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            INTRODUCTION

          

        

      

    

    
      Please Note: Chat between gamers is often times messy and full of errors, any spelling or grammatical errors within chat are purposeful. Also, there are several gamer terms used that I’ll put the definitions for here:

      
        
          	
        Toon - shortened form of cartoon and referred to a player character
      

      	
        Bank toon - a character used to store items
      

      	
        PvP - Player versus player
      

      	
        Twink - this is a character that has been tweaked to the extreme limits of stats and gear usually lower level characters made better by high end gear normal characters of their level don’t have.
      

      	
        Instance - This is a temporary partition on a game server which is created in predetermined circumstances and all temporary information about the area is cleared when players leave the area
      

      	
        Pwn - this is not a typo, not exactly anyway. Pwn is pronounced pawn but means own and was created primarily from people mistyping own as pwn.
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        Rome, Italy

        27th January, 2021

      

      

      I watched the footage from Uzbekistan again. It’d been a month since my run-in with The Assassins’ Guild and I was no closer to finding my brother. The ass of the assassin running down the street taunted me. Not just because it was nice, round, and bounced with each step but because the assassin himself taunted me. After being sure that the assassin hadn’t swung back around to my trap, I went back to the roof.

      I retraced his steps, looking for anything that could lead me back to the organization. I had almost missed the small metal disk left right under where my chin had been where I laid prone to take my kill shot. The disc was blank and perfectly smooth. I didn’t know what it was made of until I returned to Italy and sent it to a friend for analysis.

      I ran the tip of my finger in lazy circles across the surface of the smooth Euro-sized disc. Made of solid titanium, there were no other clues as to why the assassin had left it there for me. Was it a message? It wasn’t some sort of tracking device, only a plain titanium disc. I had a feeling the assassin was laughing at me. That he’d left it there just to fuck with me and make me think it was significant. But for some reason, I couldn’t part with it.

      I stuck it in my pocket as I turned to the wall with all the information I’d discovered about my brother’s disappearance. I couldn’t count how many times I’d been over it. It was all I thought about. I went to the beginning of my board. It wasn’t as creative as some stalker boards you’d see on TV, but there were a fair bit of photos and news articles about various deaths that I was sure could be credited to TAG.

      I traced a finger around the edge of a photo of my brother laughing, happy. When he died, Enzo was working as an enforcer for the Stagliano family—one of five families who ran not just Italy but The States as well. The real events of what happened in the first half of the last century to create the current political climate were complex, and only the people close to the ruling families knew the truth.

      The only books that had a record of what truly happened were the personal journals of the Grandi Capi, and those were passed down to the heirs right before they took over. That was understandable. No one wants to admit that they were puppets. Deals had been struck. Treaties were made and borders firmly established.

      Several things had come out of those historical days but what affected now was that the families agreed to make Las Vegas a neutral territory. Violence of any kind between the families was forbidden. Therefore, none of us were prepared for the tragic attack during the centennial celebration of that very peace treaty.

      Six years ago, in an unprecedented attack, a bomb went off in a conference room at Caesar’s Palace, killing the five heirs to each family and their enforcers. Enzo was supposedly killed in that explosion.

      For violence to hit in such an overt manner in neutral territory was sacrosanct. In the eyes of the Grandi Capi, the attack was meant to break them apart, and it very well could have sparked a war in the underground, the likes of which had never been seen before. But the hundred years of peace between the families and the shared loss of their heirs solidified the Grandi Capi in a defensive wall that a multitude of bombs could not break.

      The US government blamed the attack on terrorists as they did for any attack on their soil. I wondered if the government was really that stupid or if they thought their populace was that stupid. The Grandi Capi blamed the cartels and geared up for war. Everything came to a mysterious end before a single bullet could be fired. No one knows why the Grandi Capi backed down.

      Families cried out for blood, especially those of the enforcers who’d lost their lives. The Grandi Capi shut them up with money. But not me. My mom may have been satisfied with the pittance she got for my brother’s life, but I wanted answers.

      Only one organization could have pulled off that kind of job, The Assassins’ Guild. I had to know who hired them. They didn’t do anything for free. They didn’t care about politics or who controlled what. All they cared about was cold hard cash. It had taken the better part of five years to find out about them, and I’d spent the last year trying to track them down.

      During the chaotic aftermath of the explosion, my brother had been lost. One of the enforcers said Enzo was seen after the explosion helping clear wounded from the outskirts. Then his name turned up on the casualty list with no remains found. Did Enzo see something that got him killed afterward? Was the other enforcer lying or mistook someone else for my brother? I didn’t know and no one in the family was giving me answers.

      Whoever pulled off that job would know. I had to find them. I had to find the truth about what happened to Enzo.

