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Love on Site

1 – Learning the Code
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“Now that’s a hunk of man,” my roommate Gavin said as we idled at the traffic light at the corner of Alton Road and Seventeenth Street on Miami Beach.

I looked where he was pointing. A shirtless Latin guy with tattoos decorating his biceps and his pecs sat on top of the cab of a pickup that was towing a pair of Jet Skis on a trailer. He was about our age, early twenties, with a mane of flowing dark hair and a grin that said he was on top of his world. He looked a lot like Gavin, though my roommate’s hair was a golden blond and his muscles weren’t quite as big. But both had that sense that they knew they were handsome.

“He’s okay,” I said. “Not my type, though.”

“Manny, Manny,” Gavin said. “We’ve got to get you over this thing you have for daddy types.”

“Just ’cause there’s snow on the roof doesn’t mean there isn’t fire in the fireplace.” The light changed, and I gunned across Alton Road. It was true; I had a thing for older men, with more maturity and more going on than guys my own age.

An old lady in black tights and an electric blue tank top strolled out into the crosswalk, despite the fact that I had the green light. She had a pink-tinged bouffant that had been lacquered in place, and carried a purple yoga mat. I slowed to let her cross, even though Gavin yelled, “Hey, Yogi, try this position!” and gave her the finger out his window.

“Gavin,” I said. “Don’t you know it’s seven years’ bad luck if you run over a yogi?”

The old lady stepped onto the curb and pressed two fingers of her right hand to her mouth as we passed. Then she turned and showed us her hefty butt, placing the fingers there.

I guffawed. “She told you, bro. Probably show up and order a latte as soon as you start your shift.”

I accelerated onward. My beat-up sedan wasn’t much, but it had kept me going through four years of college, and I loved having wheels of my own.

Gavin knew a rich snowbird who had bought a three-bedroom condo on South Beach as an investment. As he and I were preparing to graduate from Florida University in Miami, he’d wrangled a deal for us to rent the place for a year, along with Larry, another of our frat brothers.

We had all met when we pledged Lambda Lambda Lambda, or Three Lambs—the gay frat at FU. Larry and I were ready to get started on our careers—he had a gig as a computer geek with a South Beach startup, and I had been able to parlay my bachelor’s in construction management into a job with a real-estate developer.

Gavin had done some modeling while we were in college, and he was trying to build a career based on his fabulous looks—and while he did so, he prepared lattes and mochas at Java Joe’s, a coffee shop on Lincoln Road. I turned off Seventeenth Street, alongside the parking garage, and dropped Gavin at the shop’s back door.

“Good luck,” he said as he hopped out. “I’m sure you’ll kill it.”

“Your mouth to God’s ear,” I said, echoing something my abuela said in Spanish.

I was extremely psyched to be heading out for my first day of my first real job. Loredo Construction had recruited at FU, and when I’d walked into the tiny interview room and shaken hands with Walter Loredo, I knew his was the company I wanted to work for. Not just because he was killer handsome, with a smile as wide as Biscayne Bay, but because he was only thirty-two and already very successful.

We’d talked during the interview, and he’d seemed impressed with my résumé. Then his secretary called and invited me out to the site of his new project—a warehouse complex west of Miami International Airport—for further interviews.

* * *
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THE DAY OF MY INTERVIEW, I cooled my heels in the construction trailer for a half hour as a succession of men in T-shirts and faded jeans walked in and out, carrying hard hats and rolls of blueprints.

I got quick glimpses of Walter that reminded me of how he floated every oar in my boat. So many Latin men I knew were short, topping out around five-nine or so, but Walter was six feet tall, an inch taller than I was. If I ever had the chance to kiss him, I wouldn’t have to lean down. He had silky black hair with a gentle curl to it, and when he passed by in an open-necked shirt, I glimpsed the way his chest hair frothed up around his neck. I loved hairy men.

He had an air of confidence, from his firm handshake to his quick brain. He was the best-looking guy in the room and the smartest too, and he knew it, but not in a cocky way. He said a brief hello to me, and my skin tingled when his hand touched mine.

“I’m glad you could come out to see us, Manny,” he said. “If you have any questions, let us know.”

His voice was deep, with just the hint of a Spanish accent trailing through the words, and when he spoke to me I felt my heart leap. Though maybe that was just nerves. And after all, I was there for a job interview, not a date.

I spent most of that afternoon with Walter’s two superintendents. Camilo was in charge of site work—a wiry Cuban in his late forties, about five-seven, who spoke to me exclusively in Spanish. My command of the language is pretty good, having grown up speaking it at home and with friends at school, but I stumbled over some of the technical terms he used, because all my education had been in English.

He took me out to the big, empty lot, hot and dusty, with planes taking off from MIA roaring above us. The first of four warehouses planned for the site was already under construction, though all I could see were the trenches for electrical conduits and plumbing pipes. Back at the construction trailer, Adrian, the interior super, walked me through the plans: four cavernous warehouses, built in succession.

Adrian was Colombian, but he spoke English with only a slight accent. He was about thirty, solidly built but not fat, with a skimpy mustache and a pair of aviator sunglasses perched on his buzz-cut head. “Not the most exciting stuff to build, but at least it’s a job, and Mr. Loredo’s a good boss,” he said.

I ended the afternoon in Walter’s office. I was glad I had been given a promotional folder about the project so I could lay it over my lap to cover the hard-on that just looking at Walter Loredo gave me.

“What do you think about what we’ve got going on here?” he asked.

I noticed him appraising me and felt self-conscious. “It’s very impressive,” I said. I had studied the area in preparation for the interview. “The property is large, with excellent access to the highway, and I understand that rental rates in this area are on the rise again.”

“You’ve looked into that?” he asked, and a smile played on his face.

“I may be an engineering student, but I’ve taken some business courses too,” I said. “I wanted to pick the area with the best growth potential, and I think this kind of light industrial land use will grow in this neighborhood.”

I had the oddest sense that Walter Loredo and I were flirting with each other, but maybe it was just my imagination. We talked for a few more minutes, until his secretary buzzed to remind him of his next appointment.

“I wish I could spend more time with you, Manny,” he said when he stood and shook my hand. “I hope the future gives us that opportunity.”

That was supposed to be my line, I thought. “I appreciate the chance to meet with you and your staff,” I said. I was proud that I managed to get out of the office without stumbling or showing off my hard-on. When I got out to my car, I sat in the parking lot for a minute with the air-conditioning on full blast. It cooled everything except the tingle in my hand where Walter Loredo had touched me.

I must have made a good impression, because Walter called the next day with a job offer, and followed it up with an impressive package FedExed to the frat house, full of forms and information on benefits. I accepted quickly, and was given a start date a week after graduation.

* * *
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AFTER I DROPPED GAVIN off on that mid-May morning of my first day on the job, I navigated through South Beach to the MacArthur Causeway—the highway that would lead me west to the airport. Everywhere I looked I saw construction—old art deco hotels on South Beach being rehabbed, highway expansion, cranes towering over the landscape, erecting new condo towers. It was so cool to think that I was finally going to be a part of that, after four years studying the way buildings came together.

I pulled up in front of the double-wide construction trailer a few minutes before nine. I took a deep breath and checked myself in the mirror. I only owned one suit, and thought that would be too formal to wear for my first day on the job. But I’d put on a crisp white shirt, starched at the local laundry; my best dress slacks; and my black loafers, spit-shined that morning. I’d added a navy tie with the university logo.

I stepped out of the car and nearly got run over by a backhoe zooming across the parking lot. I stumbled against my car, and my legs suffered a rough spray of pebbles. The asshole driver never even apologized, just kept on going.

It was already nearly eighty degrees outside, so I hurried into the cool of the trailer. Walter’s pretty young secretary Estefani was on the phone, but she waved hello and pointed me to a hard plastic chair near her in the lobby. I sat there and fidgeted as she gave directions to a lost delivery guy.

Estefani was about my age, with coal-black hair pulled into a knot at the top of her head, tanned skin, and dark eyes with a lot of mascara. Her top was tight to her body, showing off her cleavage and her impressive assets. She didn’t do anything for me, but I figured that she was nice eye candy for the guys who worked on the site.

I was still sitting there when Camilo walked in. “Good afternoon,” he said, sneering. “You think this is the time you come to work?” His Spanish accent was so heavy it took some figuring to realize what he was saying.

He was wearing a sweat-stained T-shirt that advertised a brand of tractors, a pair of well-worn jeans, and shit-kicking cowboy boots. He had a raspy cigarette voice and, as I came to learn, a potty mouth that would make a sailor blush.

I sat back in my chair. “That’s what my offer letter said,” I said. “Nine o’clock.”

He barked out a short laugh. “We start work at seven, cabrón. And we don’t wear no ties or sissy shoes. You gotta get yourself some boots and jeans.”

I stood up. Cabrón was one of those words with an innocent meaning—goat—but a lot of negative connotations, from coward to bastard to cuckold, depending on where in Latin America you were from. It was certainly not a nice thing to say to a new employee.

I had about six inches on him, even though he was wearing a hard hat. “I’m nobody’s cabrón, pendejo.”

Pendejo always means asshole. I was determined not to let anybody push me around at work, not after getting teased for years in high school as a pretty boy or a maricón—faggot—depending on the mood of my tormentors.

“Now, now, ladies, play nice.” We looked over to see Walter Loredo step out of the office behind Estefani. He looked a lot rougher than he had when I’d met him for my interview—no Hugo Boss suit or Ferragamo loafers. Instead he wore a pair of pressed khakis and a dark green polo shirt with Loredo Construction embroidered on the breast, and he hadn’t shaved in a day or two.

He was still killer handsome, though. Dark, wavy hair that curled over his brow, laughing green eyes, a generous mouth. Broad shoulders that tapered to a narrow waist. I forced myself not to stare.

“Sorry if I didn’t convey the dress code clearly,” Walter said. “Estefani can give you a couple of polo shirts. You don’t need to worry about looking as scruffy as Camilo, though you won’t get far on-site with those shoes. You must own a pair of boots.”

“I’ve got Docs,” I said. I had a worn pair of Doc Martens in brown leather that I’d snagged at a thrift shop a couple of years before.

“They’ll do starting tomorrow,” Walter said. “You’ll spend most of today in here. I want you to know the drawings before I send you out to do anything.”

I could handle reviewing plans. I’d spent years studying them, taking classes in estimating, project management, and on-site safety issues. And I hoped that would mean I’d be spending some time one-on-one with Walter. If I could only tame my rampaging dick, I’d be very happy.

“Camilo, I need you in here,” Walter said, nodding toward his office. “Estefani, get Manny set up in the conference room.”

Camilo went into Walter’s office with him, and Estefani stood up and looked at me. “You’re a medium, right?”

For a moment I thought she meant the kind who can see into other worlds. It was starting to look like this construction site was a whole other world from the one I was accustomed to. “Yeah, medium shirt,” I said.

She walked over to a storage cabinet and pulled out five dark green polos like Walter’s. “Don’t copy Camilo,” she said. “He has the fashion sense of a toad. I think every T-shirt he owns has the logo of some company on it. You can get by around here in a one of these and jeans or khakis.” She had the faintest trace of a Spanish accent, and I was sure that she was, like me, the child of immigrants. I pegged her as South American, from the color of her skin and the way she carried herself.

“Got it.” I pulled my tie off and folded it up.

“The conference room’s over here.” She led me down a narrow hallway, past a couple of small offices—all of them empty—to another trailer connected by a doorway. It was a rectangular room with an oval table in the center and a cluster of rolling armchairs around it. A slanted table stood at one side, with shelves of oversized construction drawings beneath it. Estefani picked up a set of drawings attached to a long pole and set them on the plan desk.

