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The weather might have made my mood foul, or it could be that I had been waiting for over an hour for someone who had no thought for anyone but himself. Right now I don’t care much about him, either. Maybe I’m grumpy because it took longer than usual to lose my tails.

I raise a cigarette to my lips, my first all day. I know I shouldn’t, not before meeting, but I feel like telling the whole world to fuck off. I snap open my lighter and raise it to the tip, only to have the cigarette flicked from my lips.

It can only be Alex.

“I told you not to smoke until after we meet.”

I watch my cigarette disappear into the gutter with the rain. He grabs my collar.

“Come on, let’s go fuck.”

I don’t know why I agree to this in the first place. It would be more than possible to make two homophobic mafia families believe that the respective prized sons were gay, without using sex. Or to piss them off without fucking anybody. I know Alex is smart enough to come up with a way to do it, but he’s a pretty selfish bastard. I think part of him just likes knowing that he’s sticking it to the rival’s son.

“This way,” he says, tapping my arm. The hotel is nothing special. I stand by the elevator while he pays for the room. He uses his real name, then looks over at me, then adds my name as well. Yeah, I know we’re supposed to be caught.

His walk is jaunty as he strolls across the lobby to join me at the elevators. “Room 436,” he says. He sounds smug, though there’s really no reason for it. The only sound on the short ride to the fourth floor is the ding of the elevator and his humming. He always does that on elevators, and it’s almost always the same tune. Every time I hear that fucking Muppet theme now, I get a chubby.

I don’t know how many times we’ve done this over the last year—meeting up, fucking, then going on about our business. It’s irregular, but lately it’s been a lot. Alex always calls me first.

I don’t bother looking around while he opens the room. I lost my tail, but isn’t the whole point of this thing to get caught? I should have been less careful.

Alex starts undressing as soon as the door shuts. “I wanna fuck you in the ass,” he sings, which he only knows because of that old Swedish commercial that everyone rediscovered. Those are the only words he knows, too.

I sigh, and remove my coat.

“Are you ready?” Alex asks, folding his pants.

“Yeah,” I respond. “This is getting really dangerous, you know what I'm saying?”

“Sweet.”

At some point one round became two, then two rounds became two with foreplay, sometimes three without. It’s no longer a surprise when Alex comes up behind me and starts kissing my neck. I can feel his erection poking at my lower back. We’ve never done it standing up, but I think our height differences wouldn’t serve us well if we tried.  I finish unbuttoning my shirt while Alex unbuckles my pants. He nips at my neck and ear, unzipping my trousers to thrust his hand inside and cup my balls.

“Somebody’s eager,” I grumble. I sound like I don’t want it.

“Someone else is in a bad mood,” he replies smoothly, using his long fingers to coax me to full erection.

“I could have used that cigarette.” Dropping my shirt, I step away from Alex to shuck my pants and sit down on the bed. “I’m down to three per day, thanks to some nosy Russian bastard.”

“Do you have to go back to work after this?” Alex inquires.

I shake my head, watching him. He’s pale, and looks like he descended from some sort of ancient Arctic royalty. His hips are narrow and his body is slim. He’s built like a diver; just muscles running under skin, over bone. We don’t match.

“You’re giving me a weird look,” Alex says as he throws his briefs onto his neat clothes pile. “What’s up?”

I shrug. “Maybe nobody’s figured this—” I gesture between us, “out yet is because I don’t look like your type.”

Alex laughs, which makes his erection bounce. “You know nothing about gay culture, my friend. The gym is like a homo holy place.” He kneels between my thighs and runs his hand over my pecs. “All this is gay crack. It’s everyone’s type. I mean, I could stand to bulk up if I wanted to pull more hole. You’re a bite-sized muscle man with an amazing ass and a thick cock. Plus, your face really helps.”

“Huh,” I say, and that’s all I can manage before he goes down on me.

Alex is a genius at giving head now. His tongue never stops moving, whipping the underside of my shaft while his lips encase it, teasing the slit as he sucks on the head, teasing my balls when he takes them in his mouth. When he’s ready to make me cum, he starts bobbing up and down, faster and faster, and tugs my balls while he does it. Right when I can’t keep my hips still anymore Alex just works the tip, jacking my shaft with his free hand.

I think Alex likes it that I don’t warn him anymore, but that’s maybe because he can tell as well as I can when I’m going to shoot down his throat. I fall back on the bed and clutch the blankets, pushing my dick as far into Alex’s mouth as I can, shuddering with each spurt.

“Fuck,” I breathe hard. “Ah, fuck that’s good.”

“You came pretty fast,” he says, wiping his mouth. Alex grabs a condom and puts it on, watching me watch him.

“You got better,” I reply.

“That’s because I know what you like,” he retorts. “Lube up, Mario. My dick is Bowser and it’s coming for your Princess Peach.”

“Lame,” I retort, but I’m laughing anyway.

Round one is quick. I make sure my ass is slick and get on my hands and knees on the edge of the bed. Alex slides that long, slender cock into me, and then grabs my hips and starts pounding. He comes, I don’t, and then I clean up and flop into bed while he showers off. I don’t mind letting Alex get one nut out of the way. It still feels good. He’s just gearing up for the post-fuck post-nap fuck, the one that lasts longer and leaves me knobby-kneed and exhausted.

I lie there half-asleep, listening to him sing over the sound of the water and the patter of rain on the window.  I know the song, I think, some rock ballad from the nineties. He has a nice voice.



That was the first thing I noticed when he first approached me.  We met at a black tie event for some bigwig friend of both our families, maybe the birthday of an appropriately crooked politician. It was fancy enough to check your weapons and bodyguards at the door, so there was no one to stop him when he stood next to me.

“Do you have any idea why we’re here?” he asked in a mellow tone.

I glared at the glass of champagne in my hand. “None.” I wished it were a cigarette.

“You’re with the Fillipelli family, right?”

“Mario.” I looked over at him for the first time, noticing the fair skin, blue eyes, the wide mouth and light brown hair. “Ivanov. Alexander, isn’t it?”

“Alex.” His smile didn’t erase the boredom from his expression. “Our families are watching. Should we shake hands?”

I shrugged and offered mine.  He hung onto it when I began to draw back.

“You in the mood to piss off your people?'' he asked suddenly.

I looked around quickly, and saw my grandfather, father, my uncles, and my cousins staring at us. I could guess which partygoers were related to Alex Ivanov by the daggers that were shooting at me from their eyes.

“Yes.”

“Awesome,” he said, and let go of my hand. “Then we are now best friends. Smile at me.”

I did.

“Let’s have coffee sometime.”

“Where?” I don’t know why that was the first thing out of my mouth.

“Café du Sud.”

I nodded. Haitian territory. Safe. “Wednesday at eleven.”

Alex clapped me on the back. We didn’t speak for the rest of the night, but fuck if I didn’t catch hell for talking to him. I pretended like I had no idea who Alex was. It was the most fun I’d had in years.
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