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“I’ve never even been with a man.” Haley tilted his head back. He laughed, almost maniacally. “I’m a thirty-one-year-old virgin. I don’t even know what to do.” 

Open-heart surgery, Haley could do. They taught that in residency. But making love to another man, the feeling he’d vaguely craved since high school? He wasn’t sure about the logistics and mechanics of that, or whether it even felt good. 

“I haven’t either.” Boris was almost whispering. “Other than with Ashton Kutcher.” He grinned and made a hand gesture.

“My dick’s bigger.” Haley loved to see his words hit a man like a freight train. 

“And you have empirical data or what?” Boris replied without even a pause. He wasn’t thrown off balance. He gave Haley a look of clinical inquiry, the same look Boris had given when asking questions at cardiology conferences. 

Sometimes Boris just didn’t believe the purported results. Maybe he’d just called Haley’s bluff.

Boris was smart. Brilliant. 

That brilliance was what made Boris so fascinating — that and the floppy blond hair, the absent minded professor look combined with the razor-sharp presence, and the body that looked like he’d been born a fitness model. 

“No empirical data.” Haley gave Boris a grin of acknowledgment. Yes, they were both closeted gay men in a difficult situation. Yes, they could share a laugh, maybe. But no more than that. “Unless my masturbatory fantasies count as empirics.”

“I don’t think those kinds of empirics will pass clinical trials,” Boris whispered. His smile was slight, positively subtle, but it still stretched across the width of his face. 

“I can let you inspect my dick in person. How’s that for empirics?” 

“I don’t know you well enough.” Boris shook his head. 

“You’re looking for red roses and an engagement ring before we fuck? Maybe I can write you a poem?”

“Not that.” Boris shook his head. The blond locks flopped a bit. “I mean I don’t know you well enough to ascertain whether you’re serious about letting me check your dick in person.”

“I’m a joker, you know.” Haley made some kind of finger-popping gesture of party confetti falling from the sky. He didn’t even know what it was supposed to mean.

Boris shrugged. “I’m a midnight toker.” 

No surprise. Boris Yorshenko was the entire marijuana menace rolled up into one floppy-haired dude.

“That’s also against faculty rules.” Haley wagged his finger at Boris. Just say no. To drugs at least.

“So if I promise to stay away from the cheeba weeba.” Boris pretended to puff on a joint. “Can I invite you up to my room for some post-conference discussion?”

“No way.” Haley tried to look shocked.

“So it’s all for naught, our chat here?” Boris smiled like a man who just didn’t want to let go of the small good thing he and Haley had that weekend. “We just check each other out, have a nice chat, talk about your dick, then go back to our rooms?”

“I never said that.” Haley graced Boris with a smile. “I just said we’re not going to your room.” 

“My regular suite is not good enough for you or something?” Boris waved his key card at Haley, like waving his dick at passers-by. “Is Mister Harvard Man looking for a full presidential suite?”

Haley made an exaggeratedly cautious visual scan of the surroundings. “You might have hidden cameras.”

“Oh jeez.” Boris took off his glasses, then shook his head hard. “What do you think this is, Doctors Gone Wild?” 

“I wouldn’t put it past you KGB people.” 

“Haley.” Boris cleared his throat. “There hasn’t been a KGB in Russia in thirty years. There also hasn’t been Boris Yorshenko in Russia in thirty years. I am deeply, deeply offended.” 

“I’m sorry!” Haley done fucked up. He’d just insulted a colleague, in the midst of trying to fuck him. “I’m really sorry—”

“Got you.” Boris snickered. “I’m not offended. I was just fucking around.”

“Yeah? I knew that. You wanna meet in five minutes and fuck around?” Haley clicked his tongue. “Room seven zero eight.”

“Smooth. Very smooth.” Boris nodded. “You could be a heart surgeon.”

What had Haley just gotten himself into? 

Did he really just make a sex hookup appointment with a colleague, a rival?

He didn’t even know what to do with a man. He’d seen it online, sure, but— 

He couldn’t even back out or pretend to forget. Boris would be right at Haley’s door. In five minutes. Or four minutes by now. 

Heart surgeons were always on time. Even the goofy Russian floppy-haired ones.

***
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IT WAS UNBELIEVABLE, even by Boris’s standards. 

The part about breaking, or at least bending, the rules of faculty propriety wasn’t the unbelievable part. That much, Boris could do enough mental acrobatics to weasel out of. He and Haley weren’t really faculty yet. They hadn’t actually started working. They were only on their orientation weekend. 

In terms of breaking the rules, this wouldn’t be much different from Boris’s occasional rooftop ganja breaks. He and the other residents would sometimes have a bit of a smoke on top of the UCSF Medical Center after a long shift. No harm done, just a few drags on a joint, always days before his next shift. A lot of the faculty at UCSF smoked too, so what was the problem?

The unbelievable part was that he was about to get jiggy with a man. What would be really, totally different. It was what he’d most wanted and most feared.

It was worlds away from Boris’s usual meaningless rebellion, a joint here and a surfboard there. 

Shit. Gay sex with his future colleague wasn’t just against the rules of the University. It was against the law of nature. Or so most of the world believed, anyway. And among them, the Dean of the School of Medicine, and his board of henchmen.

He’d been looking at Haley Bronson the same way he looked at celebrities. Untouchable. Safe to dream about, because it would never, could never happen. A perfectly safe dream to have, because Boris would never have to follow through on it.

