
        
            
                
            
        



  	
	    
	      Also by Samuel Alexander

	    

      
	    
          
	      Broken

          
        
          
	          Delusional Love

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      I See Things In Blue Poetry Edition

          
        
          
	          Dario

          
        
          
	          Gavin

          
        
          
	          Rayland

          
        
          
	          Kevin

          
        
          
	          Acceptance (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Louis (Coming Soon)

          
        
          
	          Found (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Salinor

          
        
          
	          Revelations

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Dana

          
        
          
	          Stepping Into Love

          
        
          
	          Fear (Coming Soon)

          
        
      

      
    
    


	Dana

 


 

Dana

Samuel Alexander

 

 

 


Copyright 2011 by Samuel Alexander

Copyright 2017 by Samuel Alexander

Copyright 2021 by Samuel Alexander

 

 

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review or scholarly journal.

 

This is a work of fiction. All the characters, names, incidents, organisations, and dialogue in this novel are either the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.


Table of Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8

Chapter 9

Chapter 10

Chapter 11

Chapter 12

Chapter 13

Chapter 14

Chapter 15

Chapter 16

Chapter 17

Chapter 18

Chapter 19

Chapter 20

Chapter 21

Chapter 22


Chapter 1

 

“Morning,” Janita said as she leaned in and gave Rene a kiss.

“It’s Saturday. Can’t a man get any sleep?” Rene was not impressed, but Janita was unphased.

“No, ‘cause I made us breakfast.” Rene forced himself to get up. He didn’t feel the need to get dressed so he went downstairs to the kitchen in his boxers. Marco, his best friend, was already down. Rene’s brother came through the door, getting rid of last night’s conquest.

“And who was that, Raul?” Rene asked.

“No one, Rene.”

“Come on. We’re twins. I know you better than that. You should leave those married men alone.”

“I’m not five. I can fuck whoever I like,” was Raul’s only response. This was sufficient for Rene.

“Or be fucked by,” Rene tried to mumble under his breath.

“I heard that. Just because you have someone doesn’t mean I want to be on lockdown as well.”

“There is nothing wrong with having someone special. I just—"

“Oh, stop giving the boy a hard time. He can make his own decisions,” Marco cut in not taking an eye of the pancakes he was eating. 

“Thanks, Marco. At least someone understands. And how come your sexy ass is still single?” Raul walked over to him and stared into his pretty, brown eyes. After only a few seconds of this, Marco started to turn red.

“Stop that. You make me nervous. Besides, no one wants me like that.”

Raul just smiled. This man really didn’t see his own potential. Brown eyes, dark brown hair pulled up into a not so perfect man bun. And those lips! “Mmmm” was the only word that can be used to describe them. Too bad he was straight. All the good ones were these days.

“At the very least, have an orgasm with another human then. You can do that, can’t you?” Raul said as he sat down at the counter with his own food.

“I can take care of my own needs,” Marco said, somewhat exasperated.

“A man can only survive off a good J.O. for so long.”

“If you say so. And stop trying to hook me up.” Marco directed that comment to the number-one offender: Rene.

“Fine. Go on and be sexually frustrated and single forever.” Marco just shook his head. He knew there wasn’t a chance in hell the blind dates would stop. Or that either of them would stop nagging him about his self-imposed celibacy.

“And look who it is. Everybody’s favourite farm boy,” Raul announced as Adrian emerged into the kitchen.

“I didn’t live on a farm,” Adrian retorted.

“But you did work on one.” 

Adrian just smiled; he left small-town mentality for big-city jokes. But what more could he expect from college life? He didn’t mind, though. Anything to not feel like a vampire or a possessed soul like he did in his own hometown. That experience would be with him forever.

“So, when are we going to hook up?” Raul asked, even though he already knew the answer.

“You’re cute, Raul, but not that cute. And I’m going through a girl phase right now anyway.”

“Bisexuals.” Raul blurted it as if it was the worst thing anyone could be. 

Adrian knew he didn’t mean it and refused to take the bait. “I could already have my eye on someone for all you know.” Adrian sat down with them.

“You? You’re more of a man-whore than I am,” Raul continued. “Except you’re bi, which makes you a man-whore times two.” 

Adrian could only roll his eyes at a comment like that. Truth was he did have his eye on someone, but he wasn’t about to reveal that. A man’s got to have his secrets.

 

***

 

Dana walked out onto his balcony and took in the morning sun. It felt good now, but in about two weeks it was back to school. He’d forget about the simple pleasures in life when things like projects and homework took over. Part of leaving his past behind meant having a normal average life. 

He was working at Liza’s, a nice restaurant that students, as well as high-profile clientele, frequented. As he looked down upon the ocean view before him, he couldn’t help but wonder what his life would be like had he not left his former life so far behind. Definitely not as drama free. Well, almost drama free.

Dana still couldn’t seem to stay out of trouble. Leaving the past behind seemed to be recreating a present that was too similar. Even if for different reasons. As most relaxing, deep-thought, tranquil moments go, his bliss was interrupted by a phone call. Somehow, he knew who it was but went against his better judgment and answered the phone.

“Hello, Mother.”

“So you broke a guys leg this time,” she blurted.

“Mom, I was just chillin’ on the wall with a good book, and he was all up in my face. I tried to get rid of him. I even got up and walked away, but he wouldn’t give up. Then he started touching me inappropriately, so I just snapped.”

“You always just snap.”

“Mom, don’t be like that.”

