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“Trev, can you help me out?” 

“Busy now, but we can meet at the pier tonight, nine or ten.”

“I’ve got patrol until midnight, so maybe later.”

“They're making you do patrol now, Hen?”

“Mayor’s new initiative. He’s out picking up garbage on the beach, apparently. And I gotta go on patrol duty.”

“I’ll be watching out for you in my rearview.”

“Whatever, man.”

Trevor went to the safe tucked away at the bottom of his bedroom dresser, where he kept the cash and the product. Beep-beep of the number code, and the heavy door opening, like a hurricane shutter sliding up. He got a scoopful of product out weighed one ounce on his postal scale—a motion he’d gone through about as many times as a seasoned Starbucks barista had pulled an espresso—and boxed it in a Super Mario Brothers video game case, his personal trademark of quality, and brought it with him when he went out to do errands. Normally he avoided risk and didn’t carry product with him unless he was driving directly to the client, but this was for Henry, and somehow it didn’t feel like all business, even if Henry was his regular customer.

Every couple of weeks, or sometimes every week, or even twice a week when Henry had a lot of stress, Trevor would get Henry’s call. Always a call, never email a text. And always the same question: could he help him out? Of course he could. 

They’d known each other since high school: classmates, labmates, lacrosse teammates. Most importantly, outsiders. Scholarship kids at The Pine Crest School. Beggars at the feast. Bleacher seats to the society ball. It had been officially the most confidential part of a student’s file, more secret than their placement test scores or mental health records, but people knew. Everybody knew. Trevor Alvarez and Henry Stanton were scholarship kids, the five percent of each class that the school had vowed to let in for free, to get a view and a taste of what would normally be out of reach, and to forever feel inadequate in white-shoe old-money South Florida company.

In Monday high school lunchroom retellings of their weekends, Trevor noticed that Henry never mentioned his dad’s speedboat or his mom’s shopping trip to France, nor did he say anything about hiring cleaning ladies, wearing tailored suits, or interning for an uncle running for Congress—otherwise run-of-the-mill lunchtime conversation fodder at The Pine Crest School. Henry noticed that Trevor’s shirts were plain, without the ubiquitous Polo logos that were a bare minimum requirement to be cool, and certainly without the Armani or Zegna tags that were used to confirm that one’s parents had made it. They’d scoped each other as scholarship kids. Both knew it. It was an unspoken pact. 

During high school, Trevor and his parents had lived in a rented townhouse near the garbage dump in Coconut Creek, no coconuts and no creek, while Henry’s family was paying the mortgage on a fixer-upper three-bedroom nearby, in decidedly blue-collar Margate. They hadn’t dared show their homes to the other kids, even if the other kids had already pretty much known that Trevor and Henry were barbarians in their midst, poor kids attending Florida’s most elite prep school.

If their non-wealth had been the unspoken elephant in the room, there had been a much more monstrous secret, a Tyrannosaurus Rex quietly waiting in the corner, occasionally letting go a muted growl, never to be prodded lest it destroy everything in their high school friendship. In the communal showers after lacrosse practice, Henry, panicky and self-conscious about his own inclination to look at cocks, and hyper-sensitive to shower-room cock-glances, had regularly caught Trevor checking out his cock. And when Henry turned with his back to his teammates and soaped up his ass, he knew, the eyes in the back of his head knew, that Trevor was watching him, silently and ashamedly mesmerized.

They both politely expressed a perfunctory and accusation-avoiding interest in girls to other classmates, if not to each other. Homecoming, prom, sure, whatever, yeah, I’d be interested, but I can’t afford the ticket and my parents need my help that night and I need to study and I don’t like dancing anyway. Among their forty-six male classmates in the Class of 2000, neither Trevor nor Henry had ever sensed any gay vibes from anyone but each other. They never talked about it, but two horny teenage boys, best friends, never talking about girls was about as good an acknowledgment of gayness as having a rainbow-dyed coming-out party would have been.

Six years after high school graduation, after Henry settled into his work in the Fort Lauderdale Police Department, and Trevor settled into being the leading marijuana dealer of Lauderdale-by-the-Sea and surrounding communities, they still didn’t discuss their orientations. They talked about guy stuff—guy stuff other than pussy—but mostly about how work was going, how their parents were doing, this and that, and of course what prime quality marijuana Trevor had managed to obtain for Henry. Their both being gay was known but not acknowledged in words—only in their glances and unspoken desires.

Trevor’s bizarre problem, other than the already bizarre situations of the Chief of Police being his best customer and of being madly in love with a man he kept rejecting, was that he didn’t smoke weed; he just sold it. He had to trust his suppliers, his underlings, and his home chemistry set to judge the quality and purity of his product. With the discipline, clean-living morals, and work ethic of his Panamanian immigrant parents, he abhorred any sort of mind-altering chemicals. He didn’t even drink alcohol, and drank coffee only grudgingly, considering it slightly shameful.

