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Chapter 1

“Did you call me an asshole?” The trainer folded his well-muscled arms across his chest and narrowed his eyes briefly. “Keep up with such comments, buster, and you’ll be pushing extra time on the treadmill after enough crunches to make you cry.”

I bit my cheek to keep from laughing out loud. I could tell from the sparkle in Bruce’s eyes he wasn’t serious.

“I believe I said ‘frigging asshole’ after you didn’t even bother to stifle your chuckle when you took my weight and measurements. For the record, I’m not looking to become a senior citizen bodybuilder.” It surprised me that my once 32-inch waist, 34-inch inseam had morphed into 36/34. I’d seldom looked at sizes when buying new pants. “And your height-scale might be defective. I’m sure I don’t weigh one ninety and for most of my adult life, I stood at six foot two. Now you’re telling me I shrank in height and bulged at the seams.” I nodded when Bruce pointed out that the data doesn’t lie.

Bruce stood and clapped his hands together. “Up and at it, mister, we’re taking a tour of Full-On Fitness. I will show you the cardio section, the free weights, and resistance machines you’ll be using. Your daughter mentioned your preference for solitude and you might be…um, crotchety, I believe was the word she used.”

He held his hands out in surrender when I glared.

“Dan, I haven’t known you long enough to form my opinion. Let’s get a workout routine planned. I’ll show you the technical details of each but, when you come in, you’re on your own unless you ask for my help. Julia said you were independent and preferred meeting challenges by yourself.” He grabbed a blank form and filled in the columns for the exercise, reps, frequency, and he made it a point to show where the date and staff’s initials go. “I plan to watch it just to be sure you’re keeping with the routine that your lovely daughter thinks important.”

He laughed when I grumbled that I should have sold the kid for medical experiments while I had the chance. A thought occurred. “Bruce, how well do you know Julia? How did she rope you into this impossible mission?” I could hear her voice in my head as I spoke. My father needs to have an attitude adjustment and stop moping around the rest of his life. “What did she tell you about me?”

Bruce glanced at the workout log sheet before speaking. “She told me you’ve been almost a recluse since your wife passed away a year or so ago.” He met my eyes before continuing. “She’s worried that you’re not socialising and you’re avoiding new friendships.”

I knew she’d said more from the way Bruce chewed on his lower lip. “Spit it out, trainer. What else did she blab? That dang kid used to be my favourite daughter before now.” My stomach knotted while I wondered how much she felt it necessary to tell. My wife of thirty-four years passed away over a year ago. She and the kids knew of my “orientation”. I’d been honest and faithful despite my urges, so now I wondered if she included that tidbit in the dossier she gave to this relative stranger.

Bruce chuckled. “She’s your only daughter, Dan, so you can’t choose favourites. Why don’t you ask her how much she may or may not have said? I’ve asked her out to dinner a few times so it’s kinda blurred what counts as trainer-client information and a dinner date conversation.”

“Oh lord, are you suggesting my personal trainer is soon to become my son-in-law?” I pursed my lips and shook my head. “Dealing with one brat is challenging enough, but two of you?” I raised my eyes, pushed my palms over my heart, and said, “I must have been terrible in a previous life. Two against one working to get me fit will be the death of me.” I failed to find the humour that caused Bruce’s belly laugh.

Once he controlled himself, we began the tour. I noticed, at different stations, Bruce checked his watch and glanced towards the entrance. We’d gotten as far as the cardio section when a man who was tall, lean, and easy on the eyes approached us.

“Hi, Dad, I was just going through a routine with Mr. Holstrom. Dan Holstrom this is my father, Luke Fraser. Dad, meet my new client, Dan Holstrom.”

I nearly shivered when Luke Fraser spoke in an amazing baritone. He appeared to be around my age, mid-fifties, had intense hazel eyes, and his hair was chestnut brown with grey accents. I wondered if he had it styled that way. His hand was warm and firm when we shook at our introduction.

“It’s good to meet you. Please, call me Luke—do you go by Dan or Daniel?” He maintained a firm grip keeping the handshake going.

I smiled and wondered if this meeting was a coincidence or carefully crafted by two like-minded offspring of ours. “Most people call me Dan, so I’m used to it. Your son was just going through the implements of my torture. It was nice to meet you, Luke. Maybe I’ll see you here occasionally?”

I knew the answer to my previous thought when Luke released my hand. “Give me a few minutes to change, Dan. I’ll be back in a minute to partner with you through your workout.” He strolled off to the locker room while I turned my gaze on Bruce.

“My ex-daughter informed you I was a recluse who preferred his own company to that of anyone else. But I feel like a short, fat, balding little troll beside your jock father who is planning to humiliate me today.” I was only half-kidding as I crossed my arms over my chest and sat on a weight bench. I wasn’t sure if Bruce was trying to avoid laughing out loud or holding in gas. His expression could have been for either. A throat clearing brought my attention to a young lady standing patiently wanting the equipment where I had parked my considerable bulk.

“Sorry,” I mumbled as I stood, contemplating making a break for the nearest exit. But I locked my stupid clothes and keys in the room where Luke was getting ready to join me. Before he came out, I approached Bruce and put a friendly arm around his shoulder. “What’s the story here, because there’s no way in hell I am going to believe his showing up is a coincidence? The way you were watching the door and checking the time smacked of precision military planning.”

Bruce glanced over while his father approached. “I figured you might better relate to someone around your age who had shared similar life events. There’s no conspiracy. I’ll leave your log sheet with you, and Dad can show you how to do each exercise. He’ll be much less demanding than me.”

It impressed me how patient Luke was and he made no effort to one-up me on any of the parts of my routine. Knowing I should be more forthcoming with conversation, it was difficult. I’d avoided idle chat since Jennifer died. Some habits are hard to break, but apparently not for Luke.

“I hope I don’t sound patronizing but you did most of those exercises well. At this rate, you’ll quickly meet and even pass your goals.” He maintained eye contact just a touch longer than necessary.

“Those objectives belong to your son and my ex-daughter. When I was young, before spawning unholy terrors known as children, I used to be fit and active. Over the years I guess I let things slide if my shrinking height and expanding waist are measures to go by.” I noticed Luke once again held eye contact longer and my gaydar pinged awareness. “You may strive for the perfect six-pack but I’m perfectly content with my keg.” I gently slapped my belly with both palms.

“Let’s get showered and dressed. If you’re game, I know of a quiet place that has a menu full of tasty yet healthy selections.” He led the way to the locker room. There wasn’t the slightest hesitation when he stripped, tossed his towel over his shoulder instead of wrapping it around his waist, and grabbed his shave kit. He glanced over his shoulder at me as he walked towards the communal shower.

I quickly peeled off my top and wrapped a towel around my waist before lowering my workout pants and underwear. My heart was pounding and once again I cast my eyes upward, this time praying there were individual shower stalls. No way in hell was any human being seeing my bloated bleached body. Maybe one day when I get back into a shape other than pear or round, I’ll be more of an exhibitionist. Something answered my plea, and I practically ran into the nearest stall quickly turning on the water. “Shit.” I cursed out loud, realizing I’d forgotten to take off my towel.

“Do you have a problem in there, Dan?” There was definitely amusement in Luke’s deep voice.

“None whatsoever, Luke. Other than my stupid wet towel.” I pretended to not hear his chuckle and draped the soaking rag over a hook while I washed. Somehow, I lost any embarrassment and even resigned myself to the fact that fate was plotting against me. I wrapped the wet towel around myself and walked to the wash basins with my head held high, figuring I’d air dry enough while I shaved.

“So, you are taking me to a place with food that will mock my widened waistline? I have been nowhere that doesn’t score high on bad cholesterol. I can’t believe there’s healthy stuff that tastes so good it will probably put an end to my newly awakened whining genes.” I turned to see those piercing hazel eyes boring holes into me again. Nodding knowingly, Luke smiled. “I used to feel the way you do. It takes time and a good reason to change one’s habits. Your new exercise regimen is a start. Go slow and get used to each phase before moving on to a new program.”

Within an hour we sat in a health-food diner. Since I was only fluent in junk-foodese, I settled for Earl Grey tea while Luke ordered stuff I couldn’t pronounce. Later I narrowed my eyes and glared at him when he moaned at his first bite.

“I’m sorry, Luke, but no matter what they do with chickpeas I’m not putting one in my mouth.” I hoped I was firm enough to impress my position.

He grinned, the bastard. “So, tell me, Dan, what will you put in your mouth?”

I got the innuendo and quickly recovered. “Anything that has been deep fried for days, saturated in fat, grease, or hell, even soaked in the engine oil from a ‘76 Ford Galaxy. And the occasional sugar-laden soft drink.”

I mellowed for a moment. “Bruce is a nice guy. He’s apparently dating my ex-daughter so my gym routine is a probably a sadistic prenuptial rite. He knows more about me than I expected. In fairness, tell me about you. He said we’ve got similar backgrounds. Are you widowed as well?”

Luke took another bite of his meal and then placed his fork on the plate. “I’ve never married. Bruce’s mother and I were best friends for years. At some point, we decided we’d be great as parents. She got pregnant and had Bruce. We shared responsibility for two years until she met her soulmate. He wanted to travel the world, so we decided our son should grow up with me. She keeps in regular contact with him but he’s only had me for most of his life.”

