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Chapter 1







Fuck. I felt like a villain already, especially because Sam Shaw was such an adorable little sweetheart, but I had to fire him for two reasons. First, his performance as a receptionist wasn’t the greatest after he’d shown otherwise when I’d interviewed him for the job earlier in the summer. He’d seemed so promising because of his spiffy résumé and spunky attitude. There’d been other candidates who’d qualified more than he had, but they’d also expected higher pay than what I’d felt comfortable paying them. The entire time he’d worked for me, I’d found it challenging to let him go. I’d been rooting for him to improve, but to no avail. He just plain old sucked, to put it in a not-so-nice term.

The second and more important reason? I’d recently been curious about Sam’s social media activity, and I’d observed a lot of what he’d posted. It had shocked me what the dirty little twink had been saying about me, probably not thinking I’d ever see his public posts. He’d wanted to ride my “daddy dick” as he’d so put it, along with reactions of approval from some of his friends, all of them twinks. He’d also admitted to having a huge crush on me. I was sure he wasn’t a terrible person and that he couldn’t help how he felt about me, but all of it was highly inappropriate. I couldn’t risk my graphic design business in that manner. When I’d told my long-time boyfriend, Juan Guerrero, about it, he’d joked about me having a long line of twinks chasing after me everywhere I went. Juan was normally the jealous type, but he hadn’t been jealous in this particular case because of the fact that I wasn’t into twinks. It simply came with the territory of being an older man at almost forty, at least with much younger men.

So, there we were in my tiny office as part of a rented space for my business, with just a few other rooms that made up the rest of the firm. Keyboards clicking and hushed voices of conversation on the other side of the glass-windowed walls meant we were safe to speak at a reasonable volume. Sam stood by the door with a smile that failed to mask his inappropriate emotions. I hated firing people. It always made me feel like a villain. Unfortunately, it was part of being a boss.

He toyed with his fingers as if exuding an innocence I knew never existed all along. He was a little effeminate with his hand motions and gait, but it suited him. “You wanted to see me, Mr. Morris?”

“Please, call me Mark. You don’t have to be so formal, I keep telling you that.” I cleared my throat and adopted a firm but polite tone. “Take a seat.”

“Sorry, I keep forgetting…Mark.” Sam did as instructed and sat down across from me.

I relaxed against my leather chair in front of my glass desk, a design I’d chosen as part of a typical modern theme. With a leg over my knee and my hands clamped together, I tried my hardest to smile, if just to be friendly, but I knew I had to be tough with him. I let out a deep breath and kept my eyes on him to uphold some kind of professionalism. “I’m sorry to have to do this, Sam, but I’m afraid I have to let you go.”

He arched his eyebrows and swallowed, his eyes as wide as an alert deer. At first, he said nothing for what felt like the most awkward of seconds. Then, he pursed his lips and lowered his head. “Can I at least know what I did wrong?”

I’d figured he’d ask that question, and it was a reasonable one. “I know you need this job, especially after you just graduated high school this summer. But your performance hasn’t picked up since you started here a couple months ago. You don’t always answer the phone at the front desk, you check your personal phone quite a bit every day, and you take frequent breaks to the bathroom, even on busier days. I can’t have a receptionist like that when I’m working with some big companies here. It’s very unprofessional, and I cannot and will not tolerate that.”

Sam gave me a reluctant nod and sighed. “Can I ask you something, Mark?”

“Of course.” I gave him my undivided attention.

“Does this actually have anything to do with my posts online?”

I swallowed from the surprise question. Had he found out I’d been spying on him? However, it was also my chance to bring the subject up, since it was indeed a part of why I’d decided to fire him. “In part, yes.”

Sam looked over his right shoulder at my other workers who weren’t even within earshot with as far away as they were, and because the door was closed. He pulled up his chair closer to my desk and rested his forearms against the surface. “Since you’re firing me, I might as well be honest with you, Mark. I honestly can’t stop thinking about you. Juan is such a lucky guy to get to have you to himself every single day and night.”

Fuck, why was Sam talking like this? Why was he saying these things? It also triggered a very agonizing reality. Juan and I no longer had a sex life together, and as faithful as I’d been in the five years we’d been committed to each other, I was still a man with needs. I had to fight every single temptation that could lure me to go on a gay app and release some tension. Thankfully, given that I wasn’t physically attracted to Sam, I had no worries about cheating on Juan with him. Sure, Sam was a real cutie, but it was in the same way a lesbian could find a guy cute and not want to sleep with him. I was flattered by Sam’s crush, but I could never let things get that far with any employee of mine, regardless of looks.

