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“Faggots!”

The shout came like a wild bark. 

It echoed between the skeletons of abandoned downtown department stores. The sound chased Colin and Matias into stomach-tightening terror. 

“Just fucking run,” Matias blurted. His face flushed red with fear. It seemed to be the first time Matias had been afraid of anything. 

By the time he’d said run, Matias was already running himself. Colin ran alongside him, gasping for air. The faster he ran, the deeper he had to breathe the alley’s rancid garbage smell he’d been avoiding. No matter how much money you have, this is still Miami, Matias had always warned Colin.

Colin concentrated on running faster, any faster he possibly could. Super-turbo mode, if he had one. “Come back here, fags!” the voice echoed again, this time accompanied by running footsteps behind them. The footsteps were getting closer.

A lifelong Miami resident, Colin had been mugged once already. That hadn’t been so bad. He’d handed over his wallet and gone home to replace his cards. Those were easy to replace, with private bankers and family concierges and all. The scariest things, though, were those that even his family’s bankers can’t help with.

That voice screaming somewhere behind Colin and Matias wanted more than their wallets. They could only run faster.

They weren’t even gay. They were just two guys taking a shortcut through an alley. There was nothing gay about two buddies hitting the clubs on a Tuesday evening then walking home together. 

Whoever was screaming didn’t care about logic, of course. There was no reasoning with hate.

Colin gritted his teeth. He put the turbo-boost in his legs and feet, right through to his Tod’s driving shoes. Matias was already running a good two steps ahead of him. Despite being kind of chunky, that Matias kid was always faster than Colin. 

“Where you going, fags?” The taunt was closer. It had almost caught up with them. 

It wasn’t just an echo off of brick walls. Their night had gone from uneventful, leisurely, to grossly terrifying. 

Matias ran faster. His red-and-white Chucks pounded on the pavement, quicker and quicker. Colin did all he could to keep up with him, even if he was running out of wind, even if breathing felt like sucking on a snorkel, one that had been taped shut. 

Streetlights of the main road shone ahead of them like the Promised Land. Colin ran faster, pacing his feet to the rhythm of Matias’s fast breaths. 

A foot-high pile of garbage blocked the end of the alley. Beyond the pile of garbage was the main road, the streetlights, civilization, maybe even the police.

At his last step before the garbage pile, Matias leapt up into the air, sailing over the banana peels and cardboard boxes. Colin took a deep breath, as if the air was going to help him levitate, and followed Matias’s leap over the garbage.

In that moment, soaring across a foot-high pile of trash in a Miami alley, Colin’s life felt like a video game. It was exciting. For once.

“Next time, fags!” the voice boomed behind them, sounding less menacing for once.

Colin stopped. Catching his breath, he leaned down and braced his arms on his knees. 

Matias patted Colin’s back. His brown eyes carried Matias’s usual gentle mockery, the kind of half-insults that bromances were made of. “You’re pretty winded after like thirty seconds of running.”

Colin glanced up at Matias, staring into the orange glow of a street lamp, the Miami Tower vaguely growing out of Matias’s curly brown hair. Matias’s round face was also soaked in sweat, even if a bit less so than Colin’s own. “Yeah, Matias, you’re no Usain Bolt either.”

Matias shrugged. He used the back of his hand to push an avalanche of sweat off his forehead. “I’m more like Usain Dawdle.”

Colin honored Matias’s comedic talents with a golf clap.

“So do you agree with me?” Colin knew to work the situation to try to push through his agenda. It was just as his dad had always told him: when everyone else is shell-shocked, that’s when you take charge. 

The car-ride thing was a start to Colin’s perennial list of Matters To Be Discussed With Matias. Maybe Matias would finally agree to stop walking around the city like a couple of plebs.

“Do I agree with you what?” Matias stood with hands on hips, gray half-lit Miami skyline behind him. He was beautiful, in a classical sort of way.

“Do you agree with me,” Colin said, clearing his throat the same way his dad did when giving a speech, “that we should stop walking around the city like a bunch of — a bunch of itinerants — and start taking Uber, Lyft, anything other than our feet?”

“We’re twenty-three and totally out of shape, and your solution is that we become more sedentary?” Matias sounded like a professor of logic sometimes. Colin loved and hated that about him. 

“We’re Miami millennials who go clubbing and shopping.” Colin shook his head. “Be realistic. We’re not training for a triathlon here.”

“Reductio ad absurdum.” Matias shook his head and kicked a piece of stuck plastic off his shoe. Then he started walking again. “Nobody mentioned any triathlons. Not even biathlons.  Not any kind of thons. I just think walking isn’t bad for us.”

“I have two Amex Black cards with no spending limit, and a Visa with enough credit on it to buy a Miami condo — okay, a small condo, no ocean view, but still, a condo.” Colin looked up at the dark sky that had given him all this fortune, as if he was pleading not to be misunderstood, not to be taken for a regular person who needed to walk. “And you, Matias over here, you insist that we fucking walk everywhere!”

“Walking is healthy.” Three words. Three words were all Matias needed. He’d made his point. That was how Matias rolled.

“Getting gay-bashed in some alley doesn’t seem healthy at all.” Counterpoint, Colin. “I’m not much of a believer in leaving a good-looking corpse.”

“You know we could take defensive measures against that shit too.” Matias scanned the street and the alley and the buildings around them as if he were about to command a SWAT team.

“No, man. No guns.” Colin almost wanted to throw up just from saying that word. “No fucking guns in my home, in my life, anywhere.”

“Not guns. I’ve had enough guns around me.” Matias winced a little while shaking his head. “I just mean physical training. Joining a gym. Hitting the weights. Getting in shape.” Matias flexed his arms in a ridiculous-looking muscleman pose. 

“This isn’t a fucking Popeye cartoon, man.” Colin rolled his eyes. “Urban safety isn’t a matter of having muscles.”

“Did I open a can of spinach that I’m not aware of?” Matias stared wide-eyed at Colin. His huge brown eyes looked like they could consume oceans.

“I just mean — this is real life.” Colin made his best face of the world-weary adult. “Not a cartoon.” 

“You’re gonna tell me about real life, Colin Warner?” Matias smirked. 

Matias was probably going into one of those real life speeches of his he felt he was entitled to deliver from having grown up in Hialeah and attended the University of Miami on a scholarship. As if that somehow made him an expert on everything from hand-to-hand-combat to, well, anything and everything else that he could construe as “the real world.” 

Colin never said it out loud, but he wasn’t all that clueless. His upbringing had given him the chance to see more of the world than most twenty-three-year-olds had seen, that was for sure.

“Being physically fit isn’t a be-all end-all defense, Matias.” Colin sighed. “No matter how much you’re about to mock me for not having grown up poor, for never having gone dumpster-diving — I’m sorry, I admit I never had that experience — I do have some concept of reality.”

“Reality, Colin Warner style!” Matias yelled out. He spread his arms wide like wings and ran down the sidewalk, then banked his whole body to the right and ran back to Colin.

“What is that even supposed to be?” Colin couldn’t help but grin as he shook his head in disapproval. “An airplane?”

“It’s you. With your head in the clouds.” Matias triumphantly outstretched his arms and wiggled his head as if he were somehow making his way through a cloud. 

“And it’s your private jet!” Matias shouted again. “Or your dad’s private jet. Doesn’t really matter which, does it now?” Matias broke out in laughter and took off for another round of wings-outstretched flying down the sidewalk.

Matias knew Colin’s secrets. After having lived with him for five years, Matias was as familiar with Colin’s family wealth and status as he was with the sight of Colin’s bare ass.

“You don’t have to announce that so loudly.” Colin sighed. Matias was allowed to know Colin’s wealth, but it wasn’t such a great thing to shout from the rooftops — especially when standing on a Miami street corner at midnight.

“Why not, man?” Matias Air Flight 1 suddenly stopped in its tracks. Matias even retracted his wings. His lips tightened and he looked a little bit embarrassed. “Isn’t it obvious from looking at you, Colin, Colin Warner—” Matias very obviously looked Colin up and down— “that you’re a rich kid? Like they say, a child of privilege?” 

At least Matias didn’t start singing that awful song, “Fortunate Son.” That song, with its lyrics about being a senator’s son, had been written just to torment Colin.

“Some private matters are just better not to announce on dark street corners at night, alright?” Colin sighed and shook his head. He played up at being the streetwise and world-weary one of the two. That was a pretty good feeling, even if it wasn’t well founded in reality.

“Alright.” Matias extended his wings again. “Stealth Gulfstream 6 private jet ready for departure. Let’s go home, shall we?” He shook his wings like a duck shaking off water, then pointed his head and whole body toward the phallic hulk of their condo building up ahead.

Chucks shuffled and scuffled on the pavement. Wings still extended, Matias ran toward their building. Or actually, it was just their condo, not their entire building. Or actually, it was just Colin’s condo, but Matias had lived there with him since their third year of college, so it was pretty much Matias’s too. 

They’d been university-assigned dorm roommates for their first two years, so why not keep a good thing going? 

Colin had talked Matias out of insisting to pay some rent back then, and he was going to talk Matias out of this dumb Luddite “let’s walk” idea now. 

Matias was only jogging toward their building, not running full-speed, but Colin struggled to keep up. Maybe joining a gym wouldn’t be such a bad idea.
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“I fucking love how you still wear your gym shorts for this.” The man’s soft, fat hands ran over Duke’s legs. 

Duke shut his eyes just enough to see what was going on down below his waistline, but not see enough to make it too traumatizing. 

He knew what to do to earn his keep. He pumped his dick in and out of the man’s face. 