“Oof, these are so heavy!” She wiped her hands on her very short skirt. “There’s water in the fridge over there. We order lunch at eleven thirty for the managers’ meeting at twelve. I have the menu at my desk.”

After she left I stripped off my starched white shirt and slipped on one of the polos. I used the narrow window as a mirror to make sure my hair was all right. Like Estefani, I was Hispanic, but my family hailed from Spain and had only made a pit stop in Cuba for a generation. When it’s tan, my skin is the color of light coffee, but if I’ve been inside for a long time I look as pale as a ghost. My hair is black and straight as a ruler.

My abuela and my tías have always cooed over me, saying how pretty I am because I have long eyelashes and a delicate mouth. But being pretty isn’t always a good thing for a Cuban boy, especially one with a father who regularly spouts off about maricóns.

I had been struggling to keep my sexuality a secret from my parents since I was fourteen. I worked hard at school and kept my interests to myself. I never put up a poster in my bedroom, never told my parents who my friends were or what books I read or what movies I watched. I was a good little Cuban boy.

Cuban parents like to keep their kids close, and it was a real fight to get my parents to let me accept the room in the dorm that came with my scholarship to FU. My mother cried for two days, as if I were dead, even though I was moving only a dozen miles away.

By going home every Sunday for dinner and answering every text my mother sent, I gradually got my parents accustomed to my living away from them. I never told them what kind of a frat the Three Lambs was, and they didn’t seem to care. I never invited them to visit me on campus.

When I got the chance to share the apartment with Gavin and Larry, I was sure they’d complain again. But strangely, they seemed okay with the idea as long as I still kept coming home.

I sat down at the plan desk, beginning with the first set of documents, detailing the site work. I had taken a class in infrastructure, so I was able to move quickly through the details of earthmoving, foundations, and laying down sewer, water, and electric conduits.

Adrian came in with a plumbing contractor as I was going through the documents. I nodded hello and stepped aside as they went over an MEP plan—mechanical, electrical, and plumbing. When they left, I went back to work.

“Lunch?”

I looked around, and Estefani was standing in the doorway. “You have to remember to order with me by eleven thirty, or you won’t have anything to eat during the meeting.”

She handed me the menu, and I chose a chicken Caesar salad. “You sure you want that?” she asked. “Most of the guys get sandwiches.”

I took the hint. I didn’t want to stand out on my first day. I looked at the menu again. I couldn’t order a meatball sub; what if I spilled something on my new shirt? “How about a burger?” I asked.

“Sounds good.”

I ordered a bacon cheeseburger with lettuce and tomato and a side of fries.

“The meeting’s going to be in here,” she said as she left. “Noon.”

A few minutes before twelve, guys started coming into the conference room. I recognized Camilo and Adrian, but there were many I didn’t. We all sat at the big table, and Estefani came in carrying a cardboard box filled with wrapped packages. She put it down in the center of the table, and the guys converged on it like lions on a dead gazelle. I held back until there was a single burger left in the box.

“I was supposed to get fries,” I said. “Somebody got extra?”

No one said anything. No wonder they had all jumped on the food. “No prob,” I said. I sat down as Walter walked in, carrying his own lunch.

“We have a new assistant manager,” he said, as he sat down. “Everybody, meet Manny.”

Between mouthfuls, the other guys said hello.

“Be kind to him; it’s his first day on his first job.”

“Quinto!” one of the guys said. Spanish slang for virgin.

“That’s not what your sister says,” I answered in Spanish, and the crowd guffawed. Adrian even slapped me on the back.

Walter went around the room as we ate, asking everyone for progress reports. I wanted to take notes, but I thought that would be too geeky, so I tried to remember as much as I could—which super was responsible for which part of the site, how the progress was going on excavation, on concrete formwork, on pours.

Walter was on top of everything on the site, lecturing the infrastructure manager about sloppy workmanship or challenging the site manager to meet his schedule, which had slipped due to heavy rains. Like most Miami Cubans, myself included, he switched effortlessly between English and Spanish. His deep baritone could purr or bark depending on his mood. When he purred, my dick tingled, and I shifted uncomfortably in my chair.

After lunch, he said, “Come with me, Manny. I’ll walk you around the site.” As he leaned close I got a whiff of his lemon cologne. When he put his arm around my shoulder, I felt a zing directly to my groin.

It was hot as a bitch out there on the flat plain, with no trees to offer shade. We were right under the flight plan for one of the major airport runways, though, so every few minutes we’d get a hell of a breeze blowing dust in our mouths, accompanied by the throaty roar of engines straining for lift.

I struggled to connect what I saw on-site with what I’d read about in the plans. Steel beams swung by, dangling in midair like huge, ungainly birds; roofers climbed the steel exoskeleton as if it were a jungle gym; and a concrete truck rumbled up, its mixer rotating slow as a giant snail.

“Follow me,” Walter said. He walked over to the site of the second warehouse, where concrete footings were being poured. A rusty chute came out of the back of the mixer, and an evil-smelling gray slurry rolled down the slope. A stocky workman with a yellow hard hat had the sides of the chute locked between his legs. He guided the slush into a trough on the ground between a palisade of wooden forms.

“What’s the difference between cement and concrete?” Walter asked me, raising his voice over the noise of the mixer.

“Concrete is made of cement, water, and an aggregate like sand or gravel,” I said.

“You ever stick your hand in it?”

I shook my head. I’d read about how to build concrete forms for building footers, but I’d never seen them in operation, and I was fascinated by the whole process, as well as weirdly turned on by the sexual implications of the giant phallus sticking out of the truck’s rectum, and the way the workman straddled the vibrating tube and controlled it with his massive thighs.

Walter walked up and plunged his hand into the lumpy gray mix. He brought his hand up, rubbing his fingers together. “This won’t pass the slump test,” he said. “Look how thin it is.”

He held his hand out to me. “Good concrete holds together more than this mierde. You’ve got to get a feel for it. Here, stick your hand in.”

I hesitated.

“Go ahead; there’s no alligators in there.”

I plunged my hand in.

“Feel it?” Walter asked. “Too thin.”

I nodded. “Feels thin to me.”

We rinsed our hands off at a pump next to the truck, and I followed Walter to the concrete super. Switching rapidly between English and Spanish, he told the super what was wrong with the mix and that he expected it to be changed pronto.

“Sí, Señor Loredo.” The super whistled at the guy controlling the chute and slid his hand across his neck. Then he walked off to talk to the truck driver.

I was sweating like crazy, water pooling under my arms and in crescent shapes under my pecs. Walter wasn’t showing any sweat, but when I stood next to him, his smell gave me a woody I had to turn away to conceal.

“Come on; let’s keep going,” he said, and he clapped his hand on my back. I thought that if anybody noticed my hard-on I’d die of embarrassment.

Everywhere we went, Walter introduced me and pointed out things I should know. The utilities for the third warehouse were going in underground, and the site for the fourth building was being graded. We were out there for an hour, and by the time we got back to the air-conditioned trailer, I felt like I’d taken a bath in warm water. Walter still looked cool and composed, though.

“I thought you were Cuban,” he said as we climbed the two steps into the trailer. “You should be better in the heat.”

“My family only made a pit stop in Cuba,” I said. “Not long enough to affect our DNA. My papi reminds us all the time that we’re really Spanish, from the mountains in Andalusia.”

“That explains your fair skin,” Walter said. “And I can hear some Castilian in your Spanish too.”

I hadn’t realized Walter was paying such close attention to me.

“Well, better get back to those plans,” he said. “I’ll have a list of projects for you to handle on the site first thing tomorrow.”

I returned to the conference room and picked up the plan review where I’d left off, basking in the glow of Walter Loredo’s approval.

A million challenges ran through my head as I worked—mastering all the technical material, learning which super was responsible for which scope of work, becoming one of the guys in what was shaping up to be a very macho environment. But the biggest problem of all was how I was going to work with Walter Loredo every day when I already had a massive crush on him.
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2 – Change Orders
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The next morning I wore another of the polo shirts Estefani had given me, with a pair of jeans and my Doc Martens. On my way to work, the street lights along the highway glowed in a halo of morning fog and an orange glimmer in my rear-view mirror promised dawn would come soon. I pulled up at the trailer about six forty-five and was surprised to see a row of cars already there.

A couple of construction managers slunk past, looking sleepy and hungover, and I followed them into the conference room, nodding hello to those who acknowledged me. Around the table, guys fumbled with papers and coffee cups. Camilo stood next to the tiny window, coughing hoarsely as he lit up a cigarette, then blew the smoke out under the jalousie.

Walter walked in promptly at seven, handsome as ever in the dark green polo shirt that reflected his eyes. He began with a weather forecast from his smartphone. Temperature, winds, and rain all had an effect on our construction, so we had to know what was expected and plan around it. The prevailing weather pattern for Miami was a thunderstorm every afternoon in the early part of the summer. Any work sensitive to the elements, like fine grading of the warehouse pad, had to be done before the rain swept in.

He led us through a quick meeting about what had to be accomplished on-site that day. Everyone spoke English, which put Camilo at a disadvantage. He was waiting on a delivery of ten-inch sewer pipes; there was some kind of shortage he wasn’t clear about.

“You talked about that yesterday,” Walter said. “How come you haven’t done anything about it yet?”

“They got no ten-inch pipe in the warehouse,” Camilo said, his accent heavy.

“Talk to the engineer. See if we can swap out for nine-inch. I always thought that pipe was overengineered. You’ve got barely a two-foot decline in that line, and nine inches should get us enough flow to meet code.”

“Sí, jefe,” Camilo said.

Walter turned to Adrian. “You get the scope of work for the flooring yet? I want that out to bid yesterday, if not sooner.”

“Drove over to the architect’s office last night after work,” Adrian said. “Stood there until he finished the last calculations and printed the drawings for me.”

“Good man. That’s the kind of initiative I like to see.”

We were done by seven thirty, and as the rest of the guys filtered out, Walter said, “Manny, come to my office and let’s talk about what you can do.”

I followed him, trying not to notice the way his black jeans hugged his ass. “Let’s get a couple of terms straight,” he said as I sat down across from him. “Loredo Limited Partnership Number Six is the developer of this project. I’m the president of that entity as well as of Loredo Construction.” He slid a piece of paper across his desk at me—an organization chart that showed Walter at the top. Beneath him were Camilo and Adrian. Estefani also reported directly to him, and he sketched in a box for me as assistant manager, with a line up to his name.

“LLP Six hired Loredo Construction to build this project,” Walter said. “LC is the general contractor, and we hire subcontractors for each trade. I’m the only one authorized to sign contracts, but Adrian and Camilo can negotiate schedules and prices.”

He handed me a blank contract of the kind he used when hiring subcontractors. “I want you to know this contract from front to back. You’ll be in charge of the project schedule, which means knowing what each trade has promised and when they’re due. You’ll be out on-site every day, checking on progress, coordinating with Adrian and Camilo. Oh, and tomorrow morning? You’re the new guy, so you get to make us all coffee before the meeting.”

Walter assigned me one of the empty offices, and Estefani set me up with a computer, a phone, and a radio. She ordered me business cards with the Loredo logo. Then I walked the site, checked in with the contractors, and made notes on their progress. I took my notes back to the trailer, where I pulled up the scheduling software and adjusted a giant Gantt chart that showed each item, how long it would take, and what depended on it.

When every item on the chart was green, we were on target. If something turned yellow, that meant it had become a priority, and could potentially hold up something else if anything went wrong. An item that turned red would throw off a significant part of the schedule.