      Banging on my flat door interrupted my thoughts. I glanced at the monitor on the desk showing the view of my front door. A tall man with dark hair and a suit that screamed enforcer stood there, his fist raised again. I hurried before the force of his pounding knocked the door down. I unlocked the deadbolts and swung it open.

      “Che cazzo vuoi?” I didn’t bother disguising my annoyance at the rude interruption.

      He snorted at my greeting. “Grand Capo Stagliano wants to see you.”

      That shut me the fuck up. I tried not to show how fast my asshole puckered, but I had a feeling the enforcer knew anyway. “Okay. Should I change?” I looked down at the old jeans and t-shirt I wore.

      The enforcer shook his head. “I wouldn’t want to keep him waiting.”

      He didn’t say it in an intimidating way. His tone was very matter of fact. At least the enforcer wasn’t being an asshole despite my greeting. “Okay, let me put shoes on.”

      I left the door open as I went back into my room to put on socks and sneakers. I came back out a minute later, and the enforcer was right where I left him. I grabbed my coat from the hook by the door and shoved my arms into it as I closed the door. After locking it, I put my keys in my pocket and followed the enforcer out of my building.

      It was pointless to worry about why I was called to see Don Athos. I was either going to be alive or dead afterward, and there wasn’t a damn thing I could do about it.
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        TAG HQ

        Dhaka, Bangladesh

        27th January, 2021

      

      

      I sat at my desk, the character selection screen of my game blinking in my face. I used to tease Yoshi about spending so much time playing a stupid game but since last year’s debacle, I had to do something with my time. To say that I dived into Alien Chaos Wars headfirst was an understatement. Four top-level and geared-out characters/toons stared back at me along with a bank toon, a low-level PvP twink, and a duplicate of my main character with a slight difference in the name.

      I clicked on Pityn012, my duplicate. The character was maxed out level-wise and the same tank class as my main, but I had him around just to look pretty. He got all the specialized clothing that did nothing for your stats. He was only max level so that he could go anywhere in the game. I used him when I just wanted to hang out. It seemed weird to think about logging into a game and just hanging out in a town for hours on end talking with people and helping them here and there with things, but some days that’s all I did.

      The screen loaded. I was standing on a popular wall in one of the main cities, Doralus. My chat window burst to life as the local channel streamed by along with my guild chat. People in my guild greeted me with enthusiasm, and I typed in a general What’s up? in the guild chat. I checked out which of my friends and guildmates were online. I loved online games because people from all over the world played, so there was always someone on.

      I sat back in my chair and stared at the chat. I recognized several toons that stood around me. The server I was on was relatively small, and even though we fought against each other in the faction wars at times, we knew of one another at least by name.

      I wouldn’t admit to anyone that I was waiting for a particular person to sign in. No. I wasn’t.

      Liar! You totally are.

      I knew I’d been spending too much time around the ginger brat when the voice in the back of my head started sounding like him. Ever since Christmas, he had been bugging me about my secret boyfriend. I kept reminding him that I didn’t have anyone I’d remotely call my boyfriend, secret or otherwise. I opened one of our latest chat logs.

      For the last several months, there had been this “guy” I’ve talked to and have gotten to “know.” I said this loosely because who knew who this person really was. I was sure Connor had probably already hacked my account, saw who I’d been talking to, and subsequently dug up any information he could find on him. I honestly didn’t care that much.

      I liked the illusion and anonymity the game gave me. There, I was Larry, the plumber from Topeka, Kansas, if someone insisted upon knowing more about me. I had a growing business that now sported several offices across the Midwest United States. Connor might have had a hand in backstopping the alias just in case. I was a cautious person. I knew the risk of making him a successful plumber but I didn’t have it in me to be an ordinary plumper.

      I didn’t know what it was about this guy that had me waiting on him anytime I got a chance. Maybe the simplicity of it? Talking to someone without all the pretense and baggage of my life did have its appeal. I talked to him about things I didn’t bother talking about with other people. It was okay for Larry the plumber to be a huge dark sci-fi geek or have a secret crush on a long-dead pop star with incredible fashion sense.

      Upper management wouldn’t have an issue with Jasir, the sharpshooter and friend, being into those things. But I needed to maintain a certain persona and presence around my chosen family that I didn’t with him. It wasn’t a bad thing in my eyes, this layer I put between me and the others. They would be the first to tell me that I was being silly but that they’d also understand.

      SBD15, on the other hand, didn’t pry into my identity much, which I was glad for. The less I lied to him, the better. I didn’t normally have an issue with lying to people, but something about him made me want to be as honest as I safely could. I, in turn, didn’t ask that many questions about his identity. That was harder said than done because his main character’s name was ridiculous. SBD stood for Small But Deadly. I had asked what the 15 meant, and he avoided answering, so I let it go.