The man moaned and sucked and slurped hard on Duke’s cockhead.  The man’s cologne and office sweat almost smelled stronger than the gassy stink of the gym’s parking garage.

The man spat Duke’s dick out of his mouth and looked up at Duke’s face. He reached down inside the pants of his tailored suit and started jerking his own dick. Then he spoke up to Duke: “Now slap me. Tell me I’m a cocksucking fag.”

Slapping was out of the question. It triggered Duke the wrong way. There was all that stuff about his past. And it gave a self-hating, closeted, usually rich and powerful dude a bit of pretty horrible blackmail material against the semi-homeless guy whose dick he’d just sucked in a parking garage. A guy like that could accuse Duke of assault or worse. People would do anything. They did.

“Cocksucking fag!” Duke yelled down at the man, trying to sound convincingly hateful and homophobic. 

The man was jerking his dick frantically now and sucking Duke’s dick even harder. He grabbed at Duke’s ass with one hand and gave a thumbs-up with his other hand. That was usually the signal for more verbal humiliation.

“Suck my dick, faggot,” Duke growled. That sounded convincing. One day, if he got his life together, maybe he could be a Hollywood actor, the one who always played the pissed-off homophobe.

The man gasped, sucking harder on Duke’s dick. His hand under his pants sped-up its jerking and his face flushed red with orgasm. Their faces would always stay just as red after orgasm, once the shame set in. Duke just had to collect his money before they ran away.

The man’s whole body pulsed in orgasm. He twirled his tongue on Duke’s cockhead. Duke moaned in feigned ecstasy.

When the man breathed a hot, exhausted breath onto Duke’s cock and let it slip out of his mouth, Duke knew to broach the question. He extended his open palm downward and said as nonchalantly as he could, “Hundred dollars, please.” 

He tried to act like a tollbooth employee. Or a bottled water vendor. He wasn’t judgmental. He wasn’t going to make anybody feel bad about what they were buying and why they were buying it. He just wanted the money. 

It was only a hundred bucks for these guys. Maybe fifteen minutes of their billable time. An hour of it if they were really “poor.” When they ran away without paying, it wasn’t the money that they didn’t want to spend. It was the rubbing-it-in that got to them: the confirmation that not only were they sucking dick voluntarily, but they were paying money for it. The money they paid was the uptight, suit-clad, girlfriend-and-wife-having, deeply closeted men’s tangible, monetary confirmation that they were nothing more than cocksucking fags.

A hundred bucks went far for Duke. If he sucked ten dicks, a thousand was the monthly check he sent for Sam. Or for the woman to deposit in her bank account, anyway — and for Duke to hope it was for Sam. Even if Duke wasn’t officially Sam’s father, even if his son had never heard of Duke, even if Duke’s biological fatherhood was only by virtue of a desperate trip to a strip club thinking he could make himself straight, supporting his son was the least he could do.

The soft fat hand reached into the charcoal-gray suit pants pocket and put a hundred in Duke’s hand, together with putting a blank nod in the direction of Duke’s face. Eyes firmly downcast, the man got up from his crouch and got the hell out of that parking-garage bathroom, probably back to his Tesla, his Boca Raton four-bedroom, and his wife.

A hundred dollars richer, Duke breathed easier. His evening shift upstairs was starting soon. Eighteen bucks an hour, but there was a free shower before and after, some high-end toiletries he could indulge in like a feted prince, and most importantly, a lot more closeted dudes who’d ask him what it would take for them to suck his dick. “Fitness” clients: some of them even dropped the fitness training part, because the dick was all they were after. 

Early mornings and late evenings were the time to get male clients. Mid-day, Biscayne Fitness was full of women — women who just wanted to get in shape. Female clients would ask him out for coffee, but would never, ever, offer to pay a hundred bucks to suck the trainer’s dick. Women were better than that.

Upstairs, the shower washed off the nasty feeling of some Bvlgari-smelling real estate broker’s hungry mouth. Hot water felt amazing. Miami was always hot, ambient hot, but still, a hot shower wasn’t free to come by. 

The shower faucet labeled H sat there glistening, heavy and ornate like a ship’s wheel, the kind of ship’s wheel Duke had imagined steering as a kid. He cranked it all open and let it pour down. 

Showering was Duke’s regular moment of respite, between living in the parking garage, sucking dicks for money, and soliciting clients out on the gym floor. In those moments, he could pretend he was a normal person. He could pretend he was on his way home from a respectable job, that he had a respectable husband, that he was alright with himself. With his eyes half-closed and water splashing down, he could almost wish it into being. Almost.

His phone alarm chimed. Five minutes to go before his next training appointment. That was plenty of time to dry off, throw on his clothes, put on socks and shoes, and go out to the gym floor with a friendly, slightly solicitous smile. 

A wall of cooled air hit him when he walked onto the gym floor. The locker rooms were temperature controlled to a good five degrees warmer than the gym floor, because of course they were. 

This was Biscayne Fitness. These people’s lives were perfect.

“I’m Duke Jones.” Duke contorted his face into his realest fake look of fitness enthusiasm. He needed to look like Mister Motivation for helping spoiled gay men get into shape. “So who’s got the training appointment with me?”

Of the two specimens standing all pussy-footed in front of Duke, the browner, beefier one looked like he’d actually been to a gym before. His pretty-boy boyfriend or sponsor or whatever looked like he might’ve seen a gym from the window of his favorite nail salon. 

Whatever. He’d train them one and train them all. The only problem was that if these two were together, they were already getting their willies suctioned, and there wasn’t much chance of them engaging Duke’s services downstairs.

“Both of us,” the beefier dude said. Apparently he spoke for the both of them. The other one was probably his bitch-boy.

“Alright. That’s cool.” Duke nodded. Sure. That was cool. 

The gym paid Duke the same eighteen bucks an hour for training two dudes instead of one, even if they charged each of the dudes the same hundred bucks an hour each. Two hundred an hour for the gym, eighteen an hour for Duke. But that was business or capitalism or whatever they were calling it. 

Duke hadn’t gotten paid any more in his MMA days when they sold more t-shirts or packed the crowd, and it was the same now at the gym. Bonuses were for bosses.

“We’re just looking to get into better shape,” the blonde, blue-eyed one pleaded. 

It was like he was trying to justify himself, justify being in a gym. He didn’t want anyone to think that his body wasn’t already perfect. 

Blondie was infatuated with his own looks. He probably would have hired himself as his own rentboy. He was getting Duke’s training at a hundred bucks per hour per person, times two. 

On top of that he and his boytoy had to pay a five-hundred-dollar monthly gym membership, each. Blondie would’ve been able to afford whatever he would’ve charged himself for his own presence.

“I mean we go walking, but—” Brownie blurted out. Seriously, these dudes are what, twenty, and they go walking, and then get personal trainers? They must’ve fast-forwarded thirty years to the lifestyle of rich fifty-year-old gay dudes, Ritter Lehman grade. “Yeah. Some strength training wouldn’t hurt.”

“Alright!” Duke clapped his hands together. “How much athletic experience do you have? What’s your fitness level?”

“I played high school soccer.” Brownie shrugged. “Not the major leagues or anything, but we did some weights and stuff. Of course, that ended five years ago.”

“Cool.” That was the most neutral thing Duke could say. It was the usual story of an aging gay dude wanting to get back into high school athletics so he could fuck as much ass as he’d fucked back in high school. Except Brownie was like twenty-three.

“My name is Matias, by the way.” Brownie stuck his hand out. That arm definitely had some muscle. He pronounced every letter in Matias, probably because he thought it was exotic or some shit. 

“Cool.” Duke said it again. He was on personal-trainer autopilot. His words were whatever sounded the most professional and was the least likely to cause some uptight client a boatload of offense and get Duke fired. 

Duke looked over at Blondie with a plaintive smile aimed to get his name. 

Blondie was socially skilled enough to get the message. “I’m Colin.” Blondie smiled big. What a perfect fucking name for such a perfect specimen: Colin. “And I played lacrosse in high school.” Of course he played lacrosse in high school.

“But that was a few years ago, I assume?” Duke grinned. That blond little twink probably went around claiming to still be in high school. “You’ve been out of high school for a few years?”

Matias smirked at Colin. It was the same smirk Duke would’ve given Colin if it had been allowed. “This dude actually graduated!” Matias punched Colin’s shoulder with the gentlest, softest of play-punches. “He must’ve bribed the principal.”

“Ah, Matias—” Colin shook his head. His discomfort spoke of the joke’s proximity to reality.

“Sorry!” Matias covered his mouth primly with his hand. What a little queen. “Your high school didn’t have a principal. It probably had a headmaster.” Matias smiled knowingly and rolled his eyes.

“We had both, actually.” Colin smiled in a way that owned the situation. That was admirable. “The headmaster is the boss of the principal.”

“Like Mister Duke here is gonna be the boss of both of us.” Matias smiled eagerly. He was getting into this. “Right, Duke?”

“Well, the trainer and the client are a team, working together to—” Duke recited the speech he’d had to memorize in his state-required personal trainer class.

“Just play along, man!” Matias gave Duke exactly the same play punch he’d given Colin.

“Alright, alright. I’m gonna whip you both into shape, hard.” Duke tried to sound stern, without letting on that he was all too good at that kind of talk from his second career downstairs. 

“That’s kind of hot,” Colin whispered with a half-smile.

“Oh.” Duke always waited for some explicit confirmation of his male clients’ homosexuality before acknowledging it himself. It was always obvious they were gay, but it wouldn’t have been becoming of a fitness trainer to say anything until they said it themselves. “So you guys are getting in shape to spice up your sex life?”

