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“I need Table One and a bottle of Courvoisier Initiale Extra,” Ritter barked out, barely looking at the waiter. He’d had his jeans altered to cut in precisely at the top of his ass, at the point where he was proudest of his gluteal muscles—and this would be his night to test them out. He had an ass like no other. That and he’d just scrubbed out of the operating room at ten minutes past midnight, and he badly needed to unwind. On the drive directly from the hospital, over the Causeway to South Beach, he’d been looking forward to a few hours off to ogle a high grade of men and drink a high grade of liquor.

Table One wasn’t too much to ask for. It was a corner table with an all-directions view worthy of a prison guard tower. The prison in question was the VIP room at Twist, which likely had as many tattoos and as much gay bathroom sex as a prison, but unlike prison, Twist wasn’t free. Ritter could afford it. He’d made a name for himself there, “strolling in once in a few moons” as he called it when he had a few hours without work or sex, usually keeping his one-night spending to under a thousand dollars, usually. Where else was a forty-year-old gay, single Miami multimillionaire supposed to go to get some ass—Starbucks?!

“I’m sorry, Mr. Lehman. Table One is taken.”

“Yeah, tell them it’s mine. Send them to another table.”

“Mr. Lehman—I’m really sorry—would you like Table Four?”

“No, actually, I wouldn’t,” Ritter said, putting a hundred-dollar bill in the waiter’s hand.

“Mr. Lehman, I’m so sorry about the trouble. Tonight I really can’t do anything,” the waiter whispered into Ritter’s ear, returning the bill to his stiffly unreceptive hand. 

“Tell them I’ll comp their entire bill if they move to another table,” Ritter said with a wave of noblesse-oblige toward the group occupying his favored perch.

“I really... I don’t think... I’m really sorry, sir. Can I show you some other tables you might want to occupy tonight?” The waiter’s eyes scanned the VIP room, brimming with Miami’s Tom-Ford-clad gay elite, but Ritter’s eyes didn’t leave his favorite table, the one he’d become enamored to getting whenever he wanted.

“Who the fuck is it that you can’t move them? George Soros, Bill Gates, and Mark Zuckerberg having a night out at Twist?” Ritter wasn’t the world’s richest or most powerful man. But Table One was his—he at least knew he could count on that much from his spot in Miami’s upper gay echelon. A Soros-Gates-Zuckerberg threesome was one combination he could imagine unseating him from Table One, but he couldn’t think of many others.

“I can’t say, Mr. Lehman. But I’d be happy to bring you over and introduce you to them.”

“Don’t you mean introduce them to me?”

“Uh, Mr. Lehman...”

“Doctor Lehman to you,” Ritter shouted into the waiter’s face, a half-smile suggesting he was half-joking. He followed the waiter the ten steps to the holy grail, Table One, then looked over the table and its occupants like a king surveying his domain. One built, lanky, fine-featured but still very masculine model type, the pretty-boy of the group. Two chubby, gold-chained lackeys with him. All wearing whatever overpriced shit the fashion industry was pitching to the trust fund crowd that season.

“Gentlemen,” the waiter said while bowing his head into the midst of Table One’s Spanish-language conversation, “I thought I’d introduce you to another one of our excellent patrons, Mister, Doctor, Doctor Ritter Lehman.”

“Hello, hello,” Handsome Model Boy, the seeming chief of the table said, a big smile with big white teeth beaming on his big face, with fashionable stubble that suggested he’d strategically shaved mid-day. He had the exuberant smile, the olive skin, the billboard-white teeth, and the freakishly tall stature of Tony Robbins. Pituitary problems, probably, growth hormones and steroids, probably uses abrasives on his teeth, Ritter calmed himself to mentally reassert his superiority at least in his own mind. 

The frightfully tall and brilliant-toothed specimen offered a handshake. Ritter looked at the big, long-fingered, perfectly manicured hand for a calculated five long seconds, in a none-too-subtle gesture of condescension of disgust, then shook it confidently. 

Ritter reminded himself that whoever this little shit was, not only did he have a good inch of height over 6’5” Ritter, but he must have had the pull or the money to be lording over the best table in the best VIP room in the best gay club in South Beach. Asserting his position was one thing, but he also had to be careful not to punch above his social weight.

“Hello back to you,” Ritter said with a sudden forced smile. “I’m Doctor Ritter Lehman, and this is my table.” He’d said Doctor at about twice the volume of the rest of the sentence, louder than even my table.

“Hey, nice to meet you, Doctor Ritter Lehman. Can we call you Ritter though?” Chief Man said.