That afternoon I watched from the trailer window as contractors scattered with the first sheets of rain. It was the kind of downpour that sweeps in from the Everglades and drenches everything in its path, and within a half hour the site was deserted. I stayed in the trailer, hearing the water pound the roof and sluice off in a drain by the front door.

My abuela often took care of me and my two little sisters during the summers, and I remembered sitting in our house with them through many storms. Abuela was frightened of thunder and lightning, and she’d gather the three of us around her in the hallway that led to our bedrooms. It was the center of the house, far from any windows. She wouldn’t let us comb our hair, watch TV, or listen to the radio.

The rain had eased by the time I left the office, though the drive home was slow on wet, slippery roads. I nuked a frozen dinner, ate it, and spent some quality time in bed with Maurice Vellekoop’s ABC Book—an erotic comic with sexy naked guys representing each letter of the alphabet. I busted my nut over “E is for executives reaching their goals,” loving the gray-haired boss getting his ass eaten by one of his staff.

The next morning, I got to the site a few minutes early so I could make Cuban coffee for everyone at the seven a.m. meeting. I made it the way my father always had—only Pilon, a Cuban brand of beans, with demerara sugar, a natural brown sugar. I let the first bit of espresso drip into the glass pitcher and paused the machine while I mixed in the sugar until I had a creamy, light brown paste. Then I ran the rest of the espresso into the pitcher and mixed it up, creating a light brown foam layer, an espuma, on top.

Estefani kept a dispenser of tiny white paper cups, and I filled them up, put them on a tray, and carried it into the conference room as everyone was getting settled. The guys liked my technique, and an appreciative murmur spread through the room. Even Camilo grudgingly admired the taste.

When I looked at the schedule after that meeting, I saw that the formwork for building two was red. That was where Walter had showed me the runny concrete. Heavy rains the week before had delayed building the forms, and the bad concrete meant that a row of footers had to be pulled out and poured again. I met with the superintendent in charge of the forms and concrete, and talked to him about what we could do to make the schedule green again. He said if he could hire a second crew, he could increase his deliveries and get back on schedule.

I reported that back to Walter, along with a cost estimate for the extra crew. Because they’d be short-term workers, and not regular guys getting overtime, the cost was negligible, and Walter authorized the addition.

“Good job,” he said, looking up from his desk and smiling at me. My heart thumped an extra beat as I thanked him and walked back to my office, basking in his praise.

I tried not to bother Walter with simple questions, addressing the relevant super instead, but I was still in and out of his office all day as he gave me small assignments or asked for progress reports. Each time I saw him, I got a jolt of sexual energy. At the same time, whenever I heard him holler my name I jumped, worried that I’d done something to screw up that would get me fired.

Wednesday afternoon when he called me in, he had a stack of papers in his hand. “Goddamn change orders,” he said. “These subs will screw you every way to Tuesday if you don’t keep an eagle eye on them.”

I had learned that sometimes the contractors bid, or even began building, from incomplete drawings, resulting in the need to amend contracts to accommodate changes that had come up after the contract was signed.

He held the first order up. “Expand graded area as per drawing L-12 of July 1, 2012,” he read. “Fourteen thousand dollars. He’s full of shit.” He showed me a rough sketch he had drawn, calculating the area and multiplying it out by the figure in the contract. “It’s only worth twelve grand.”

“Will the contractor accept that much?” I asked.

“He’ll accept it,” he said, pushing the papers toward me. “If he doesn’t, I’ll get out there with a D-9 and handle the grading myself.” He smiled. “Won’t be the first time. Now take these out and distribute them to Adrian and Camilo. If they give you any shit, tell them you’re just the messenger.”

I took the papers from him and walked outside, so impressed with Walter. Not only could he run the whole project, he could handle any trade. Yet another reason to swoon over him.

I spotted Camilo sitting in a plastic lawn chair at the far side of the site, where he was supervising a couple of laborers clearing away brush. It was hot and dry, and a strong wind kicked up a dust bowl worthy of the 1930s. By the time I reached him, my hair was plastered to my scalp and beads of sweat dripped down my back.

I sorted through the pile of change orders and handed the site work ones to Camilo. “Qué comemierderia!” he said, when he saw the change order for the site grading. What kind of shit is this? “Walter Loredo is an engineer now?”

I shrugged. “He told me to tell you I’m only the messenger.” I didn’t bother to add that Walter was willing to do the work himself.

I found Adrian next, behind building two. He had his hard hat under one arm and his phone against his ear. He had worked construction in Cartagena until his twenties, when he got tired of all the violence and drug trafficking and managed to snag a visa for the US. He had taken the piece of paper and never looked back, he said. I gave him the change orders and trudged back to the trailer—hot, sticky, and tired.

I was also obsessed with Walter. I listened to the Spanish-language gossip behind his back and learned that he had gotten married very young, while he was still in college. His wife’s father was wealthy and politically connected, and he had helped Walter’s career in big and small ways. But the marriage hadn’t lasted, and he was in the middle of a divorce. It was an awkward one, because his father-in-law was one of the investors in the warehouse project.

There was apparently no new girlfriend in the picture. Some said that Walter’s wife had cheated on him; others that he had worked too hard and ignored her. I didn’t know whom to believe. The only important thing, I figured, was that he was straight and therefore not worth lusting after. At least, I kept telling myself that.
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3 – Getting Wet
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I stayed as late as I could each day that first week; I didn’t have a key to the trailer, so I had to leave when the last manager did. Walter stuck his head in my office door a few minutes after six Thursday evening. He wore a ratty white T-shirt from a charity fund-raiser, electric-yellow nylon running shorts, and expensive sneakers. He looked so handsome and sexy I had to close my mouth to keep from gaping.

“I’m going for a run,” he said. “You’ll still be here for a half hour or so?”

“Take as long as you want,” I said, struggling to stay aloof. “I’m reviewing the drywall contract, and it’s a bear.”

“You having a problem with something?”

“I don’t understand the penalty clause,” I said.

“Let me show you.” He stepped into my office and bent over the contract beside me. I was so conscious of his body next to mine that it felt like my brain circuits had fried. His scent, a mix of lemon cologne, sweat, and dust, filled my nostrils.

“You have to keep an eye on the penalties,” he said, moving my hand off the pages so he could lift a couple up. My skin tingled from his touch.

He went back and forth from the schedule to the penalty clause, pointing out what had to happen for the contractor to get his full pay—and what the consequences were if his schedule ran too long and interfered with the work of other trades.

He was excited by the ideas—his voice caught a couple of times, and it was almost like his pulse was racing. That excitement was contagious. “I get it,” I said. “I see how it works.”

He stood up, and there was a look in his eyes I couldn’t quite understand. I guessed it was pride—he was pleased that I was learning. “I’d better get out there.” He backed away, knocking into the door frame, then turned and hurried out. I got a great view of his ass, and the way the bright yellow fabric clung to his cheeks got me hard.

I knew it was stupid, but I couldn’t help myself. My handsome, straight boss had stolen my heart. Walter Loredo was everything I wanted in a man—he was charming and smart, and old enough to satisfy the craving I had for mature men. Looking at him made my heart race and my dick jump. But I was going to have to tough it out, keeping my desire hidden; I needed the job and the experience, and I needed to learn to control my libido.

After I pored over the contracts for a while, I took a break and looked out the window. Walter pounded across the site, his hair plastered to his forehead with sweat. He swerved and darted to avoid new trenches, stacks of stockpiled materials, and parked earthmovers and cranes.

I couldn’t figure out where he got the energy. I’d only been on the job for four days, and I was beat. I’d worked full-time jobs before, during the summer, but never ones as physically and mentally demanding as being a construction manager for Loredo.

Walter returned to the trailer as I was ready to give up work for the day. We were the last ones left on-site, and he pulled his T-shirt over his head as he walked in the trailer’s front door. His chest was magnificent—muscular, lightly furred, with areolas around his nipples as big as quarters.

He used the T-shirt to wipe his forehead. “Make a note, Manny,” he said. “The rear tire on the golf cart looks like it’s going flat. And the forms on the northwest corner of building one are crooked.”

I scribbled the notes. “You saw all that as you were running?”

He smiled. “Gotta keep an eye on things.” He raised his right arm and sniffed under his pit. “Better get out of here before I stink up the place. You go on, and I’ll follow you in a minute.”

I grabbed an empty manila folder to hold in front of my crotch, and I hurried out to my car. My dick was so hard I was tempted to pull off the highway and give myself some relief, but I managed to hold out until I got home and could lock myself in the bathroom with the ABC Book again.

The next day was Friday, the start of the Memorial Day weekend. I worked at contracts and drawings all day. There was a big exodus of cars, pickups, and guys walking down to the bus stop at three thirty when the contractors shut down, and by four o’clock the site was deserted. I was alone in the trailer with Estefani when Walter walked in. “What are you two still doing here?” he said. “Get out of here. Go enjoy the holiday.”

“Yes, sir,” Estefani said. She began clearing her desk as Walter went into his office.

I was thrilled just to get three days to catch up on sleep. I waved good-bye to Walter and Estefani and got into my car, feeling like a kid who’d been let out of school early. When I got home, my computer geek roommate Larry was lounging in the living room, and the handsome Gavin was winging his way to his parents’ vacation home on a lake in Wisconsin.

Larry asked me to go out on a bar cruise with him, but I was too pooped. After he left, I crawled into bed. Lying there naked, my right index finger diddling the top of my stiff dick, I thought again about Walter Loredo. I don’t know when I dozed off, but I dreamed that Walter and I were walking together on-site after everybody else had left, and we got caught in a downpour. We had to run all the way from the fourth building pad back to the trailer, the two of us laughing and enjoying getting soaked. By the time we got inside, our clothes looked like they’d been through the rinse cycle in a washing machine, waiting to get spun.

* * *
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I SNEEZED ONCE, AND Walter said, “You’d better get out of those wet clothes before you catch a cold.” He pulled his dripping polo shirt over his head and shook the water from his hair. His abs had a little padding—not too much, but enough so you could rest your head there without landing on bone. Just the way I liked them.

“Go on, Manny. What are you waiting for?” Walter said as he unbuttoned his khakis. My polo shirt was a big sodden mass, and I had trouble getting it over my head.

“Let me give you a hand with that.” Walter stepped up to me, his belt and pants hanging open, and lifted the wet shirt over my head. My nostrils filled with the smell of him, lemon and sweat and clean rain. Then he leaned in and kissed me.

His lips were wet and so were mine, but I could feel the heat radiating through them. He wrapped his arms around me, and I leaned forward and pressed my smooth cheek against his grizzled one, feeling my skin tingle. He pushed his wet chest on mine, and he ran his arms up and down my back. “Oh, Manny,” he whispered in my ear, and nibbled on the lobe.

My dick swelled and pressed against my pants, and I felt the heat of Walter’s body drying my wet skin. His dick was hard too, and I tried to shimmy against him, but he pulled away and began to drop the rest of his soaking clothes in a frenzy. I matched him, and Walter hoisted me on his desk, pushing aside the paperwork and the project drawings, and spread my legs open.

He got down on his knees in front of the desk and slurped up and down my shaft. I whimpered and ran my hands through his wet, wavy hair. With one hand, he played with my balls, and with the other traced patterns along my thigh that made me shiver with ecstasy.

He was a master cocksucker, with the kind of experience you only get with age. He nibbled my mushroom cap and flicked his tongue at the sensitive spot just beneath it. He sucked on the top while stroking my shaft up and down. Way too quickly I felt my orgasm rising. “No, Walter,” I said, trying to push his head away from my dick. “I’m going to...”

He wouldn’t let go, and I shot off in his mouth. He swallowed every drop and then stood up with a shit-eating grin on his face. “Young and full of come,” he said. “The way I like my men.” He pulled me toward him and kissed me, and I tasted my own semen on his lips, salty and dirty, and even though I’d just shot off, I felt my dick stiffening again.