“Yeah—” Colin started to answer and nod.

“What? No!” Matias’s face turned to a disgusted frown as he shook his head in a hundred denials, first at Colin, then at Duke. “Our sex lives, plural, sure, maybe. But we’re not gay. No, sorry. I mean I know a lot of guys here are gay. But we’re straight.”

“Yeah.” Colin’s eyes suddenly opened wide, as if he’d just woken up. “I mean working out might help us, you know, with the ladies.” He sounded like a closeted twink trying to sound like a frat douche. “But no, noooo, no way, not like that. We’re not gay or anything.”

“Sorry.” Duke tried to sound apologetic instead of amused at their typical closeted denials. “What’s or anything though?” Was he overstepping by asking a dumb question like that? He was just breaking the ice with his clients. And he wanted to hear this guy talk.

“I mean we’re not like, bi.” Colin’s last word was by far the quietest. He held up two fingers to illustrate exactly what he wasn’t. “We’re not any of that.” Colin pursed his lips and nodded confidently, like a man who’d just finished a massive mental workout, or an act of self-delusion.

“That’s cool. Some straight guys come to this gym too.” Duke smiled. The paucity of heterosexual men was a running joke in all of Miami. “A few. I think. They must be somewhere around here.” Duke looked all around the gym floor and laughed. Colin’s face only locked into a cold, mortified stare.

“Ha, right!” Matias seemed to be forcing himself into a jolly chuckle to break the otherwise awkward moment.

“So. Let’s get started and assess your fitness before we develop a plan.”

“Cool,” the millennial duo nodded in unison. Agreeing to this kind of thing was a lot easier than doing it.

“Colin, you wanna go first?” That was for Duke’s own voyeuristic pleasure. But there was always a respectably trainer-like excuse for Duke’s own urges. “Since you’ve been out of the fitness world longer.” 

Duke smiled. Colin returned the smile.

“I’m always the guinea pig.” Colin looked around the gym floor.

“More like the canary in the coal mine.” Matias gave Colin a shoulder-punch that looked more like a caress. If these guys weren’t gay, every small interaction of theirs at least revealed the intimacy of their relationship.

“Canary?” Colin asked. His face looked as confused as it must’ve been if he’d ever stepped into a Gold’s Gym. “Like a bird?”

“Since you’re blond,” Duke said to Colin while sending a small, cheesy wink to Matias. “Get up on the shoulder press now.”

“Sure!” Colin nodded. His smile was too cocky. He jumped up on the machine’s seat like he was about to ride off on his beautiful horse. “How high does this thing go?” Colin glanced behind him at the weight settings.

“Three hundred,” Matias said before Duke could answer. Matias’s face looked like an LOL emoji as he said the three hundred.

“Let’s start with a few reps at twenty pounds.” Duke walked over to the weight settings. “Then we’ll see how you do and whether you want the weight higher.”

“Don’t insult me now.” Colin shook his head as if twenty pounds wasn’t worth his time.

“Not an insult.” Duke tried to look particularly nonthreatening. “Every athlete starts out at the low weight settings, then—”

“Start me at a hundred fifty.” Colin punctuated his request with a tongue-snap and a glance back at the weight settings bar. “Pounds.”

“This is just a little fitness evaluation, not the Olympics.” Duke laughed at Colin a little nervously. There was really no point to the kid humiliating himself in front of his trainer Duke and his body-double Matias. 

“Yeah, I’m your client here.” Colin nodded.

“Alright man.” Duke sighed. He set the weight to a hundred fifty. He could’ve set it lower and Colin never would’ve known, but that would’ve established the wrong precedent for their relationship. Trainer and client needed to be honest with each other. Always.

“Here we go!” Colin lifted his arms and wriggled his fingers over the lift handles as if he were an Olympic athlete.

“Just don’t push too hard.” Duke patted the part of Colin’s smooth, muscular arm just below the sleeve of his t-shirt. His skin was warm and innocent, childlike. “You’re not supposed to be at a hundred fifty, I’m reminding you. So don’t overexert yourself.”

“Alright, here we go!” Colin shouted out again, still hovering his hands over the handle grips.

“He thinks he’s Rocky.” Duke sighed and shook his head like a trainer who’d seen it all. Duke’s job was to make sure the Rocky types stroked their cartoonish masculine egos and had their fun without injuring themselves.

“Rocky? Colin’s more like cocky,” Matias stage-whispered to Duke loudly enough for Colin to hear. A bald-headed dude over on the leg press looked over and grinned. 

“Gym banter. Good start.” Duke nodded reassuringly. “So Colin, you wanna lift?”

“I was just waiting for you to get out of the way.” Colin’s grin was probably sarcastic. He seemed like the kind of trust-fund kid who at least had some self-awareness and could laugh at his own ridiculousness. 

“Well, we’re out of the way!” Matias shouted out. He clapped his big meaty hands together the same way Duke did to provide his clients with encouragement.

Colin inhaled. He spat on one hand, then the other one.

“FYI, for the future.” Duke sighed. “Don’t spit. It’s against gym rules. We’ll have to sanitize. Once again, you are not actually Rocky.” Duke couldn’t help but smile.

“Cocky,” Matias whispered again.

Colin nodded to Duke and Matias, as if taking notice of the general din of a crowd of cheering fans while not bothering with the specifics of what they were saying to him. He adjusted his hands on the machine’s handlebars. He half-closed his eyes. And growled, pushing up against the handles. The more Colin pushed, the more the handles didn’t move.

“Alright, man.” Duke nodded in acknowledgment of Colin’s valiant effort to lift a hundred fifty pounds. “Good try. I can decrease the weight for you now.”

Colin eased up on the handlebars. “I can lift it. I’m strong enough. Don’t stop me.”

“If you really want.” Duke shrugged. He kind of didn’t give a fuck. It was his eighteen bucks an hour no matter what the clients were doing, even if it was a one-percenter millennial pushing and grunting against a weight he couldn’t move. The only worry was if clients thought they weren’t getting much out of their hundred dollars per hour per person. 

“Go for it, Sisyphus!” Matias shouted out.

“Did you just call me a sissy-fuss?” Colin’s face pouted into exaggerated rage.

“No, I mean the Roman god—” Matias looked at Colin with pity.

“Greek, not Roman.” A triumphant smile broke across Colin’s face. “And he was a disgraced king being punished by the gods, not a god himself.”

“Sorry.” Matias shrugged.

“I went to private school, as you keep reminding me.” Colin snapped his tongue again and flashed a shit-eating grin. “It does have its benefits.”

Duke stepped in between Colin and Matias. It didn’t feel quite like he was interrupting them; it felt more like stepping into their shared light. “Can we switch from Greeks and Romans to weightlifting please?”

“Right!” Colin said. “Let me lift this thing!” Colin leaned his head back and again rested his hands on the handlebars. 

As Colin pushed against the handlebars he tensed his face into a look of extreme consternation. Drops of sweat seemed to be pouring out of his pores on sight. He was actually trying to show off a bit harder than most out-of-shape guys did on their first session.

“Icandoit!” Colin grunted through clenched teeth. He pushed against the bar again. He breathed in and out quickly. His forearms quivered. 

“You can do it, Colin.” Matias was the calm coach-like figure in encouraging Colin’s Rocky fantasies. Duke would’ve joined in, but he didn’t want to say Colin could do it when clearly Colin couldn’t. 

“I!” Colin grunted. “I!” It looked as if there was some vanishingly small chance of Colin actually moving the hundred fifty pound weight. It wasn’t a superhuman amount of weight. But it was still beyond Colin’s ability. “I—”

Colin let go of the bar. He hadn’t lifted it at all, so it didn’t have any distance to fall. 

Colin’s pretty-boy face turned to panic. He ducked his head under the machine and sprinted away from it, back toward the locker room.

“The fuck?” Matias said. It sounded more like a statement than a question.

“My educated guess here would be—” Duke had seen it all before, especially from macho dudes who’d just eaten a big macho meal before overexerting at the gym. 

“Hold on.” Matias took a beeping phone out of his pocket. “Urgent message from Colin.”

Those two had their own urgent-messaging system. They were like Batman and Robin. Except purportedly straight.

“Do you guys sell—” Matias’s face broke into a half-embarrassed, half-mischievous grin. “Do you guys, Biscayne Fitness, do you guys sell, like, workout shorts and pants and underwear?”

“Yeah, we do.” Duke nodded. It was pretty obvious what had happened. It wasn’t uncommon among untrained dudes trying to show off. “Let me guess. Colin had a big lunch before coming over here?”

“Yeah. We ate at Blue Collar.” Matias’s smile was a little bit guilty. “Loaded burgers and stuff. Like an hour before we came over here.” 

“Alright, alright.” Duke shrugged. “I’ve heard of that place, Blue Collar, from some of my clients who like to eat there.”

“Yeah, Blue Collar’s pretty awesome, isn’t it?” Matias’s eyes lit up. The kid obviously loved to eat. The mention of that restaurant had probably made him forget all about his shitstained buddy cowering in the locker room. “Crowded though.”

“Can’t say I’ve eaten there.” Duke shrugged. He eyed the gym’s in-house cafe, where he also couldn’t afford to eat, but where the employees usually saved him a few unsold chicken wraps at the end of the day. “I’m a bit too, you know, blue collar to afford Blue Collar.”

“Huh.” Matias looked puzzled. “I hate to pry, but dude, two hundred bucks an hour and you can’t afford Blue Collar? I don’t even know anybody who makes that much.”

“Who am I?” Duke asked, grinning.