“I’m just saying you, of all people, shouldn’t be committing hate crimes.”

“They’re not hate crimes. I’ve hurt a straight person or two.”

“You don’t have to convince me. I’m merely stating what it looks like.”

Dana let out a sigh. “I am getting better, Mom.” This was true. 

“Fair enough. The move so far away does seem to be working. That and the new therapist, cause that last one.”

“Mom can we not rehash your opinion of her.” Dana was not about to get sucked into one of her I told you so speeches.”

“Fine. Well I’m a busy woman. Was just checking in to see how my favourite son was doing.”

“I’m your only son.” Dana said refusing to laugh which he knew was what she was going for.

“It’s still true though.”

“Bye mom,” Dana said, and she finally let him go. He loved her but at the moment getting ready for work was his top priority. He knew his favourite customer would be there that day and he had to be the best Dana he could be.

 

***

 

“Damn, that was some game,” Jen announced to her best friend, Janita, as they made their way into Liza’s for lunch. It was just a little after two. Adrian and the others just got back from playing a little basketball which Janita and Jen were present for. 

Jen was tall, brunette, and had deep brown eyes and breasts for days. Unfortunately, she did not have the booty as well. At least the butt was firm, if almost non-existent. The only reason she enjoyed the games so much was because of all the topless men in shorts. The girl didn’t know the first thing about basketball.

Everyone sat down at their favourite spot, which had a perfect view of outside and the sandwich and coffee bar. After a few sips from their smoothies, they decided to order, and who would be their waiter but Dana. This was part of the reason they sat here. He always hooked them up with extra stuff for free. After Dana took their order, Jen turned to watch him walk away.

“Now that is one hot piece of man.”

“Who you telling, Jen?” Raul added.

“Seriously. six-three, dark brown hair, blue eyes, golden skin, thick build, and an Italian accent? I’d like to get me a piece of that imported meat.”

“Yeah. What a sad shame he’s straight,” Raul sympathized.

“You don’t know that. All he said was you’re not his type,” Rene responded, as if this was firm evidence he was obviously a bisexual.

“The boy is straight, and you know it.”

“Okay.” Rene raised his hands in defeat. “I was only trying to give you a little hope. False hope but hope just the same.”

“And apparently he doesn’t like white girls either,” Jen commented with a sigh.

“Jen, just because every man you throw yourself at doesn’t go face deep into your pussy doesn’t mean they don’t like white girls. It just means you’re not their type,” Janita responded, which brought more than enough laughter from her friends.

“Oh, details. Can’t you just let me mope?” Janita rolled her eyes there was no other response needed.

“You know I think he’s dating someone,” Janita said.

“Really, Janita? Why you say that?” Adrian inquired.

“Well, haven’t you noticed his new glow? Since the end-of-school-year party, he’s just been—I don’t know, just different.”

“You know you’re right. For all we know, they could be in here right now,” Adrian stated, looking around as if he could magically spot the mystery woman. None of them had ever seen Dana involved with anyone romantically. How would they even know what his type was? Even knowing this bit of truth Adrian still made a show of looking around for this hypothetical love interest.

“Exactly, Adrian. I mean that would explain why we get the free stuff all the time now instead of just every so often,” Janita continued. “Maybe he’s just in an exceptional mood. Sex must be good.” 

“Well, whoever the lucky bitch is, I hope she keeps giving him the good shit, ‘cause if we get to reap the benefits of his healthy sex life, this girl deserves a medal,” Jen said.

“I heard that,” Marco added. Everyone agreed and lifted their smoothies in a toast to the girl that may not even exist.

“Why you guys looking so happy?” Dana asked as he came back to the table with their order. They just looked at him and smiled. 

Dana decided, looking at all the evil smiles, that maybe he didn’t want to know after all. He got back to work, and they got back to speculating who his girl might be.

 


Chapter 2

 

The first week of school was done, and it was now the third week in August. Things were pretty much the same. Everyone had concluded that Dana was just a nice guy, anger issues aside, and there was no girl. There couldn’t be. That would mean their sleuthing skills were lacking and that obviously wasn’t happening—at least in their minds. 

The twins were still scheming to get Marco laid. He was just coming in the house late Friday night from another one of their blind dates, shouting furiously in Spanish.

“I guess it didn’t go well,” Rene snickered as he saw a more than annoyed Marco practically fall onto the couch.

“Shut up, Rene,” Marco snapped back, not wanting to talk about it.

“Feisty,” Rene said and there was a moment of silence. Everyone knew that eventually he’d come around and tell them why he was so annoyed about another failed hook-up.

“All she did was talk about Bubbles.”

“Bubbles?” Adrian inquired.

“Yes, her dog, Bubbles. Bubbles likes his food at this temperature. Bubbles’ steak must be cooked for a specific amount of time. Bubbles will only eat at this time of the day. Bubbles must be walked at precisely six-thirty every evening. His favourite chew toys, pictures in her wallet and on and on. Then it was the cat, Muffin. His favourite scratching post, will only eat this type of fish, cream not milk. Warm, not hot, not cold but just right.”

As he talked the laugher grew steadily to a high level of hysteria. How could one not laugh at the story? And if that wasn’t enough, this girl had two more dogs and one cat to talk about in detail. Marco spent more time checking out his teeth in the spoon than actually listening. “Then finally she started to talk about herself—only five minutes,” he continued. “Apparently, her whole life is her pets.” He certainly had them convinced she was boring. No one could tell through all the teary, laughing eyes, though.