Walter turned me around so I was leaning down with my hands planted on his desk. Once again he dropped to his knees, this time eating my ass, prying the cheeks apart with his hands and attacking my hole with his tongue. He released one cheek and grabbed my dick with that hand, pulling it straight down and squeezing it. I thought I’d go crazy from the sensation. He was the best lover I’d ever had, and I didn’t want it to end.

He stood up and guided his dick toward my puckered hole. With his index finger, he rubbed the ring around my sphincter, opening me like a flower to receive him. “Oh, God, I want you,” he said. I heard the drawer of his desk get yanked open, and his free hand fumbling through the contents.

I felt a squirt of cold liquid in my ass, and I contracted my muscles, then opened them again. Walter had a condom on his dick, and he was nosing against my hole with his tip. I took a deep breath and said, “Please, Walter, fuck me.”

He pushed forward gently. There was no pain, only pleasure, only the sense that I was opening my body to receive him, that we were sharing in this amazing give-and-take.

“Do you love me, Manny?” he whispered.

“Oh, Walter,” I said. “Oh, yes.”

“Show me, baby,” he said. “Use that ass.”

I pushed back against him, and we built up a rhythm, him jackhammering into me, whispering things in English and Spanish, telling me what a good boy I was, how sexy, how I drove him crazy. He pushed hard into me and shot off, howling with ecstasy, and I came again on his wooden desktop.

* * * *
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THAT SECOND ORGASM was so hot, I was moaning and thrashing around so much, that I woke myself up. My bedsheets were soaked with come, and I hoped Larry hadn’t heard me through the walls. Or at least, I hoped he hadn’t heard me crying Walter Loredo’s name.
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4 – Sunday Dinner
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I slept most of Saturday, though I managed to drag my ass out of bed that night to join Larry and some friends for dinner on Lincoln Road. Most of us were working at our first real jobs, and it was interesting to compare notes.

I won the prize for earliest start—my friends were amazed that I had to be at work at seven. Larry worked the longest hours, because his coworkers had no lives and he was encouraged to hang around the office and play networked games with them after hours.

Larry and I straggled home after one in the morning. Early Sunday afternoon I showered, shaved, and got into my car for the ritual drive to my parents’ house for dinner.

I drove past the retail clutter of Alton Road to the MacArthur Causeway, a six-lane highway that ran through the middle of Biscayne Bay, with the residential islands of the rich and famous sticking off it like lollipops. Each house was more elaborate than the next, with arcaded balconies, terracotta roofs, and huge powerboats docked at the water’s edge.

From there I took the highway until I exited at Coral Way beside a stand of feathery Australian pines and faced the commercial sprawl of the part of Miami where I had grown up, called Westchester. Row after row of small houses that represented a milestone for Cuban immigrants, their first home in the US, a chance to move up from the tiny apartments clustered around Southwest Eighth Street, nicknamed Calle Ocho.

My father lived on Calle Ocho when he first arrived in the US in 1980, when Fidel opened the port of Mariel and anybody who wanted to leave and could fit onto a boat could go. He hadn’t known anyone in Miami, so he lived in a tent city under the highway until he found a job. He worked his way up at a machine shop to become foreman, and he fell in love with my mother. Then the two of them pinched every penny to buy our house when I was six and my sisters were four and two.

My papi’s parents never came to the States, so the only grandparents I had were my mami’s, and once they had reconciled to Mami marrying a Marielito, Abuelo and Abuela were always underfoot, especially at Sunday dinner. Abuelo’s battered old Ford sedan sat at the curb. I parked behind it and walked up the concrete driveway. From inside I could already hear Papi and Abuelo arguing.

Instead of going inside, I walked around to the tiny backyard. My sister Maria del Carmen, Del for short, was sitting in a lawn chair with her six-month-old baby, Fabiola, on her lap. Her husband, Hernan, was standing by the back fence talking on his cell phone.

Del looked a lot like me—narrow face, fine dark hair, slim build. She had a china-doll beauty, accentuated with lots of makeup and false eyelashes. She and Hernan were high school sweethearts, and got married right after they graduated. “Hola, mi amor,” I said, leaning down to kiss her cheek. “How’s my beautiful niece?”

“She’s a handful,” Del said. “She doesn’t like something inside, and she’s only quiet when I have her out here.”

I picked up the baby and held her up to my face. She smelled like talcum powder and the musky perfume Del wore. “Hola, niña,” I said, sticking my tongue out at her. She giggled. I held her up to my shoulder and hugged her.

“You okay?” I asked Del. Her eyes were puffy, as if she’d been crying or not sleeping.

“Just tired. Work is crazy. We have a new assistant manager who’s running us ragged.” Del worked part-time as a cashier at a Sedano’s grocery.

Hernan finished his call and came over and gave me a hug. He was stocky and a couple of inches shorter than I was, with a constant five o’clock shadow. “How you doing, bro?” he asked.

“Wiped out. It’s hell working for a living. Don’t see how you do it.”

He laughed. “Welcome to the real world.”

He lit a cigarette, offered me a Hatuey beer from a cooler beside the back door, and took one for himself. Hatuey was an old-time Cuban brand, and the only beer my father drank. We stood around and talked for a while until my mother opened the back door and saw me there.

“Manuelito! Why do you hide back here?” She kissed me on both cheeks and dragged me inside. My father was sitting at the dining room table, a half-empty bottle of Hatuey in his hand, gesturing wildly with the other. He was broad-shouldered, with rough hands, and his nose twisted to the right from a long-ago break back in Cuba.

“You don’t understand!” he was saying in Spanish to Abuelo, who sat across from him with his typical sour look on his face. “The Republicans got this country into the trash, and Obama has had to dig it out.”

“Not politics again, Papi.” I leaned down to kiss his cheek. We Cubans are a demonstrative bunch, and I’d grown up kissing and hugging every relative and every visitor. When I was an awkward teenager, starting to come to terms with my sexuality, I tried to back away from it, but my parents wouldn’t let me.

Abuelo was an accounting clerk at the Flagler dog track, a skinny old man in a white guayabera, the Cuban pocketed shirt. Hairs sprouted from his ears and his nose, but his head was completely bald. “The Democrats are too good to Fidel,” he said. “I tell you, Emilio, we need to get rid of them and crack down on the Castros once and for all.”

“All right, enough,” my mother said. “Dinner is ready. Where is Beatriz?”

My youngest sister had graduated from high school in June, and spent her time either working at a beauty supply store or hiding in her room with her earphones on, listening to music and texting her friends at the same time.

She clomped down the stairs as Maria del Carmen and Hernan came in. Beatriz had a beautiful heart-shaped face with deep dark eyes and a purse-shaped mouth. But she inherited our father’s stocky build, and all the pork and fried food in the Cuban diet had blown her up like a beach ball.

Abuela came in from the kitchen, carrying a platter of roast pork, and placed it in front of her husband. Her favorite color was lavender, and she must have had a dozen dresses in different styles in various shades. Today’s looked like a sixties cocktail dress in a manmade fabric that had gone out of style with the space shuttle, with big lavender buttons down the center and a hemline that would have been too short on anyone over five feet tall.

Del placed Fabiola in a swingy thing, and she, Beatriz, and I sat down in the chairs we’d always occupied. Hernan had to pull a folding chair up and squeeze himself in.

There was way too much food, as usual, and too much loud conversation. Papi and Abuelo tried to talk about politics, but Mami shut them down. Abuela was full of gossip from the beauty parlor where she got her hair done every Saturday. Del was busy with Fabiola, and Hernan zoned out.

I noticed that Beatriz was wearing a crucifix on a thin gold chain around her neck—Jesus twisting in pain on the cross.

“That’s new,” I said, pointing.

“Beatriz has gotten religion,” Del said, looking up from spoon-feeding the baby yellow mush.

“We have always had religion,” Mami said. “Didn’t you all receive holy communion at San Lazaro? Don’t we still go to church for Easter and Christmas Mass?”

I looked at Beatriz. I’d been out of the house so much I hadn’t paid much attention to her over the last four years, when she’d developed from a dumpy little kid to a young woman. She had gone through a Goth phase, all black T-shirts and eye makeup and clunky silver jewelry. But the makeup was all gone now, and she wore a plain light-green blouse with long sleeves. “How’s Father Fillipo?” I asked her.

“I don’t go to San Lazaro,” she said, shaking her head. “A different church.”

I took a forkful of pork. “Which one?”

“One near my school. How’s your new apartment?”

Okay, Beatriz didn’t want to talk about her church. That was fine with me; I wasn’t that big on organized religion. “Pretty cool. We have a great view of Biscayne Bay, and at night with all the lights on in downtown Miami, it’s like a picture postcard.”

“Just be careful,” my father said. “You know what kind of men live over there on South Beach. Maricóns.”

My father suspected that half the politicians in Tallahassee and Washington DC were secret homosexuals, as were the corporate presidents and CEOs who weren’t Jewish. Some of them, of course, were both.

After we finished dinner, the front door popped open and a horde of cousins spilled in. My father had sponsored his younger brother to come to the US as soon as he was financially able to, and Tío Teodoro had promptly married and begun reproducing. He had six kids, all of them a year apart, and our house became a zoo whenever they showed up.

He and my father went out back to smoke cigars—Tío had a contact who got him the real Cuban ones, and Abuelo would have had heart failure to discover we were supporting the Castro regime in any way. Tía Luisa, my mother, and Abuela clustered in the living room to gossip, and Abuelo nodded off in his chair.

The kids, all of them named for saints, rampaged around from room to room like a herd of wild dogs. Beatriz disappeared to her room, and Del and Hernan scooped up Fabiola and made their excuses. I was stuck, though.

I went into the kitchen and started cleaning up. There was something very satisfying about working my way through the dirty dishes, glasses, and cutlery, stacking it all neatly in the dishwasher. “Why are you doing that?” my father demanded when he and Tío Teo walked in from the backyard. “That’s woman’s work.”

“You see any women around?” I asked. “You don’t want to live in a pigsty, do you?”

My father, the big exaggerator, proclaimed our house a pigsty when anything was out of place—if I left a jacket on the sofa, or Del left her makeup out, or Beatriz wasn’t quick enough to carry her dirty dishes to the kitchen sink.

“You may be grown up, but you’re still my son, and I can still put you over my lap and spank you!” My father raised his hand as if to smack me, but used it instead to pull me close and kiss the top of my head. “Mi pequeño niño,” he said into my hair. “Now he’s a big working man.”

“Where are you working?” Tío Teo asked.

“Loredo Construction. We’re building a warehouse complex out west of the airport.”

“Loredo? Walter Loredo?”

“You know him?” I asked.

He shook his head. “Not personally. But my boss, he and Loredo are pals. They go way back, to the Jesuit school.”

I knew Walter had graduated from a Jesuit high school in Miami, one that had originally been founded in Havana and had relocated to the US after Castro took over. Many of Miami’s most prominent Cuban Americans had gone to the same school.

“That’s where he gets his money,” Tío Teo said. He rubbed his fingers together. “All those boys, they stick together and they take care of each other.”

He leaned against the counter beside my father. Papi was five years older than Tío, but they looked enough alike to almost be twins. Bullheaded, ox-bodied, square jawed, handsome in their way. “How is working for him?” Tío Teo asked.

I turned from the sink and said, “Really cool. I’m learning so much every day. My boss is amazing. He always makes sure I understand what’s going on. He knows so much; it’s incredible.”

“Sounds like you are in love with him.” Tío Teo laughed. “Someday we will hear you talk like that about a girl, Manuelito.”