I heard more than he said but needed clarity. “During those years you’ve never met and felt the urge to marry another woman?” I expected the reply, but it still surprised me.

“Nope, I’m gay and we did insemination to make Bruce happen. We followed proper protocol, not the turkey baster thing, but it was still somewhat awkward going into a closet with a jar to contribute my part.” He grinned. “I still get aroused when I see those big old dust mops.”

I laughed. “You’ve done well as a father. I could see the affection Bruce has for you. You’ve been very open about yourself. Thank you for sharing.”

Luke lifted his glass in a toast. “Well, when he told me he had a new client with self-esteem issues, rolled in grief, and sprinkled with sexuality-denial, I figured, hey, why not try something new.”

I nearly blew my tea through my nose but composed myself. “Sexuality-denial? I won’t ask for his meaning but I believe some people are in serious delusion. If my ex-daughter said that to my future ex-son-in-law, I can see there needs to be a few harsh words dished out.”

Luke’s laughter was as contagious as his son’s. “Does the ‘why’ matter as much as the intent? Our kids love us and we love them.” He glanced at his watch. “I’ve got to get going but I’ll see you Tuesday for your workout, I hope.”

We shook hands, and I watched him leave. He was a good-looking man, comfortable in his skin, and proud of his son. I had to admit that I loved and was proud of my daughter and her brothers. Thankfully, they were away and not able to take part in her evil schemes.

* * * *

“Hello, Father, why don’t you skip the pleasantries and tell me what you think of Bruce. Oh, and how did you and his father get along? I heard he took you to dinner after gym.” She paused briefly. “Dad, I’m glad you tried this. I hope you’ll continue with the program and spend time with Luke outside the gym.”

“Julia, I know you mean well but honestly, trying to hook me up with someone at a gym? Just because you know I have the gay gene doesn’t mean I’m prepared to act upon it.” I thought about Luke and his easy openness with his sexuality. “We’ll meet at the gym since I doubt Bruce would allow me quiet time to do a workout by myself. Other than that, I’ve done just fine on my own since your mother died.”

I thought for a moment that I could get my alone-time, even at the gym, by keeping my schedule unpredictable. Ha, that’d show those buggers not to mess with Daniel Holstrom.

“Existing is not living. You sold the condo and rented a dingy basement to live in. You’ve quit your job and hardly ever go out. It’s time for positive changes in your life.” She blew out an exasperated sigh. “I love you, Dad. I know you loved Mom, but she’s gone and it’s time for you to move on with your life. You’re fifty-five with plenty of living ahead of you.”

I wondered if she might be was right. I’d been in a routine for so long that when Jennifer died, my world jarred to a stop and I felt helpless. “You’re likely correct, Julia, but change doesn’t happen easily, especially for a man my age.”

“Well, at least keep up with the gym. It’s a start in the right direction.”

We exchanged a few pleasantries before she finished the call. I looked around the small place I rented. The proceeds from the condo sale, my severance from work, and Jennifer’s life insurance ensured that money was no problem. The bulk of it was sitting in a low-interest chequing account.

I grabbed my workout gear, threw an extra towel into my gym bag, and decided that instead of the Tuesday workout I’d go a day earlier. On a whim, I took transit instead of my car. It was an easy commute to the harbour where I’d catch the ferry to Halifax. From there it was a short walk to my gym. I swiped my membership card and smirked at the surprised look on Bruce’s face.

He quickly regained his composure. “Well, well, Dan, I’m pleased to see that you’re so keen you’ve added more days to your schedule.”

“You’ve got it wrong, Bruce. I’m marching to my own drum. I decided I’ll pick my days but I’ll keep to the frequency and routine you’ve mapped out for me.” It was good to exert my bit of independence. “If you’ll excuse me, I’ll go get changed.” I started towards the locker room before turning back. “Oh, would you let your father know I won’t be here tomorrow? I think he planned to coach me.”

“I still do, at least if you’re willing.” I turned to see Luke, grinning and fully decked out in his workout gear.

“What the hell—do you and Bruce live here?” I still needed to prove my ability to fly solo. “I’m not following the routine today. I’m going freelance so pardon me while I go get changed.”

I wasn’t sure how I felt while I stripped to my underwear and expected the scale to groan when I stood on it. I shook my head when the readout stopped at one ninety-four. That was nearly thirty pounds above my optimal weight. At one sixty-five I looked great and felt wonderful. Now I had to suck in my gut and press with my hands to see my toes. And then there was Luke, handsome, lean, and fit. What could he possibly see in me? I sighed and pulled on my shorts and T-shirt.

Luke was stretching when I wandered back to the studio. Bruce approached me with a no-nonsense look on his face.

“We’re going to have a paradigm shift, right here, right now.” He put his hands on his hips. “Julia wants to see you expand your social circles and what my girlfriend wants, I make happen. So, with that in mind, I will ask my dad if he’ll work out with you again today.”

I had a moment of anger that passed when I thought about people caring instead of interfering. I smiled at Bruce. “You’re absolutely right. I’ll go ask your father to partner with me.”

Bruce nodded and went back to whatever he’d been doing before setting me straight. I took a deep breath and walked over to the stretching mats. “Luke, upon reflection it’s best if I follow the schedule until I get back into the groove. If you’re still willing to work with me, I’ll make it worth your while later with coffee. I’m not a fan of this time of the year and leaving a warm gym for the grey November outdoors chills me to the bone. Coffee always helps.”

Luke stood and pulled his sleeveless shirt down to cover the strip of skin exposed during this last stretch. “Thanks, I’d be willing to work out with you regardless of the bribe. I’d like to get to know you better. Having a regular workout buddy keeps things interesting.”

I pushed the weights harder than necessary, probably because Luke insisted I keep it simple. I came to realize I’d preferred the machines to free weights and treadmill to the stationary bikes. Luke reminded me to keep hydrated and tossed me a small towel while I ran my ass off on the machine. My muscles burned and my lungs worked overtime to suck in enough oxygen to keep me going. It surprised me how quickly the 5K mark arrived and I went for more. After another two kilometres, I hit the cool-down button, relieved as the machine scaled back on speed.

I emptied my water bottle, wiped the sweat off my brow, and noticed my shirt stuck to my skin.

Luke approached with a wide grin. Sweat plastered chestnut hair to his head and stained his shirt. “That was awesome, Daniel. Keep moving until your body shifts from recovery mode.”

We walked around the indoor track for a few laps before getting ready to shower. I followed my pattern of wrapping my towel around my waist before pulling off my pants and underwear. Luke chuckled when I grabbed the extra towel from my bag.

“Daniel,” Luke called from the communal showers. “Instead of a coffee shop would you be willing to come over to my place? I’ll brew us a pot of Huehuetenango to go with a few healthy snacks.”

I thought for a moment. That was the second time he called me by my proper name. “That sounds like a fine idea, Lucas.” I waited for a response. His voice came from directly outside the curtain of my shower stall.

“It’s Luke. It isn’t short for anything. My folks liked the name, and that’s how it shows on my birth certificate.” He paused, “I didn’t mean to offend and if you’d prefer that I call you Dan, that’s fine by me. It is your name.”

“I’m Daniel, but everyone shortens it. I’ve gotten used to Dan but I like to hear my proper name occasionally. Thank you, Luke.”

I’ve gained a new respect for Luke. He’s polite, charming, and patient. His house was unassuming, tastefully decorated, and clean. It made me reflect on how my pride had fallen by the wayside. That was another thing I could change.

After coffee and fresh fruit, I decided it was time to head home. Luke’s house was on the Halifax side of the harbour, my place in Dartmouth. The commute from his place, across the MacDonald Bridge and to my apartment was only a fifteen-minute drive. I stopped at my usual outlet and bought an eight-pack of beer. I skipped the junk food since I was still full. I parked, took the beer inside, and looked around my place. It didn’t feel like home. I took a beer and popped the tab. That wasn’t what I wanted either. I put the remaining cans in the fridge and emptied the opened beer down the drain. I was ready for a change.


Chapter 2

After a month of my routine, I was feeling better, both physically and mentally. I even looked forward to workouts with Luke. We’d often go for coffee or snacks afterward. Logically I knew I shouldn’t expect huge changes after only a month. Emotionally I felt I should carry my physique like an Adonis. Before dressing, I scrutinized myself in the mirror. Dammit, thirty days busting my butt and I looked no different. What was the point of continuing this charade if I wasn’t getting anywhere? I shook my head. Listen to yourself, asshole. Only a few minutes ago you were thinking about how much better things were. Now you’re whining that you don’t see physical results.

I dressed and decided it was time to do Christmas shopping. For the last year, I only sent money transfers to the kids for birthdays or special occasions, including last Christmas. Now I challenged myself to get out there and buy gifts for them. I’d even go out on a limb and buy for their significant others. There were no real in-laws yet, but I’d shop for gifts for girlfriends and a boyfriend. I enlisted the help of my workout buddy.

“Hey, Luke, I’m about to go shopping. Do you have any suggestions what Bruce might like? Usually, Jennifer would shop and for the last year I never went out.”

Luke laughed. “I was thinking the same thing, about shopping I mean. Bruce is a hockey fan so a few tickets to Mooseheads games would go over well.” He paused, thinking. “He was never fussy, so he’d appreciate anything you give. Mind if I tag along? I’d rather not do this on my own.”