“No more blind dates.” Marco said, staring hard at them both from his sunken position on the couch.

“Okay. We promise,” Rene smile and slight chuckle while responding didn’t make him sound convincing.

“Well, at least you cared enough to lie.” Marco took a sip of the beer that Adrian had just brought him and felt instantly better. They went on talking trash and sports and did all those things men do. But no beer night would be complete without the… 

“Thanks, and you can keep the change,” Rene said before closing the door and walking back to the living room.

“Well, it’s about time,” Adrian murmured before inhaling his first slice of pizza. Everyone else dug in.

After the last slice of pizza had vanished and the beer was consumed, it was still too early to go sleep, so they opted for a movie. Everyone was in the mood for some action, but the only ones starting at the right time were comedy and drama. Since there was no getting what they wanted, they decided no movie watching was to be had and opted instead for a walk on the beach. After a few minutes of walking, talking and drinking, they came upon Dana shooting hoops alone on the court.

“Well, Well. What are you doing out here so late? All alone.” 

“It’s only just gone midnight, Raul, and I needed to relax. The courts are empty this hour, seeing as people are out clubbin' right now.”

“So how about a little one on one?” Raul put on his best flirtatious tone.

“You don’t give up easy, do you?” Dana shook his head and proceeded to shoot the ball directly into the net. Adrian grabbed it and threw it back to him.

“What can I say? I got a soft spot for you, straight boy.”

“You sure it’s not a hard on?” Dana put the ball on the ground so he could entertain this conversation.

“Well, that too, but…” Raul stared at him like he was a slice of cheesecake. Dana ignored it, picked up the ball, and landed another shot. He went forward to get the ball himself this time. “You’re one sick man. You’re not my type,” he said as in a we’ve been through this before tone while he was walking back towards them.

“Really? Then why do you keep talking to me?”

“I’m a quiet guy. You talk, I respond. If it were up to me…” Dana stopped and shook his head again. “…but clearly, it’s not.”

“See. I’m softening you up already.”

“Whatever.” Dana chuckled and threw the ball again. This time he missed. Rene went and grabbed the ball.

“I know. I’m likeable. You can admit it. Then we can get naked.” Raul pressed on.

“You’re interrupting my private time.” Dana was genuine about it this time, though. He really was trying to be alone with his thoughts. 

“Are you trying to get rid of me now?” Raul scoffed.

Raul’s mock offence wasn’t believed by anyone.

“Leave the boy alone. He’s trying to destress. Besides, he made it clear you’re not his type,” Adrian said. He bounced the ball a few times and then threw it in. He was more impressed with himself than the others seemed to be. Well, Dana was, at least he smiled a bit.

“Maybe he’d prefer a little Asian meat then,” Raul countered.

“I’m only half Asian, and there is still the fact I am not female. Besides, I don’t like thugs.” This was a blatant lie on Adrian’s part.

“I’m not a thug,” Dana said in defense.

“Really? You saying some of those tattoos aren’t gang-related?”

“Oh, all right, Lil’ man. You got me there.”

“Hey, I’m five eight–ish. That’s tall for my height.”

“That makes no sense. And it’s still small to me.”

“Argh. Tall people,” Adrian practically growled and shoved the ball into Dana’s arm in mock irritancy.

“So, how’d you know it was me shouting at you on the way over?” Raul asked Dana.

“I didn’t till you got close. You got this little scar behind your thumb on your right hand.” 

It was true. He did have a scar. It was probably the only distinguishing mark between the two. They even forgot about it sometimes, and most people never noticed it.

“You got good eyes there, mate.”

“Well, enough talk. Are we gonna play ball before the crowds come out all drunk and stupid?” Rene asked, and that was all they needed to get the ball rolling, or bouncing, so to speak.

 

***

 

“…. and a triple shot hazelnut latte with caramel and vanilla for you. With whipped cream on top.”

“Thanks,” Adrian said to Dana before taking his first sip of coffee. It was the following day everyone was together for coffee.

The gang was really starting to reconsider their diagnosis of Dana. With the original prices of these discounted deluxe coffees, this girl had to be watching. Mind you, they didn’t see how it would work unless he was being nice to all his customers. They didn’t dwell on the details. Mainly because that would make all their free stuff seem less special and that was just not cool. 

Adrian blamed Dana for his coffee addiction. He had always loved coffee, but when he had his first cup from Dana, it felt like he’d never tasted coffee before. Adrian chucked it up to a special Italian touch.

They were all sitting at the coffee bar. Dana wasn’t a waiter today. They actually preferred him best when he worked the sandwich counter. He made the best sandwiches, and they would wait however long it took for him to be free to make their sandwiches.

“So, the rich boy knows how to work a cappuccino machine. Guess you are more than just a pretty face,” Janita said.

“Just go get a table, Janita. I’m a busy man. Other people to please with my coffee -making skills.”

As they left to go to their favourite table, Jen was just arriving, late as usual. She sat down and didn’t even wait to be interrogated—just gave the blow-by-blow of her morning sex. “I had me some Japanese steak, and he stir-fried my rice to perfection. Damn it was good.” After going through all the nasty details, there was one question.

“But that was morning sex. It doesn’t explain why you were late. It’s one thirty,” Marco asked.

“Well, on my way down here I bumped into the maintenance guy in my elevator, so he locked the elevator, and the rest is history. Or more accurately, his-in-me.”

“Girl, you is crazy.” Janita said. “Shit, will you look at that? Now that is one fine piece of Mediterranean man.”.