“Umm. Duke? The trainer?”

“Right.”

“And who do you pay your two hundred bucks an hour to?” Duke seldom had to explain this point to his clients — the basic fact of the exploitation of labor, or of the boss’s markup, or the pimp’s cut, and the fact that Duke didn’t take home that money they paid the club for training — but Matias was young. 

“Uh, Biscayne Fitness?” Matias looked puzzled. Then his face lit up in sudden recognition. “Oh! I see. They don’t pass on that money to you.”

“They hardly pass on any of it to me,” Duke whispered. “Anyway. You should go buy some new pants for your buddy. The clothing shop is just under the escalator there. We can start the session again once he’s all clean and dressed. I’ll get the cleaning crew to sanitize the machine.”

“Yeah.” Matias looked up at the skylights in the ceiling: the smoky orange of Miami at dusk and the sun setting over the swamps and trailer parks off to the west where Duke had grown up.

“You guys, you and Colin, are really great at taking care of each other.” Duke surprised himself by how openly he’d blurted it out. He’d thought it, but it wasn’t meant for public release. It was released now, and he had to roll with it. “It’s just nice to see that.”

“Yeah. We watch out for each other. I mean, we got thrown together as college roommates, and then we just stuck together, even when Colin moved off-campus, and even after we graduated.” Matias looked into Duke’s eyes. His words sounded like a confession. “It’s like, it’s like family, it’s better than family. Colin is great. He’s an idiot sometimes, but he’s great.”

“Yeah. That’s awesome.” Duke tried not to envy. “Hey go get him some new pants and we’ll start training again.”

“Yeah.” Matias walked off. 

If his buddy Colin had even a single gay cell in him, he must’ve noticed that meaty steak of an ass. 

Better than anything served at Blue Collar. Duke couldn’t afford it either. Colin certainly could.
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“The fuck?” Matias stared at the figure slumped on the garage floor. Colin didn’t seem to be able to provide any explanation. “Isn’t that—”

“Our trainer?” Colin squinted into the corner of the parking garage, behind a row of parked SUVs.

“He probably had a tough workout or something? Or had a few to drink afterward?” Matias shook his head. There were reasonable explanations for why their trainer Duke was sleeping on the floor in a parking garage below Biscayne Fitness. There weren’t many of them. “The fuck. What the fuck.”

Colin’s eyes suddenly opened wide in concern. “Don’t tell him we’re using the gym’s parking validation.”

“I don’t think he cares.” Sometimes Matias’s job was putting things in perspective to Colin. Whatever circumstances had put Duke on that concrete parking-garage floor, they would concern Duke more than Colin leaving his Tesla in the Biscayne Fitness garage beyond his gym stay.

“Duke.” Colin wasn’t shouting it, but he wasn’t exactly whispering. Still, Duke didn’t budge.

Matias lay his hand on Colin’s shoulder in gentle reprimand. “Don’t yell at him across the garage, man. Let’s come up and see what he’s up to.”

“Yeah.” Colin put his Tesla remote fob back in his pocket. They weren’t getting in the Tesla anytime soon. This wasn’t going to be just a thirty-second greeting of a familiar acquaintance in a parking garage. “He doesn’t seem like a drinker,” Colin said, still squinting in Duke’s direction. 

“And you were able to ascertain that from what exactly?” Matias said, shaking his head with just the slightest, barely perceptible eye-roll. “A one-hour training session? At the outset of which you shat your pants?”

“Don’t roll your eyes at me like that.” Colin snapped his tongue. “My uncle drank too much. I know the type.”

“Yeah?” Matias sighed as they walked toward the yellow-painted wall that supported Duke’s sleep-slouch. “You think every alcoholic is CEO of First Miami Bank and gets his nightly drunken penis-hunting exploits published on the front page of the Herald?”

“My uncle’s homosexuality was never proven.” Colin suddenly sounded defensive. “Anyway, Duke just seems like a healthy, healthy kind of—” 

They stepped up to drooling Duke. He slept propped against the wall. Colin had actually been right. That didn’t look like a blackout-drunk sleep, and Duke really did not look like a drunk.

Matias crouched down next to Duke. He lay his hand on Duke’s bare arm and spoke to him gently. “Hey, man. What’s up?”

Duke woke up. He was beaming a smile. “Hey guys! Colin! Matias! What’s up?”

“Umm.” Matias leaned in to smell for booze on Duke’s breath. There wasn’t any.

“Yeah, what’s up, guys?” Duke was fake-perky. And he definitely wasn’t drunk. “I thought you left the gym a long time ago!”

“Uh, we were just wondering.” Matias stopped himself from finishing the thought.

“We were wondering why you’re sleeping on the floor of the parking garage.” Colin seemed to have no compunction about finishing Matias’s statement. Maybe Colin didn’t know that someone might have been embarrassed to have been caught in that position.

“Oh yeah. You know. Tough workout. Just took a break here.” Duke propped his head up in his hands. He’d obviously been sleeping pretty deeply.

“I don’t want to pry, but is there anything we can do to help you?” Matias was echoing what he’d always heard every counselor and other professionally concerned person say. Except it was we whose help he offered. Matias more or less couldn’t do shit without Colin, at least if the shit that needed doing involved spending any money.

“Oh, I’m fine, guys. I just—” Duke’s face was turning more red.

“You need a ride home?” Matias asked. “We’ve got our car here. Colin’s car.” When Matias wasn’t watching himself, he always fell into that habit of calling it their car. It made him and Colin look like a married gay couple. Which they most definitely weren’t. 

“I’m fine, really.” Duke was shaking his head awake. 

“Really, no problem driving you home. Or wherever you need to go. Or whatever.” Colin flashed his Tesla fob at Duke, as if Duke had questioned Colin’s access to transportation.

“I think he knows you’ve got a car, dude.” Matias tapped Colin’s hand that held the car remote. Colin put it away in his pocket like his hand had been scalded by Matias’s touch.

“You’re just gonna sleep here?” Matias asked Duke.

“Y- Yeah.” Duke’s reply wasn’t even evasive.

“Is this where you normally sleep?” Matias crouched down again next to Duke. Colin followed along, crouching alongside Matias.

“Yeah. It’s no big deal. I mean, it’s not what it sounds like. Or not what it looks like. I’ll be fine.” Duke gave the most forced, artificial smile ever.

“We have a place. A condo.” Colin was doing the we thing again. It was Colin who had the condo. But Matias had always lived there with him, so there was kind of a we. Matias was eternally grateful for that. “It’s like ten minutes away. You’re welcome to stay.”

“Ah, no.” Duke’s forced smile stayed glued on his face. It looked like someone had Photoshopped a smile onto his otherwise sad face. It didn’t match his otherwise unhappy expression. “I mean, I’m used to this. I’m fine here.”

“So, like — this is where you normally stay?” Colin asked. Colin did sound like he was auditioning for the reality TV show Trust Fund Kid Meets A Homeless Person — but Matias didn’t actually know any homeless people either.

Duke sighed wearily. “My clients come early in the morning and late in the evening. Any apartment I can afford is at least an hour and a half away.  So when I had an apartment, I was getting home from work at one A.M., going back out to work at four A.M. And I needed a car and insurance and gas and toll money. It wasn’t worth it, being broke to pay the rent on a place I was in for three hours a day.”

“That’s rough. Sorry.” Matias lay his hand on Duke’s muscled forearm for a good three seconds. It was more than a momentary pat. After that revelation from Duke, it felt like they were closer than just a momentary pat.

“It’s not so bad. It’s a sleeping place like a sleeping place. When I’m asleep I don’t even know.” Duke’s eyes darted around, as if looking for more reasons he could name to justify sleeping on a concrete floor. “And I’m always close to work. And I can use work’s shower and bathroom.”

“Dude.” Colin flashed his best, most socially outgoing smile. He was working hard, obviously. He was making progress on the talking-to-people thing. “Our place is way too empty. Seriously. Just come over and sleep. It’s really way, way too empty now. It’s four bedrooms and a balcony and shit.”

“And shit?” Duke looked at Colin knowingly.

“Not literally. I mean—” Colin stumbled through his words. “Not literally shit.”

“I’m just teasing you, duder.” Duke laughed, genuinely. “A dude who sleeps on a concrete floor is still allowed to tease, right?”

“Yeah. But you’re not that dude anymore, ok, duder?” Colin smiled.

“It’s fine, guys.” Duke shook his head. “I need to get to work in the morning anyway. I sold my car when I gave up my apartment. I sent my son to private school— ah—”

“You have a son?” Matias asked.

“Not living with me. Long story.” Duke shook his head. He definitely didn’t look like he wanted to talk about it.

“Our place is like a fifteen-minute walk from here.” Colin pointed off in some random direction with his eyes. “Or a five-minute jog, for you.”

“Or a one-hour drive, for Colin during rush hour.” Matias precision-dropped a play-punch on Colin’s shoulder.

“I never like to impose on people.” Duke’s head-shake looked like he was in pain. “I never accept anything. But you know—”

“Just come stay with us. Even if just tonight.” Matias stood up, then held his hand out for Duke. Of course it was symbolic. There was nothing wrong with offering someone a helping hand, and nothing wrong with accepting it.

“I can’t even begin to say how grateful—” Duke stood up, after a steadying tug on Matias’s hand. He was so much bigger standing up. He hadn’t even seemed that huge in the land of giants that was the Biscayne Fitness gym floor. In the parking garage, wearing only his t-shirt and shorts and running shoes, surrounded only by parked cars, Duke was a giant himself.

Duke glanced behind a column and lifted out a big blue backpack. “I hope that fits in your car’s trunk.”