I liked that idea. Luke was good company and usually gave me a few laughs. “How about I pick you up in an hour? We can either go to MicMac Mall or Halifax Shopping Centre. Hell, we can do both. If we’re efficient, I might even spring for a meal.”

“Oh yeah, you’re on and Daniel, I like the idea of food.” He chuckled. “I haven’t been asked out on a dinner date forever.”

A date? I quickly hurried to my closet to see what I might have that didn’t understate my already bland appearance. This wasn’t a damned date. I only wanted guidance on gift buying. Was that too much to ask? I contemplated going with what I already wore, but Luke’s date comment made me reconsider. Grabbing my favourite jeans and a crisp white shirt, when I looked in the mirror, it shocked me. The pants sagged around my ass and the shirt was too baggy. In a moment of terror, I realized my workouts were paying off. The clothes that used to fit me well were now too big. I knew I had to tighten my belt more, but never thought about it—until now. Once I peeled off the shirt I glanced down and to my horror, I could see my toes without sucking in my gut. This was so wrong. Luck was with me and I found jeans from my thirty-three inch waist days, added a long sleeve Henley that always been snug, while cursing Bruce and Julia for this. I’d have to buy lots of new clothes and I hated shopping. Even when Jennifer was alive, I’d always found an excuse to avoid it. Obviously, my chromosome with the gay gene missed the parts that included disco dancing, interior decorating, and shopping. I got an abundance of the hunky-testosterone-laden-guys-making-me-hot protein. Even my coat sat like a tarp over my shoulders. I sighed and grabbed my keys.

I wondered what Luke would be wearing. He looked good in everything I’d ever seen him, and even when he strutted buck naked in the locker room. I chided myself for not checking out everything. I wondered if everything was as proportional as it appeared in my peripheral vision. Next time I would look. Lord forgive me, but I intended to see that magnificent man in his naked glory from head to toe with some possible lingering in between. Does that make me a pervert? I glared at myself in the rear-view mirror. It makes you curious and an admirer of nice things. Get over it. My outside voice kicked in. Holy fuck, what if he wants to have sex? As in hot, sweaty man-to-man sex? I caught myself in time before the car that suddenly braked for an unsignalled turn met my hood ornament. I was a wreck by the time I got to Luke’s place.

“Hey, you look great. Want to come in for a drink or something before we head off on our first shopping trip?” Luke’s smile caught me off-guard. Well, more off than I had been while driving here.

“No, yes, I mean no alcohol drink but yes, maybe some tea, or not, if you’re not having any. What do you mean I look great? I look the same as I always do.” God, I was incoherent. “What do you do with your fans before you have your way with them?” I blurted out before I could engage my filters.

Luke smiled and nodded. “I guess I shouldn’t have suggested our dinner would be a date. I didn’t mean to ruffle your serenity.” He paused and put a hand on my shoulder. “To answer your question, I treat everyone with respect and take the time to find out one’s comfort level. If you’ll relax, we can get past the date comment and get on with the business at hand, gift shopping.”

Luke impressed me. He had great gift ideas for my sons’ girlfriends and even went as far as suggesting Julia might appreciate a mix of smaller gifts. Hers would be a few dinners out and more tangible things including a gold chain and an antique desk that had belonged to my grandfather. My sons got the usual socks and underwear along with gold coins bought by Jennifer and me when we struggled in our early married years. Financially, they were very valuable now, with the price of gold today, but there was the sentimental value. Bruce was getting home game tickets to the next Mooseheads season.

After winding down our shopping, Luke suggested we visit Triangles for our meal. In the heart of downtown, I knew the place was a gay bar, but never thought they served food. It must be decent for Luke to suggest it, since he appreciated fine dining.

We found our seats and soon a pleasant young man brought us menus and water. When he left, I looked at Luke with a raised eyebrow.

Laughing, he said, “During the daytime hours this is a popular lunch-time place, even for those unfortunate heterosexuals. After six in the evening though…” He waggled his eyebrows.

I laughed. “Well, thank you for breaking me in during the safe zone.” I thought for a moment before looking at Luke once again. “Do you come here often after hours? I’m not trying to be nosy, just curious.”

Luke nodded. “Yeah, I used to come here often, but the novelty of getting off with strangers left me in my youth. I still visit, but I pretty much keep to myself and a few other regulars.”

“I’m going out on a limb here but I’m guessing you don’t have a regular partner? Someone special in your life? What’s that like? I’ve been alone for over a year now and each day I’m not sure how I’ll get through to the next.”

Luke nodded solemnly before speaking. “I’d met someone, a few years ago, someone like nobody I’d ever met. I thought everything had been perfect, but the one hitch was that he couldn’t get past the idea that Bruce came first in my life. He tried to get me to persuade Bruce’s mother to take him. When he suggested my parents, or hers, should raise him, it was the final straw. It broke my heart to make a choice between family or a new love but it was no question for me. You’re a father; you know what that’s like, I’m sure.”

I nodded and reached across to pat the back of his hand. He turned it and his fingers locked with mine. “I could never give up my kids. The things I told you a while back, about them being terrors was me being a smartass. They were the joy of our lives. Do you still miss him? Sometimes I get the impression that feeling alone is one thing we may have in common.”

Luke leaned back and glanced at the ceiling. “Miss him, no. But I miss having a person in my life to share things with.”

The waiter came to take our orders and drop off the drinks. I chose club soda and Luke ordered a mixed cocktail that was definitely at odds with his regular diet and workout routine. I wondered if I’d pushed him too much. He’d only just excused himself for the washroom when a young and slightly inebriated man leaned on the table. He winked at me.

“I was watching you both since you came in. You’re one hot daddy.” He passed me a napkin with an address and phone number written in blotched ink. “When you’re done here, call me and I’ll be your son for as long as you want. You can teach me the facts of life, daddy.” He grinned and turned away just as Luke returned.

Luke raised an eyebrow, so I shrugged and glanced over to see the young man leaving the bar—he has a nice ass—and handed him the napkin. “I think he meant this to be for you.”

Luke unfolded it completely and laughed. “He wrote a poem, ‘eenie, meenie, miny, moe. Which daddy do I blow?’ He signed it Trevor with the Treasure Trail.” He folded it and handed it back. “I left you alone for less than four minutes and someone hit on you? I see I can’t let you out of my sight for long.”

I felt the blush. “Oh, for God’s sake, Luke, he called me daddy. I think he was making fun of an old guy being in his bar.”

Luke chuckled. “On the contrary, Daniel, many younger men look for an older and experienced guy. Daddy is a term of endearment in the gay world. You ought to feel flattered.”

I shook my head. “My kids are only slightly older than him. It would be weird for me to, um, you know. Not that I’m planning to, you know, with anyone but to do it with a kid? Pardon my French, but ewww.”

Our meals arrived, and I practically inhaled mine. I wanted to finish and get out of here. It was a nice place, but Trent or Travis or Trevor left me feeling like I didn’t belong. “I’ve got the tab, Luke. I have a bundle of cash sitting in an account doing nothing.”

“Thanks, Daniel. I don’t like to pry, but why don’t you consult an investment advisor and get it working for you? The credit union I belong to has a handsome one. His family roots are Italian and he won’t steer you wrong. I’ve never had advice yet that didn’t work to my advantage. If you’re willing, I’ll introduce you.”

I nodded. “I never gave it much thought but yeah, it would be good to have it growing so there’s something for the kids when I finally go.”

“Great, I’ll call Vittorio tomorrow to see when he may have time to meet with you. Then you’ll have that out of the way. Mind if I ask, what are your plans for Christmas? We’ve done this shopping together. Would you be willing to make it a family affair? We’ll have Christmas dinner at my place and see how things go from there?”

I laughed. “I see where Bruce gets his assertiveness. I don’t have the room at my place to host and Julia hinted that her brothers and their girlfriends wanted to come to celebrate this year. That’s too much to impose on you.”

“Then it’s settled. Your daughter has room in her place for one brother and girlfriend. Bruce can accommodate the other. I’ve got plenty of space for the dinner, as you’ve seen. I like you, Daniel, and I’d like to help ease things for you. Are we on?”

* * * *

My sons David and Patrick thought Luke was the best thing since Pokémon-go, based on everything their sister told them. I tried not to frown when Julia decided that, in fairness to family unity, she’d give her place up to her brothers and their girlfriends and stay with Bruce. I ignored her suggestion it would be more convenient if I’d spent the holiday with Luke, just to make it easier for preparations.

I was feeling an attachment to Luke. It started out as comfortable and grew to more. I wondered if I’d been taking him for granted, which was something I’d hoped I would never do.

We pursued the gym routine, had a few meals together, both in and out. I’d avoided bringing him to my place, but knew it would happen. On the day we were meeting with the financial advisor, Luke was driving and had arrived early. He looked around my place without comment and accepted my offer of coffee. I wondered how pathetic he thought I was, living as though I was still in my parent’s basement. He said nothing about it.

Vittorio Grancelli was an exquisite man. He exuded charm and knew how sexually appealing he was to some people, especially those of the gay persuasion. I might have smirked when I glanced from him to Luke, knowing which one truly stirred my loins.

He suggested several options with above-average rates of return and suggested that I split the money into two significant investments. One would give me some return with regular payments, while the other would continue to keep growing.