“He’s Egyptian, Janita,” Adrian interrupted.

“Whatever, Adrian.” Janita rolled her eyes at him. “All I know is the boy got some nice lean muscle and tans better than half of the locals here, and they were born by the damn beach. Mom’s probably had an ocean view while the nurse was screaming push.”

“Who’s he?” Jen asked.

“You mean you’ve never seen him? That’s Jason. Dana’s best friend. The only person who knows who he is. Head bartender at the hottest club in town.” Janita said, then she remembered that Jen was too busy fucking and building up a career to be clubbing, even if it was at the most elite club in town. Priorities.

“Yeah. He must’ve had a bad childhood if he just erased it all when he started here. And shit loads of money to make his past just disappear,” Marco stated.

“Well, if he’s some sort of criminal, he might just have the means and the connections to do so with minimal cost,” Jen added. “And if he is a criminal, that would explain how he can pay for school and that apartment and live as a waiter slash bartender.”

“I guess so, Jen. We know he had to be part of some sorta gang, but how deep could he have got in by eighteen to just up and disappear? And to college? Who disappears to college?” Marco said as if there had to be shitloads of other places that he could have ran away to besides school. What kind of life could be so bad that the torture that was education was a viable option?

“Why not?” Raul commented. “The best place to hide is in plain sight. If what he did was so bad, why not go to college? Who would expect a career criminal to pack it up change his name and just be ordinary?” 

“True. But who cares? We just got free coffee, and how the hell did we go from checkin' out Jason to talking about Dana anyway?” Rene said, bringing the serious tone of the conversation down.

“Dunno, Rene, but he’s sure got a nice little bubble but going on there. I’m sure some lucky girl just loves grabbing that when he’s pounding away at her,” Adrian said as they watched Jason leave after talking to Dana.

“Well, let’s order some food already. We did come here to eat after all, didn’t we?”

“Yes, Jen, oh supreme ruler of the universe,” Raul said, and they finally ordered some food.

 

***

 

It was later that night, and they were at the club mentioned earlier, dancing to some Sean Paul. Even Marco was out on the dance floor with some shorty with ass for days. After their fill of dancing, they headed to the upper level to find a table. A few slices of pizza, a hot girl walking around with the free laboratory phials containing glowing shots, all added up to good times.

“Well, it’s nice to see you get loose, Marco,” Janita said.

“What? He’s my boy; of course he’s got it together. It’s about time he did his own hunting, seeing as he keeps turning down the blind dates.”

“Whatever, Rene. Why can’t a guy just be celibate already? I can have a good time without sex.”

“So, you get her number?” Rene asked.

“No.”

“All that grinding, and you didn’t even try to get a number?” Raul shook his head in disbelief.

“It wasn’t like that.”

“Please. The girl was waving the goods in front of you like, hell I don’t know what. She wants some of that Mexican madness.” Marco laughed. Raul had a heavy British accent and Mexican madness sounded way to hilarious.

“You’re crazy, Raul.”

“Hell, I’d get me some.” Raul watched her walk by staring down Marco hard before heading back downstairs.

“But you’re gay,” Adrian said.

“Your point? Me and the bro have done the switch. Back before either of us had a real sexual identity. But I like boys, and he doesn’t. Such is life. Threesomes was where it was at. Apparently having sex with twins is a thing.” Rene nodded in agreement.

“You guys are too much. How’d an innocent country boy like me end up as your friend?” Adrian drank some more of his drink after commenting.

“Innocent? And what were you doing after lunch today?” Raul asked.

“I think her name was Tiffany,” Rene added.

“Okay, but I was innocent before I met you guys.” He countered thinking hard like he was trying to convince himself.

“Sure, you were. The question is how long.” Janita stated, and they laughed together.

“Well, if it isn’t Goldie. What the fuck are you doing out here?” Raul said. Dana was not a fan of this sporadic nickname. He often wondered what Raul would call him if he had a different skin tone but that would require too much brain power at the moment.

“I promised a friend I’d show up. Clubbin' isn’t really my thing, and since Jason works the bar, sometimes I come out with him. Just thought I’d come up and say hi before I went and became a wallflower or hide in VIP.” 

Not only was Dana out—very out—of character, but he was dressed up. Still in his boots, but he was wearing pants that’d he’d have to iron. His shirt was buttoned down just enough so that you could see the top of his tattoo. He also wore a black rope chain with a snail shell in glass with a flat, glow-in-the-dark back. And he smelled delicious. It was at this moment they were officially convinced he was dating. 

This girl had to exist.

 


Chapter 3

 

Dana was just getting out of the shower. It was the first week of September and he’d spent the early morning doing something that made him feel the need to be clean. He was feeling a lot of that these days. He wrapped himself in a towel and headed to the kitchen for some juice only to find Jason sitting on the couch watching TV. Sometimes he questioned if he was in his right mind when he gave him a key.

“You feeling better?” Jason asked.

“Yeah.” He could’ve said more but this was Jason. He knew the answer already.

“Really?”

“Just fine.”

“You don’t have to lie to me. I know what you’ve been up to. You can’t just wash this shit away.”

“I know, but—"

“But what? You can’t let them keep this over you forever. Using you for sex, sometimes money. You could fix this anytime if you wanted to.”

“No. I’m not going to do that.” Dana wasn’t trying to bring his past into his present. The irony of that was that his past was the reason why he felt the need to shower.

“Okay. Well, it’s your decision. You talked to your mother lately?”