“Soon,” my father said. “Look at your tío. He was married with two kids by your age.”

“Yeah, but you didn’t get married until you were twenty-eight,” I said.

“I came here with nothing, mi hijo. I had to work for years before I could consider getting married. You don’t have that problem.”

“I’ve got other problems.” I wiped my hands on a dish towel. “I have to be at work at seven in the morning every day.”

“Ha! Seven!” my father said. “I used to have two jobs. Not one, but two. I worked from six in the morning until midnight sometimes.”

“Good-bye, Papi.” I kissed him again, and then Tío Teo, and then another half-dozen family members before I could escape. As I walked to my car, it felt like many pairs of eyes were watching me.
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5 – A Little Raw in the Morning
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I slept through most of Memorial Day. By Tuesday morning, I felt ready to tackle another week at Loredo Construction.

Walter was often a little raw at the contractors’ meetings, but after a shot of café Cubano and a dose of vitamins from the pharmacy cabinet behind his desk, he was all there. That morning, I couldn’t help stealing glances at him. He’d gotten some sun over the weekend. The color looked good on him, complementing his dark hair and green eyes.

I wondered what beach he’d gone to, and for just a moment imagined running into him on the hot sand, seeing him in one of those skimpy suits we called weenie bikinis. I’d seen his generously proportioned penis only through his pants, lying in repose against his thigh, and thought it would probably swell against the nylon. If I was lucky, he’d be hard, and maybe the tip would peek out over the waistband...

I realized someone was saying my name, and snapped back to reality. “Doze on your own time, not on mine,” Walter said, but there was a twinkle in his eye. “How’s the schedule looking?”

“Everything’s green,” I said. “But if we don’t get the trenches dug around building three today, then the formwork there will slip into yellow.”

He turned to Camilo. “See that it gets done before the rain gets here.”

Camilo looked at me and scowled. “It’ll be done, jefe,” he said.

I forced myself to avoid looking at Walter for the rest of the meeting. “Take a walk with me, Manny,” he said as we all filed out. I was afraid he was going to yell at me for spacing out during the meeting, but instead he wanted to talk as we walked around the site.

“I’ve done every kind of construction job,” he said, pointing at the guys laying out the framing for the interior walls of building one. “Hung drywall, dug trenches, smoothed out concrete. Worst job I ever had. On your knees all day long, bending over with a goddamned trowel in your hand. I hated it.”

I tried not to imagine Walter on his knees, looking up at me, taking my dick in his mouth. “But you have a college degree,” I said, licking my lips and swallowing hard.

“There’s a big difference between studying construction management and practicing it,” he said.

“So I’m learning,” I said. I had begun to idolize Walter with a kind of puppy love I hadn’t felt since I had a crush on my third-grade teacher. Every time I came across a problem I couldn’t figure out, he was there with a solution. He praised my initiative and brushed off my inadequacies. There was never a day when I noticed something that Walter hadn’t seen first. I understood how he’d been so successful at such a young age: he was completely and totally focused on his job.

“You’ll learn, Manny, that all these guys—contractors, developers, you and me— we’ve all got this edifice complex.”

He smiled, like he knew the pun he was making and he knew I knew it, so he didn’t have to explain. “We get our rocks off on building, leaving our marks behind like a dog pees on every tree and fire hydrant. You come past this property once it’s open, you’re gonna know you and me were here, that we built it.” He shook his head. “It’s better than drugs, sometimes,” he said. “Even better than sex.”

As we continued our walk, I couldn’t help imagining what sex would be like for him. What kind of woman would he prefer? A meek, submissive girl who’d let him take charge? A Spanish beauty who would be arm candy, but a tigress in bed?

There was no chance he was gay. He was too much a man’s man—larger than life, a mythical figure from another world. But if there was a chance he swung my way—how amazing would that be? To have his thick, muscular arms wrapped around me. To kiss his chapped lips and inhale his breath, press his chest against mine, feel his stiff dick teasing its way up my ass...

I realized I was spacing out again and snapped back. Walter didn’t seem to have noticed. He was talking about the opening ceremony for the first building he’d ever worked on, the way he teared up to see it all new and clean and shimmering before him.

We walked back to the trailer, and I returned to work. By the end of that second week, I was getting accustomed to the hours and the go-go-go pace of work at Loredo Construction. I managed to keep going on café Cubano and the boundless energy of youth, but I wondered what I’d be like at Walter’s age. Would I be as knowledgeable as he was? Would I fill out my polo shirt the way he did? But it was useless to project myself ten years into the future without desperately hoping that future would include Walter Loredo.

I spent the weekend sleeping, waking up only for Sunday dinner with my family, and I was ready to go again Monday morning. Because I was in charge of the schedule, I had to be on top of everything that was going on, which meant constantly shuttling between my computer and the site, talking to the different superintendents and monitoring their progress.

Tuesday morning, Walter came to our meeting fresh from an early run, sweat plastering his hair to his head. His T-shirt, which read Shut Up and Learn from the Master, had the sleeves ripped off to emphasize his biceps, and it was drenched. I was afraid I’d get caught staring at the way it clung to his chest and the way he filled out his electric-yellow nylon shorts.

“Somebody left the gate open last night,” he said, banging his hand against the table. We had a fence around the property, and a gate at the entrance with a chain and heavy-duty padlock. “That’s a lawsuit waiting to happen. All I need is some kid to sneak in after dark and get hurt on-site, and this whole project goes down the tubes in liability litigation.”

I knew that the drywall contractor had been working late in warehouse one the day before, and figured it was that super who had forgotten to lock the gate behind him. But I didn’t want Walter to make me rat him out.

Walter kept yelling, waving his finger at the guys clustered around the table. “You understand what that means for you, don’t you? Every one of you out of a job. And if I find out you’re the one who left the gate open, I’m dragging you down with me. You all understand?”

I stole a glance at him. Between his attitude and his outfit, he looked even more mouthwateringly handsome, and I had to focus on my to-do list to will my dick into submission. Yikes. I’d never been with a man who’d bossed me around, and I wondered what that would be like. I knew I’d lick Walter’s shoes, walk around with a dog collar—whatever would get me into his pants. But then I remembered he was straight.

We all nodded soberly. Walter popped a handful of vitamins and drained a tumbler of water, and then we got on with the meeting. All week I noticed Walter was on edge, and I wondered if there was something more wrong than just a gate left unlocked overnight.

Thursday as I was walking back toward the trailer, a couple in a BMW convertible with the top down pulled up. The woman who got out of the driver’s seat wasn’t exactly pretty; her facial features were too sharp. But she had a killer body encased in a black scoop-neck T-shirt and pleated black skirt. She was very petite, with two-inch stilettos and big designer sunglasses that she pushed on top of her head.

“This is it,” I heard her say to the man. “Not much to brag about, but maybe you can get some work out of it.”

“I don’t know, mi amor,” the man said. He was about her age, early thirties, but I would never have thought they were together. He dressed like one of the workmen from the site—in khaki pants and a paint-spattered T-shirt.

I held the trailer door open for them, and the woman marched directly to Estefani’s desk.

“Hello, Dolores,” Estefani said. I lurked in the hallway, curious to see who this mismatched couple were and what they were doing at the site.

“Estefani. Is he in?” Dolores asked.

“He’s on the phone,” Estefani said. “If you want to wait...”

“I’ll just go in,” Dolores said, and she pushed the door to Walter’s office open and strode inside, the man behind her. Then the office door closed before I could hear anything more.

I stepped up to Estefani’s desk. “Who’s that?” I whispered.

“Walter’s wife. She’s a bitch.”

We both heard Walter’s voice rise, and I ducked into my office. A short time later I heard the trailer door slam. When I saw Walter a short time later, his face looked like thunder, and I avoided saying anything to him, but I was curious.

That was the kind of woman Walter found attractive. Slim and athletic, without the big boobs or big booty Cuban women often sported. I wondered what kind of lover he was—did he take charge? Or let his wife call the shots? She looked pretty bossy, and I’d discovered that men who were dominant in the workplace were often pussycats in the bedroom. Was Walter one of those?

Friday morning when I got to work, I saw that a graffiti artist had managed to get onto the site and tagged the side of the trailer with an elaborate signature involving curls and loops. I hurried inside and began to prepare the coffee—I figured we’d all need it.

“Who the fuck is Taco22?” Walter stormed at us as the meeting began. That morning he was in his regular uniform of tight-fitting Loredo Construction polo shirt and khaki slacks, but I remembered how he had looked on Tuesday in his T-shirt and shorts. “And how did he get into this property?”

“I was first one here,” Camilo said. “Gate was locked.”

“Then what? He’s a monkey; he climbed over the fence?”

“I don’t know, jefe.” Camilo looked down at the table. “He got other places too.”

“What?” Walter demanded. “What else?”

“Some tags on retaining walls,” Camilo said. “Covered up once we backfill and paint.”

“Paint it now,” Walter said. “I don’t care if we have to paint it again and again. If you don’t show these gangsters you won’t tolerate them, they keep coming back.”

Walter had me research graffiti-proof paint, and order a dozen gallons. I found one we could apply to prevent future tagging—but with so many surfaces available on-site, I couldn’t see us painting every item that entered the property.

I walked out later to see what was going on. The graffiti artist hadn’t been content to stick to tagging; in a couple of places he had painted Spanish expressions, including ¡Vete al carajo! which meant “go to hell.” By the end of the day, the surfaces had been covered. Walter asked our security company to make a couple of extra patrols at night over the next few weeks. But there was a dark energy floating around the site, an anger simmering somewhere below the surface, and I didn’t like it one bit.
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6 – Rendezvous with Roberto
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Gavin and Larry got fed up with my lack of sociability. They dragged me out on Saturday night, and we made the rounds of the gay clubs, but I found myself yawning and sneaked back home.

“You punked out early last night,” Larry said the next morning. “You obviously need a course in remedial recreation. There’s an FU alumni thing on Thursday, and you’re going with us. No excuses.”

“A Thursday? But I have to work Friday.”

“You’re turning into an old fart, Manny. You can prop your eyelids open for an extra hour to hang out with us.”

“Where is this thing?”

“The Biltmore in Coral Gables.”

I did like the Biltmore—a magnificent old Spanish-style hotel surrounded by a golf course. I’d been there a couple of times for events, and marveled at the architectural detail—the coffered ceilings, the hand-painted frescoes, and the travertine marble floors. “All right. I’ll meet you there on my way home from work.”

Tuesday afternoon I was with Camilo down by the entrance to the property, looking at the swampy area that would become a small landscaped pond. The site fronted on a main street that led to the freeway, and there was a surprising amount of foot traffic past us every day: hotel workers in their uniforms, waiting for the bus; tiny abuelas dressed in black, walking from one store to another; young black men with their pants hanging down their asses, showing off colorful boxers, on unspecified errands.

A sad-looking black man in his fifties walked by, dressed like Tina Turner—tottery high heels, fishnet stockings, and short shorts, topped with a frilly blouse and tits so fake even I could tell. He wore a curly blonde wig that cascaded over his shoulders, and lots of lipstick and mascara.

Camilo jumped into a small loader, a D-8, and gunned the engine toward the entrance, yelling curses at the drag queen. The guy clutched his purse and kept walking, though I could see he was scared. I felt like going after Camilo and telling him to lay off. But I couldn’t. I was only in my fourth week on the job, and I was in no position to go criticizing one of my superiors.

That incident added to my feeling that there was something dark and angry floating around the site. The next couple of days I was on edge, worrying about what else could happen, and I was glad when Thursday evening arrived, and the FU alumni cocktail reception for new graduates at the Biltmore.