We left the credit union and drove to the gym. It was second nature now, and I was as helpful spotting Luke as he had been with me. The companionship was warm and I couldn’t help but wonder when the other shoe would drop. I sensed that Luke wanted to take things further. I haven’t been with a man for almost forty years, and even then it was only mutual hand jobs. I wondered if I was being fair to him, or worse, leading him on. He hadn’t complained, but he’s a man and likely misses the physical part of a relationship.

Luke coaxed me from the treadmill to run on the indoor track. We started out easy enough, but I was getting winded. Glancing at Luke I said, “Don’t hold back for me. Do your usual pace and I’ll catch up, or not.”

He looked at me and smiled. “Workout partners pace themselves to stay as workout partners. We’re doing fine the way we are.” We continued despite me thinking I was a hindrance. Bruce gave us a wave as we ran by him and another client. “You know, Daniel, when the weather gets better, we could do a daily run around Point Pleasant Park or Public Gardens.”

I gasped for breath before speaking. “I may try either, but don’t think of getting me to run up Citadel Hill. Even I’m not that foolish.” That hill was almost as steep as one of the office towers on the harbour front.

We finished our run and followed the usual shower routine. This time I looked—I really looked at that magnificent man from head to toe while he was buck naked. I’m sure my eyes widened to saucer size when I glanced at his manly parts. There was no question, this man was hung. I blushed when I looked up to see him gazing at me with a slight smile.

“Fair’s fair, Daniel. I showed you mine, now…” I’m sure he bit his lip to avoid laughing.

“You realize you’ve showed yours to just about everyone in the city.” Steeling my nerve, I stood straight, squared my shoulders, and whipped my towel from around my waist. Only wincing slightly when the edge pulled on my balls, I gazed defiantly into Luke’s eyes. At least until he broke the contact and let his wander over my chest and below. I tried not to blush when he lasciviously licked his lips.

“Impressive, Daniel, very impressive.” With that as his parting comment, he turned and walked towards the showers, the towel draped over his shoulder. I took advantage and admired his ass, wondering why his cheeks weren’t hanging limp and loose as I’d imagined mine did. Once again, he caught me staring when he looked over his shoulder, smirked, and shook his head.

* * * *

A late spring morning found Luke and me jogging around my neighbourhood. We’d just finished our run, and I’d expected Luke to continue on his way home. Instead, he followed me down the steps and into my flat. I turned to suggest a protein shake or some cold juice but the look in his eye stopped me.

Luke pushed the door shut with his foot and walked towards me, pulling his sweat-soaked shirt off. His tented shorts suggested he was either carrying a large animal there or glad to see me. I swallowed nervously. His eyes had a glint I’d never noticed before.

“I want you, Daniel.” He pushed his shorts down and casually stepped out of them. It surprised that the rebound of his erection didn’t smack him in the face. “You’ve teased and kept me waiting but the time is up. Your ass is mine.”

He stalked me, his boner appeared to be guiding the rest of his body with determination and intent on its target, me. I whimpered, wondering what to do with it, even if it gave me options. Luke wrapped me in his arms which felt like me hugging a tree, considering the monster between us. His lips crushed against mine and I my head was spinning with a mixture of lust, fear, and uncertainty. If I did this, whatever this might be, would I still be me or would it change things so much that I’d lose myself? Without realizing that I was over-thinking, Luke’s tongue probing my trachea brought me to the present. It had been such a long time since I’ve had an erection that was firmer than cooked pasta. I noticed the fabric of my shorts threaten to rip with the strength of my boner. Luke’s hand slid down from my chest, across my abdomen, and into my shorts. As soon as his fingers closed around it, my body rebelled against my mind and…

I woke with a gasp, my heart pounding, the memory of Luke’s kiss still tingling on my lips. After a moment of clarity, I realized I’d had my first wet dream since the seventh grade. How humiliating was that for a fifty-five-year-old man you might ask? After a moment I grinned realizing I hadn’t cum this hard or this much for ages. I wanted to keep the vivid memory of that whole encounter but as with most of my dreams; it faded as I became fully awake. A knock on my door both distracted me and had me curious. I seldom had visitors. Dressed in my singlet and slick briefs, I pulled on my Roots brand sleep pants and padded to the door. I blinked in surprise to see Luke holding a takeout tray with coffee, and a bag.

“Breakfast is served, Daniel. I hope I didn’t wake you.” He did a quick eye sweep over my body, raised an eyebrow, and grinned.

“Nope, I was just getting up. What’s with the food? We’re not on for gym today. Not that I’m ungrateful, mind you.” I waved him in and took the coffee.

“First, you tell me why you’ve got a wet and sticky spot spreading on the front of your pants. Did I interrupt a personal moment?”

The bastard smirked and knew what the hell he was seeing. I glanced down and noticed the stain from my over-abundant load widening. “Grab a seat and start on your coffee. I need to change.” I looked as indignant as I could. “It was something that happened while I was asleep. Maybe I’m getting incontinent or something.”

Luke laughed. “Incontinence doesn’t cause semen stains. I’m not a doctor, Daniel, but even I can tell the difference.”

“Drink your damn coffee and let me get changed.” I hated that bastard. He caused this and now he’s crowing over it. Karma will even the score. And I’ll rip his lips off if he ever mentions this to anyone. I made a mental note to remind him of that. Even I was impressed with the mess I’d made. I enjoyed a moment of pride before I remembered I had the cause of it sitting in my kitchen, without a doubt smirking as if he knew he’d done this.

Luke had his coffee cup to his lips but I could see the smile and crinkle at the corner of his eyes. “I was hoping you’d help me with Christmas decorating. It goes much better with two.”

I appreciated the change of topic. “I’d be happy to help. I have a few ornaments left from when the kids were young if you’d like to use them.”

We finished our coffee and breakfast sandwiches and drove together in Luke’s car. It had been a few years, but I truly enjoyed how we spent the day, wondering if it was more because of the company. Either way, I’d take it.


Chapter 3

Bruce and Julia offered to pick up her brothers and their partners at the airport. Luke and I lounged on his leather sofa admiring our decorating skills. He stretched and let his arm rest on the back of the sofa behind my head.

“Daniel, we have the kids sorted out for accommodation. The offer still stands if you want to crash here. I’ll show you the guest room and you can decide. It’ll make things more convenient for us to work together preparing the holiday feast.”

He leaned closer while his finger teased the hair at the nape of my neck. I avoided looking at him and sighed. He must have taken it as a hint of impatience because he quickly pulled his arm down and stood.

“Care for some coffee? It’ll only take a few minutes to brew a pot.” He wasn’t smiling.

I think I pissed him off but hell, I was new to this. “No, I’m good thanks. I should probably head out. I’ll give some thought about staying at your place.”

Judging from the look on Luke’s face he’d already assumed I would decline. I probably decided somewhere in my deepest brain I’d say ‘no’ which was unfair, considering he’s fun to be with. I wondered if it was fear of having my bones jumped during a weak moment, or that I’d do the jumping after a glass or two of wine.

As planned, I helped Luke cook and serve while our kids visited and got to know one another better. It was good having the whole family around to celebrate and I was sure the kids didn’t notice the chill that settled between Luke and me. We kept our conversation to a minimum. I resigned myself to the fact I’d irritated our host but put on a brave face for the family. I waited for a suitable amount of time after everyone else left before thanking Luke and heading off to my own basement. Lord, how I wished this Christmas season would hurry up and end.

* * * *

We survived the holiday which went well considering Julia’s harsh words about how rude I’d been by not staying over with Luke. I couldn’t explain to her it wasn’t him I was trying to avoid, but rather the prospect of me trying to make a pass and failing badly.

In my mind, I had totally embarrassed my host and probably humiliated myself with my transgression. I avoided the gym for a while. My excuse was those people with upcoming resolutions who would pack the place more than my comfort level would allow. The reality was the need to avoid Luke’s look of disapproval. Why the fuck that should mean anything was a mystery, but I still figured it would be hard to handle.

I ignored calls from friends and family alike. Somewhere in my feeble mind, I felt I didn’t have the strength to face criticism or questions. I only wanted everyone to leave me alone.

* * * *

February was the worst month of the year—the shortest but the most brutal. I had previously avoided invites to New Year’s Eve parties and subsequent dinners. I hadn’t been to the gym for over a month and missed Luke.

My phone made its bizarre sound showing a call from my daughter. Steeling my nerve, I answered.

“Don’t start on me with sarcasm. I’ve got my eyes glared so you ought to know I mean business.” I shook my head at my madness.

“Happy New Year, Daddy. Bruce wants to know when you might grace the gym with your presence again.”

I said, “I’m still glaring, and that comment sounded sarcastic.” It was nice to hear her voice.

“Yeah, the glare, I’m frozen in my tracks. Now, before I turn my glare on you, where in hell have you been for the last five weeks? And don’t hand me any bullshit about being at a recluse workshop.”

I tried to think of a million excuses. The words that popped out of my mouth surprised even me. “I like Luke, a lot. That scares me because I don’t know…promise you won’t laugh?”

“Dad, I’d never laugh at you, with you, yes but never at you. You mean too much to me. Tell me your concerns.”

I took a deep breath and spoke. “I don’t know how to be gay and how to love a man. I mean, the physical stuff is a no-brainer—I think. It’s the emotional things. I used to make breakfast for your mother or cook her favourite meal. I’d buy her silly trinkets or, on a whim, a bunch of flowers. I don’t know how to romance a man.”