“At the rate she keeps calling me? No. I refuse to pick up the phone. She’s only calling to pump me for details about the relationship—well, the supposed relationship. She isn’t entirely convinced there is one. She thinks something else is going on.”

“So, you’ve been ignoring her calls? That’s not nice.” Jason laughed.

“You go on and laugh. I don’t see your mom harassing you. And I’m tired of hearing her tell me how amazing you are and how I should be more like you. I think you’ve brainwashed her somehow, 'cause the Jason she talks about and the one I know are not the same person.”

“Hey, I can’t help it if I’m charming. Well, I have to go. First date. Maybe it will go well. I’ll see you around—that is, if this supposed relationship isn’t consuming too much of your time,” Jason said coy smirk across his face.

“Just go,” Dana replied with a smile.

 

***

 

“What you doing here? Thought you were on the morning shift today.” 

Marco and the others were laying on a grassy hill on campus grounds.

“Took the day off, Marco,” Dana responded.

“Well, get down on the grass and stare at the sky with us.” Dana obliged and sat down on the ground to cloud glaze with the others.

“So, tell us about yourself, Goldie,” Raul drawled.

Dana threw a patch of grass at Raul and said he wasn’t a fish.

“All right. You’re not a fish. So, who is ‘Dana?’”

“Nothing much to tell,” Dana said. “City boy, lots of money. Just wanted to escape and leave all that behind me. Become a no-name. I dropped the last and first name, made my past evaporate, and here I am. What about you?”

“Nothing that you don’t already know. Raised by two dads,” Rene said.

“Adopted?” Dana interrupted.

“No. Our dad messed around while he was still in America. Our mom died in a car accident when we were two. His parents moved to the UK, and he met his partner in college, and they raised us. Who says two men can’t raise children? We came out just fine.” Rene made an awkward move to pat himself on his back while lying on the grass.

“Well, I did come out gay so technically—” Raul trailed off as Rene threw a patch of grass at him. “Now that’s the second time I’ve been hit with grass.”

“It’s 'cause you’re an ass,” Rene said.

“How’d you end up with these guys, Marco?”

“I ask myself that all the time…” Marco muttered.

“Don’t be so dramatic,” Rene commented, rolling his eyes with a heavy sigh. 

Marco just laughed and continued. “My mom was a researcher, travelling the globe, and she met my dad in Mexico. She fell in love and started teaching there, where they ultimately had me. A few years went by, and she got offered this really good position at a college back in her home country, so we packed it up and moved to England. Spent the next few years using our free time to travel the world, seeing as me and my dad had never left our country. Which was odd, considering it was part of her job to travel before she settled down with my dad.

“We became friends 'cause I happened to go to the same school as them and could only speak and read basic English—just enough to survive a conversation with my mom. They crossed the language barrier and helped me out, even though the other kids were making fun. We’ve been friends ever since. Mind you, I’ve always been the third wheel to their chaos.”

“Whatever. You know you love us,” Raul blurted and got another patch of grass thrown at him.

“And you, Adrian?”

Adrian started to tell his coming out story in its entirety—and no missing pieces this time—so everyone was listening attentively. “…So then the town tries to exercise the ‘demon’ out of me—spearheaded by my mom, of course. It was one crazy month, but it cooled down just enough for me to bear going back to school for my senior year. My partial scholarship and my sister’s success as a lawyer saved me from small-town mentality and brought me here. I haven’t been back since I left. Still talk to some people, though…” 

This final story seemed to be enough for the reveal fest to end, so they all stared up in silence enjoying some moments of serenity.

 

 

“Christ, I am getting so tired of this shit. Ad campaign this, promotion strategy that, target customer, zoning statistics. Why did I have to do marketing when there are so many easier things to do?” It was the beginning of October, and Marco was stressing over homework again.

“Oh, stop crying and relax. You got all weekend to get that shit done,” Adrian noted.

“You would say that, Adrian. When are you going to get a room for all your models? They’re taking up our floor space.” 

Adrian just shrugged it off and answered his phone. “Hello?”

“Hey. Wassup, Lil man?” Dana said.

“Nothing much. Just another Friday night. Marco is complaining about my building models again.”  

Dana just laughed. Adrian would be designing for the stars someday.

“So, you guys are staying in tonight then?” Dana asked.

“Yeah, we’re ordering the pizza now.”

“Tell him no fucking pineapple. I’m coming over.”

“Okay. I’ll tell him.” Adrian got off the phone and relayed the message.

“So, I take it that was Dana?” Raul said. “He’s the only one touchy about the pineapple.”

“Yeah. He’s on his way.” 

Dana arrived just as the pizza did, so he paid the guy and walked the food in himself. 

A few hours later, Adrian was in the kitchen making another beer run. Dana was just coming out of the bathroom when he saw him.

“You shouldn’t bend over like that with people like Raul around.” Dana smirked at him. 

“Oh, really?”

“He might just try to push it in right here in the kitchen.”

“He wouldn’t dare.”

“Why not?”

“Because—”

Just as Adrian was finishing his sentence, Rene walked into the kitchen. “Oh shit. No way.” 

There, mid-kiss, Dana and Adrian had been caught.

 

 

A few months earlier at the end of spring term.

 

“There he is. What a waste of good, hot man meat,” Raul said. “It’s too bad about his bad rep, though.”

The four of them were at Liza’s. Sitting at their old favourite table, which wasn’t in Dana’s section. 