I agreed to meet Gavin and Larry at the hotel at six, and got there a few minutes early. I stopped at a reception table under a leaded-glass light fixture to pick up my name tag. “I thought this was an event for new graduates,” I said, noticing that many of the tags had graduation years long before mine.

“It’s for the alumni association to welcome new grads,” the girl behind the desk said, handing me my tag and two tickets for beer or wine. “We invite the whole membership so that you can get a sense of how important it is to keep up your FU affiliation.”

I thanked her and plastered my tag on my shirt below the Loredo logo. I walked into the ballroom and exchanged one of my tickets for a bottle of beer. My phone vibrated in my pants with what Gavin called a texticle—the vibration from a text message that tickled your balls when your phone was in your pocket. I checked the screen and saw that he and Larry were stuck in traffic and running late.

I frowned and replaced the phone. I wandered over to examine one of the marble columns that climbed two stories to the vaulted ceiling.

“It’s a beautiful building, isn’t it?”

I turned to see an older guy next to me, holding a wine glass. His name tag read Roberto Calderon, class of ’85. He was handsome in a well-put-together way—a perfect haircut, clean shaven with a hint of aftershave, manicured nails, trim figure. His polo shirt was from Brooks Brothers; I recognized the hanging sheep crest. His razor-pressed slacks and gleaming loafers said money too.

He saw me appraising him, and something in his eyes said he liked what he saw as well. “The workmanship is amazing,” I said.

Roberto was a financier and amateur architectural historian, and he knew a lot of details about the building’s construction. We walked around, and he pointed out details, and we began a subtle flirtation—standing a bit too close to each other, making the occasional innuendo. By the time Larry and Gavin showed up, I was ready to grab Roberto and find a secluded part of the hotel where we could make out.

I drained my second beer as they walked up. I introduced them to Roberto, and then the president of the alumni association stepped up to a microphone and began a welcome address. “Would you like something else to drink?” Roberto whispered to me.

“Sure. How long does this thing go on?”

He looked at his watch, a gold Rolex. “He’ll be speaking for at least a half hour.”

I groaned.

“We could go somewhere else,” Roberto suggested. “I know a bar not too far away.”

“I’d like that.” I whispered a good-bye to Larry and Gavin, to their raised eyebrows, and walked out with Roberto.

I followed his Mercedes out to Coral Way and down a few blocks. I’d never been to the place before, but I recognized a gay bar when I saw one. “This is all right?” he asked when we’d both gotten out of our cars in the parking lot.

“Perfect. Even better if they’ve got a dark room at the back of the bar.”

“You are a little devil,” he said, smiling broadly. “I can see we will get along.”

The bar did have a dark back room, and after Roberto had gotten himself a large glass of wine, and a beer for me, we walked back there and snuggled up in a booth. He put his arm around my shoulders, and I leaned over and kissed his smooth cheek. I caressed his thigh with my hand, and he shivered. “You must not move too quickly,” he said. “The seduction is just as important as the climax.”

“I’ve got a couple of climaxes stored up,” I said.

“Ah, but when you get to my age, you must guard them carefully, and make each one worthwhile.”

Roberto gently moved my hand from his thigh and kissed the edge of my chin. “Let me show you the way,” he said.

We talked, and flirted, and shared intimate gestures—the caress of a cheek, legs pressed close, his hand on my arm. He ordered a platter of nachos for us to share—an uncharacteristic dish for such a suave man, but we gulped it down like it was our last supper. He kissed me and let me fondle him briefly. Then he stood. “I must visit the restroom,” he said.

“I’ll come with you.”

He shook his head. “I am not interested in a sordid encounter in a men’s room, my beautiful Manuel. When I take you, it will be as you deserve.”

I wanted to tell him that what I deserved was the chance to suck his dick or have him fuck my ass, but I could tell he was serious. When he returned from the men’s room, he said, “Sadly, I must leave you now. But I hope you will allow me to take you to dinner one evening so we can continue to get to know each other.”

“I’d like you to take me to dinner,” I said. “But more than that, I’d like you to take me to bed.”

“All in good time, my boy.” We walked out to the parking lot together. I was hoping for at least a kiss in the dark, but he said, “I’ll call you,” and got into his car.

I drove home with a serious case of blue balls. I didn’t think I’d been so sexually frustrated since high school, when I lusted hopelessly for my gym teacher, Mr. Napolitano, who poured his hunky body into tight shorts and T-shirts and liked to blow his whistle at us boys. I remembered hurrying home to jerk off to thoughts of Mr. Nap asking me to stay after school for extra practice, then ravaging me in the shower. I almost had to pull off the highway and pound one out, but I held back until I was home.

I rushed into the bathroom as soon as I walked in. I peed copiously, then started to pull on my dick, which stiffened. I closed my eyes and remembered being next to Roberto, smelling him, feeling his leg against mine, leaning over and kissing him. The problem was when I tried to remember his face, the only one I could see was Walter Loredo’s.

It didn’t matter; I jerked myself off to a magnificent orgasm and collapsed into bed without saying anything to Larry or Gavin.
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7 – Site Work
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By that Monday morning, after I’d been working at Loredo for a month, I started to feel like I belonged out at the construction site. I watched the walls being placed to sheathe the steel exoskeleton of warehouse one and the completion of the steel for warehouse two. I knew my way around the site, knew all the names of the foremen and which trades they belonged to.

My biggest problem was Camilo. He had taken a dislike to me, starting that first day when he criticized my clothes, and it was difficult to deal with him when I had to make changes to the site-work schedule. I could count on Adrian to make suggestions when something slipped that was under his control, but Camilo was combative every time I asked about a problem.

Camilo never had the information I needed at hand—he was always promising to get it to me later. When I made suggestions, he sneered, even if he ended up accepting them. Behind my back I heard him make derogatory comments about me—I had tiny huevos or balls; I sat down to take a piss; I had a pinga, or dick, like a needle; I liked to take it up the ass.

The only one of those that was true was that I did like a stiff dick up my ass —but I wouldn’t admit that to Camilo. His most common greeting was “Fuck you,” to which, I learned, the correct response was “You’ll never go back to dogs.”

I wasn’t accustomed to that kind of casual sexual profanity, and I admit that it made my dick stand up and salute. It was a struggle sometimes to mumble out my question, then, with a shaking hand, scribble down his response. I’d hurry back to my office, desperate to jerk off in the john. But the trailer was rickety and the walls paper thin, and if you spent too long on the toilet, somebody was always banging on the door, accusing you of beating your meat.

It didn’t help matters that by the middle of June, most of the workmen on-site were shirtless, many of them wearing shorts so tight they were molded to sculpted asses. There was more testosterone and muscle mass on the site than you’d find in any city gym, and the guys were always teasing each other about pieces of ass, about dick size and stamina.

Taco22, the graffiti artist, had shown up over the weekend. But in addition to the usual crap, he had sprayed Manuelito es un lavahuevos on a steel beam on the ground, waiting to be lifted into place. There was no mistaking that I was the Manuelito he meant. He was accusing me of being a ball-licker—usually translated as a brown-noser. But I had a feeling the literal meaning was the one it was meant to convey.

Walter found me outside, staring at the beam. “Don’t take it personally, Manny,” he said, clapping me on the back. “Consider it a rite of passage. You’re one of the guys.”

I was so upset I didn’t even register his touch. “Yeah, great.” He walked off to talk to Adrian, and I continued my walk around the property. When I got out to where the pump was working on draining the swamp, I saw that Taco22 had been out there too—and he’d sprayed Manny es un chupapollas on the side of the concrete catch basin, where the pump drained. Manny is a cocksucker.

Everybody driving past the site could see it when the gate was open, and we’d have to drain the basin and let the concrete dry before we could paint over it.

For the first time, I considered that our graffiti artist was someone connected with the site. How would anyone outside know my name or have any suspicions about me? I thought about it that evening, and the next morning I waited until the meeting had broken up to rap lightly on the door frame to Walter’s office. “Got a minute?” I asked.

“Sure, come on in.” He motioned me to the chair across from his desk. “What’s up?”

“I think maybe our graffiti artist is somebody who works here.”

“What makes you say that?”

“The thing yesterday. About me. How would Taco22 know who I am?”

Walter waved his hand. “You’re not the only Manny in the world. Don’t sweat it.”

“Yeah, but there’s another one,” I said. “Calling me a chupapollas.”

I could tell that Walter knew what the slur meant. “Maybe you’re right. I’ll bring it up at lunch.”

“I don’t want to call attention to it. You know how it is—when you make a big deal out of something, it gets a life of its own.”

He nodded. “You’re probably right. But make sure both of those get covered up today. Talk to Camilo—he’ll handle it for you.”

Yeah, not gonna happen, I thought. “I don’t need to bother him. I’ll talk to Jorge myself.” Jorge was the painting superintendent, and I had to see if he needed more of the graffiti-resistant paint anyway.

“That works,” Walter said.

I spoke to Jorge about covering up the graffiti. “Walter wants it done today,” I said. “You have enough paint?”

He didn’t meet my eyes. “Yeah, got enough,” he said. “For now.”

That wasn’t good, I thought as I walked back to the trailer. Did Jorge know who was behind the graffiti? Or did he believe that it would go on as long as I continued to work there?

That afternoon I was out on-site with Walter, the two of us looking like twins in our matching polo shirts and khakis. “What do you think of this form work?” he asked, pointing to the way a workman had laid out the wooden forms for the grade beams—short walls of poured concrete—for warehouse three.

“Doesn’t look strong enough to me,” I said. “Seems like the concrete might blow the forms out unless they’re real careful.”

Walter nodded. “You’re learning,” he said. He crossed his hairy forearms over his chest and smiled. “Go over and tell Camilo.”

Fuck me, I thought. I didn’t want to get into an argument with Camilo in front of Walter. But I had to man up and do what I was told. The last thing I wanted was for Walter to think I was a wimp.

“Hey, Camilo,” I said as I approached him. He was looking at an order form on his clipboard, and the way he was concentrating on the numbers made him look like one of those cartoon characters with a thought bubble coming out of his head.

“I’m busy,” he said in Spanish. He was the only one of the supers who forced me to speak Spanish.

“The forms on the northwest corner of warehouse three...”

He didn’t even let me finish. “No jodas conmigo,” he said, which, loosely translated, meant “Don’t fuck with me.”

“Yo te piso,” I said—matching him expletive for expletive. In slang, I told him that I was on top of him—the way a rooster mounts a chicken. I switched to English, just to further piss him off. “The forms over there are crap, and they’re going to blow out as soon as you start to pour. Don’t fuck up my schedule by being a mariquita. Vete a hacer puñetas and get them fixed.”

I turned and stalked back to Walter, who was grinning broadly. He looked so damned handsome that I wanted to walk right up and kiss him on the lips. “Muy cojonudo,” he said. Very ballsy.

I shrugged and my face reddened. “I’ll check on the forms later this afternoon and see if it worked.”

“You’re turning into a hell of a good worker, Manny,” Walter said, and I looked up and met his gaze. If I’d seen a man look at me that way in a gay bar, I’d have dragged him to the men’s room, or the back room, immediately. Instead I just blushed more, and Walter laughed.

He was so natural with the men who worked for him, ruffling one guy’s hair, patting another one on the back, smiling and charming them into working late, rerouting a cable or a conduit, carting the debris out to the Dumpster. The guys liked and respected him and wanted to do a good job for him. I did too.

I wanted to do a lot more than just be a good worker, but if that broad grin was all I could ever get from Walter Loredo, I’d take it.

I went back out late in the afternoon to see if Camilo had followed my instructions. I let out a deep breath when I saw that the bad formwork was gone and a couple of laborers were redoing it. I lingered there for a minute, overhearing the workmen as they complained about the way Camilo had reamed them out for shoddy workmanship the first time around.