I hunched over and mimicked Sam’s position to speak to him in a low tone, face to face in proximity, even though there was no way we’d be heard unless we were yelling. “While I do thank you for the compliment, it’s just not appropriate. Please understand that.”

Sam’s eyes glistened, probably hurt from everything I’d told him. “I mean, I’m eighteen. I’m an adult, you know?”

“That’s not the point, Sam.”

After a moment of silence, he looked a bit more emotional. “Will I ever find a sexy daddy like you?”

Daddy. Ugh, how that irked me, despite how common it was to be referred to as a daddy. Sure, there were tons of hot younger men out there, the jock types, anyway. If it weren’t for my being with Juan, and I had met someone younger instead, and of similar build and looks, I would have totally gone for the opportunity with the condition he wouldn’t see me as a father figure.. Age was just a number, but this very twink sitting right in front of me would never have a chance with me even if I weren’t a professional and fucked my male employees.

I sighed. “Please don’t call me that.”

“Oh. Sorry.” Sam frowned.

“Anyway, I want you to finish out your shift for today, if you don’t mind. I need some time to hire someone new.”

He let out a scoff and gave me an offended look. “What’s the point? You already fired me.” Then, he formed a small grin. “But I’ll consider it on one condition.”

Did I want to know? Still, I needed Sam for today at the very least. “What’s that?”

“I wanna see your dick.”

My eyebrows flew up. What the fuck was wrong with this kid? There was no way I could work with him while he acted so inappropriately. “In that case, pack your things and leave.”

Sam chuckled. “It was a joke!”

“That was not cool. Seriously, you can leave now.”

He got up and seemed deeply upset, maybe even pissed. “Fine.” He stood there and faced me. “You know, Mark? I did find Juan on Facebook. Maybe I should tell him you’ve been fucking me in your office.” A smirk spanned his face, and he was no longer the adorable sweetheart I’d once believed him to be. What a nasty person. Still, Juan trusted me and knew exactly the type of man I’d ever cheat with in a hypothetical situation. “Good luck with that. And good luck in life. Please see your way out.”

Sam rolled his eyes with a red face, probably flustered from having failed to get his way. He marched out of my office and began to pack the few things he had up front.

Good riddance.




Chapter 2







What a busy day at work, and an interesting one at that. Thank God the devious little shit had left me alone. Sam could have caused even more drama, but he hadn’t. I was ready to relax for the whole weekend.

That hot Friday evening in mid-August, I parked my burnt-orange convertible next to Juan’s old sedan in the attached garage of our three-bed/two-bath condo. We lived in an upscale part of town near Detroit, Michigan, not far from downtown where I worked.

I stepped out of the car and entered the condo through the left-side door that led directly to the kitchen. I hung my keys on the wall by the door and inhaled the scent of yellow rice with beans, as well as boneless pork chops marinated with adobo, all prepared by the one and only. Juan hadn’t been born in Puerto Rico like his parents had been, but he’d learned a lot from them, including speaking Spanish and being a great cook. I personally couldn’t cook for shit, save for the occasional grilled cheese and whatnot. What would I do without the love of my life when it came to domestic duties?

“Hey, papi, how was work?” Juan asked in his sexy urban accent. He stirred the boiled rice in water with sofrito and other typical Spanish ingredients. He repeatedly banged the large spoon against the rim of the small pot and set it on the stovetop. He turned around with a heart-melting smile that never got old, no matter how long I’d been with him. God, he still looked so hot for his age, and in great shape. Technically, I was physically in much better shape, and he even insisted I was the hotter one of the two, but I couldn’t agree.

I inched closer and pulled him into my arms for a tight embrace and a quick peck on the lips. “Busy as always. Food smells good, though.” My stomach growled all of a sudden.

Juan gave me another smile and rubbed his nose against mine, moaning softly with affection. “You’re hungry, aren’t you?”

“Starving, actually.” I groped his very-round ass and grinned. “I’d rather eat this, though.”

That weakened his smile, and he let go of me in no time. He heaved a deep sigh, the corners of his mouth wilting like the dying rose that was our sex life. “I thought we talked about this, Mark.” He wasn’t mad, but I knew he was at least affected by my sexual touch.