“I suppose so; we’ve already been introduced,” Ritter said, in his best imitation of old-money society banter.

“Ok, Ritter. Have a drink with us,” Chief said, flashing his explosively white teeth to the roving stagelight and pouring Ritter a glass of tequila from a bottle of Casa Dragones. From his dalliances with the gay and glamorous, Ritter knew Casa Dragones was the tequila of Colombian drug lords, Brazilian copper mine owners, Chinese government ministers, and other riffraff with more money than taste—but also that it was damn good tequila. So he took a sip, pretending it was only a gesture of conciliatory politeness.

“Casa Dragones hasn’t lost it touch,” Ritter said, sounding studiously and emphatically blase, as if he’d been drinking Casa Dragones all his life. 

“I’m Jaime Santeval, by the way. And yes, you can definitely call me Jaime. You can even call me Jamie if it’s easier for you,” the big chief said, with an inexhaustibly friendly grin and a gentle pat of Ritter’s shoulder, reaching down to the place where most men had to reach up. “Would you care to join us for some drinks here, since this is your table anyway?”

Jaime oozed friendly charm. Ritter envied him. Usually Ritter felt envy for the pettiest reasons—when another man’s Donald Pliner’s driving shoes were in better shape than his own, or when another surgeon was scheduled into Ritter’s favorite operating theatre, or when Jaime Santeval and his group had taken Table One at Twist—but charm, interpersonal skill, the ability to connect with people at will rather than merely out-think or out-muscle them, was something Ritter knew he lacked, and something he knew was worth envying.

“Of course, of course, why not,” Ritter said, stopping himself from making a caustic or condescending remark. He stood a few steps apart from his new companions, with his back turned to them, as if to survey the room, but in reality to show them his ass. He allowed himself certain small puerile pleasures normally unbecoming of a surgeon; fourteen-hour shifts had allowed him no chance to show off his ass he’d so proudly sculpted in the hospital gym, and he wasn’t so bold as to parade around the physicians’ dressing room nude to exhibit his ass—although he did often consider it.

“I can’t help but notice your accent,” Ritter said with a tiny note of condescension as Jaime poured his drink. 

“I’m from South America,” Jaime said.

“No shit, a South American in Miami, what are the fucking chances?” Ritter answered with a knowing smile. Jaime’s companions flashed each other looks of concern and Jaime whispered something to them in Spanish.

“We’ve taken over your clubs, no? And your favorite table?” Jaime shamelessly teased.

“How about a bit more specificity? South America is a big place—you guys Brazilian or something?”

“No, no, much better,” Jaime laughed, then nodded to his two companions, who laughed along with him, on cue. “Venezuelan.”

“Is Hugo Chavez gonna bust in here and take you away?” Ritter said, while drinking his second shot of Casa Dragones from a full glass that had somehow appeared in front of him. Upon hearing the words Hugo Chavez, Jaime’s companions’ faces turned from jocularity to alarm. “Joking, joking, guys. Welcome to Miami. Bienvenido a Miami,” Ritter said, frantically attempting an awkward save.

“Now he thinks he’s Will Smith, hmm?” Jaime said to his companions in English, while toasting them to their polite laughs of semi-comprehension.

“I’m more like—I’m more like The Fresh Prince,” Ritter said, faux-pensively.

“But I thought you are the king of Miami, not only a prince?” Jaime said.

Ritter, drunker than he’d allowed himself to be in a while and bereft of a witty comeback, rose his arms with the beat of the music and danced near their table. That was his answer. He asserted his royal position by actions, not words. His dance was more like a physique show or a mating dance than a social dance, but given the setting of Twist’s VIP room, it wasn’t unexpected. Jaime’s companions, seemingly joined at the hips, made their way out to the VIP room, then out to the general dance floor area. 

Ritter glanced back toward Table One. Jaime was nonchalantly swaying his hips and shoulders and half-clapping to the beat while scanning the room. Ritter walked backwards toward the table, while waving his arms, while shaking his substantial ass in Jaime’s general direction, while visually attempting to identify fuckable guys in the crowd whom he hadn’t yet fucked on some night. He had more liquor in him than he normally ever allowed himself—but then, he usually held court at Table One alone, saving a rare drink of Courvoisier for the rare stud he’d invite over to his table for a “chat.” And it would normally take no more than one or two such chats before Ritter was out the door, back in his Porsche, the night’s prey in the passenger seat, with Ritter having consumed no more than two drinks at most. But
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