When I turned around to leave, Camilo was there. “I know you’re Loredo’s little butt boy,” he said in a guttural whisper. “I’m watching you.” He turned and strode away.

My heart was racing. Had I been trying too hard to cozy up to Walter Loredo? Did the guys on the site take that for something sexual between us?

Not that I’d mind, I thought as I walked back to the trailer. But I was sure Walter would. I’d never heard him make the kind of nasty comments about gay men that Camilo and some of the other supers did. But that didn’t mean he’d want those kinds of things said about him.

The next afternoon, I was working in the trailer when Nilda, the real estate agent Walter had hired to lease the warehouse space, showed up to talk to Walter. He was busy, so she was hanging around with Estefani as I walked out to the reception area. She was a hard-looking Latina in her forties, with long, coral-painted fingernails and lacquered hair in an unnatural shade of red. “I’m getting a new appreciation for backs,” she said as I passed.

“What do you mean?” Estefani asked.

I couldn’t help overhearing, because I was looking for a file in the cabinet next to Estefani’s desk.

“Los descamisados,” Nilda said. The shirtless ones. “Smooth backs I want to lick like ice cream. Tattoos I want to trace with my fingernails. Even the hairy ones give you something to grab on to.”

Estefani giggled. “Oh, Nilda, you’re terrible.”

“No, you mean, ‘Oh, Nilda, you’re old,’” Nilda said. “You wait until you get to be my age, mi pequeña. You’ll appreciate the chance to see a half-naked man.”

Estefani leaned closer to her, but I could still hear. “Last Friday, a couple of the guys were playing with the hose,” she said.

I remembered that. The plumbers had been testing a new main for warehouse one when it sprang a leak. The plumbing super, a beefy, dark-skinned Haitian guy named Pierre, scrambled to shut it off, but by the time he did, he was soaked through. He’d been wearing a pair of cheap denim overalls and a T-shirt, and the material was plastered against his skin.

I’d been wondering about Pierre—was he one of those big guys on whom even an average-sized dick looked tiny? Or did he have the meat to match his frame?

My question had been answered when he turned toward me. A very respectable-sized sausage had been outlined against his groin. My dick had jumped in response.

The other four plumbers, a mix of black and Spanish guys, all had guffawed at him. Pierre had grabbed a hose and turned the water on, soaking them. It had been a hot, humid day, and I’d wanted to run over and romp under Pierre’s hose. Too bad I was management.

“It was like watching a porno movie,” Estefani whispered to Nilda. “All those guys with their clothes soaking.”

I wondered what kind of movies Estefani watched.

Nilda barked with laughter. “What happened then?”

“All the guys peeled off their soaking T-shirts,” Estefani said. Nilda leaned closer to her, and I couldn’t hear anything else they said, but there was a lot of giggling going on.

One of the plumbers, Marcelino, was about thirty and a real hunk. He’d had a weighty tool belt around his waist, and when he pulled off his shirt, I got a good look at the top of his ass crack, sparkling with water in the bright sunshine. I had to resist the urge to go over to him and stick my tongue right there.

The memory made me hard. I got the folder I needed, placed it strategically over my crotch, and went back to my office.

For the rest of the week, I was careful about how I worked with Walter. I made sure not to follow him too much, not to be such a puppy dog around him. I skulked behind walls, overhearing what guys said after I walked away, trying to see if everyone felt the way Camilo did.

Most of the supers didn’t pay much attention to me unless I was asking a question, and most of the workmen thought of me as just another manager in a hard hat. A couple of times I overheard Camilo make cracks about me, but never in conjunction with Walter.

Our graffiti artist continued to make random visits, always a mix of his tag, Taco22, and sexual innuendos. Even Walter got accustomed to it, as long as we got the tags covered up quickly.

* * *
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DURING THE WEEK, I got a couple of texts from Roberto, the guy I had met at the FU alumni event. Innocuous messages like thinking of you or stay dry (on a day when it was raining). I replied in kind. But by Friday I’d had enough. I texted him to ask if I would see him that weekend. By see I meant see him naked—but I hoped I didn’t have to spell that out.

He called me that afternoon when I was out on-site, and as I answered my cell I walked over to the shade of one of the few trees, a tall, spreading ficus. From there I could keep an eye on the site but also have some privacy.

“How are you, mi amorcito?” he asked.

“Horny. Are you going to do something about that?”

He laughed. “Your generation gets right to the point. I prefer a more seductive approach.”

“Your seductive approach last week left me with blue balls, jerking off in my bathroom.”

“We can’t have that again,” he said. “If you will meet me for dinner tomorrow night, I guarantee you will not depart unsatisfied.”

I felt a shiver of anticipation, and my dick stiffened. “Where and when?”

He named a restaurant I’d walked past a few times, tucked away on West Avenue, a few blocks from my apartment. I agreed to meet him there at eight o’clock.

I was on my way back to the trailer when I met up with Adrian. “We’re going to El Rincón after work,” he said. “El jefe is buying the first round. You want to join us?”

El Rincón was a tiny Cuban bar around the corner from the site. “Sure.” I wouldn’t miss a chance to have a drink with Walter Loredo, even if we were surrounded by other employees. But I’d have to make sure not to set off any gaydar vibes with Camilo.

The bar was dark and cool against the hot, bright Florida sun. Adrian and I joined the other superintendents at a table in a back corner, where we drank Mexican beer as Walter lectured us on the world at large.

“Contractors are scum,” he said. “Never let a contractor think he can run your site. Never let a contractor date your daughter or your sister. Never pay a contractor a penny more than you absolutely have to.”

He told funny jokes, held his liquor well, and knew more about the business of building than I thought I could learn in a lifetime. Even after three or four beers, he could unravel the complexities of a thirty-page contract, explain how to build a retaining wall, and cite figures from a contractor’s last invoice. “You hear the one about the carpenter who died on his fortieth birthday?” he asked us.

We all shook our heads. “He got up to heaven, and St. Peter greeted him at the gates with a big celebration, congratulating him on living to be a hundred-fifty years old. The guy looked around and said, ‘But I only lived to be forty.’ St. Peter shakes his head and says, ‘Can’t be. We added up all your time sheets.’”

The crowd laughed. We went through three pitchers, and then Walter pulled the plug. “I need you all alive on Monday morning,” he said. “Anybody need a cab or a ride home?”

Everybody seemed sober enough, and we stood up. I realized I had to piss like mad and made a beeline for the men’s room.

I had my zipper open and my dick out, peeing into a tall white urinal, when Walter followed me into the men’s room and took the urinal next to mine.

Don’t look at his dick, I said to myself. Don’t look at his dick.

“Beer goes right through me,” he said as he unzipped and let loose a stream.

I didn’t know what to say. I’ve never been good at urinal conversation. Some guys can keep up a flow of chatter, but not me. I’m too self-conscious, scared that if I stop paying attention to what I’m doing, I’ll end up pissing on myself.

Walter didn’t seem to notice. “How do you like working for me?” he asked. “Be honest, Manny. I want to hear it.”

My mouth was dry. “It’s great,” I croaked, thankful that my stream had turned to a trickle. “I’m learning a lot.”

“I can see that. You’re more than just charming and damned good-looking. You’re smart too, and that’s what really matters.”

He looked over at me as I was shaking the last drops from my dick. I felt it stiffening and hurried to stuff it back into my pants. “Thank you.”

“But you’ve got to think about the future,” he said. “Don’t be satisfied to be a superintendent, or even a manager. Set your sights high. That’s what I did.”

I was careful to keep my eyes on his face, which was turned toward the wall again. “How did you do it?” I asked. “How did you get to be so successful so fast?”

He finished pissing and zipped up. “Hard work and single-minded focus,” he said. “I never let myself get distracted. Eyes on the prize, you know.”

At that moment, though, his eyes were on me with a kind of longing in them. “Sometimes I think back to when I was your age, starting out. What if I’d paid more attention to the rest of my life?”

“It’s not like you’re ancient, Walter,” I said, walking over to the single sink to wash my hands.

He joined me at the sink, sticking his hands into the flow right next to mine. My heart skipped a beat, and I pulled them away as if they’d caught fire.

“Don’t lose track of the rest of your life, Manny,” Walter said as I dried my hands. “You never know when you’ll wake up and find it slipping away.”

“Sure thing, Walter.” I crumpled the paper towel and tossed it in the trash. I thought my dick was going to explode if I spent any more time in such close proximity to him. “See you Monday.”

I hurried out the door without waiting for a response. I glanced down at my crotch and saw, to my horror, that my stiff dick was outlined against the khaki, and there was a wet spot at the tip of my dick, even though I’d shaken the urine off.

I was grateful that the rest of the guys were gone, and hurried through the dim bar and out into the blazing sunshine, squinting against the glare. Had Walter seen my hard-on? And what did he mean, telling me he thought I was charming and damned good-looking? Was that lust I’d seen in his eyes—for me?
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8 – Physical Assets
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By the time I hit the causeway to Miami Beach, my dick had subsided, but I still had a strange feeling in my stomach—probably the result of too much beer and not enough tortilla chips and salsa. When I got up to the apartment, I scrambled for the bathroom and some privacy.

I didn’t need any reading material; just the thought of Walter Loredo next to me in the men’s room was enough to make me hard. I unbuckled my belt, unzipped my pants, dropped the lid on the toilet and sat down. My dick strained against my boxer briefs, and there was already a big wet spot on the fabric.

I pulled my dick free, closed my eyes and tried to remember that look in Walter’s eyes—had I really seen raw, sexual hunger? Or was I projecting my desire on him? What if I’d mistaken that look? He could have been horny for a woman, and he was already thinking about her.

I imagined him walking into a bedroom, pulling off his polo shirt. His beefy pecs and rounded biceps, the fur covering his stomach. He dropped his pants to the floor. I don’t know why, but I imagined him wearing red silk boxers that clung to his body like a second skin. He pulled his long, fat dick out of them and stood there, stroking it while the naked woman on the bed got up on all fours and presented her ass to him.

He dropped the boxers and walked over to her, his stiff dick bouncing. His ass cheeks were covered with a fine layer of dark hair like his lower arms. He positioned himself behind the woman and grabbed her hips. His butt contracted as he pressed forward into her.

And then the woman was gone, and it was my ass that Walter was fucking.

“You think you can flaunt this sweet ass in front of me, and I won’t take advantage of it?” he said. “Think again, cowboy. I’m going to ride you so hard, you won’t sit down for a week.”

He reached around and grabbed my dick and began jerking me in the same rhythm he was plowing my ass. He talked as he fucked me—how he would make a man of me, make me his bitch, show me how a real man made love.

It was all so real to me. I could smell his musky lemon scent, hear the catch in his voice, feel the way his balls slapped against my ass with every deep thrust. His hand was rough against my dick, his thumb rubbing the sweet spot just below the head.

I caught my breath and saw stars as the force of my orgasm pounded out of me, semen spraying out of my dick and onto my shirt. When I opened my eyes, I was back on the toilet in my bathroom and I was a mess. Hopelessly intoxicated with Walter Loredo, drained and come-stained and very much alone.

I drank a tall glass of water and took a couple of aspirins, stumbled back to my bedroom, and fell into a deep, dreamless sleep. The next day, though, I resolved to push all thoughts of Walter out of my head. I had a date with a real man, not a fantasy, and I was going to get laid if it killed me.

I took a long shower, making sure to clean my ass really well. If I was lucky Roberto would get his tongue up there, and then his dick, and I wanted to be spick-and-span for him. I dug around in my underwear drawer for a pair of white bikini briefs that accentuated my assets, and put on a pair of silk slacks that clung to my body.