I inhaled a breath, pressed my lips together, and exhaled. “I’m trying, Juan. I really am.” My voice cracked with emotions, and I ached for this very man in front of me, ached for his naked body to make passionate love to.

He shook his head and turned back to the pot for another stir or two. “We agreed, remember? You even told me you were fine with it and that we’d be okay. Or have you changed your mind?”

My heart cracked a bit because I’d agreed to the end of our sex life purely out of the love I felt for Juan. He’d never agree to an open relationship with as jealous as he was, and I honestly wasn’t sure if I could even fuck another man without feeling some sort of guilt. God, how I loved him with all my heart. I suspected he was waiting for me to propose to him after throwing out some serious hints, especially whenever we strolled past the jewelry shops. That was the thing, though. As deeply as I loved him, as much as it would destroy me to lose him, marriage was a huge step. Sure, maybe in general I’d consider it, but to exchange vows for a sexless marriage terrified me in ways I could never admit to him.

“Are you sure you’re not asexual, Juan?”

He slapped his forehead with a big sigh, and I knew then that I’d just annoyed the fuck out of him. “I keep telling you that I’m not sure and I don’t care to know because we already agreed we wouldn’t have sex again, so it’s irrelevant. Can we drop it now?”

I decided to bite my tongue for the umpteenth time whenever we went through this. The last thing I needed was to have another argument and not speak to each other for hours.

Juan’s phone rang with that annoying reggaetón music that drove me nuts. God, I hated that genre. I was the soft rock and light pop kind of guy, with some adult contemporary and smooth jazz thrown in on occasion. Hell, I even liked my share of salsa despite not understanding a lick of Spanish.

Juan’s face lit up with the kind of fondness that made me figure out who’d called. It was family, and not just any family, but most likely his only child from a bitter divorce. “Julio! How are you, papito?” He started gabbing away into a conversation with pure elation written across his face.

A warm smile crept up on my lips, and my heart fluttered from hearing Juan’s emotional greeting. He loved his son more than life, more than me, even. That was okay, though. Julio was allowed to take first place for reasons I’d never even think to complain about. Even at eighteen, Julio was truly the love of Juan’s life, and Juan would die for him without a second thought. What a foreign concept it was to be a father. I’d never know what it was like, but I also didn’t want children of my own. Thankfully, Juan didn’t want another child, so it was never an issue.

I hadn’t seen Julio in many years when Juan had gotten to see him a bit more. Sadly, Juan’s ex-wife had unfairly decided to cut him out of her and Julio’s lives once she’d started attending a fanatical Pentecostal church in Kissimmee, Florida. Julio had to have been about fourteen the last time I’d seen him, a small and skinny little thing, and he’d already started looking like a miniature Juan in more of an adorable way. He’d probably been popular with the girls at school, since he too had had modeling potential for being a skinny kid.

I couldn’t wait to see Julio and catch up with him. He was coming to visit us soon, and the thought of seeing him and Juan rekindle their father/son relationship already warmed my heart with joy.

Juan cast his eyes on me and waved for my attention, covering the receiver as if to prevent Julio from listening. “Mark, can you pick Julio up from the airport since he was bumped to an earlier flight? I wanna finish cooking and see if I can clean up around here a bit.”

How could I ever say “no” to such a thing when it only meant that Juan would finally see his son again? “Sure, what time?”

“He’s actually there right now. He just got off the plane.”

I nodded. “Let me just get out of my work clothes and throw on a T-shirt and some shorts since it’s really hot out.”

“Hurry, please?”

“Yep.” I rushed up the stairs and into our room, changed as quickly as I could, and rushed back down into the kitchen. I reached for my keys, gave Juan a quick kiss on the cheek, and gave him a huge smile. “I know how much this means to you, having him here for a few days.”

Juan twisted his lips into a guilty smile. “Yeah, about that… I kind of have a surprise for you. I’ll tell you when you get back here with Julio.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Oh? Am I going to like it?”

“I hope so! It’s something we probably should’ve discussed together, but I know you won’t mind.”

Somehow, I had a suspicion of what it was, and if it was what my mind was telling me, then Juan had some serious explaining to do. I waved goodbye at him while he got back on the phone, and I left the condo. I hopped inside my car and took off. As much as I respected his love for Julio, for obvious reasons, I still needed my own living space with just Juan and me. Hopefully, that would still be the case.