      The Small made sense since he played a character class that shrunk in size with special skills and was a high damage class. When I first started playing, I had considered playing the same damage class but decided it was too close to real life. I enjoyed playing the tank for teams more, letting the monsters beat on me while my teammates killed them, keeping them safe. I was sure it probably said something about my state of mind when I started this venture.

      I glanced at the clock. Normally, SBD would be online by now. Maybe he had to work late. From what I could gather, he did a lot of odd jobs and worked various hours, but usually, he was on this late at night. Maybe there was an emergency with another flat in his apartment. He helped the super out with maintenance for a break in his rent. I’d been tempted a time or two to help with his living expenses. I knew he worked several jobs to keep afloat, but one thing I was sure of was that he was a proud man, and he’d never dream of asking for help. Which meant he’d be offended if I offered.

      The curious person in me wanted to dig up who he was and then create work for him at one of his delivery jobs, but he was careful about not letting identifying information out. Normally, I wouldn’t care about what someone else thought or wanted, and I’d just do what I wanted regardless of the consequences. The chances of him finding out I was secretly funneling money to him were small, but for whatever reason, that kind of deception felt wrong with him.

      I answered some questions in guild chat and kept my character standing on the wall. I had no urge to do anything special tonight. My only agenda was to talk to SBD. I dragged the window of our chat log over from my other screen. I scrolled down until things got heated. I opened my desk's bottom drawer, pulled out a large towel, opened another drawer, and took out some wipes, the lube, and a smaller towel. I hated making a mess and after years of being aware of where my DNA went, those ingrained habits were hard to let go of, even at home.

      I shoved off my shorts, put a towel down on my chair, and settled in to read. My dick was already half hard in anticipation. I could have watched porn, I supposed, but I didn’t like it. Only on the rare occasion when all my usual smut-filled books weren’t doing it for me did I watch it. It was too fake. I know that sounds silly since I’m okay reading it, but it’s more authentic in my head. I can imagine the scene and the men, their facial expressions. In porn, they all look the same, and the scenes are so formulaic it was ridiculous. Don’t get me wrong, sex scenes in books could be formulaic, but there were at least some style differences depending on the author. Then there were the few that were truly unique with their characters and scenes. I had my favorite scenes bookmarked on my reader.

      I pumped lube into my left hand. Being ambidextrous had its advantages.

      
        
        
        SBD15: *rips the sides of your shirt apart flinging buttons and dives onto your nipples licking and sucking*

        Pityn012: Fuck ::grabs the back of your head tangling his fingers in your hair::

        SBD15: *moans and bites around your nipple as I fumble with your pants*

        Pityn012: I missed you. ::toes off shoes and walks backward toward the bed, dragging you with him::

      

      

      

      It might have been all the books I’ve read, but I liked to make little scenes for us. Fortunately, SBD indulged me and played along. Even though our characters laid on my digital bed in my digital apartment not moving while we chatted, in my head, the whole scene played out as we wrote it. That made it feel more real and not just like another wank session.

      I’d never done this kind of thing before, but one night we were talking while we played and we’d finished a particularly hard mission together. I commented that I’d kiss him if he were with me. He laughed and said I could still kiss him. He moved his character in front of mine and wrote how he’d kiss me. It took off from there.

      
        
        
        SBD15: I missed you too. This last delivery was horrible and I had a frustrating trip. *kisses your stomach hungerly* How were the holidays with your family?

        Pityn012: Not as bad as I thought it would be ::falls back onto the bed and tugs your shirt off::

        SBD15: *pulls your pants off and dives onto your fat cock*

        Pityn012: Fuck baby you know how I like it ::thrusts into your mouth::

        SBD15: *sucks hard and licks around your head while I stroke your monster shaft*

        Pityn012: ::braces his feet on the bed and widens his legs::

        SBD15: *smiles wickedly at you as I pull off your cock and take the hint licking down and sucking one fat ball into my mouth as I crouch beside the bed*

        Pityn012: It’s your turn tonight. I want you to fuck me hard ::pumps his shaft with a groan as your tongue circles his balls::

      

      

      

      I stroked my shaft slow with a firm grip before moving my hand to fondle my balls. I widened my legs as far as I could in my chair.

      
        
        
        SBD15: You want my meat in your hole huh? *straightens and spits on my hand to lube up my dick*

        Pityn012: Don’t make me beg. You know you want to pound my tight hole. ::grips the back of his knees pulling them to his chest::

      

      

      

      I groaned at our cheesiness. I would have said it was as bad as porn but porn was worse. But it still turned me on. I pictured dark blue eyes staring at me, filled with lust and hunger. If he didn’t lie, his eye color was one of two things I knew about what he looked like. The other was that he was on the shorter side, based on comments he’s made here and there about not reaching high places.