“Those guys had it coming,” Rene said. “Anyone of us would’ve kicked their asses. Maybe minus the broken limbs.”

“Yeah. He always looks so sad and alone, though,” Raul mused.

“Really, Raul? You care about his social life after that speech you gave him about hate crimes and thugs?” Adrian said sarcastically.

“Momentary lapse in judgement. I had a hot date planned with that particular guy that night.”

“It was all about you, then? Maybe you shouldn’t date assholes. Then they wouldn’t be the type of people to get their ass kicked.”

“Don’t bore me with facts, Adrian.” 

Adrian shook his head, and the others smiled.

“I’m going to go cheer him up. Looks like he’s going on a break.” Rene didn’t wait for them to convince him this was a bad idea. He just up and walked over. “Mind if I join you?”

“I thought you didn’t like homophobic assholes,” Dana muttered.

“Okay, I admit I may have been a little harsh, but I’ve seen the error of my ways.”

“I guess I can accept your apology.”

“How could you not? I’m hot, Hispanic, and I have a British accent.”

Even Dana had to laugh at that. Straight from enemy to flirting. There was no shame in Raul’s game. “You shouldn’t flirt with me. Aren’t three little black books long enough? No need to start a fourth.”

“So you got jokes,” Raul replied with a smile.

“And besides, you’re not my type.”

“Oh, so you’re strictly a ladies’ man,” Raul sighed in mock disappointment. “Too bad. We could’ve been good naked together.”

“I bet. Just stay on your end of the table. I don’t want to have to hurt you.”

“Ouch. Now that just hurts my feelings.”

“Somehow I doubt that,” Dana said coyly.

“All right, you should come round the courts with us sometime.”

“Okay, sounds like a plan.”

“I gotta warn you—Jen might be there.”

“Jen?” Dana chuckled. “Jen is definitely not who I’m worried about.”

 

***

 

“Hey, Dana!” 

Janita was banging on the window. There was no logical reason why Dana would be walking by Liza’s at dinner time when he wasn’t working. Truthfully, he just wanted to get a glimpse of Adrian and was hoping this Friday night they would be here. Thanks to some encouragement from Jason, they had started sitting in his section, so Dana no longer had to bribe the other waiters to serve them.

“Come on in.” 

Dana obliged and came in. He’d spent a lot of time with them the past week. They sorta induced him into their pack. He had another pack when he worked the bar at dinner time, but now he had an official college pack.

“We just got here. Haven’t ordered yet.” Janita said as they made room for him at the table.

“Cool. So what makes you think I haven’t eaten?” Dana responded out of reflex.

“A big guy like you? You know you can pack in some more food even if you had,” Marco said. Like he wasn’t a thick guy himself. 

They ordered and soon the table was full, with a large bowl of ribs, a side of potato salad, some stir-fried rice and vegetables, steamed broccoli and cheese, fish and mashed potatoes and gravy.

“Well, let’s dig in already,” Dana said and went straight for the bowl of ribs.

Dana bought the drinks for the night and for dessert they shared a whole strawberry cheesecake. Then it was on to Club Incognito. It took much persuasion to get Dana to come with them, but somehow, they managed. No such luck with Jen. She wasn’t passing up on sex to go get drunk. She could do that any Friday. 

This particular night they got in free. They assumed that either Adrian or Raul had finally slept with either the owner or someone who knew the owner, and their status had been bumped up at last.

Dana turned out to be the wallflower that he was and either stayed at the table or chilled at the bar talking to Jason. He was the bar manager there at nights. The rest of them were on and off the dance floor except for Adrian. He was the wildest, and apparently the hottest thing in the club. A few beers and he was topless and on the dancefloor in nothing but his jeans and a pair of Timbs. Nothing and no one could pry him off the floor.

That was how it went on until it was close to four in the morning. Adrian had clearly had too much to drink. The others were doing ten times better, feeling their hits only a little. It took all of them to force Adrian out and back into the world. Once outside, he was quickly in the middle of the road, singing, fucking people off, and shouting at any drivers that got too close to him.

“He’s a real character when he’s drunk.” Rene laughed a bit as he said it.

“Tell me about it, Rene. I don’t think he’ll make it home,” Marco said, and the three of them—Janita had already gone home—started to think. Neither of them could be bothered to take care of him. And suddenly it was like they all had the same light bulb floating above their heads. Spring him on the new guy.

“Why you all looking at me like that?” Dana said slightly worried yet still curious. That was when they laid on the guilt about how they were too drunk to take Adrian home, and since he was the only one that didn’t drink much, he should do it. “I guess I could take him home then, or at least to my place. It’s closer.”

“See, and I know you’re a straight boy, so I’m warning you he can get a little frisky when he’s drunk, so watch yourself.” Marco said while leaning on Dana’s shoulder. Dana chuckled and went over to Adrian.

“Looks like you’re coming with me, Lil man.”

“I ain't little,” Adrian said, his words slurring into each other. He wobbled his way over to Dana, pushed his finger into his chest, and said, “I’m… a… big boy.”

“Oh yeah? Tie your own shoes and everything, huh?”

“Yup. That’s right,” he replied, looking up as he was too close and too short to see Dana’s face. Dana just picked him up. “Put me down! I’m not a child! I’m a grown man!” Dana ignored him, rested him on a wall and turned around. Adrian more or less fell on Dana’s back, as opposed to getting on. Then Dana walked back towards the guys.

“I’ll see you guys tomorrow, then.” They said bye through laughter—they had been laughing since the “big-boy” comment. 