Chapter 3







The airport was about a twenty-minute drive from home, so it gave me some time to think about stuff while the radio played at a low volume. Just how long would Julio stay with us? Why did I have a feeling it would be longer than I’d have wanted it to be? I tried to fight every selfish thought I could, but I couldn’t help how I felt. I enjoyed having my own space with Juan a bit too much, and I wasn’t sure just how comfortable I’d be if that had suddenly changed against my will.

My mind returned to Juan and our sex life. When we’d first met five years ago, he’d lit up the whole bar with his presence and had made me swoon, both heart and cock. I hadn’t been sure if we’d even last because I simply never knew with the gay dating scene. I’d fucked him so good that first night together in my old apartment. I’d tried to go easy on him because of my size, with him joking that I might as well have fucked him with a beer can. To be fair, he wasn’t that far off, which was something that intimidated so many of my past hookups while getting me lucky with many others. After that night, along with a few others, we’d agreed to date because we’d connected so well.

Now, here we were, still just as in love as ever, except without the sex that had connected us in a different way. Looking back, sure, I could tell Juan hadn’t enjoyed getting fucked or even sucking me off, but had done it to make me happy. Over time, we’d had sex far less often until a year ago when he’d finally had a serious talk about it with me. A part of me had considered ending it with him, at least at first. After thinking about it some more, I couldn’t have done that. I’d even toyed with the idea of having some kind of open relationship, and when I’d casually brought it up to test his reaction, he’d outright refused and had freaked out over the fact that I’d even considered such a thing. It had taken days to convince him that I wouldn’t go through with it. So, there was that.

God, how I missed sex with Juan. I’d been with plenty of hot Latinos and other men of color, but he was so beautiful to me that he stood out from the rest of them. He still captivated me in a way no other man had been able to do. He could pass for a model even in his early forties, and if he were a porn star, he’d be quite popular. Though, the idea of other men banging his hot ass didn’t quite sit well with me. Luckily, I never had to worry about that with him.

Once I reached the airport, I struggled with finding a parking spot, and when I did, I had to pay. After I turned off the engine, I grabbed my phone and called Juan.

“Hey, papi. Did you get there yet?”

“Yep, I’m parked. Did you tell him to find my car, or…?”

“Yeah, I gave him all the details. Your car is easy to find, so he should be okay.”

I glanced over my right shoulder and scoped everyone I could. Within moments of waiting and having small talk with Juan, I noticed someone approaching my direction with no one else nearby, pulling his wheeled luggage from behind. He was probably a random college jock, but he was quite hot and clean-cut with his short and dark hair flipped forward, and he had the kind of skin tone that could easily tan under the sun. He wore a sleeveless, hooded sweatshirt in white and light-gray jogging shorts, both revealing his beautifully toned limbs. Fuck, was he sexy. He looked as if he were focused on the cars parked around me, which made me wonder. The closer he got, the more he narrowed his eyes at my car. Then, it hit me as soon as his face did start to seem more familiar in a transformed sort of way.

Julio?!

“I…think I see him? Does he actually look like a jock now?”

“Yeah, that’s probably him. He sent me some photos the other day and he’s so big and grown now, very handsome too.”

I felt a light slap in the face from Juan’s words. “Oh? And you didn’t think to show any of them to me?”

“I wanted to surprise you, papi! He’s so excited to see you again after all these years and I didn’t want to spoil part of the surprise.” Juan’s super enthusiastic tone made it hard for me to be bitter about it. I knew deep down that he’d meant well.

I smiled at the thought of being that important to Julio. If anything, it probably meant I was his second dad, which I supposed wasn’t exactly a bad thing. I peeked at Julio through the passenger window and saw him coming even closer until he stopped right by the window and peered through. I felt awkward for having drooled over his looks a moment ago. “He’s here. Gotta go.”

“Wait! Give me a little bit of time. I just started cleaning the bathroom.”

“Juan, what the fuck. Why didn’t you think to do that before? And besides, does it even matter?”

“So, he can think that we live like pigs? I don’t think so, papi. Take him out somewhere, anywhere. I don’t care where. Just give me extra time to clean up here, okay? Love you, bye!” He disconnected the line before I’d had the chance to say anything.

Fuck. Where exactly would I take Julio?

Julio gave the passenger window a few gentle knocks, and as I got a better look at him, I was still shocked by how much he’d grown. Even though he was barely eighteen, he looked like a well-developed young man who could totally do some modeling on the side. In fact, he looked just like Juan.