“My car even has a back seat.” Colin held up his key fob again. He thought that back seat made him more down-to-earth than most of his family’s friends, who tooled around in Ferraris and the like. 

Matias glanced at Colin: “Now you can thank me for making you buy the Tesla instead of the Aston Martin.”

“Matias keeps me in line.” Colin clicked his tongue and glanced off to the red Tesla parked in the corner. 

“I can help you with your bag.” Matias sounded like a hotel bellman. 

“At least let me be the muscleman here.” Duke grinned. It was another real smile from him.

“Sure, sure.” Matias clapped Duke’s full backpack. “Just trying to be hospitable.”

Duke sighed. “You’ve been — way more than hospitable. You’ve been great already.”

“That’s nice and all—” Matias said. “But— shotgun!”

“I guess you got it.” Duke nodded at Matias. “This time.”

Duke bent down to clear his head below the car’s roofline. He contorted himself into the Tesla’s back seat. It was a roomy enough seat for regular-sized adults, but Duke was a lot bigger than regular-sized.  
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“Wow.” Duke had promised himself not to say that when he saw Colin’s condo. He had his dignity. He’d lived in downtown Miami, even if only on a concrete floor in downtown Miami. 

He wasn’t some ingenue who’d never seen a high-end condo. But there he was, saying “wow,” like a gaping hayseed. 

Miami’s one-percenters had their condos. Duke had seen their insides, at least on the internet. He had prepared himself to see an expanse of space, wall-mounted LED TVs, and Sub-Zero appliances. 

He wasn’t prepared for floor-to-ceiling ocean views, balconies with more floor space than his former apartment, and pizza boxes and takeout food litter everywhere. Apparently even high-end condos weren’t self-cleaning.  

In its airy, uncrowded expanse, Colin and Matias’s condo looked like the gym floor at Biscayne Fitness. Random pieces of furniture apparently had been dropped in by an interior designer, or maybe a parent, and never used since. Huge TVs hung on the wall. The ambient smell was a mix of ocean air plus whatever detergents the maid used, whatever air fresheners they had around, and for the most part, a mix of the familiar smells of pizza, cookies, and beer. 

“Feel free to look outside.” Colin said it almost anticlimactically, motioning Duke toward the patio doors. “Just push the touch button on the glass.” 

Colin’s advice was helpful. Duke might’ve destroyed the door otherwise, trying to slide it apart manually. 

Duke walked toward the city lights visible outside and the glass doors separating him from the outdoors. He touched his finger to the beige nipple on the door’s edge and the doors electrically parted. Nocturnal Miami salt air swept over him like an ocean wave.

He stepped out onto the balcony. Flickering beachfront hotel lights stretched up to Broward and down to South Beach. The beaches themselves were mostly clear at night. It was only the true vagrants out there at night: those who didn’t have even a garage floor to sleep on.

“Pretty quiet up here.” Even at night, Miami at ground level had its normal sonic signature of car horns, motorcycle engines, blasting radios, and drunk tourists. In the rarefied space of that condo balcony, Duke was in the middle of the city, but floating above it.

“At midnight, we hang out in the hot tub a lot and look over the city.” Matias sounded wistful when he said it. Not many twenty-three-year-olds could manage wistfulness. But not many twenty-three-year-olds sat around in a hot tub looking out over Miami.

“At the health club downstairs?” Duke asked. 

“Uh, yeah, there’s a hot tub there too. But we have one of our own up here.” Matias’s thumb vaguely pointed to another side of the condo. “And the view’s better up here.”

“Oh. Oh!” Duke did his best not to act too surprised or impressed.  He nodded his best everyday nod.

“So —” Colin cleared his throat to make his presence known. “Shall we recess to our respective bedrooms, then reconvene here in fifteen minutes for hot-tubbing?”

“I think so.” Duke couldn’t help but smile. “If you can show me my respective bedroom.”

“That one’s mine and that one’s Matias’s.” Colin pointed with two fingers like pistols at two doors, then moved his pointing to the two other doors. “Those other two bedrooms are free. You can inspect and choose.”

“Is there a goat behind one of the doors?” Duke asked. Colin looked at him in mild disbelief. Too young, or hadn’t watched enough TV reruns while home alone in a trailer park, or most likely, all of the above.

“I got that joke!” Matias waved his hand up in the air like an eager student. “My parents learned English from Let’s Make a Deal.” 

“Good job.” Duke nodded. “You and them both.”

“Yeah.” Colin nodded, in half-comprehension.

“Not to spoil the moment or anything.” Duke sighed and looked down at the floor, then touched his hand to the pocket of his gym shorts, the one that held his very thin wallet. “But how much do I owe you guys for bedding down here? I’ve only got a few hundred on me. I have a feeling this costs a bit more than my usual Motel Six.” 

Duke had no compunction about charging, or letting his employer charge, Colin and Matias for fitness training. Colin and Matias could just as well charge Duke for room rental.  

“Only one request, alright?” Colin held up his finger in the air. 

“Yeah, what can I do for you? A tap dance? A little soft-shoe?” Duke tapped his foot back and forth on the hardwood floor.

“No tap dance.” Colin snapped a finger in the air. He was the choreographer. “Serious for a second now. Don’t try to pay for staying here, alright? Don’t even bring it up, please. Seriously. I just have a thing against it. I can accept money for work or whatever, but just don’t mention paying to stay here, ok?”

“Uh. Yeah.” Duke had to overcome all his instincts about never accepting anything for free, because the most expensive things always start out free. “I mean — I can help you guys with your fitness or something? I can clean this place up, for one.”

“Our place is a fucking sty.” Matias sniffed at the air and made a face of disgust at bad smells that were most likely imaginary. All Duke could smell was the fresh ocean air. “Feel free to clean up as you wish, but not any more than either of us does. You’re not the janitor. I mean we get a maid up here every week or so, if we don’t forget.”

Colin cleared his throat and announced: “Enough with the prolegomena.”

“The what?” Duke asked. Prolegomena sounded like the name of a microbe that lives on gym equipment.

“Prolegomena.” Matias rolled his eyes, then rolled his eyes some more for more effect. “The word means introductions or lead-ins. Colin got that word from his dad and likes to show it off.” 

“A lot of guys inherit something long from their dad and like to show it off.” Duke shrugged.

“You’ve definitely got the right sense of humor for living here.” Colin gave Duke a thumbs-up. “Our brains pretty much stopped developing in junior high.”

“I’m not sure if I even got as far as that.” Duke shrugged. The reality was that Duke already had adult problems in junior high. He hadn’t had much of a childhood, nor the luxury of teenage years spent joking around about dick sizes. But that wasn’t something to bring up in this idyllic oceanfront condo moment.

“Am I recalling correctly—” Colin spoke grandiosely to Matias and, by extension, to Duke standing near him. “That the three of us were preparing for a little hot-tub splish-splash? That we were somehow unjustly delayed? But that we should return to that path forthright?”

“If your dad wasn’t a senator, Colin.” Matias shook his head with a shit-eating grin. “If your dad wasn’t a senator, I’d think these verbal ejaculations of yours were abnormal.”

“Your dad’s a senator?” Duke did his best to be nonchalant. That was the way to act like just one of the guys. Is your dad a senator? Do you have a jet? Will it rain next Wednesday? Mundane sorts of questions, no big deal.

“Um.” Colin shrugged. “As long as he keeps winning elections, yeah, I guess he’s a senator.”

“Senator Warren Warner of Florida!” Matias’s voice suddenly sounded remarkably adult.

Colin smirked and nodded at Matias. “You’ve got a job at C-SPAN if medical school doesn’t work out.”

“I actually like your dad.” Duke wasn’t lying. He wasn’t going to come out and admit the reason he liked Warren Warner — because Duke was a flaming homosexual and Warren Warner was a flaming supporter of homosexuals — but he could say he liked him. It wasn’t wrong to vote for a politician, was it? That was how they won elections.

“Yeah, that’s cool. Most people like my dad.” Colin took a step toward the patio and stared off into the dark ocean. “Or at least hate him less than they hate his opponents. He wins elections. That’s what matters.”

“Man, he really stood up for—” Duke started to say. He cut himself off because most of the things Senator Warner had bravely stood up for were pretty fucking gay.

“Hey this isn’t fucking C-SPAN!” Matias clapped his hands into the air. “Go to your bedrooms, take your showers, come out here and let’s continue the conversation in the hot tub!”

“Yeah. Before we run out of time.” Colin’s grin oozed smug satisfaction.

“Run out of time?” Duke asked. Did private hot tubs have operating hours or something?

“It’s a running joke we’ve got.” Matias sounded almost wistful. “Up here, it’s like time stops still. We’re never out of time for anything.” Matias half-shrugged at Duke and then at Colin, and retreated to what must’ve been his bedroom: a heavy off-white bedroom door at the end of the hallway. 

Colin jauntily stepped toward the next door on the hallway. He beamed like he was about to open a Christmas present.

Two more doors lay in front of Duke. Sure, the guys had told him to inspect the two free bedrooms and figure out which one he prefers. That just sounded tacky. It would’ve been not just looking a gift horse in the mouth; it would’ve been comparing two very expensive gift horses’ mouths to check which had the shinier teeth. Or something like that. He was never very good at metaphors.

He pushed open the door closer to Colin and Matias’s rooms. Inside was a bed, perfectly made. It wasn’t king size. The lack of stuff, crap, chairs and condom wrappers and dirty socks in that bedroom made judging scale difficult. It was like judging the picture of a cock taken with no background. There were definitely floor-to-ceiling windows, letting in the night’s sparkling blackness as a counterpoint to the room’s bright white walls and hyper-bright lighting. 