Dana started towards his apartment, and Adrian started pretending to shoot people.

“What are you doing?” Dana asked, annoyed.

“I’m an Indian using my arrow to shoot deer to take home for my family.” Adrian went on shooting walkers and shouting out in triumph when they crossed people crazy enough to pretend to die. Dana couldn’t help but smile. It was more than entertaining.

Finally, Dana made it home, and he put Adrian on the ground so he could let himself in. Before he could even get his key, Adrian threw up all over Dana’s chest. 

“Seriously?” Dana was more than irritated but there was something about the genuine look of shame on Adrian’s face that stopped him from losing his shit.

Eventually, shirt covered in goo, he got Adrian in the condo, placed Adrian on the couch, and removed the ruined shirt.

“Sorry ‘bout that,” Adrian slurred, looking at Dana’s shirt. The apology was a minute or two too late, but there it was. 

Dana dragged Adrian to the bathroom and leaned him against the Jacuzzi tub while he ran the water and removed Adrian’s shirt. He took both shirts to the laundry, and the tub was filled by the time he got back, with an extra towel and the mop just in case of another accident. He turned on the jets just out of pure habit and stripped Adrian down to his boxers. He really didn’t want to take them off, but the guy was sick, and he wanted to wash the smell of alcohol and the club off him. That was the real reason for the bath. He was one of those people that Febreezed their clothes after a night out just to clear out the smell.

He took off the boxers, forced all nasty thoughts out of his mind and let Adrian soak in the tub. Adrian seemed to come around a little bit as the smell of bath soap filled his nostrils. Dana got into the shower in the other bathroom—a quick one just to get the smell of regurgitated food off him—and then came back to check on Adrian.

“You feeling better?” Dana asked him as he wrapped himself in a towel.

“A little. You didn’t have to give me a bath. You could’ve just let me air out somewhere and shower in the morning,” he said, not so slurred but very carefully, almost strained.

“Yeah, well, you smelled like a mix of beer, smoke, and your dinner.”

“Okay, so you don’t like the smoke, beer, or the stale food?” 

Dana smiled in response. “You okay to dry off yourself? I brought you a pair of shorts; I’m a little bigger than you, so they might hang on your ass a little. Your clothes will be dry tomorrow.”

“Come back in five minutes,” Adrian told him. “I’ll be out and dry, but I’m not trying to walk in a bathroom. I could bump into shit in here and bathrooms ain’t soft.” 

Dana chuckled and did just that. He helped Adrian to his bedroom and let him have the bed. That was when Dana received a phone call. From what Adrian could see, he looked agitated, but he was too drunk to think about it. 

Dana left to start the washer, and when he came back, Adrian was asleep. He was dying to climb in bed with him but somehow managed to force himself out to the living room and fell asleep on the couch, watching a movie.

 


Chapter 4

 

“Well, welcome back, Lil’ man.” Dana said as Adrian made his way into the kitchen.

“What time is it?” Adrian asked with a yawn and a stretch.

“Only like two thirty. Omelette?”

“Huh?”

“Cheese, bacon, mushrooms, onions, integrated in egg. Omelette.”

“I know what an omelette is, and yes. I’ll have one.” Adrian said. “Nice place you got here.” He turned to look at the living and dining room areas behind him. Dana sat at the counter with both plates ready by the time he had taken in all the apartment.

After a few more minutes Adrian called home, to learn the rest of the gang was just starting to get up and ready for the day. 

Soon they were all at the court, and they wasted no time reminiscing on the past night.

“I’m a big boy,” Rene said, stuttering and putting on his best Southern accent.

“Put me down. I’m not a baby,” Marco added.

“Can't you see me standing in the road you dumb fuck?” Raul added, and they all continued to laugh.

“I said that?” Adrian did not remember that particular outburst from last night.

“Yeah, and what was it that he followed that up with?” Rene asked.

“Well, the driver said it’s a road, not a walkway, and Adrian said I’m walking, ain't I? So, it must be made for walking, dumbass,” Marco said, and the laughter continued. 

Adrian didn’t remember much of the road stuff. He did remember the Indian thing and upchucking on Dana twice. He did it again when Dana tried to help him in the tub. He smiled as he remembered that—it was the last thing he could really remember: the way Dana looked at him the second time. 

Dana smiled at him as Adrian thought back to that moment and Adrian somehow knew he was thinking about the same thing. The rest of the crew just assumed they were smiling for the reasons they were laughing and didn’t think much of it. That was how the rest of the day was spent. 

Doing nothing.

 

***

 

It was a week later and time for the end-of-school-year party. An ex-student started the tradition, and now they were at his house during the first week of June. He had a mansion overlooking the beach. It was one of the biggest parties of the year, and anybody who was anybody and all the nobodies wanted to be there. All purchases on food and beer at the party were donated to charity. And it also promoted the local DJ scene.

The four of them were late and would’ve joined the crowd of people walking away, but they got called back. They were too excited to be getting in to bother with how they got in after a strict door policy. Marco wasted no time getting in the pool once he was around the back. He was a naturally thick guy: big arms, thick chest, solid stomach, no abs and muscular legs, brown skin, just hot.

“Hey. You guys got food and forgot about me.”

