked his tongue. I’d mentioned the surprise to him and he hadn’t let go of it. I’d been hoping to make the million-dollar security job more of a surprise. “The thing you mentioned when we were parking.”

“Oh shit, man.” I splashed more hot water at Asher’s shoulders and arms. “I guess I can tell you a bit.”

“Let me guess.” Asher flashed his permanently mischievous grin. “You and Boris are inviting me to a threesome?”

“No!” I sighed. “It’s not that kind of surprise.”

“Foursome?” Asher smiled wider.

“No, man.” I shook my head and tried to look exasperated, though I was mostly just amused. “It’s a business opportunity kind of surprise.”

“I’m not sending any money to a kidnapped Albanian prince.” Asher’s head disappeared under the waterline again. He blew bubbles up through the bubbly hot tub water. He tickled my shins with his toes.

“Nope. Not that kind of opportunity.” I splashed hot water on my own chest. Somehow on my own hairless, tattooed chest, the water wasn’t as fun to watch as it was when it splashed on Asher’s jungle of chest hair. “Private security job kind of thing.”

“You gonna send me to make twelve bucks an hour patrolling for shoplifters?” Asher rolled his eyes. “We’re a little too senior to be taking those kinds of jobs, aren’t we?”

“How about a million bucks for a year-long job?” I dropped the m-word. It was an easy way to make anybody pay attention.

“The fuck?” Asher shook his head. “I don’t wanna go work in oil security in Iraq. My dad needs me here. You know that.”

“Naw, I’m the military dude here.” I shrugged. “This job doesn’t involve any serious risk of violence.”

“And it pays a million dollars a year?” Asher wiped water out of his eyes as he shook his head.

“Half a million, actually.” I lowered my voice a bit, like I was revealing a secret — because I kind of was. “Half a million per man per year. And you know I don’t need the money. You can have it.”

“No, no.” Asher sighed and shook his head. That was always an undercurrent of contention between us: my billion-dollar trust fund, his million-dollar medical debt. His refusal to allow me to use part A to clear out his problem with part B. “I told you I don’t want your money, Dane.”

“Not giving you any money, man.” I smiled. “I negotiated it with the bankers already. You get paid nine hundred ninety nine thousand and nine hundred ninety-nine dollars per year. I get paid a buck. Just a matter of salaries, you know. I’m not giving you anything.”

“Bankers? This is a bank guard job?” Asher scrunched his nose just a little. That was also one of his classic calendar poses. Every Christmas, our benefit calendar had Asher scrunching his nose at a bowl of cranberry sauce, and every summer, it was at a glass of lemonade. That scrunched nose thing — Asher knew how to work it.

“No. We’re not protecting a bank.” I shook my head, imagining all kinds of Keystone Cops scenarios. “But there are bankers who want to protect a rich dude who’s got himself a stalker.”

“And how did these bankers magically find us? They liked my calendar photoshoots or something?” Asher wasn’t shy about his claim to fame. “They wanna make a deposit?” He stood up in the tub, held his arms above his head, and shook his ass side-to-side. 

“No, man,” I loudly whispered. “And sit the fuck down. You’re an officer of the law.”

“But a damn good looking officer of the law.” Asher nodded with a smug grin. “Is that how the bankers found me?”

“No. The bankers in question don’t browse muscleboy catalogs.” I sighed.

“Well, maybe they should.” Asher nodded earnestly. 

I tried to look like I was regarding Asher with pity. I loved this ridiculous back-and-forth with him.

“Our prospective client’s family uses the same private bankers as my family.” I was definitely in for some ribbing saying that, but Asher already knew all my financial secrets.

“Oops, sorry, Mister Wurlitzer billionaire!” Asher used his right hand to squirt water in my face. He leaned back in the tub and with his left hand pretended to jerk his dick. He even made an orgasm face just for my benefit. “So this dude is also Billiony McBillionface, like you?”

“I guess.” I sighed. “His bankers at Goldman Sachs know my family and know that I’m a cop. Even know that I’m a pretty good cop.”

“Golden Cocks?” Asher grinned. 

“Yeah. Goldman Sachs.” I took the chance to lean back in the hot tub. Under the waterline, my shins grazed against Asher’s hairy legs. “So apparently the bankers were like, Yeah, we know somebody trustworthy who can protect Blair. Not gonna be after his money, because his family banks with us too.”

“Blair?” Asher made a swishy hand gesture. “This guy’s name is Blair?”

“Yeah.”

“Blair? Is he hiring us to go elbow-deep in him or what?” Asher held up his two fists again and wiggled them again. I had to laugh again. A lot.

“If you’ve kept up with the latest science, Asher, and I’m sure you have.” I splashed more hot water in his general direction. My sweeping hand almost hit the tip of his dick sticking out of the water. “Sexual orientation is not determined by being named Blair.”

“Alright.” Asher shrugged, still grinning. “Just wanted to make sure we’re not hired to be the million-dollar assboys.”

“Not that there’s anything wrong with that.” I tried to look serious.

“Right.” Asher laughed. “Not that there’s anything wrong with million-dollar assboys. Still. Just the name. Blair.” If there was a way to give a homosexual air to a monosyllable, Asher did it with the way he said Blair.

“Ever heard of—” I looked around to make sure nobody could see or hear. Boris’s threesome was still doing whatever the hell they were doing, and there was nobody else in the bath house but those three and us. “Blair Hamilton? Canadian billionaire?”

“Yeah, the dude with that stupid ASMR app.” Asher rolled his eyes.

“That stupid ASMR app you and I both bought?” I smiled at Asher. Getting automated ASMR on my phone was worth five bucks.

“Yeah, that ASMR app, I guess. What about Blair Hamilton though?”

“That’s him.” I clicked my tongue. “That’s the dude we’re protecting.”

“The guy nobody’s ever seen? How the fuck can we protect him?” Now Asher looked earnestly concerned. 
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