I heard Julia chuckle. “Dad, isn’t that the best part of forming a relationship? Learning about what the other person likes and doing little things to show them you care? There’s no rule book to guide you, but you have experience. I know how much you and Mom loved each other. You aren’t betraying her memory by starting out again. Luke cares a lot about you. There aren’t many times when he doesn’t ask about you. He figured he’d done something wrong when you cut off contact.”

I hadn’t thought about it from Luke’s side of the equation. I realized I was being a total one hundred percent asshole. I thanked Julia for the call and decided it was time I made progress.

It was still early enough that the evening Triangles crowd would be a while in coming. I stuffed myself into my previously comfortable jeans. Packing on the pounds again would never do. Deciding I’d not drink alcohol I drove to the bar in Halifax and found parking near the bar. I knew I was nervous and wiped my sweaty palms on my jeans despite the minus ninety-nine-degree wind-chill. I decided I’d get a booth, same as the first time I was there with Luke. Taking a quick glance around, I stopped in my tracks. Luke was sitting in our booth and across the table from a slightly younger but a very handsome man. My heart dropped when I saw that he’d cupped the man’s hand in both of his. I was in the younger man’s line of sight and he raised an eyebrow, pasted on a small smile, and nodded. I quickly left before Luke might turn to see who he was looking at.

I can honestly say I was slightly surprised at the sting of tears while I sat in my car. How could I have been such an arrogant asshole to imagine he’d wait forever until I came to my senses? I squared my shoulders and reminded myself that there had been nothing between us. He had every right to enjoy his life, even if it was with someone who was so goddamn pretty. As I thought about it, I realized how much those two looked alike. Luke, my Luke, was a narcissist. Who knew?

* * * *

I tried to make myself as inconspicuous as possible while I swiped my membership card and went through the turnstile. Busted!

“Well, Dan, it’s good to see you back.” Bruce narrowed his eyes. “It has been a long time, do you need a refresher on everything?”

I sighed. “I’ve been on a pity party for a while, if you really have to know.” I mumbled, “Like you don’t already. I’m back and ready to resume the routine.”

Bruce nodded. “Welcome back. It won’t take long to get into the swing of things.”

He turned to greet a client, so I sauntered off to the change room. He hadn’t mentioned his father, and I got the feeling my workouts would be solo. I glared at the scale but knew there was only one person to blame—Luke. This was his fault. I sighed. He’d moved on if the man I saw him with at Triangles was anything but a model or porn star. I saw a recent Behind the Scenes gay porn flick where they claimed the erections were models. I was trying to enlighten myself about the ins and outs of sticking it in and pulling it out. Luke’s face was on every fantasy moment while I paved my way to hell as my mother’s mother would say. That was a joyous ride. Sorry, grandma.

I entered the gym from the locker room and the first sight to greet me was Luke wrapping his alter-ego from Triangles in a tight hug. It reminded me of a spider wrapping a fly in a web of silk for immediate gratification of having the catch and knowing it would relish the bounty later. I turned on my heel and went back to the locker room. I’m sure I heard “Daniel” but ignored it.

I wasn’t sure if I wanted a coffee bar or something stronger. I could always leave my car and cab home. I sighed in defeat when I realized I wanted neither. I wanted Luke and wondered how I could get him from the clutches of that handsome succubus—or was it, Incubus? Whatever that evil male thing is that seduces innocents. I snorted, as if Luke was innocent.

I compromised and bought an eight-pack of beer to take home. After drinking half my body decided I’d had enough and crawled into bed. There was a time when eight beers would have gotten me through. My affiliation with Bruce and Luke improved my life. I tried to fantasize Luke in my imagination while trying to rub one out. It was the other face that kept appearing and prevented a full-on erection. I eventually fell asleep, frustrated, horny, and angry. I wasn’t sure if Luke deserved any of my anger but I couldn’t help it.

* * * *

I groaned at the persistent knocking at my door. My head hurt despite my reduced alcohol consumption. I could always tell the canvassers to go away. I pulled on the Roots brand sleep pants and fumbled my way to the door.

Luke stood there grinning while holding a carry-out tray containing three cups of coffee in one hand and a bag in the other. Something smelled reasonably good enough to make my stomach growl.

“No semen stains. I’m proud of your self-control Daniel. I have breakfast.” He pushed by me and went to the table.

“Three cups?” I looked around. “Near as I can tell there are only two of us here.”

Luke nodded. “I figured you might need a double shot of caffeine. I’ll sip one while you demolish the other two.”

I was trying to decide if I wanted to be diplomatic or cut to the chase and call the bastard out. He forestalled me.

“Daniel, I need a favour. I bought two return tickets to Calgary. We’ll be leaving in three days from now. I’d like you to come with me.” He looked at me, tilted his head, and asked, “What’s the wildest fashion statement you can make with what’s in your closet?”

I didn’t even have to think. “Drab would be generous. Is it important?”

Luke nodded. “Only if you agree to come along. If yes, we’ll have to go shopping and I guarantee it’ll be outside your comfort level. Trust me?”

It was time to fess up. “Luke, I saw you with your new Mr. Right both at Triangles and again yesterday at the gym. Why don’t you ask him to go with you?”

Luke’s tight lips blossomed into a wide smile. It lit his whole face and my breath caught in my chest. His eyes sparkled and his dimples deepened. “Danny, I believe you’re jealous.”

I frowned. “What’s with this ‘Danny’ business? And why on earth would you think I’m jealous?”

Luke was about to answer when he stopped, thought for a moment and said, “Danny, come with me and all will be revealed. I can only promise it’ll be as special for you as it will be for me having you there beside me.” He raised his eyebrows.

Goddammit, how can anyone resist raised eyebrows? “Fine, I’ll come along but I draw the line at a rainbow tutu and tiara. If you have better fashion sense than that, I’ll follow.” I was feeling pretty cocky and mumbled, “If the pretty boy so much as looks at you with a sparkle in his eye you’re both in serious shit.” I pulled a wide smile, “Just to clarify the playing field.”

* * * *

Standing in front of the mirrors in Fabrice’s men’s wear, I turned from side to side. Here I stood, at fifty-five years old, wearing high-end trousers that contoured to my skin. The dark blue Myths Brand European-made pants prominently displayed my butt (I never knew I had such a fine ass) and package. I’m not Luke and the full-frontal display was embarrassing for me. The Stenströms shirt was pink (the description said red) with wide white stripes. The footwear comprised court-style shoes featuring burgundy uppers and white outsoles. If there was anything that could take me further from my comfort level, I’d yet to meet it. Maybe a burlap bag with holes for head and arms might come close. Luke watched, biting back a chuckle while I squirmed during the measuring process. Imagining it was the back of Luke’s hand pushing into my crotch while my inseam was being measured brought a momentary glance from the man with the tape. I’ll bet he felt the twitch. My face burned with the blush. Earlier my reaction was similar when the tape wrapped around my chest with the sole purpose of teasing my nipples. The gentleman took his gear and notes and left for a moment.

“You handled that well, Daniel.” Luke grinned. “I was expecting to see another of your famous semen stains spread across the front of your new pants.”

I faced him with hands on my hips and glared. “One time, when you thought you might have seen something, you jumped to a conclusion.” I was about to continue when the clerk returned. My order would be ready by noon the following day. That impressed me.

“Since I put you through all that how about I take you to lunch?” Luke glanced at me while I paid and shook hands with the salesman.

His hand was warm but not sweaty and he squeezed gently. “You look very…impressive…in your choice of clothing. I’m pleased to have been able to aid you, Mr. Holstrom.” He handed me his business card. “Please contact me if I can help with your next purchase.” He’d written his personal cell number below the fancy font.

As we were walking Luke said, “You don’t see it do you, Daniel?”

I shrugged and wondered what he was talking about. “See what, Luke?”

“How attractive you are. I’ve noticed people around us when I’m with you. Many, both men and women, do a double-take. Have you always been oblivious to your charm? It wasn’t just your physical appearance that first caught my eye, although that would be enough for many. Your entire demeanour—dare I say even your aura—all shout perfection.”

I stopped and turned to Luke. “Did I ever tell you, you’re so full of BS your eyes are turning brown?” I shook my head and resumed walking. “Thank you for the ego stroking. I know who and what I am.

“Say the word, my friend, and your ego won’t be the only thing I’ll be stroking.”

I slowed and looked at Luke. He just shrugged and kept on walking.


Chapter 4

Luke drove to the airport while I gazed out the window pondering this mysterious trip. He’d earlier suggested we make a side-trip to Banff while we were in Calgary. I rubbed my left thumb over the fourth finger where my wedding band used to sit. Since exercising regularly, I lost enough weight to take it off. My kids reminded me occasionally since I met Luke that my wedding vows with their mother included ‘until death do us part’. I still carried the ring in my pocket while wondering if Luke had even noticed it missing. He had the radio tuned to an easy listening music station, and I looked over at him when he gently squeezed my shoulder.

“You look dashing in your suit. I noticed you appeared more relaxed when you tried on the finished product.”

It appeared he would continue, but he smiled and looked back at the road. “Go on, Luke, spit it out. It’s too late for me to change my mind now.”