“They did, but I got your back, Marco,” Adrian said, handing him a plate. He noticed Dana in the pool as he walked away. That was another surprise. In all his years in the city, he’d never been to this party, yet there he was, swimming over towards them. He pulled himself up out of the pool, and this was the first time any of them had seen him topless. He was overweight when he moved out there, in a solid somewhat flabby kind of way. But now. “Oh, my” was the only way to describe it. He was one of those genetically solid guys like Marco just more toned. Visible abs but not I starved myself for this six-pack abs. And if you were into thick legs and booty he had everyone at this party beat. He also had a massive dragon tattoo on the front of his body.

The dragon was standing on a sort of globe or orb, with the tail going around his right side, then coming back in toward his stomach. The wings were spread just enough to go over both chests, and the tip of the head rested between them. And that was just one of the tatts. He had loads more. His curly hair was just long enough to reach the middle of his face when wet. In Jen’s words, he was one tasty piece of Italian sausage.

“I didn’t take you seriously when you said you’d come. We know how you like to keep a low profile and all.” Marco said.

Dana thought for a second, he might actually be checking him out. 

“Jason keeps telling me that I’ll be single forever and I’ll never get laid if I hide in my apartment, so here I am. I’m sure you can relate.”

“Yeah, I can,” Marco said, directing his glance towards Rene.

“I don’t know how he does it. Girls throw themselves at him, and here he is still single and shit,” Rene said.

“It’s called self-control, Rene.”

“Blah blah. When was the last time you had any?” There was a pause way too long for Rene’s liking. “God, that long?”

“Whatever. Some of us could be looking for monogamy.”

“Okay, this seems real, but I just stopped to say hi. I’m gonna walk away before this gets ugly,” Dana said before leaving.

“Well, if you’re looking, why you ain’t taking no numbers?” Rene asked as Dana walked away.

“Jason! You’re looking good,” Adrian said, also not wanting to be involved in the argument.

“Thanks, Adrian. You should tell my ex that. She dumped me yesterday.”

“Really? You? That’s one crazy bitch.”

“Apparently so are your friends. Sounds like Rene’s still trying to get Marco laid.”

“Yup, the ever-persistent Rene.”

“And you… Shit, my ex is coming this way. Gotta run.”

Adrian headed towards the bathroom as Jason tried to run away from his ex. On his way back, some guys started to get rough with him. He probably slept with one of their girls and didn’t know it, or they could’ve been homophobes. There were a few good options. Either way, when they started the racial slurs, that was when Dana came around the corner. He would’ve fucked them up, but his presence seemed to do the trick, and they left.

“You okay?”

“Yeah. Nothing another beer couldn’t fix.” Adrian said casually. He was that unbothered. Worse had been done to him before.

Dana smiled. “That’s your solution to everything, huh?”

“You bet. So while I’m in a good mood, I have a confession. I’ve had a crush on you for a while. I know you’re straight and all, but I just had to get that out there.”

“Well, I guess I got something to say as well.”

“Yeah, and that would be?”

“I like you too.”

“Don’t play. I’m trying to be serious.”

“So am I. Jason’s sorta been helping me out behind the scenes. Little stuff, like how you guys sit in my section now.”

“But you and Raul—”

“Come on, you should know better. You said it yourself.”

“All he said was—"

“You’re not my type,” Dana finished, and Adrian nodded his head in agreement as they chuckled together.

“So it’s you that’s been getting us into things free lately.”

“I got connections. I knew the moment I had you in my apartment that I just had to have you.”

“Oh God, not that.”

“Yup, it was the second time, before I put you in the tub. The way you looked up at me. I said, ‘God, I’ve got to have this guy’.”

“Shit, that was kinda it for me as well. I think it was mainly because it was the last thing I could remember with any clarity.”

“See, you should projectile on people more often.”

“Shut up. So where does this go from here?”

“I’m—well, I’m not out. And you are. That was sorta part of why I was afraid to approach you.”

“We shall see. It’s not the worst thing I’ve had to deal with by far.”

“That’s understandable. It’s not what I wanted to hear, but—well, let’s just see what happens.”

“And let’s make this an open relationship to start, 'cause I know me and I sure as hell know how you get down.”

Adrian nudged him. “I’m not that bad.”

“Sure. And promise you won’t hunt deer with anyone but me.” Dana added with fake seriousness.

“If you promise not to tell anyone I hunted, dear.”

“That’s a deal, Lil’ man.”

 

***

 

Adrian was tired and not nearly as drunk as before, but his friends weren’t ready to go; it was only three hours they’d been there after all, so he decided he’d start walking and call a cab. On his way out he bumped into Dana, who was happy to offer him a ride home.

“Why don’t you just come to my place? We can just say you were drunk.”

“So you can take advantage of me? Besides I am drunk.”

“Not in comparison to last week.”

“True.”

“And I promise to be good. I just want to fall asleep with you next to me, that’s all.”

“Oh, all right, I guess. Besides, it’s your car. I go where the driver goes.”

“Ah, so you see you don’t have a choice then,” Dana said with a smirk.

“Just drive.”

Adrian loved how neat Dana was. Not in an anal way, ‘cause there were some dirty dishes. He was just cleaner in general than most males Adrian met. It was a pleasant-smelling apartment. Once in the bedroom, Dana turned on the TV, and he and Adrian got into the bed. Having Adrian in his arms, Dana felt like he was in heaven, and Adrian—well, he felt like his head was on Dana’s chest.

“’Night, Lil’ man.”

“Good night, D. S.”

 

***

 

And now, many months later, Raul was walking in on the two of them kissing. Obviously, they hadn’t planned on getting caught. The kiss wasn’t long enough for that. They were just one second too long.

“Well, well, well. Look what
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