I scrambled to unlock the door after having been a bit too focused on him, and he opened the back door to store his luggage on the back seat. He shut the door and opened the passenger door, sliding right in with an enormous smile on his young face. He was beautiful, if that was even appropriate to think to myself.

Julio closed the door and shifted his eyes to mine. “Mark! Wow…it’s been since forever, right?” He threw his arms around me, much to my surprise.

After hearing his deep and manly voice, feeling his unexpected embrace, and inhaling the faint smell of his cologne mixed with the natural scent of pure man, my cock twitched a couple of times. He was anything but a boy. A growth spurt gone wild? Workouts? Sports? Fuck. This was totally not appropriate, but I tried my hardest not to think much about it.

He let out an affectionate moan and let go with a giddy smile. “Thanks for picking me up. I can’t wait to see my dad!”

I gave Julio a tight smile. “I bet you miss him.”

“Oh, Mark, like crazy!”

“How’s Florida, by the way?” I’d been there many times and loved it, but Michigan was home sweet home to me.

“Hot! But the beaches are great, at least.”

“I bet. Well, at least you don’t have to be stuck with winters here anymore whenever you’re over there.”

“That’s okay, Mark, it doesn’t bother me. I’m from here, anyway.” Julio made a tiny frown for a moment. “I do miss my best friend in Florida, though. But we’ll still keep in touch while I'm here.”

“I’m glad to hear that because there’s no reason to end a good friendship over it.”

“Exactly, Mark. And now that I’m going to get to live with you guys, it’s just going to be awesome, the three of us!”

Wait, what?! Juan had never mentioned a single word about that!

Julio slapped a hand over his open mouth and widened his eyes. “Oh…shit. I think it was supposed to be a surprise.” He swallowed and looked so dramatically worried over it. “Mark…can you just pretend I never told you the surprise? Please?”

A surprise, indeed. A huge one, at that. I didn’t say a word and just gave him a curt nod. I tried with all my might not to get into a mood as I revved the engine and gripped the steering wheel harder than I probably should. I was suddenly annoyed, and I felt a little betrayed because my say in the matter apparently didn’t mean anything. What had Juan been thinking pulling a stunt like this without at least talking to me first? I could have agreed to a temporary solution if he’d just been honest with me.

Poor Julio. It wasn’t his fault, and I realized that within moments. He was probably relieved to be away from his religious nut of a mother, and I couldn’t really blame him. He grabbed his phone and fiddled with it, his focus quickly shifting to the screen like all teens with phones.

I couldn’t think straight anymore. The surprise news still hit me in a way I hadn’t been prepared for. I almost ran into the back of a car from being lost in thought, and Julio almost jumped from his seat and dropped his phone on my lap from jerking his hand toward me. My heart pumped from the almost-accident, and I swerved around safely until I was back in focus, driving away from the airport to get onto I-94. I grabbed Julio’s phone to hand it back to him, but something on the screen captured my attention. Photos of various men in the form of thumbnails were all I could see. Was that a dating app?

Julio snatched his phone and looked away, his lips twisting into a bashful smile. “You probably saw that, didn’t you?” he muttered.

I sighed, no longer wanting to be upset. He didn’t deserve any of this, and I was probably being a bit childish about the situation. Still, Juan owed me a serious explanation at the very least. “It’s fine. I don’t have to tell anyone if it makes you feel any better. Just be careful with those apps, okay?”

“Oh, Mark…my dad knows I’m gay.” Julio flashed me a set of clenched whites, but he couldn’t hide his embarrassment.

“I see. Well, I didn’t know, to be honest.” Yet another thing Juan had failed to tell me. I felt a slight prick in my heart from the thought of being left in the dark about stuff. Sure, Julio was his son, but Juan was my boyfriend, and we shared everything together.

“I actually told him not to tell anyone, that’s why. But I guess it’s okay if you know.”

I forced a light chuckle. “I mean, I’m with your dad. Why should that be a secret?”

Julio shrugged. “I don’t know, Mark,” he muttered. “I was just…stupid, I guess.”

“Oh, stop. You’re not stupid. I guess I can understand if this is all new to you. Is it?”

He nodded, another bashful smile forming. “I was actually not ready to come out yet, but it kind of relates to why I’m not living with my mom anymore.”

“Oh?” I tried not to pry because he deserved his privacy, but curiosity got the best of me.