      
        
        
        SBD15: Don’t worry I’m going to split you in two *gathers more spit on my fingers and slathers your hot hole with it*

      

      

      

      A rapid knock on my door was followed by its opening. I didn’t bother stopping my hand’s path up and down my shaft. Two sets of footsteps came down the hall. A loud gasp shattered the quiet wet noise of my hand on my cock.

      “Why am I always finding you in front of your computer with your dick in your hand?” Connor’s faked surprise didn’t fool me.

      I finally stopped and swiveled my chair to face the boy I’d nearly killed the year before. Bob, his ever-present shadow, was right behind, not even bothering to hide his amusement or the slow way he eyed my cock…again. I wasn’t sure if he wanted to fuck or be fucked by it, but the wheels were turning behind his usually stoic face. I wondered if he and Enrique were finally fucking. I had a feeling the elusive Bob was making the obviously eager Enrique wait.

      Connor had a hand on his jutted-out hip. He was dressed to go out, wearing booty shorts, body glitter, and a mesh shirt that screamed rip me off.

      “Maybe because you’re spying on me through my computer screen and always decide to come down when I’m trying to bust a nut?”

      Connor huffed indignantly. “I am better behaved than that. Now, finish up and get dressed. We’re going to Kālō Drāgana. You obviously need to get out and get some ass or dick or whatever your heart desires.”

      “I take it the whole Scooby gang is going?” I picked up the small towel and started wiping the lube off my hand.

      Conner smirked. “Yes, even Yoshi and Dmitry are coming. Apparently, I’m not allowed in the club anymore without a virtual army with me.” He smiled wide and innocently.

      I shook my head. “Fine. I’ll be ready in fifteen.”

      Connor gasped again. “You won’t be getting so much as your cock licked if you don’t at least try to look presentable. Geez, Mr. T.” He sighed dramatically. “Get in the shower and I’ll go through your closet.”

      Luckily, I didn’t have boundary issues else that would probably bother me. If only he had known that I set him up to do exactly that for me. It beat spending ages trying to decide what to wear. Lazy, sure, but efficient. I logged out of the game without so much as a See ya to anyone and shut down for the night. I hoped SBD had as good a night as I was about to.
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        Rome, Italy

      

      

      The drive wasn’t long since it appeared we were going to the Grande Capo’s city residence and not the sprawling mansion in the countryside. I was nervous and a little scared. One didn’t get called in by the head of the family without a good reason. I worried he found out what I had done in Uzbekistan. I didn’t know how he would have found out, but you never question how these things come about.

      The Grand Capo’s city residence was a floor of an upscale hotel the family owned near Porta Pinciana. The ancient city wall came into view as the car stopped in front of the hotel. The enforcer who got me exited the town car and opened my door before I finished unbuckling. I nodded thanks and waited for him to lead the way. The car left, which could be a bad sign. I would be here a long time or I was not leaving out the front.

      A doorman opened the door to the hotel for us, and I calmly followed the enforcer. It served no purpose to panic now. The enforcer wound his way through the people in the lobby and toward the restaurant entrance. It was dinner time, so I surmised the Grande Capo was eating. It seemed a little cliché to meet the family boss in a restaurant but who was I to protest. A man had to eat after all.

      Don Athos, Grande Capo of the Stagliano family, sat at a table in the middle of the busy restaurant and not in a booth in the back. Tension seeped out of my body. I tried not to sigh with relief since he wanted everyone to see me with him. I was safe, for as much as that was worth these days. He raised his head with a smile at our approach and gestured for me to sit.

      I took the chair across from the slender, silver-haired older man with an uneasy smile. “Good evening, Zio.”

      “Nicola, you’re looking,” he scrutinized my appearance especially considering I had worn jeans compared to his thousands of dollars bespoke suit, “underfed.” He waved at someone behind me, and a bowl of the same soup Don Athos was eating appeared before me.

      “Thank you, Zio.” Now that the food was in front of me, I realized I was famished. I didn’t remember if I had eaten today. I picked up a spoon and took a bite of the hearty vegetable soup.

      “Your mother is worried about you.”

      I snorted and finished my mouthful before speaking. “My mother is only worried about the money I send her.” My mother wasn’t Don Athos’s sister, but our family had worked for the Stagliano family for many generations. I grew up at the country estate with my brother and cousins, calling Don Athos uncle.

      “Don’t disrespect your mother, boy.” Despite Don Athos nearing seventy, he was still a formidable
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