A touchscreen. A control panel. Buttons. Duke wasn’t going to make an idiot of himself by trying to open the glass door with his mere hands. He knew to click through a few menus. The balcony doors opened, like the Red Sea parting. Then they closed. There was music. Pandora. There were some buttons with abbreviations he’d never heard of. And the bed was huge.

When Duke lay back in that bed, his body went catatonic. He didn’t want to move anywhere. It wasn’t even a matter of it being better than a concrete floor or a Starbucks sofa. It wasn’t just that it was better than any apartment Duke had ever lived in. It was better than any bed Duke could have ever imagined.  It was like sinking into the Everglades, on his back, sinking in and never wanting to leave.

Duke shut his eyes. For just a second.

“Dude!” That was Matias’s bassy voice just outside the bedroom, and definitely Matias’s hairy fist banging on the door. “You’ve been in there for an hour!”

Even through the bedroom door, Colin clearing his throat was a distinctive sound. “There will be time later for self-abuse!” Colin announced while clearing his throat. Duke wasn’t jacking off, but just the sound of Colin clearing his throat was sexy enough to give him a bit of an itch.

“Yeah, man.” Matias’s more mature voice rose again. “You can jack off later. Shower and get ready for the hot tub for now.”

“Oh yeah. I just fell asleep.” Duke lifted his head from the all-consuming vortex of softness that was the down pillow. “I’ll shower and join you guys in a minute.”

“For real now, alright?” Colin sounded harmlessly testy, like a frat boy telling a bartender to hurry up. “No more naps!”

Leaving that bed required superhuman willpower and Herculean strength. Duke did it. He marched to the shower — the luxurious, high-pressure,  everywhere-spraying, toiletries-filled shower that could’ve detained him for another hour. 

But he had places to go. He toweled himself off, as silly as it was before going hot-tubbing, and put on his same gym shorts and t-shirt. He didn’t have a swimsuit per se, but those gym shorts were clean and good enough to wear in a pool.

More knocks at the door. Duke was fully dressed and ready to go. He pulled it open, to the sight of Colin and Matias, shirtless.

Colin’s muscles wound around his torso like armor. His body was an exercise in minimalism: every ounce was lithe, lean muscle. His skin was lightly tanned, with no tan lines on the arms, like the body of a man who always went out naked.  

Matias was only an inch or two taller than Colin, but he dwarfed him overall. He was all body mass. His huge pecs and triceps counterbalanced the dad-bod aspects of his furry chest and paunchy belly.  

“Done staring?” Matias grinned like he wasn’t unaccustomed to attention. 

“Oh. I wasn’t staring or anything.” Duke wasn’t much of a liar. “Yeah. I mean. Uh. Let’s go to the tub.”

Colin led the way, his lithe legs stretching and undulating with every step. Even his bare feet were tight and graceful. Barefoot, he moved across the hardwood floor like a ballet dancer.

Matias was Colin’s backup and cleanup, the heavy artillery. Duke could only imagine what kind of dick Matias was packing under his basketball shorts — even if it was unprofessional of him to think that way about his personal-training clients.

They led Duke to the other side of the condo, rooms and windows and balconies he hadn’t yet seen. Chlorine smell blew in from somewhere, along with the sounds of bubbling water. 

Colin pointed with his entire palm. That sliding glass door was already open: a narrower balcony, off to the side, that held a hot tub. From inside the condo, the hot tub resembled a neon-lit UFO floating in the sky outside the window.

“Ahhhh.” Colin exhaled as if he’d just come home from a long day at work. Of course he hadn’t. 

If Colin had the money to live a life of leisure, then so what? Duke wasn’t fond of envy or of begrudging those who had more than he did. Most anybody had more than Duke did — especially his clients at the gym.

“Yeah, aahhhh.” Matias grinned. He stuck a finger in the hot water and nodded his approval. Somehow the gesture looked sexual, as if he was about to suck his finger dry after having poked it into the hot water.

“Smell that chlorine, dude?” Colin asked. “We keep it pretty strong in the hot tub.”

“It can bleach your clothes.” Matias eyed Duke up and down, as if Duke was transgressing some unspoken rule by wearing a t-shirt and shorts.

“We’ve got a rule around here.” Colin grinned, a little bit salaciously. “We’ve always got a sale going on at the hot tub.”

“Yeah.” Matias snapped his own waistband against his belly.

“Sale?” Duke asked, a little bit wide-eyed. It was turning into some sort of weird ritual.

“Sale.” Colin nodded. He slipped both hands under his waistband and slid his shorts down. His long pasty white dick flew out of his shorts, semi-erect. “The sale is, all clothes, one hundred percent off.”

“Yeah, it’s just us up here.” Matias pulled his shorts down, exposing his filet mignon of an ass. It was like pulling a sheath off a mountain. 

Duke couldn’t help but gulp at the totally unexpected sight of Matias’s bulbous ass. It was that much better in reality than Duke had the chance to imagine in the few seconds he’d allowed to consider what Matias’s ass might look like. 

Still breathing hard, Duke forced himself to look away from Matias’s ass. That only brought him to the sight of Matias’s low-hanging nuts. Matias’s big firm balls looked like they could fuck an army.

Colin raised his leg to step into the tub. His leg was shaped like the Mona Lisa: a study in perfectly beautiful proportions. His legs, his ass, and his freshly scrubbed, pasty white dick disappeared under the hot tub bubbles. Colin sat down and leaned his back in some sort of beatific hot-water ecstasy.

Matias turned his bare ass toward Duke. He stepped into the tub backwards. Why did he need to do that? The meaty mounds of his ass cheeks disappeared into the water like sinking sex glaciers. He kneeled down on the hot tub floor, face toward Colin, and splashed water on his shoulders and face. 

Matias got into position across from Colin. Then he corrected himself: “We have a guest today. How could I forget?” He slid down to the tub’s side to prepare for a three-man equilateral triangle.

“Yeah. A hundred percent off.” Duke said it nonchalantly. He lifted up his shirt over his head. Everybody wanted to see his muscles. There was nothing new in that. 

Nobody expected the scar on his chest, but he could always explain it as an old MMA injury. That sounded a lot manlier than having been gay-bashed in South Beach. 

“Do you even lift, bro?” Matias called out to the sight of Duke’s muscle.

“Just a little.” Duke laughed. Modestly. He pulled down his shorts and stepped out of them.

“Holy shit, man.” Matias laughed and shook his head at Duke’s dick. “Forget about lifting. Was your dad a horse?”

Colin squinted at Duke’s crotch. “Maybe it’s professional equipment on loan from John Holmes.”

“Don’t worry.” Duke stepped into the hot tub. “It shrinks down to a respectable size in hot water.” 

The water was hot, as hot as it could be without becoming uncomfortable. Bubbles and foam erupted to the surface. It looked like a colorless volcano, and Duke’s body was parting it as he stepped in. 

This tub was that much smaller than big gym tubs. With three male asses perched on it, the bench was downright snug. If Duke didn’t keep his feet perfectly planted on the floor, they’d drift over to touch Colin’s and Matias’s feet. 

“Is that a manly gym scar?” Matias’s eyes were fixed on the top of Duke’s chest. The attack had been almost a decade back, but the physical scar was still there. The psychological scar, maybe. Duke stuck a bandage or surgical tape over the gash if he knew he was going to be out shirtless. But if he had the opportunity to explain it away as an MMA fight scar, that was even better than a bandage.

“It’s from my MMA days.” Duke stared nonchalantly into the foamy water and three sets of legs and dicks.

“No, really.” Matias smiled.

“Seriously. I used to fight MMA.” Duke looked at Matias and nodded. “No joke.” 

It was true that Duke used to do MMA fighting. It was even true that he’d gotten the scar during his MMA days. That the scar it was from some knife-carrying gay-bashers in a Miami alley and not from an MMA fight — let them contemplate that part themselves.

“Oh wow. We’re getting trained by an MMA dude.” Colin lazily raised his hands above the waterline and gave two thumbs up. 

“I guess you don’t do MMA anymore?” Matias asked. “I wouldn’t want to pick up any more scars like that.”

“This kind of scar isn’t a big deal.” Duke splashed hot water on his scar and slapped it to show the world how much it wasn’t a big deal. “I didn’t quit MMA for that.”

“So why’d you quit? Couldn’t stand the attention?” Matias smiled, with an obvious stare at Duke’s shoulders and pecs.

“Too many knocks to the head.” Duke finger-tapped his forehead to demonstrate. “Not good for long-term. Too many of the MMA guys end up brain-damaged. And I’ve got a son to take care of.”

“Yeah, you mentioned your son.” Colin looked at Duke expectantly, like he wanted to hear more. Duke didn’t mind indulging Colin’s curiosity. Sam was Duke’s favorite conversation topic anyway.

“I’ve never met him. I never saw his mother after we conceived him.”

“That’s tough, man.” Matias grimaced. Had the kid ever known tough? Had he ever had to sleep on a concrete floor and suck dicks to feed a son he’d never see? It didn’t matter though. Most people hadn’t. They could still feel something for Duke. Their empathy was still valid.

“Thanks.” Duke nodded, with a little bit of the longing for Sam — and for a normal, loving life — weighing upon him.

“I’m sorry to intrude.” Colin sounded so much like his famous father. “His mom was your girlfriend?”

“Uh.” Duke laughed nervously. “She was my girlfriend for an hour.”

“Oh I see.” Colin was trying hard not to be embarrassed by the subject.

