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Chapter 1
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When the bell dinged, Dexter Herrera immediately glanced toward the entrance to the coffee shop. The customer who had just walked into the shop was probably a bit older than Dexter. Maybe mid to late thirties. Dexter was thirty-one years old. He had dark brown eyes and black hair. He stood an inch over six feet, and he weighed one hundred and eighty-three pounds. The unknown man had the same eye and hair colors as Dexter’s. He appeared to be five inches taller than Dexter, and he was definitely a lot heavier. At least two hundred and fifty pounds of muscles from top to bottom. Since it was summer, the stranger was wearing a short-sleeved, buttoned-down shirt, and shorts, with sneakers.

“Fuck!” Dexter exclaimed softly before swallowing the saliva that had been pooling at a rapid pace inside his mouth and all the way to the back of his throat.

Whoever this man was, he was certainly Dexter’s type. Handsome, tall, tan, and hairy arms and legs. Dexter also noticed some of the man’s chest hair, which was visible because the guy didn’t button up his shirt all the way to the top. Dexter discreetly peeked at the potential customer’s crotch, and he gulped again. Even though those shorts weren’t that tight, Dexter could still make out the very visible bulge and obscene outline of what had to be an incredibly massive dick. If the man’s cock was so big while flaccid, Dexter couldn’t even imagine what it would be like when it was completely hard. He had to force himself to calm down so that his own dick wouldn’t become fully erect. After that, he quickly smiled and put on the most professional look he could muster at the moment before introducing himself and greeting the customer. He almost stopped breathing for a second or two when the man beamed widely in return.

“Hey, Dexter. I would like a cup of hot coffee, please.”

“What kind?” Dexter asked while doing his best to calm his racing heartbeat.

He didn’t have a voice kink, but after hearing this customer’s deep voice, along with that husky timbre, he was certain that he had developed one right then and there. He could probably get an orgasm just from listening to this man’s voice because it was beyond sexy and arousing. It should even be classified as a lethal weapon of pleasure that would guarantee anyone, man or woman, a trip to paradise.

“Plain black. No sugar, no cream. Thanks.”

Dexter nodded, and his hand was trembling a bit while keying in the order into the computer system. “Would you like a sandwich with the coffee? Or maybe a slice of cake. They had just been delivered about fifteen minutes ago.”

The man peered at the display case on the left for a few seconds before pointing at one of the cakes. “The dark chocolate one, please.”

“An excellent choice!” Dexter responded with a grin before leaning in much closer to the man. “That’s the best cake in this shop, and it’s my top favorite dessert here.”

The man chuckled. Dexter had to suppress a sigh because this customer sounded too incredibly seductive.

“Glad to hear that. I’ll enjoy the cake and coffee while doing some work here.”

Dexter hurriedly prepared the coffee for the customer while Melinda Hughes, his fellow barista, plated the cake for him. He thanked Melinda before arranging the coffee and the plate on the tray. After the payment was done, along with a very generous tip, the man thanked Dexter before picking up the tray and making his way slowly toward one of the empty tables next to the floor-to-ceiling window. Austin, Texas was terribly warm that summer. Much worse than the previous year. Dexter couldn’t understand why the man had selected that particular table when there were a couple others available.

“That table has maximum exposure to the sunlight,” Dexter said to Melinda, who had just scooted close to him, while cocking his head slightly toward the gorgeous customer’s table. “I don’t know why he has to sit there, but I’m thankful. It gives me an unobstructed view of one of the best specimen of mankind. With the emphasis on man, of course.”

Melinda seemed amused. “Dude, do you seriously not know who that guy is?”

Dexter studied the man’s face for a moment before shaking his head. “Am I supposed to? Is he a celebrity?”

Melinda giggled. “That’s Ezequiel Hayes!”

“The name sounds kind of familiar.”

Unlike Melinda, Dexter couldn’t care less about celebrities, the so-called influencers or content creators, K-pop idols, or any of that shit. Maybe it was because of the age gap between him and Melinda. His fellow barista was in her senior year in high school. Young people paid attention to famous people, the latest trends, and things of that nature. Dexter couldn’t be bothered at all. He had so many other much more important matters to worry about. For example, he had to earn money to pay the rent, bills, etc. Survival was his top priority.