His chuckle was deep and throaty. “That fitted shirt and those trousers with flat front show off your assets. You could pass as a model or porn star. Your nipples highlight the shirt and the pants hug your crotch while conforming to your perfect butt.” He glanced at my obvious shocked expression. “That you have no clue only adds to your charm. In short, you’re a gorgeous specimen of manhood.”

I rolled my eyes, shook my head, and resumed my admiration of the landscape as we drove to the Halifax Stanfield International Airport. Luke booked a direct flight which would take about five and a half hours. I must have smirked while thinking about ways Luke would dream up to pass the time because he gently elbowed me while reminding me to keep my thoughts pure.

Sipping coffee in the boarding lounge, I once again asked for some clue about this mysterious trip. As with all the other times, Luke just smirked and shook his head. Feeling cocky, I narrowed my eyes and said, “Follow me to the washroom and I’ll find creative ways to make you talk.” I would have previously melted at being so bold, but with Luke, it felt normal.

Luke raised his eyebrows. “Danny, are you saying you’d suck the information out of me? I’m shocked you would think I’m that easy.”

I stood and held out my hand. “Come along then, mister. Show me how hard it would be? To make you talk, I mean. I’m sure a gentle breeze would be enough to have you stiff.” I was about to continue when they announced our boarding call. Maybe I would be the one dreaming up ideas to pass the time while we were airborne.

It came as a surprise when the captain announced our arrival and the flight attendants made sure our chairs were upright and seatbelts securely fastened. Conversation with Luke came easily, and neither of realized how much time had passed.

Within an hour they checked us in and we were unpacking in our rooms at the Glenmore Inn. I wondered what it might be like trying to sleep while knowing Luke was on the other side of the door between our rooms.

The hotel was clean, spacious, and although somewhat dated, the rooms were homey. I stayed in my casual clothes and went to the hallway to knock on Luke’s door. It was no surprise to see him standing shirtless wearing only shorts while he towelled his hair dry.

“I see you’re busy so I’ll wander on my own. Since I don’t know what our agenda might be, you could send me a text when you need me to return.” I did a quick sweep of his body before turning.

“Daniel, this evening is free, so if you’d like to explore by yourself, I’m good with that. But my preference would be to wander downtown together. Once I get dressed, I will make a few calls and get organized.”

God, Luke looked like sex on legs with his bare top and tousled hair. I nearly melted when he grinned at me and winked.

The middle of February is normally cold and blustery. Being near the Rockies blessed Calgary with occasional chinook winds which warmed the air to spring-like temperatures. I could do my tourist stuff with a light jacket for outerwear. The city had grown considerably since my last visit a few years ago, boasting new and modern office towers downtown, and many new communities listed in the city guide.

After several hours walking around Ogden, Lynnview, and Riverbend, I made my way back to the hotel. Before going to my room, I checked out the atrium, dining rooms, and lounge. It was at the latter where I pulled to a sudden stop. My chest felt as though my heart did the same thing. I could scarcely believe my eyes. Luke sat across from his Mr. Right. Torn between the urge to barrel through the place and wreak havoc on the pair of them, or to use discretion and quietly retreat to my room, I chose the more peaceful option. Luke hadn’t discussed his new relationship with me and I was not about to jump to conclusions solely based on his invitation for me to join him here. I decided I’d do my tour of downtown later in the evening. Luke would likely be busy doing his other guest. I hadn’t seen the hunk on our flight, but I only had eyes for one man.

Well, wasn’t this special being almost five thousand kilometres from home? I got transit information from the front desk where the young man went above and beyond giving me several tickets. I made a mental note to repay his kindness as I grabbed a sweater and jacket from my room before heading to the stop on Ogden Road.

The train took me through the downtown core and beyond. In the northwest, I disembarked at a station when I noticed an Irish Pub within walking distance. My phone chimed to show a text moments after I seated myself near a fireplace. It was from Luke asking if I was ready to go exploring.

I replied that I was already out and about and for him to continue doing whatever else he had to do that was important. Feeling childish but slightly triumphant, I shut off my phone before he could reply.

Stuffed after a delicious meal and a few pints, I took a train back to the downtown core. I got off at the City Hall station and wandered through Olympic Plaza and along Stephen Avenue, a busy pedestrian mall. Stopping at one of the many pubs, I pulled out my phone. Once I restarted it, several messages pinged from Luke. Without reading them, I deleted all, sent one saying I was still wandering, and opened a browser to see if there might be any gay bars in the vicinity. The impression down east was that Calgary was the redneck capital of the country. A visit to the city quickly dispelled that illusion. A very multicultural and welcoming municipality was the reality. My search listed several gay establishments, and I chose one called Backlot which was nearest to my present location. A short walk south along 1st street SW brought me almost to the front door. The place was small—dare I say intimate? Two levels with a bar on each floor, I remained on the ground floor. I quickly learned from one of the handsome specimens behind the bar he was not only the owner, but a transplant from my home province. The other was a bartender with a keen sense of humour, intelligent and easy on the eyes. He was about Luke’s height. Without a doubt, he noticed the sudden gloom that overtook me and a moment later three shots of Sambuca were distributed between us. We did a quick toast before the two went off to look after other patrons. I contemplated my beer while wondering why I accepted Luke’s request to join him for this trip. If nothing else, meeting the fine folks in this bar and enjoying the sights and meals around town made it worthwhile.

A quick search gave me an idea of the airfare Luke would have paid for my travel. I found rates for the hotel and did a rough calculation. It took only moments to send an Interac e-Transfer to Luke’s email address to reimburse him for my share of the travel. Okay, so I was being petty, but I didn’t intend to come to Calgary and watch him make out with his doppelgänger. I shuddered, wondering if I would hear them through the door between our rooms while they fucked like minks. Glancing up at the bartender, and nodding when he asked if I wanted a refill, I asked him how the expression came about. He grabbed his notebook and looked it up.

“According to the wiki, it means being ‘extremely amorous while copulating’ which sounds like fun.” He glanced around. “There are more than a few regulars here who would like to help you work that definition, including me.”

I shook my head when he went to serve a new arrival. I did a double-take to learn the bartender knew Luke’s boyfriend’s name, Brendan. I didn’t avoid eavesdropping and caught some of their conversation about his father not doing well at all. My ears perked up when Brendan mentioned that Bruce was coming from out east with his girlfriend. It couldn’t be a coincidence that this man knew both Luke and his son, Bruce. Brendan was about to turn my way when one regular called and he walked over to where they sat. I settled my tab, left a generous tip, and headed to the hotel. Luke didn’t notice me at the crosswalk when he approached the bar from the opposite direction.

Back at the hotel I went directly to my room, undressed and crawled into bed. I was tired, but unable to slow my thoughts enough to sleep. I ignored the quiet knock on my door and shortly after heard Luke enter his room. It may have been curiosity that kept me awake. Once I knew he was back and alone in his room, I promptly fell asleep.

* * * *

Up early, showered and shaved, I dressed and went to breakfast. I chose the buffet and loaded up on fruit, coffee, and cold cereal. As soon as I sat, Bruce and Julia entered. Naturally, my daughter would home in on my presence and rushed over to give me a hug. She looked around before asking, “Where’s Luke?”

I shrugged. “He’s possibly in his room asleep. I don’t know for sure. He may have slept over with his boyfriend.”

Bruce had joined us and raised his eyebrows. “Dad? Boyfriend? I think you may be mistaken, Dan. What gave you that impression?”

“I’ve seen him with the same man a few times.” I went back to my cereal.

Julia spoke up. “News flash, Dad, Luke has friends. It isn’t uncommon to see friends together often. You shouldn’t jump to conclusions.”

I sipped my coffee. “It’s none of my business, really. Yours either. I’ve seen them holding hands and hugging. It’s his life, but I’m still wondering why he invited me here after bringing along his friend.” I made air quotes around that word. “I’ve finished breakfast and thought I’d do more tourist stuff. I’ll see you later.”

As I was walking back to my room, my phone made its noise telling me I had a text from Luke. It was abrupt. Declined your money transfer.

I shook my head and replied. Fine. Finished breakfast. Kids are here. I’m off to explore more.

I swiped my key card and was about to enter the room when Luke spoke. “I don’t understand what’s going on, but I didn’t ask you here to wander about on your own.”

I turned and folded my arms. “About that, why did you invite me here? I’ve been able to amuse myself while you did the same. Why is my daughter here? Did you buy tickets for everyone down east to come and party in Calgary?”

“No, Daniel, I invited you here because there’s someone I want you to meet and who wants to meet you.” He sighed and was about to continue when I interrupted.

“I’ve already met Brendan. Well, I haven’t formally met him but I see he’s here with you.” With that I went into my room and got ready for my day trip, ignoring the knock. Someone slid an envelope under the door. Brendan isn’t the person I wanted you to meet. Please join us in the lobby at one. You’ll understand more if you’d give it a chance. In fact, you’d already know more if you spent more time listening and less avoiding me. Luke.

After wandering half-heartedly for a few hours, I joined the trio in the lobby at five minutes before one. They were dressed to the nines and tastefully mismatched in very brilliant hues. I wore my jeans and a long sleeve tee shirt. Luke’s expression said much, but he nodded and showed that our ride was here. Brendan was our chauffeur. He drove us to a part of the town called Marda Loop and parked in front of an old but elegant building. We walked slowly following Luke while Brendan brought up the rear. I quickly realized we were at a hospice. Everyone entered the room except Brendan and me. I heard Luke greet the man in a hospital bed.