“Strip club.” Duke nodded at Colin and Matias, as if they might have never heard of a strip club. “I was in a low place, trying to get something out of myself, trying to change myself, trying to be — trying to be something I’m not. Anyway I had sex with her and a month later she called me saying she’s pregnant.”

“And she wanted to keep the baby?” Colin’s face and voice had turned remarkably mature in his line of questioning. Maybe that too was his father’s influence.

“Well, the other option—” Duke shook his head. “The abortion thing was not going to be an option. She was against it too. So I just told her I’d do what I could to help out. Money. Money, money, and money.”

“Just money? You don’t see your son at all?” Colin’s questions came as sharp as his blue eyes staring at Duke. Colin would grow up to be one of those second-generation senators, definitely. There was a razor edge to his twinky ditziness.

“She’s dating some dude. She doesn’t want me involved at all. I don’t know where the guy thinks Sam comes from.” Duke looked out, northward along the coast, up toward Broward, where eight-year-old Sam was somewhere. “They live in Fort Lauderdale. But I’m persona non grata. I just stay away.”

“You’ve never met your son?” Matias’s face tensed in pain. “Not even once?”

“Only in my dreams. A lot.” Duke stared down into the hot bubbling water. It definitely would not have been a good time to cry. “Otherwise, no. I’ve never met Sam. Not for the eight years he’s been around. Can we talk about something else please?” Duke smiled plaintively. He was there to be the cool fitness trainer, not the quivering triggered fountain of tears that talking about Sam always made him into.

“I’m the social media coordinator of my dad’s reelection campaign!” Colin announced, appropriately apropos of nothing, just as Duke had requested. “And Matias is preparing for the MCAT.”

“MCAT. That’s hardcore.” Duke nodded all his respect Matias’s way. He mentally kept sentry on his tear ducts, should thoughts of Sam suddenly return.

“MMA is a lot more hardcore than MCAT.” Matias laughed. “Like, we don’t have to kick anybody’s ass on the MCAT. Just have to kick some equations’ asses.”

“Speaking of kicking asses.” Colin, unlike Matias, still sounded like he was in a perfectly serious congressional inquiry mode. “Other than general fitness — sometime, when you have a chance, can you teach us some self-defense? Like how to protect ourselves? Not get our asses kicked in some dark alley?”

“I can teach you the world’s best self-defense technique right now.” Duke sighed wearily and shook his head. “Walk away from any fights. Run away from any fights, actually. Just don’t get involved in that stuff.” Duke shook his head some more. He punctuated the seriousness of his advice with a few seconds of eye contact with Colin, then Matias.

“Yeah, but didn’t you, in MMA—” Colin looked like he believed to have found an inconsistency in Duke’s story.

“Yeah. That’s a show.” Duke shook his head. “MMA is entertainment. Fighting under spotlights in front of an audience, for sick bloodthirsty people’s entertainment. Humans aren’t any better now than in the Roman gladiator days.”

“Didn’t you enjoy it?” Colin asked.

“Uh, no.” Duke exhaled deeply. How could anyone have enjoyed getting beaten up a few times every evening, for money that wasn’t much better than minimum wage? “Would you enjoy getting punched and kicked for a cheering crowd?”

“No, but I’m a wuss.” Colin smiled, genuinely. 

“Yeah, so is everybody else with a brain. I was just as scared as you’d be” 

“So you just did MMA to make money for your son?”

“Bingo.” Duke patted the scar on his chest. “This scar is my reminder of him.” 

The scar did always remind Duke of Sam. That was true, but not in the way Duke was implying. Getting gay-bashed was what had sent him to a strip club, as if he could gain attraction to women through some practice, the same way he could gain strength through weight training. Those thugs knifing him in an alley had at least, indirectly, given him Sam.

“And now you’re doing personal training to make money for your son.” Matias sighed. “Money that you’d otherwise be spending on rent.”

“Yeah, but no pity party needed.” Duke shrugged. “It’s my choice to sleep on a garage floor. Nobody is forcing me.” Duke playfully splashed hot water on himself. “I could stop sending Sam money and move in with a roommate in Miami. Or I could go back to living two hours away in an apartment I could afford and getting an hour of sleep a night. But I choose to live the way I do.”

“Past tense, I hope. Past tense.” Colin shook his head.

Past tense? Were Duke’s problems suddenly resolved? Were Miami apartments now free? Was Sam’s private school now offering free tuition for children of self-hating homosexuals?

“I mean, I hope that’s the end of you living on a fucking garage floor, man. I hope we can help you out here.” Colin swept hot water on himself as if bathing himself in Duke’s troubles.

“I really appreciate it. Thank you so much.” Duke sank down with his chin in the water. During his brief stay, he could soak up all the warmth, the feeling of abundance, the sheer normalcy of staying with Colin and Matias. “But once I leave your condo — there’s no magic new life appearing for me or anything.”

“We’re saying, like—” Colin looked over to Matias, as if he needed his approval. “Matias agrees with me, I’m sure. We’re saying like you can stay with us. Permanently. Or a long time at least.”

“No, no way.” Duke was reacting impulsively to an offer of free help. It wasn’t even that he didn’t want to impose. Nobody would’ve let him impose in the first place. Any offer of “free” help was bound to end badly and leave Duke in an even worse place than he’d started. 

Staying for a night or even two nights, fine: he could believe that was a free offer. Duke was enough of a novelty to be welcome for a night or two. He was the homeless man they’d brought in from the parking garage. Colin and Matias could make a great story of it when they met their real friends down at the craft beer pub or mustache waxery.

Beyond a couple of nights, though, nothing was free: not in this world and not in any other one.  

“Seriously, dude.” Matias shook his head. He lifted a thick, wet finger out of the bubbling water and pointed it at Duke. “You’ll be a lot comfier here than on the garage floor. We’re not gonna charge you anything. Shit, Colin hasn’t been charging me anything.”

“I haven’t?” Colin laughed. “I’ll have the accountants check on that.” Colin glanced over into the condo, as if it held a back-room office full of green-visored accountants. Maybe it did. 

“But Duke’s such a nice guy,” Colin said to Matias. “Even the accountants would want him to live here gratis.”

Gratis. What twenty-something said gratis? A senator’s son, maybe.

“Yeah. Really, dude.” Matias made his hands into two fists, then pumped water into upward fountain streams. His smile opened into childlike glee. “Gratis.”

“My worry is.” Duke stared down into the water, at his dick — the dick that might very well be taken out of service if Duke no longer operated his parking-garage charcuterie.  “That by the time you tell me I’ve overstayed my welcome, it will already be too late. I’ll have ruined my friendship with you. I won’t have a fallback on the garage floor. I’ll lose—” Of course he couldn’t say he’d lose his little black book of paying cocksuckers “—I’ll lose my survival skills, stuff like that.”

Matias stretched his beefy arms outward like a floatplane’s wings over the hot water. “Your implicit metaphor here is that you’re a wild animal who’ll become domesticized and then be unable to survive when released back into the wild? I mean that seems to be the model behind what you’re saying.”

Colin pointed his thumb at Matias. “Dude’s a philosophy major. He won’t let us mortals forget it.”

Matias rolled his eyes, then pointed his finger directly at Colin. “Dude’s a one-percenter, and never lets us mortals forget it!” Matias disappeared under the bubbling water and blew out some big breaths, bubbles running to the surface. Maybe Matias had kept his eyes open underwater. There was definitely a lot to see.

Colin watched Matias rise above the water and wipe his eyes dry. As soon as Matias looked at Colin, Colin asked him, “Did you see the Loch Ness Monster down there?”

“Two Loch Ness Monsters, dude.” Matias nodded knowingly. He said it so familiarly that dicks were probably a running joke between them. How could they not have been? Two horny young dudes with nice bodies and big dicks, living together — if they had even a single gay gene between them, they would’ve been fucking like caffeinated rabbits already.

“Yeah, that’s how rumors of the Loch Ness Monster start.” Colin was making his best faux-thoughtful face. He looked like a teenager giving a report in history class. “Someone sees something really big. Tremendously huge.” Colin spread his arms apart to purportedly show how big it was. “They see it underwater and they just don’t know how to explain it.” Colin smiled in mock wonder.  

“Yeah?” Matias grinned. Then I saw one Loch Ness Monster, and one baby flobberworm.” Matias broke out laughing, looking directly at Colin.

“Don’t insult Duke’s cock size like that.” Colin grinned proudly. It was a somewhat clever reversal on his part.

“It’s not opposites day, dude,” Matias said through his eruption of laughter. “The Loch Ness Monster was definitely Duke’s. Stand up, Duke. Seriously, I just wanna catch another view of that thing.”

“Dude, no offense, but did you hear what you just said?” Colin asked Matias. “You want Duke to stand up so you can get a better look at his big dick?”

“Yeah, so what? Nothing wrong with a dude wanting to check out another dude’s meat.” Matias made a fast jerking-off gesture, his hand splashing the water.

Colin shook his head at Matias. “Whatever you say, Liberace.”  

“What’s Liberace?” Matias asked.

“Shut up and enjoy the show,” Colin said, like an impatient theater usher. 

The show was on. Duke stood up. Hot water dribbled down his body and tickled his asscrack. His dick just hung there, with only the slightest hint of erectness to it. The bootleg Viagra he took every evening to stay hard through multiple disgusting encounters must’ve been wearing off.

If they wanted to see his cock, they were welcome to it, certainly. They wouldn’t be the first men to fetishize the size of Duke’s penis. At least Duke counted these guys as his friends, not just parking garage randoms who suck off and forget. 