Julio sighed. “Mark…she…well…kind of kicked me out.”

My eyes widened at his confession, and I felt a bit guilty for having expressed curiosity. He definitely needed support, and the more I thought about it, the more I realized how he was too young to be out in the streets. He needed us more than anything now, and I suddenly felt like I’d been a prick about the surprise move the entire time. “I’m sorry to hear that.”

It took Julio a moment to say anything, and when he did, it was a simple, “Thanks.” He clearly didn’t want to talk about it, and I wouldn’t pry any more than I already had. He’d tell me more about it when the time came, and if not, that was okay, too.

The thought of Juan popped back into mind, reminding me to stall Julio for a bit before heading back home. I didn’t want to take him out to eat after Juan had already been cooking, so I decided to drive around to kill some time. I continued down I-94 West toward Chicago, even though I lived east of there. I’d eventually turn back around.

I glanced at Julio and couldn’t get over how much he’d grown. He was now just slightly shorter than me, and I wasn’t short by any means. The more I took a few glimpses of his natural beauty, the more my cock twitched all over again. Even the proximity of us sitting together in my car didn’t help with the matter. He was a man now, no longer a boy, and his uncanny resemblance to Juan, face and body, was more of a tease than anything. After all, I’d seen tons of photos of Juan at around Julio’s age.

As soon as my cock grew harder than ever, I looked away and focused on driving nowhere in particular, feeling guilty already for seeing Julio in a whole new light. This wasn’t right. In fact, it was highly inappropriate for me to be getting an erection just by looking at my own boyfriend’s teen son. While I should have known better, I also couldn’t control the unexpected effect.

Julio’s phone chimed and he checked his phone. He rolled his eyes and shook his head, exhaling as if I wouldn’t notice.

I wrinkled my forehead at him but still paid attention to the road. “You okay?”

“Eh…not really, Mark. I mean, it’s nothing, I guess.”

“Well, if you ever want to talk about it, I don’t judge. No pressure, of course.” Why was I being so nosy? I wasn’t usually this bad.

“It’s just…well…it’s a guy that wants to meet in person.”

I smiled in amusement. “Ah. I take it you’re nervous or not interested, or…?”

“Both, actually.” That bashful smile again. It was beginning to be his own look that Juan didn’t do. It was quite adorable.

I didn’t know why, but I placed a hand on Julio’s leg and gave it a few supportive taps before placing it back on the steering wheel. “Just be careful, okay? You never know who you could meet on those apps. Lots of creeps and weirdoes out there.”

“I know, Mark. I only just got on this one recently. It’s my first one.”

I gave him a knowing smirk. “I bet you get a lot of replies, huh?”

That suddenly made him quite red, and he leaned his head back against the headrest, pursing his lips as if to suppress the truth.

I chuckled. “It’s okay, Julio. There’s nothing to be shy about. You’re a handsome young man, so you shouldn’t be surprised by all that attention.”

After a moment of silence, he gave me a soft look. “You really think I’m handsome?”

Was he serious? Or was he playing the modest card? “Of course, you are, silly. You’re a beautiful guy. Have you thought about modeling?”

Julio swallowed and shook his head, lowering his eyes to his legs as if lacking the confidence he should have had a long time ago. “Well, Mark…I mean…I did get one offer, but I turned it down.”

“What? Seriously? Why?” My mind was officially boggled, and it made no sense as to why he wouldn’t have taken advantage of a unique offer that probably never came around that often, if at all.

He paused with another bashful smile. “It was for…jockstraps.”

My eyebrows were raised quite high at his admission. Within just seconds, the image of him wearing a classic jockstrap plagued my mind and got me hard all over again. I took in a breath and let it out. “Yeah, I can see why you’d turn that down. Can’t be easy to show off that much of your body, I bet.”

Julio chuckled. “Not at all.”

I had to admit that I felt a bit honored by the fact that he’d already confided in me with more than enough personal things. Did Juan even know any of this? Though, it felt wrong to betray Julio’s trust, even if Juan promised not to say anything, so I decided to keep it all to myself.

Julio’s phone chimed again, and he checked it with another eyeroll. “Mark…can I tell you something?”

“Of course.”

“But…not even my dad knows.”

“I won’t tell him anything you don’t want me to.” However, just that idea alone made me feel guilty for keeping secrets from the love of my life. Still, I couldn’t betray Julio’s trust and have him be hurt and never confide in me again.
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