Roberto was a fancy dresser, so I paired the slacks with a starched white linen shirt with abstract embroidery in a faded bronze color. I thought it looked terrific against my neck and lower arms, tanned from so much time out on the site. I took my time walking to the restaurant, not wanting to get there too early, nor to sweat up in the evening heat.

When I arrived, Roberto was in conversation with the maître d’, who led us to a sheltered table at the back of the restaurant. “How have you been this week?” Roberto asked. “I’ve missed you.”

Then you could have arranged to see me earlier, I thought, but I didn’t say that. “Working hard.”

“I can’t see you on a construction site,” Roberto said. “You are too handsome and too delicate. You should be in an office somewhere, in a three-piece suit.”

I didn’t think that was flattering—I’d had enough of the “pretty” comments from my female relatives. “I can be macho when I need to be,” I said.

“I’m sure you can be.” Roberto smiled, and I felt a tingling in my groin. He ordered us a bottle of wine, and we clinked our glasses together. “To this evening,” he said.

“To more than once this evening,” I said and arched my eyebrows.

Roberto laughed. “You are quite the little rascal, Manuelito.”

As we ate our appetizers, I kicked off my shoe and stroked my toes against Roberto’s leg. He took a couple of deep breaths, but he didn’t tell me to stop.

“What is it that you do, exactly?” I asked him.

“Wealth management consulting,” he said. “I create customized investments for the assets of non-US persons. They often have complex situations—some family members in the US, some abroad, subject to tax in multiple locations. My clients must have investable assets of at least ten million dollars.”

“Sounds very cool. Maybe someday I’ll have enough money to use your services.”

“Perhaps.” Roberto looked over at me and smiled, then patted my thigh. “You are still very young. Who knows what your future holds?”

We talked and flirted our way through our entrées. The waiter took away our dirty plates and Roberto asked me, “Dessert?”

I lowered my voice. “I’d rather have you.”

He laughed. “Well, that can be arranged. You live near here, don’t you?”

“A few blocks.”

He ransomed his car from the valet and negotiated the local streets over to my building—harder than you might think because of the intersection of roads and canals. I was fidgeting by the time he pulled into a guest parking space at my building. I leaned over to kiss him, and he pushed me back gently. “We are in no hurry,” he said.

I took a deep breath. I could be patient, I thought, especially if I knew my reward was ahead. I led him through the building and into the elevator. We rode up in silence.

“Most of the furniture doesn’t belong to us,” I said as I opened the door to the apartment, praying that Larry and Gavin were still out on the town. “So don’t get the wrong idea.”

“It’s lovely,” he said, taking in the expanse of starlit Biscayne Bay outside the sliding glass doors. “But I’d like to see your room.”

I took his hand and led him down the hall. Once we were in my room with the door closed behind us, he wrapped his arms around me and pressed his lips to mine. I couldn’t get close enough to him; I tried to wrap my leg around his butt and pull him into me.

He was a slow, deliberate kisser. Our lips met, still flavored by the wine we’d drunk at dinner. His kisses were delicate and feathery against my lips. I tried to open my mouth, but he wouldn’t let me at first, pressing them closed with the tip of a finger. Our noses rubbed together, and our cheeks, and I felt how very smooth his were, as if he’d shaved again just before dinner.

I inhaled his scent of bay rum, so old-fashioned and different from Walter’s fresh lemon. He put one hand on the back of my head, the other around my waist. I felt like I’d stumbled into a black and white movie.

After a couple of minutes of kissing, I pulled back and began to unbutton my shirt. “No, please, allow me,” Roberto said.

He leaned close to me, and once again I inhaled his aftershave as his fingers slowly undid my buttons. “You are such a beautiful young man,” he said as he slid my shirt off my shoulders.

I shivered with the suddenness of the air-conditioned air against my skin. Goose bumps rose on my arms as I longed to feel his skin against mine.

He laid my shirt carefully on my desk chair, turned back to me and unbuckled my belt. My dick quivered at the proximity of his hands, pressing forward against my briefs, which felt soaked with precome. I was so impatient to be naked with him, but I forced myself to submit to his careful ministrations.

He spread open my pants and admired the silhouette of my dick against the white fabric. “Ay, qué lindo,” he said, and I blushed. I wasn’t sure if he meant my dick or the whole of me, but it didn’t matter.

I kicked my shoes off and stepped out of my pants. I would have left them pooled on the floor, but I knew Roberto wouldn’t appreciate that. So I bent over in my sexy underwear, showing him my ass. I heard him suck in his breath.

I stood up and turned to him and began to unbutton his white linen shirt. He had a skinny chest, covered with silky black hair, and I longed to run my fingers over it. But I mimicked his behavior, laying the shirt carefully over the same chair as my shirt and pants.

I turned back to his belt, hand-tooled leather with a gold buckle engraved with his initials. I opened it and undid his pants, then knelt. I lifted his right foot, slipped off the loafer, and peeled down the thin black sock. I repeated the process with the other leg.

Roberto stepped out of his slacks and folded them on my desk. We faced each other, and his dick pushed against his nylon briefs, furled up like a snake waiting to strike. I was still hard, tenting my bikini. I skinned them down and stepped out of them, and Roberto did the same.

He led me to my bed, then pushed me down on it. In a moment he was on top of me, all his smooth flesh pressing against me, skin to skin. Our dicks rubbed together as he slid his body up and down over mine, keeping our lips pressed together. It was an amazing moment, one I had been waiting for, but it wasn’t enough. I kept comparing his chest to what I’d seen of Walter’s. Walter’s was so much broader and more muscular, and Roberto’s seemed that of an old man.

I felt my dick soften and didn’t know why. Roberto must have sensed it too, thinking what he was doing didn’t please me. He sat back on his haunches, and his skinny, stiff dick faced me, curved like a banana. I leaned down and took him in my mouth. He tasted clean and fresh, like rainwater with a touch of salt. He rubbed his fingers through my hair and said, “You are so beautiful, Manuelito.”

I responded the best way I knew how, by sucking him until I felt his body start to stiffen, then pulled back. My dick had hardened again, so I squirmed around so that my dick was at his mouth. He began to suck me, and I could tell right away that mine wasn’t the first cock he’d chowed down on. He really knew his stuff—licking me, tonguing my slit, nibbling the mushroom head.

Even so, I couldn’t help thinking of Walter. Was this what he wanted too? Had I read that look in his eyes correctly? I closed my eyes and pretended that those were his lips around my dick. Between that image and Roberto’s technique, I was in ecstasy. This was why I liked older men, I thought. I tried to imitate everything Roberto did, but before I could practice too much, he had me on the brink of orgasm, and I had to focus on things like math problems and women’s vaginas to bring myself down.

It didn’t work. I shot off into Roberto’s mouth, but he swallowed everything I had to give and kept licking me. I squirmed in ecstatic pain, unable to concentrate on getting him off.

Finally he let my dick go. I tried to start up on him again, but he had gone soft, and he pulled me away, up toward him. “But you didn’t...” I said.

“You gave me much pleasure, mi amorcito. Do not worry if I do not demonstrate my appreciation so openly.”

Well, if that was okay with him, I thought. I snuggled up to him, our heads on the pillow facing each other, and dozed off. When I woke up, it was two o’clock in the morning and Roberto was gone. He had left his calling card on my dresser, though—Roberto Vicente Medina Arroyo in a curling script. According to the Spanish style, Medina was his father’s last name, and Arroyo his mother’s. He had scrawled xx RVMA on the back. No address, no phone number or business affiliation.

Not that I had expected one. Roberto had been cagey about telling me much about his personal life—I knew his career but not his employer; his cell phone but not his home number; and his e-mail address was through a generic provider.

It didn’t matter to me. He was old-school, after all, the kind of man who didn’t flaunt his sexual orientation. Probably closeted at work and with his family as well. I wasn’t going to marry him, just have some fun.

I rolled over and went back to sleep with the taste of his kisses and the wine we drank at dinner still on my lips. But it was Walter Loredo’s face that remained in my memory.
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9 – Site Specifics
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I texted Roberto Sunday afternoon before I left for my parents’ house, thanking him for dinner and dessert. He responded with the word encantado —charmed—and his initials once more. I couldn’t figure him out. Was it because he was older that he wasn’t as interested in getting laid as I was?

Maybe he didn’t like me as much as I liked him. Or maybe I was obsessing needlessly. Roberto had a whole life beyond me, and until I knew more about it, I wasn’t going to waste my time worrying. But as I got dressed for the drive west, I compared him to Walter.

Roberto was at least fifteen years older than Walter, and his hair was thinner and grayer. Roberto was a snazzier dresser than Walter; I couldn’t imagine him in a sleeveless T-shirt and tight-fitting shorts. Nor could I see Roberto with a five o’clock shadow or hair mussed the way Walter’s was after a run on the site.

Roberto’s body was slimmer and less muscular than Walter’s. Walter was more robust, Roberto more delicate. Walter was boisterous, Roberto courtly. I felt guilty when I realized that Walter was the more attractive to me. That was stupid; I needed to focus my attention on where it was rewarded.

But then, I thought as I rode the elevator down to the garage, Walter had sent me a couple of signals, most recently when we stood side by side at the urinal on Friday night. He thought I was handsome and charming, and his eyes had glinted with sexual longing. Was he as unavailable as I’d thought?

I pushed those thoughts aside and focused on driving to my parents’ house. Once there I was caught up in family drama, and I didn’t think of Roberto again until midmorning on Monday, when I was observing the fine grading of the first warehouse pad.

A rolling mixer, which kept the concrete moist until pouring, stood idling beside the building while Camilo argued with a guy in a yellow hard hat. After they came to some agreement, one of the men stepped over the hose, guiding it with his legs, and the mix began to spew out. A team of men finished the backbreaking work of spreading and smoothing it out.

That was probably the way Roberto thought of men on a construction site. No wonder he didn’t see me in that kind of role—I didn’t see myself doing it either.

I was finishing up that afternoon when Walter appeared in the doorway to my office. “You’re a good guy, Manny,” he said. He hesitated, and I looked up at him. “I hope you didn’t take anything I said at the bar the wrong way.”

Oh, Jesus. When I thought he was flirting with me at the urinals, had I responded in some way that he misinterpreted? I did a quick rewind of our conversation in my head. “You mean you don’t really think I’m smart and hard-working?” I asked, trying to keep my tone light.

He tilted his head a bit. “That’s what I said?”

I wasn’t about to remind him he’d also said I was handsome and charming, especially if that’s what he wanted to take back.

“That, and a bunch of stuff about aiming high in my career.”

He nodded. “Good. Because anything else would be inappropriate, you know, because I’m your boss.” He rapped on my door frame with his fist. “Anyway, get out of here and go have a life. You don’t want to end up like your old boss.”

What did that mean, I wondered as I packed up and drove back to the Beach. Walter wasn’t old, and it wasn’t like he had no life—I’d seen photos on his office wall of him socializing, and heard him talking with his friends about weekend plans.

The next day, when I went to place my lunch order with Estefani, she said, “No meeting today. Walter’s got a lunch date.”

“So we’re free?” I asked.

“Como un pájarito,” she said. Like a little bird. She leaned forward and spoke in a low voice. “He’ll be out for hours. I’m putting the phones on night service and meeting my girlfriend for lunch.”

The front door opened, and two Cuban men in business suits stepped inside. They were the kind of successful, assimilated guys I aimed to be like, kings of their own worlds. I moved over to the file cabinet as they flirted with Estefani. As I pulled out the contract I needed, Walter’s office door opened and he stepped out, greeting the two men with hugs. They laughed and joked in Spanish as he led them into his office.
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