“Oh fuck, man. Fuck. Damn.” Colin wiped his lip. He must’ve been drooling. “I was all laughing at you wanting to see that dick better, but shit, man. That’s nice. Not just huge but just nice.”

“Dude, did you just hear what you said?” Matias was laughing ecstatically, with high-pitched squeals. He must’ve relished the moral victory of not having been the only man in the tub who was eager to check out Duke’s cock.

“Nothing wrong with curiosity.” Duke ran his fingertip from the base of his dick all the way to the tip. It grew hard instantly.

Colin stared at Duke’s now fully erect dick. “Jesus Christ.”

Matias grinned. “Nah, Jesus wore a fig leaf.”

Duke wrapped his right hand’s fingers around his dick shaft and used his left hand to pull at his foreskin. Being uncut always felt special. Duke bounced his dick up and down in his hand. “And don’t forget: unlike me, Jesus was circumcised.”

“He was?” Colin stared wide-eyed again at Duke’s ten inches.

“Yeah.” Matias made a snip-snip gesture with his hands. “Levitical law and shit like that.”

Colin nodded at Matias. “He’s always the smart one.”

Duke shrugged. “Both of you guys seem pretty smart.” That was true, even if in different ways. 

“Aw thanks, man.” Colin nodded. “I gotta say though, Duke: around here, you’re definitely the well-hung one.” 

“You guys are no flobberworms. It’s cool.” Duke gave two thumbs up. 

“Nothing like what you’re carrying.” Colin shook his head and stared at Duke’s erect dick pointing in his face. Maybe he even smacked his lips. 

“Yeah?” Duke sat back on the hot rub’s outside edge. His legs dangled in the water, his balls hung off the edge, and his dick pointed hopefully at the sky. “Let’s see what you’ve got, then.”

“I’m always up for a dick-waving contest.” Matias laughed and shook his head. With a slightly pained look, he hopped up out of the water and sat on the tub’s edge. Matias’s thick uncut dick hung down like a full tube sock. 

Good thing Duke was already hard. One look at Matias’s veiny dick would’ve made him rock-hard. The secret would’ve been out, or at least Matias and Colin would’ve suspected something about his sexuality.

“Alright, just so nobody calls me a spoilsport.” Colin took one step up and backward to stand on the hot tub’s seat. His long, compactly lean dick swung up out of the water. 

For some reason, Colin was rock hard. He sat down on the tub’s edge.

“Shit.” Duke shook his head. “Looks like we’re building a fucking teepee.”

A few hours past, he’d been sleeping on a concrete garage floor. Now, he was having a dick-showing contest with two dudes in a luxury condo, where he was apparently welcome to live for free. Just don’t fuck this up was all Duke could tell himself.

“Except.” Matias waved his half-hard dick in the air, the same way he’d usually wave his finger to illustrate a point. “Except Colin’s side of the teepee won’t meet building codes.”

“Excuse me?” Colin was really a body-double for Senator Warner asking questions in a congressional hearing. He looked and even sounded just like him. Except Senator Warren Warner wasn’t sitting naked on the edge of a hot tub and waving his hard dick around. “I do believe, in good faith, Matias, that the length of my penile instrument exceeds the length of your penile instrument.”

“Senator Colin Warner, may I offer a rebuttal?” Matias asked. They really looked like college kids at play, ornate titles and all — but then, they were just barely out of college.

“I’ll take your rebuttal.” Colin grinned, again very satisfied with his own wit.

“My rebuttal — and it’s a big fat rebuttal — boldly challenges the relevance of penile length as a metric.” Matias held his hands out in front of him like a lecturer making a point. His fat cock, which had grown erect, made more of a point. “Indeed, I propose a revolutionary alternate metric.”

“Oh shit, man.” Colin shook his head and waved his hand in front of his face. “I’m not wrapping measuring tape around my dick to measure how thick it is. Not that again.”

“Nay!” Matias called out.

“What, you’re gonna measure with your tongue?” Colin smirked.  

“Nah, man.” Matias shook his head sternly. “I’m not gonna measure dicks with my tongue. This isn’t Congress.”

“Whoa!” Duke yelled out viscerally. Not only were these two dudes sitting in a hot tub on top of Miami. They were also giving each other sick burns. This must’ve been the life — so distant in every way from everything Duke had ever known.

“Gentlemen. Call to order.” Colin stood up on the hot tub’s bench seat. “Please allow my colleague Matias to describe his proposal for evaluating our penile fortitude.” 

Hot water bubbled at his tight, toned, muscular calves. The rest of him was naked: pale flesh scorched just right by the sun, with enough muscle to suggest he’d done a sport in high school, but not an ounce more than that. His dick was the long, lean centerpiece, the representation of his whole physicality.

“Yes, old chap.” Matias held an imaginary pipe to his lips and took a few imaginary puffs. “I dare say, old bean.”

“Shit! You always fuck it up!” Colin winced. “This is supposed to be Congress, not the fucking House of Lords!”

“Oops.” Matias shrugged. When he lifted his arms, hints of his underarm air peeked out from under his triceps. Sexy as fuck. “Anyway, I’m suggesting we measure dicks scientifically.”

Colin snickered at Matias. “What, yours with an electron-scanning microscope?”

“Let’s progress past the puerile humor and get to the meat of the question, shall we?” Matias smiled broadly. His eyes lit up with mischief. “It’s elementary knowledge that penile fortitude is best measured not by the metric of dick length but rather by the accurate assessment of cock mass.”

“Mass? You’re gonna weigh our dicks?” Duke laughed and shook his head. These guys really had a lot of free time. They were sitting on top of a luxury condo skyscraper at one A.M. casually discussing weighing their dicks. Duke was now with them. 

“We’ve got electronic scales at the gym,” Duke helpfully remarked. 

“No need to go anywhere,” Matias shook his head again, mischievously again. “We’ve got that scale hidden away somewhere.”

“Oh shit.” Colin shook his head. “You mean the electronic scale we bought for weighing our—” Colin made finger-quotes “tobacco?”

“Yes.” Matias rolled his eyes. “When you were going through your stoner phase.”

“Don’t mention that.” Colin laughed.

Matias laughed back at him and kicked some hot water into the night air. “I and I will zip my mouth, mon.”

“Every college student goes through a Bob Marley phase, right?” Colin gestured lighting an imaginary bong.

“If you say so.” Matias laughed and splashed water in Colin’s direction. The way it splashed across Colin’s tight stomach and pubes reminded Duke a little too much of a cumshot. He was already hard, so there was no harm in imagining. “Anyway, we still have that scale.”

“Go get it then!” Colin’s face brimmed with enthusiasm. “Go get that scale and we’ll compare dicks for real.”

Matias made a cartoonish stoner face with both his hands flashing peace signs. 

“Legalize it and I will advertise it!” Matias shouted, then hopped up out of the tub. He ran into the condo, gleefully skating with his bare feet on the hardwood floors.

Colin smiled and without any trace of shame stared Duke’s body up and down. He looked like he was about to feast on Duke. “So how much do we have to work out to have a body like yours?”

“Ah, you know.” Duke’s training clients always asked him that, as if he had a magic formula for getting ripped. “A lot of it is genetics.”

“Yeah, genetics.” Colin grinned and pointed at Duke’s dick.

“Yeah, everybody’s different,” Duke said. It was his best noncommittal conciliatory response, one that didn’t scare his clients away from at least aspiring to be ripped with muscle.

“Some are just a bit more different.” Colin’s eyes were still locked on Duke’s half-hidden purple dickhead and the monster-size shaft it was attached to.

“Here we go!” Matias came back. He was only slightly less dripping wet and not any less naked. But now he was carrying a small digital scale. “This thing’s waterproof. Really convenient for our purposes here.” 

As the Miami shoreline twinkled down below and people went about their very serious lives, Matias set down the digital scale on the hot tub’s edge. He pressed a button and the scale turned on with a beep. 

“You’d better tare it!” Colin broke out into laughter at the word tare. He acted as if taring a dick-weighing scale at the edge of a hot tub were a hilarious matter. It was a hilarious matter actually.

“Tare it using a micro-dick?” Matias glanced at Colin.

“Yeah, you won’t need my help for that task!” From the opposite edge of the tub’s ledge, Colin kick-splashed water directly at Matias’s fat dangling dick.

“Alright, alright.” Duke raised his hand, volunteering as the voice of mature reason. “Enough prolegomena, as Colin would say.” 

Duke hopped into the tub and walked a step so he’d face the electronic scale. He held down the tare button. The scale beeped. “Alright guys. Instead of talking about taring, I just went ahead and did it. See how that works? Man of action right here.” Duke nodded mock-triumphantly. Maybe at twenty-eight he was too old to be playing like this with these twenty-three-year-olds. But if he’d never had that kind of playful fucking-around in his life, was it too late to have it at twenty-eight?

Colin cleared his throat. He must’ve had a big announcement in store. “Weigh ‘em and weep.” He swept his hand grandly, like an auctioneer. “And Duke goes last. In case he breaks the scale.”

“I guess we can start with Colin, to make sure the scale works at low weights.” Matias pointed down at the scale.

“How am I gonna?” Colin walked over to the scale on the tub’s ledge. “Oh, yeah, like this.” 

Colin kneeled on the hot tub’s seat. His ass just cleared the waterline. His dick, dripping wet, was at the perfect height to be weighed from the scale on the ledge. Colin positioned himself and slapped his dick down on the scale’s plastic surface like he was weighing a cut of ham.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
MMM GAY

ROMANCE COLLECTION

STEVE MILTON





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/scene_break.png