The job at the coffee shop wasn’t Dexter’s main gig. He worked as a manager in the marketing department of an advertisement agency. The salary wasn’t that bad, but the economy was beyond horrid, and everything was insanely expensive these days. Dexter had to do some side hustles whenever the opportunities arose. He had to save up as much as possible just in case he got fired or, much worse than that, fell ill. Currently, the United States of America was governed by a bunch of corrupt motherfuckers. Dexter had to make sure that he could get through the next few years intact.

“Dude!” Melinda exclaimed, and the disbelief and astonishment were clearly written all over her face. “Ezequiel used to play football professionally. One of the best quarterbacks to ever live! He had a ton of sponsors back in the day. He was also an amazing runway model. Among some other stuff. Unfortunately, he had too many injuries over the years. He had no choice but to retire at twenty-eight. I heard that he’s rich. According to Google, his net worth is five hundred million dollars, or something like that. He still takes on some modeling assignments these days, though. Probably something to do in his spare time or to alleviate his boredom.”

Dexter frowned. “I really don’t recognize him.”

Melinda snickered before pulling out her smartphone from the pocket of her jeans. She tapped and typed on the screen for several seconds before shoving the phone over to Dexter. Initially, Dexter had no idea who he was looking at because the man on the screen was too heavily made up. Then he gasped, and Melinda seemed even more amused.

“Ezequiel is an old man now. Thirty-six, if I remember correctly. Still fucking hot, though.”

Dexter grimaced in disgust. “He’s not old. If you think of him that way, I shouldn’t be having this conversation with you. You’re underage.”

“I’m eighteen,” Melinda retorted while rolling her eyes. “I’m about to graduate from high school.”

“I’m thirty-one,” Dexter reminded her.

“Whatever!” Melinda shot back with a chuckle before taking her phone back and walking away.

Dexter was glad that he had put an end to that conversation with Melinda. He had never hidden his sexual preference from any of his co-workers so they all knew that he was gay. He didn’t mind them inquiring what life was like back then for a gay man like him, but he drew the line at talking about the men he was interested in, especially if the ones asking were much younger than him. That type of topic bordered on something sexual, and Dexter didn’t feel comfortable touching on it.

Melinda was right about one thing, though. Ezequiel was fucking hot. Dexter remembered the picture that Melinda had shown him earlier. Ezequiel had taken that photo for a magazine cover. He was practically naked there, except for the skimpy underwear that barely covered up the humongous piece of meat he was carrying. He had hair everywhere from the chest down. He obviously didn’t wax or even trim anything. However, even with how hirsute he was, his muscles still popped. He had huge arms, chest, thighs, and calves. In fact, he was unbelievably muscular everywhere. It was as if he spent every spare moment doing weight training or something.

“Hey, Dexter.”

Dexter was startled, but he didn’t need to look at the person who had just called out his name because that goddamn voice was too unforgettable. He quickly glanced toward the direction where the voice was coming from. Ezequiel was standing on the other side of the counter, grinning at Dexter.

“Oh, hey! What’s up?”

“I would like to buy some sandwiches. I’m hungrier than I thought.”

“Sure thing. Which ones?”

“What are your favorites?” Ezequiel countered while still beaming widely.

“I love the beef sandwich. The chicken one is great, too. Don’t get the turkey sandwich. It tastes weird.”

Ezequiel laughed. “All right. Give me the beef and chicken then.”

“Coming right up.”

After the transaction had been completed, Ezequiel thanked Dexter before walking away with the sandwiches. Dexter noticed that Ezequiel had left the receipt behind. He was about to call out Ezequiel’s name when he caught sight of another piece of paper underneath the receipt. He picked up the paper. Ezequiel had written something on it.

Hey, Dexter. I’m Ezequiel Hayes, and this may come across as goddamn creepy, but I need to take a chance. I think you’re incredibly good-looking, and I really like you. If you’re also into men, or at least bisexual, and interested in hanging out sometimes, give me a call. Or send me a text message.