“Luke, I’m glad you’ve come. Where’s the man I’ve heard so much about, the one that captured your heart?” The older man’s voice was weak but steady.

“He’s just outside the door, Uncle Stan. I’ll bring him in after Bruce introduces his guest.”

I turned to Brendan. “I guess that’s your cue to go inside.”

Brendan looked puzzled for a moment and then burst into laughter. “I guess you’re right.”

He walked inside the room. “Hey, Dad, we could get everyone together as you wanted.”

I stood frozen in place, stunned by what I heard. He referred to the man as Dad while Luke called him Uncle. In a heartbeat, I willed the ground to open and swallow me. I knew I was glowing a brilliant shade of pink when Luke approached.

“Please, Danny, come in for a few moments. After that, I’ll help you pack and drive you to the airport. I wanted three of my most important people to visit with my favourite uncle before he passes on. He only has a short time left.” He held out his hand.

I took a moment to compose myself. “Um, no, Luke. Please bear with me but I have to do something first. I won’t be long, I promise.” I hurried to the lobby and flagged a taxi. At the hotel, I practically ripped off my clothes and dressed in my new suit. The cab waited and within an hour I was back and outside Stan’s room. The conversation was lively, and I smiled when I heard Stan say he hoped to live long enough to witness Bruce and Julia’s wedding. That was news to me, but I was beyond surprise now and strolled into the room hopefully looking more confident than I felt.

“You must be Luke’s Uncle Stan,” I nodded towards Brendan “And his father. Now that you’ve met my daughter let me introduce myself. I’m Luke’s Danny. We’ve got a lot to talk about.” I glanced around the room. “Why don’t the four of you go get a bite to eat? Give Uncle Stan and me a chance to get acquainted.”

Once it was only two of us, I blew out a deep breath. “Where do I begin? Did anyone mention how dumb I can be?” I went through my tales of woe. By the time everyone returned we were both howling with laughter.

Stan calmed and wiped his eyes. “Luke, this man is a prize. He didn’t intend his story to be funny, but the way he told it was.” Julia raised her eyebrows a few times while he repeated some of my adventures, especially my experiences in Triangles with the kid who called me daddy and his poetic note, along with the tailor who appeared to dream of measuring more than just my inseam.

By the time everyone had settled down Stan took my hand. “Luke had always been my favourite nephew. I saw him rejected by other members of the family because something made him in a way unique to his character. He was himself rather than trying for acceptance by conforming. That told me how much integrity he had.”

“I’d only heard him speak so enthusiastically about one other person before he told me about you. That was his son, Bruce, which was the entire reason I wanted so much to meet you. I sent my son Brendan to visit just to be sure Luke brought you along. As for the outlandish apparel, I challenged, and he accepted my wish to take everyone outside of their comfort level.” Stan paused for a few moments before rallying once again. “Your daughter and Bruce will be a perfect match. You and Luke are compatible in many more ways.” He lay back and closed his eyes, fatigue obvious on his face. “One more thing—your suit is a perfect mirror of your personality. Brilliant but sedate with a full and complex range of colours I’m sure reflects the true inner Danny.”

* * * *

“Thank you for doing this. Uncle Stan wanted to meet you before he dies. You made that happen despite our strange and convoluted journey.” Luke and I had time alone and he cornered me in the atrium behind some foliage. “May I kiss you? I’d like to show my gratitude for what you’ve done and endured to get here.” He wasted no time when I nodded and after his chaste kiss, I felt as though my heart would explode. How on earth could anything be better than this?

“One more thing,” He leaned back, reached into his pocket, and pulled out a gold chain with broad flat links. “I hoped you might use this to wear your wedding band around your neck instead of carrying it loose in your pocket. I noticed you’d taken it off and assumed you still had it with you.”

I peered into Luke’s eyes trying to read something to get a clue how he felt. Knowing his closest relative would pass soon had to be difficult, and I made a vow to be there for him. I weighed his words with my own thoughts before answering. “Two things—I will put the wedding band in a safe place for my first grandchild to inherit, assuming our children get off their collective asses to make it happen. But I will wear this chain around my neck proudly. The second is that I’d like to go for a run with you. The hotel has a small indoor track, but with the chinook blowing we can do a much better effort on some nearby trails.”

Coated in sweat and panting we returned to the hotel. I followed Luke to his room and when he entered, I rushed in behind him. Pushing the door shut with my foot I walked towards him while pulling my sweat-soaked shirt off. I noticed my shorts were tented and swallowed nervously, wondering what his reaction would be.

“I want you, Luke.” I pushed my shorts down and casually tried to step out, nearly doing a face plant in the process. It seemed so much easier in the dream as I recalled it. Finesse was not one of my strong suits. The rebound of my erection didn’t smack me in the face, but it was definitely throbbing. “I’ve teased and kept you waiting but the time is up. Your ass is mine.” I paused for a moment, thinking. “Or mine is yours.”

Luke wrapped me in his arms which again felt like me hugging a tree, considering the pair of erections between us. His lips crushed against mine and I my head spun with a mixture of lust and love. I was doing so well until, as in my earlier wet dream, Luke reached down and took me in his hand. As soon as he slid the skin back from the sensitive head of my penis, it was over. I moaned into my orgasm and dropped my head in shame at my lack of control.

Luke chuckled. “At least your sleep pants are still dry. Thank you, Danny, for sharing this with me.”

I pushed him towards the bed, peeling off his few remaining layers of clothes as we went. “This isn’t over by any stretch, mister. I’ll need a few minutes to recover but I have plenty to keep me busy while I do.” I reached down, put my hands behind his thighs, and pulled up. He fell laughing onto the bed. I pounced on him, legs on either side of his chest while gazing into his sparkling eyes. “Do you want to take my virgin ass tonight or would you like me to bring you off in another way?”

My gut feeling was that Luke would want to take me when we were both past the first passion and in a more romantic setting. Hoping I was right I kissed my way from his full lips over his neck, chest, with careful attention to each nipple (I have the most sensitive pair on the planet so it must be reasonably fine for other men) and below. I rested my cheek on his abdomen while I used my hand to raise his impressive penis to a vertical position, slid his foreskin back and watched, fascinated, as a clear drop formed at the tip. Despite my lack of experience, I wasted no time in tasting and teasing. It was good, and the texture of his swollen glans in my mouth was nothing short of amazing. I wrapped my lips around it and sucked like a calf on a teat. In the porn flick, I watched the model doing the sucking was bobbing his head. I latched on like a leech. Before I could wonder which was better Luke moaned and flooded my mouth with his semen. I’d never tasted my own and never really wondered what it was like. The taste was unique, not repulsive. It was slightly bitter, salty-sweet and something else I couldn’t compare. I could definitely get used to this.

Far from being teenagers, we exceeded my expectations. Losing my virginity to another man wasn’t as awkward as I had imagined. Although if it had been anyone other than Luke, I’m quite sure it would have been different.


Chapter 5

Bruce and Julia wasted no time with their nuptials. It meant another trip to Calgary, but was so worth the travel. Uncle Stan saw their marriage. He passed shortly after, and we all dressed in our flamboyant outfits at his funeral. Brendan took his father’s passing stoically for the crowd of mourners, but I knew how difficult it was for him on the inside.

I hugged him tightly and whispered that there was no logical reason he should carry the sorrow of his loss on his own. Mentioning the hunky bartender at Backlot, I pointed out the sparkle in his eye whenever Brendan was nearby. I informed him it has now become my life’s mission to pair him up with his soulmate. It would be my atonement for a foolish assumption about him and Luke previously. He promised to visit us often, and I promised to hold him to that vow.

It had been difficult for Luke to lose one of the few people who had accepted him as he was from his young age and on to adulthood. My job was to allow him his time to mourn and listen when he needed to speak. Acknowledging his loss and feelings came naturally. I’d gone through it and knew how complex emotions can be.

Luke reclined against me while we sat together pondering the passage of time. We spent most of our free time together. I contemplated going back to work, just to feel productive. We planned to spend time together at his cottage. It felt right being with him.

My son, Patrick, announced he would become a father, by accident. I would become a grandfather, by accident. We’d discussed things with no incriminating words. Jennifer and I taught them all well, but sometimes things happened. He wasn’t sure Jenna, his pregnant girlfriend, wanted to get married, or to even have a child. All I could do was to assure my son that his child would have a place if Jenna went through with the pregnancy. I know I should have discussed it with Luke, but there was no way in hell a child would go without a family connection if I could help it.

My phone was ringing off in the distance, so I gave Luke a quick kiss while I went to answer.

“Hello, Father. I thought I’d call you to see how things are going.” Julia made her usual Sunday call but there was something different about her tone.

“Hello, Daughter. Things are going well. I’ve aced the recluse course, and it looks like I’m in line for A in Gay Senior 101. Don’t hide secrets—spill it or I’ll get your brothers to make you talk.”

“An A in Gay? I’m sure you can do better than that.” She paused. “Bruce is an awesome man.”

That came out of left field. My mind worked for a tenth of a hundredth of a second before bells began dinging. “You’re going to become a mother?”