Sex was also unclean for Trevor, a reminder of physicality, of earthly smells, of his mother scrubbing toilets. He enjoyed getting the occasional BJ from a grateful customer picking up weed, simply to get the physical release out of the way and clear a few ropes of cum out of his system, but he didn’t make much effort to be a man about town romantically or sexually. And he’d been trained by his parents, by his upbringing, by his life in college, by his surroundings in idyllic old Lauderdale-By-the-Sea, to believe that his same-sex desires were, if not shameful, then at least subject to severe reprimand—so why bother?

And Henry’s problem was that he was Chief of the Fort Lauderdale Police Department and his daily pot-smoking habit was at best unbecoming, at worst career-threatening, or even prison-worthy. Even if his marijuana was medically necessary, Henry knew full well that nobody would care, and the muckraking South Florida press would focus on the image of the police chief toking a blunt every evening, rather than on the image of a man battling neuropathic pain after cancer. 

Henry had always done well, extraordinarily well, as a cop. He had been first in his class at the police academy, which he found more difficult than his brief tenure in law school. A usual department sees about a hundred as many complaints as it sees compliments about its officers, but when Henry was out on the beat, citizen compliments poured in: he always stops to ask how I’m doing, he helped my son find his school bus, he carried my groceries to my car for me. His fellow officers respected him. At thirty-three, he was the youngest police chief in the city’s history. The mayor liked him because with his prep-school pedigree, his college diploma, and even his one unfinished semester of law school, Henry was “the right sort of person” to represent the city.

Despite having a charmed police career, Henry was a heavy-duty marijuana user, even by his own estimation. He recalled once hearing the song “Smoke Two Joints” on the radio and becoming paranoid that it was a comment about the police chief. He did smoke two joints—or the vaporized equivalent of two joints—usually one right after work and another before bed, and sometimes another few puffs before work. Had he been discovered, he would’ve been fired, arrested, shamed, disgraced, disowned, and denounced, nearly simultaneously and otherwise in no particular order, by the force, the mayor, the city council, the Miami talking heads, the Fort Lauderdale newspaper busybodies, the retirees, the teachers, and maybe his own family. “We’re disappointed to see our son Henry having fallen into such a lifestyle.” Or “We are rushing our son Henry to drug rehab.” Or “Henry who?”

Smoking weed as a police chief was skating on thin ice. Being semi-openly gay—neither announcing nor denying his homosexuality, an open secret in the department—made the ice that Henry skated on only that much thinner. He’d never put any effort into hiding his sexual orientation, even if he didn’t shout it from the rooftops. Henry didn’t mind if everyone figured it out, but also didn’t mind if no one figured it out. But the pot smoking thing—he took extreme measures to avoid being discovered. He’d received special permission from his apartment building to keep a washer and dryer inside his apartment, which he’d vaguely claimed was “because of police responsibilities,” but the real reason was that he didn’t want someone to smell weed—and cops were good at smelling weed—and end Henry’s police responsibilities. Even if his fellow officers turned a blind eye to casual marijuana use by adults in the community, if a reporter got a whiff of the Chief of Police toking up every day, the resulting media firestorm, especially in South Florida, would have been the end.

It was Trevor’s job to keep Henry’s smoking on the down-low. He was the silent partner, the quiet supplier, the unspoken enabler. Henry depended on Trevor for every sixteenth, every eighth, every joint, every bowl, every puff, every high. Keeping  the Chief of Police well-supplied with prime-quality ganja was already trouble enough, and neither Trevor nor Henry ever expressly broached the subject of their mutual membership in the ten-percent club, nor their overwhelming attraction to each other. They spoke of it in passing, as a matter that had been already settled and known, sometimes making ridiculous crude remarks about Speedo-clad studs outside the pierside diner where they often ate, but never approached or discussed homosexuality qua homosexuality, never directly dared to say the word “gay.”

Neither of them had much time for homosexuality anyway. Trevor was dealing to try to save up for buying a house with cash for him and his parents and maybe opening a business of some sort, in addition to finally setting up his parents so his father would no longer have to look for handyman odd-jobs and his mother would no longer have to scrub the toilets that her husband had installed in the houses in Boca Raton, Lighthouse Point, Wilton Manors, certainly never Margate or Coconut Creek. Trevor wasn’t above getting a slurpy blowjob from a customer particularly pleased with the kush he’d sold him, nor of agreeing on his morning jog to take the phone number of a passer-by in a BMW 7-series who found his toned legs, muscular ass, and jet-black hair “fucking amazing”—but other than that, Trevor kept his dick dry, and he avoided romantic entanglements just as he avoided alcohol, tobacco, weed, gambling, cursing, and all the other cardinal sins. 

Henry was no prude and had no straight-edge inclinations. He’d gotten his dick out to anyone who’d asked and wasn’t particularly worried about who found out. Trevor remembered how in high school Henry would sit under the bleachers with a can of beer, reminiscing about his day, always offering Trevor a sip, Trevor always declining. Later it would be a joint instead of a beer, and Henry would mockingly offer Trevor a puff, and Trevor would laughingly decline to sample the very product he’d been selling Henry since they were kids. Henry was warm to Trevor’s cold. Henry carried a certain warmth, an ease, a lightness, compared to Trevor, who always seemed to be carrying the troubles of the world on his shoulders. 
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