Dexter was stunned. He stared at Ezequiel’s phone number right under that message for what felt like forever. Then he raised his head slightly and smiled in Ezequiel’s direction. Ezequiel must have been waiting to see what Dexter’s reaction would be because he was looking toward the counter. Dexter pointed at the paper in his hand before giving Ezequiel a thumbs-up. The relief that appeared on Ezequiel’s face was sort of hilarious, and Dexter couldn’t help but be charmed by it. He was definitely going to get in touch with Ezequiel as soon as his shift at the coffee shop was over.

* * * *
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Chapter 2
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Ezequiel was beyond nervous, and he didn’t know why. He wasn’t a virgin. He had plenty of one-night stands over the years. He had even fucked quite a few women back in his football player days just so he could hide his shameful secret and continue staying in the proverbial closet. At the time, he had felt the need to fit in with the rest of the guys. After retiring, a guy he had sex with a couple of times had threatened to out him to the media, so he had no choice but to announce his sexuality to the world. He had lost even more sponsors and many fair-weather friends, and his relationships with his parents and three older brothers had been strained ever since. That last one was the hardest to deal with because he had always been loved and adored by his family. At first, it was because he was the youngest child in the family, and later on, it was due to his amazing skills on the football field, along with the money and fame that came along with his success. He had casually dated many men after coming out. He also had two serious boyfriends before, but unfortunately, their romance wasn’t meant to last. Now, he was in his car on the way to pick up Dexter, his date for the evening, and his heart was beating wildly like crazy.

“Dexter is just a regular guy,” Ezequiel muttered under his breath while carefully navigating his way along the busy traffic. “A normal man. Not an angel or a god. Just a man.”

He managed to soothe his nerves after a while, but that didn’t last long. After entering the apartment complex and then stopping in front of Dexter’s apartment building, Ezequiel felt as if his heart had ceased pumping for a second or two, and he found it difficult to breathe. Dexter was standing in front of the building in a button-down shirt, jeans, and a pair of sneakers. Nothing special or out of the ordinary, but he took Ezequiel’s breath away. Ezequiel quietly chided himself. He had to get it together. He rubbed his rather sweaty palms against his shirt and jeans before taking a deep breath. Then he opened the door and got out of the car. He was still tense, but he somehow succeeded in greeting Dexter with a smile without looking like an idiot.

“Hey, man!” Dexter exclaimed, and he suddenly pulled Ezequiel toward him.

Ezequiel was astonished at being manhandled, but he didn’t resist. Instead, he melted into the embrace. He was certainly biased, but Dexter smelled so fucking amazing. A bit sweaty, but Ezequiel didn’t mind it. Not at all. He hugged Dexter tightly. He was surprised and relieved mere seconds later when he discovered that he was feeling a lot better. At the very least, he was no longer feeling jumpy. He scooted back a tad and beamed widely at Dexter.

“I hope it’s okay for me to tell you that you’re so fucking beautiful.”

Dexter seemed pleased to hear that because he was grinning from ear to ear. “It’s more than okay, and thank you. So are you.”

Ezequiel was delighted by the compliment. “Thanks.”

After that, he offered his hand to Dexter, who immediately grabbed it gently. He led Dexter toward the car and opened the door. Dexter thanked Ezequiel before getting onto the front-passenger seat. Ezequiel shut the door before heading back to the other side of the vehicle. Once he and Dexter were properly strapped in, he started driving the car out from the apartment complex.

“Where are we going to?” Dexter inquired a short while later.

Ezequiel informed Dexter that they would be having dinner at a small restaurant downtown that he frequented. “It’s a Mexican restaurant, but if you’re in the mood for something else, we can—”

“Mexican food will be perfect,” Dexter interrupted with a smile.

“Awesome!”

The silence stretched on for a bit too long afterward, and Ezequiel racked his brain, desperately hoping he could come up with a topic of conversation that would put an end to this strange awkwardness. He didn’t know why he and Dexter were suddenly unable to talk freely. After that fateful meeting at the coffee shop a couple of days ago, they had called and texted many times a day. Ezequiel knew Dexter’s hobbies, favorite food, academic history, and some other little tidbits. Dexter also found out many things about Ezequiel. Unfortunately, the only thing Ezequiel could think of right then was to ask about Dexter’s family, but he wasn’t sure if that was a good idea. That was too personal, and they weren’t at the stage where they could open up that much yet.