“You could say that, Dad. Or we could say Bruce will be a father although I think physiologically it will be much easier for him.”

Shit, the dilemma. Do I wait until Bruce tells Luke? “How do you feel about the whole thing, baby? Jenna is considering her options now. I know it’s her body, but I’d sure love for the child to be born, and we’d find the right home for it. How about you, Julia? You know how I feel, but understand that I’ll respect your decision.”

“I spoke with Bruce and he’s okay if you want to tell his dad. We both want to start a family so I guess this means you and Luke will definitely become grandfathers.”

* * * *

The early summer weather was perfect for a visit to Luke’s cabin. His place was on a freshwater lake only a short drive from St. Margaret’s Bay. The air was still and silence surrounded us, except for red squirrels, birds, amphibians, and other unidentified sounds. The drive was almost an hour from the city, but the area was sparse with humanity.

Luke’s cabin was basic. There was an outhouse behind the place and a wood stove for heating and cooking. Heating wasn’t an issue at this time of year. They had installed electricity a few years prior, but we still preferred to use kerosene lamps. I’d been contemplating things for a while since Stan’s funeral. I liked being around Luke. We spent more time at his place than mine, but that was pure logistics. He was loud when in throes of orgasm and I knew my upstairs neighbour and landlord didn’t appreciate it.

“Come on, Danny; let’s swim over to the big rock.” Luke splashed water back as he ran into the lake. The big rock was a huge granite boulder deposited during the last ice age. It was on the edge of the lake, but the water was deep enough to dive safely from it.

Luke hauled himself out of the lake and made his way to the top of the rock. He sat looking out at the world while I was treading water looking up the legs of his shorts. One would never guess what was peering out at me. I shook my head as I decided that man was shameless.

“Hey, Danny, haul your butt up here. We can catch some rays for a while. Our sunscreen claims to be SPF one million.”

The warmth of the sun was good after leaving the cool water. I made my way to the top of the rock and stretched out on the lichen-dotted granite to air dry. It was quiet with no noise other than nature. The urge to sleep nearly overtook me when Luke chuckled.

“Daniel, did you know the largest spider in Canada is the dock spider? They can grow to about nine centimetres and the colouration makes it easy to blend in places like, say, a granite boulder.”

I thought for a moment then quickly raised my head and glanced to where Luke was pointing. I’m sure I didn’t shriek, but wasted no time leaping off the rock and into the lake. It was an almost vertical plunge and when I surfaced, I heard Luke’s hysterical hoots moments before I saw my dark swim shorts drift lazily off before submerging.

It only took a moment before my brain engaged. I floundered in the water. “Ow, dammit, crap, Luke, help, I’ve got cramps in my leg.” While still flapping around I glanced to see Luke stand, a concerned look on his face.

“Coming Dan, try to relax and use your arms to keep your head up.” His dive was graceful, I’d bet Olympic quality. I kept up my motions until his strong arms wrapped around my chest. “I’ve got you, baby. Relax if you can and lay back. I’ll tow us to shore.”

I gulped a deep breath, surged upward before submerging. It was easy to grab the waistband of his shorts and take them with me deep below Luke’s scissoring legs to keep his head above water. Breaking the surface, I twirled his shorts above my head before launching them off in the direction where mine had disappeared. “Oops, I guess I panicked. I’m so sorry, Luke.”

His growl was guttural, and he took powerful strokes towards me. I high-tailed it towards the beach in front of his cabin. Being the more powerful swimmer, he soon caught me, wrapping his arms around me, and turning my body so we were face to face. I felt his arousal moments before his rough kiss claimed my mouth. We pulled apart and Luke floated on his back. He was in a playful mood and pointed to the stiff penis breaking the surface. “Up periscope.”

Not to be outdone, I did the backstroke, pointed to my hard-on, and said, “Loch Ness monster wannabe.”

We were worse than kids, but it was so much fun. We leisurely left the water, walking hand in hand buck naked to his cabin. It was freeing to let the sun and a warm breeze dry our bodies on the back porch. Luke dozed while I watched a red squirrel make repeated trips to various places burying some tidbit or other. I wondered how these little critters were wired to remember all the places they put things for later.

“What are you thinking?” Luke asked and when I glanced over at him, I saw him propped on one elbow, watching me.

“Not much, actually, just watching as your little buddy here buries his nuts.”

Luke stood, reaching down to help me up. “I love it when you talk dirty. Let’s go take a nap.”

The nap exhausted me but afterward, I went for a swim to clean all the sticky stuff off. For the sake of decency, I wore my boxers since my swim shorts were somewhere in the depths of the lake. From my vantage point, I saw Luke strut naked onto the porch of his cottage. He stretched for a mile and looked so utterly magnificent. I knew then I was totally in love.

After a late dinner, we sat outside in the dark, admiring flashes from the fireflies. I hadn’t seen them since I was a boy. The chirping of frogs, the clear cloudless sky, and the lake mirroring the stars brought me a peace I thought I’d never know again. Luke nuzzled my ear. “Beautiful, isn’t it?”

I turned to him and stole a quick kiss. “It pales compared to you. All of nature is trying to compete with your awesomeness.” I cleared my throat. “When God created Luke, he broke the mould. When Mother Nature tried to contend, she came close, but no gold.”

Luke’s laugh was a deep and resonant sound. “You’re hardly a poet but definitely a stellar romantic. You called bullshit when I tried to tell you how I saw you. I meant every word.”

We glanced up to see a shooting star glow and fade in a heartbeat. Luke elbowed me. “If these things work, I will be your top tonight.”

I grinned. “Good thing I wished for mint chocolate chip ice cream.”

Luke got his wish and soon afterward fell asleep softly snoring. I was tired but didn’t want to give up this feeling to sleep or dreams. From far off at the other end of the lake, I heard the faint rumble of a train. The horn was a forlorn sound in the night’s stillness. The lake was still, no breeze blew and even the frogs gave it up for the night. Luke sighed, wrapped his arm tighter around me, and nestled closer. His moan was one of absolute contentment. Despite my reluctance to give in to sleep, its warm embrace broke my resolve.

A faint roll of thunder in the distance woke me. I was on my back and Luke had rested his head on my shoulder. It was so natural to be like this. I heard the first drops of rain on the roof. The temperature dropped as the storm approached. The wind picked up and flashes of lightning became more frequent. Waves lapped at the shoreline while rain pelted against the roof and windows. The cabin was sturdy, built back in the day when tongue-and-groove lumber was common. It would likely last for future generations to enjoy, Bruce and Julia would likely be next, and their children after that. A bright flash of lightning at once followed by an abrupt clap of thunder directly overhead shook the place and woke sleeping beauty. He sighed and cuddled closer. I reached down to pull the comforter up over the sheet we were under and when I lay back down, Luke nibbled an earlobe. I knew where this was heading.

* * * *

I quietly slipped out of bed leaving Luke wrapped around my pillow. The passing cold front left a chill in the morning air. I hurried to the outhouse and jogged back to the cabin. We had placed the kindling and firewood in the stove before bed and a quick touch with a match had the paper and kindling crackling. A kettle was ready to heat water for coffee. Pulling on a sweater, my Roots brand sweatpants, and sandals, I took a quick walk along the beach. The waves still had whitecaps, but the lake was likely to settle as the storm front moved further away. At the waterfront in front of the cabin just out of reach of the waves, were a pair of bathing suits, Luke’s boastfully lying atop mine. How typical, I thought before bringing them to the back porch and hanging them on the clothesline.

Using a big old cast iron frying pan and some imagination I managed to create an omelette. Slices of bread laid upon the stovetop resulted in the toast which was darker than I was used to, but enough for the purpose. The coffee percolated, so I went to the cupboard to fetch a pair of mugs. A pair of strong arms circled my waist and the roughness of Luke’s beard against my neck brought goosebumps. Holding the mugs up I turned in his arms, pecked a quick kiss on his lips and ground my crotch against his. “Wash up, handsome. Breakfast is ready.”

Luke returned from the privy, washed his hands, and sat. “I noticed our bathing suits hanging on the line. Did you go diving before cooking breakfast this morning?” He moaned at his first taste of my creation.

“Nature returned them to the rightful owners. Both were on the shore in front of the cabin this morning.” I looked him in the eye and shook my head. “You’ll never guess who’s was on top of the other.”

Luke laughed. “Further proof I’m the top in this relationship.” He took another bite and a sip of coffee. “And Danny, this is a relationship. I like being with you, sleeping in your arms and sharing the air you breathe. It’s time we bit the bullet and made it official. I’d very much like it if you’d move in with me.”

He looked down at his plate and scooped another forkful of the omelette into his mouth. I didn’t even have to think about it.

“Of course I will. I’ll give notice and gradually move everything to your place when we get back.” I stood and walked around the table. “You’ve seen how I can be an ass. I’d like it if you’d call me on my shit.” I thought for a few moments. “We will be grandfathers soon. Will we have enough space there for our growing family?”

Luke stood and wrapped me in a hug. “Yes, Daniel, we’ll be fine. There’s enough room for everyone, even if they all arrive together.” He leaned down and kissed me.

“I love you, Luke. I have for some time now. I guess that’s why I felt so awkward when I thought you and Brendan was an item. I know Jennifer is smiling down on me—on us—as we start the first chapter of my new story. She’d known I’d find love again.”

 

THE END
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