“I’m really glad that you made the first move at the coffee shop.”

Ezequiel was happy that Dexter had spoken up first. “I had to take a chance. I wasn’t sure if you were even attracted to men, and if you were, you might not be interested in me. Or worse, you might already have a boyfriend.”

Dexter chuckled, and it made him look even more handsome. Ezequiel was certain that he would probably die from a heart attack soon because one moment, his heart was beating fast, and the next, he felt like it would stop pumping. The pattern had been on repeat multiple times that evening even though he and Dexter had spent less than five minutes together so far.

“I was definitely into you,” Dexter said with a grin at Ezequiel. “I still am.”

“I’m also into you. Very much so!”

Then Ezequiel smiled at Dexter. Their mutual confessions must have broken the ice for good because for the remainder of the journey to the restaurant, the two of them were able to chat like a couple of long-lost friends. The conversation flowed smoothly. Ezequiel could tell that Dexter must have researched him online because the man seemed to know quite a lot about his past.

“It must have been really tough for you back then, having to pretend that you were straight in order to fit in.”

“It was,” Ezequiel admitted. “But life wasn’t all bad. I got to do what I love for a living.”

“Were there plenty of macho posturing and lots of sex talk in the locker rooms?”

Ezequiel groaned upon being reminded. “Some, but probably not as much as people assume. Bragging about my sexual prowess was all right. I could do that just fine. Dating women was also fine with me, but some of them expected me to have sex with them, and they were very obvious about it.”

Dexter snickered. “How did you manage to...uh, get it up?”

“By thinking about my sexual experiences with men. I didn’t have many chances to do it with men at the time because I was in the closet, and I had to be discreet and careful, but I had a few encounters.”

“Publicly announcing your sexuality to the world must have been so scary.”

Ezequiel was a little surprised when Dexter held his hand, but he happily reciprocated. “Very! After I did that, I was also relieved. The sense of freedom to live my life as who I am didn’t come to me immediately. It took a while, but it eventually happened after about a month or so. Not everyone accepted me, including...”

He trailed off in embarrassment. He hadn’t intended to go so deep into the subject matter. He was about to apologize when Dexter abruptly squeezed his hand, and that stopped him from uttering a single word.

“You’ve done a great job surviving through some of the worst moments of your life. Will it be okay if I say that I’m really proud of you?”

Ezequiel’s breath hitched for a few seconds. He also teared up because nobody had ever told him that, and he nodded at Dexter.

“Yes, and thank you.”

“You’re welcome.”

After that, Dexter changed the topic to his daily activities at work. Ezequiel was aware that Dexter’s main job was as a manager in the marketing department. Dexter had quite a number of side hustles to earn more money because the economy was terrible, and life was freaking expensive. Ezequiel enjoyed listening to Dexter’s stories. Unlike his experiences as a football player and a model, Dexter seemed to have gone through many more exciting things in life, and they were vastly different from his own.

The two of them continued with the conversation throughout dinner, and by the time the meal was over, Ezequiel thought it was one of the best highlights of his day. His week even. It had been such a long time since he could talk so openly and smoothly with someone. He didn’t have to worry about holding back too much or doing the opposite. He could be himself, and that was really nice. He really wished the night could go on forever, but sadly, every good thing must come to an end. He was sulking a little when he drove Dexter back home, and he felt worse after stopping the car in front of the apartment building, but he tried not to show it.

“This has been one of the best evenings of my life.”

Dexter beamed widely. “Same for me.”

“Can we meet up again tomorrow?” Ezequiel asked. “Or whenever you’re free.”

“I can’t make it tomorrow,” Dexter replied. “I have a bartending job at a bar downtown. Cassandra, one of my closest friends, called me right before you picked me up for our date. She begged me to cover her shift at the bar. Her mom got into a car accident earlier this afternoon. She’s currently hospitalized.”

“Is Cassandra’s mom okay?”

“Some stitches and bruises, but overall, she’s fine.”

“Cool. Is it all right if I visit you at the bar tomorrow evening then?”

Dexter seemed delighted to hear that. “Absolutely. I’ll send you the address later.”
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