He didn’t expect Ashton Kutcher to step out of the TV screen and invite him upstairs. There was some security in wanting what you couldn’t have. But there it was. There was Haley Bronson, perfect, uptight, previously believed to be straight Haley Bronson, inviting Boris to his room.

That chin of Haley’s: that jutting jawline, that strong, masculine chin. Fine, Boris fetishized it. Fine, he knew that staring at it reliably gave him a hard-on. Fine, he had no hope of actually ever feeling that chin rubbing against his face. 

Even on Boris’s way up to Haley’s room, none of it felt real, because it couldn’t be real. Reality could never be that perfect. 

Maybe it was a setup. Maybe the Hyatt Regency Miami had no seventh floor. Maybe room 708 was an elevator shaft. Maybe Haley had sent Boris up to the Dean’s room. 

Maybe.

Or even worse, it would be just as Haley had promised. Boris Yorshenko would be sent to collide face-first with his homosexuality.

The door to room 708 was just barely open. Maybe the other side held a robber or a camera crew.

Or a policeman. His parents had told him about that kind of setup in Russia. 

His mind was really spinning now. Why though? Going to a man’s room for sex was immoral but not illegal. If caught, Boris wouldn’t go to jail. He’d only — lose his image, his reputation, his dream job, his marketability. He’d end up being one of those doctors who don’t even practice medicine. What the hell was he doing, actually?

Boris just barely knocked on the door. He brushed it with his knuckles like he was debridling the wood veneer. He knocked lightly enough so as not to swing it open any more.

“Yo.” That was Haley, Haley being super-masculine so as not to freak anybody out. 

Slowly, the door swung open. On its own. Boris took a half-step forward. 

Steam wafted through the room. Everything smelled like Hyatt toiletries. 

And there stood Haley Bronson, MD. 

Naked.

Holy fucking shit.

Boris gasped. He slammed the door shut behind him. 

The do not disturb sign. He took it off the inside door handle, opened the door again, and stuck it on the outside door handle.

No. That would be too suspicious.

He opened the door again and took off the do not disturb sign. He hung it fastidiously on the inside door handle, like putting away a surgical instrument — in case he might change his mind again.

Haley was casually toweling himself off. He patted dry his pubes like it was a perfectly innocuous part of the body to pat dry. His blue eyes said, “What are you looking at?” Or maybe they just said, “I know what I’ve got.”

There were men on porn sites. There were men Boris surreptitiously glanced at in the gym locker room. They were ok. They served to remind him that as much as he didn’t want to be gay, he was. But they were nothing like Haley Bronson.

Flaccid dicks weren’t even supposed to be erotic. But Haley’s thick flaccid dick hanging between his legs — it had a certain nonchalant bravado. That dick was wearing mirrored aviators, smoking a cigarette: James Dean The Dick. “Yeah. I’m here. I’m cool. I’ll get hard when I want to.” It wasn’t even circumcised. That was how much Haley Bronson’s dick didn’t give a fuck about anything.

Up from Haley’s pubes, his tight, muscled abs flowed into pecs with big blood-red nipples and a chest with just a few hints of hair. When did a cardiac surgeon have time to work out to get a body like that? Had Haley just been born with a six-pack? Did he also pop out of his mom’s womb with a big flaccid dick hanging down between his legs? It seemed like it. Haley’s swagger, his cool blue eyes—

“So we’re gonna have a meeting?” Haley grinned. Early-evening stubble had formed at the edges of his mouth and at the sides of his jaw: he was perfectly groomed as always, just a little bit scruffier. His nonchalant question was suggestive while retaining deniability. Haley was just talking about a meeting with his colleague, after all. And he was naked.

“Yeah—” Boris was just answering his colleague. About a meeting.

His eyes on Haley’s, looking for an objection or refusal, Boris reached out and put his palms on Haley’s hips. 

Haley’s skin was warm. His hips had barely any fat: it was muscle over bone. 

In Haley’s eyes there was no objection or refusal. Haley only parted his lips enough for a smile to peek out.

It was surreal: Haley Bronson, in front of him, naked. Boris wasn’t even sure what to do. He’d watched gay sex online, but this was — this was real, and the man he’d been eyeing from afar, and a man he couldn’t even write off as just a dumb piece of flesh.

Boris stepped closer to Haley. He moved his hands up along Haley’s sides, up over every peak and valley of Haley’s abs, and up to Haley’s hard pecs. 

He squeezed at Haley’s pecs and nipples, watching again for an objection on Haley’s face. Haley would’ve raised an objection, loudly, about anything he didn’t like. Haley threw tantrums at cardiology conferences. But to Boris’s hands, Haley brought no objection, only a widened smile. 

He nodded at Boris. “Take your clothes off.” His voice was low-key and commanding. That must’ve been how he talked in the operating room. Boris knew it well, as a surgeon himself. Hearing another man talk like that was fucking sexy. 

“I hope you don’t mind. I left my lab coat back in my room.” Boris smiled. Being playful took the edge off of being scared as hell.

“Take your clothes off. Now.” Haley’s palms pressed hard into Boris’s chest through his shirt. Over the shirt, Haley’s fingertips ran in circles over Boris’s nipples. Even through starched cotton, it was electric. 

Boris steeled himself not to scream, or squeal, or ejaculate. Any of those might’ve been possible. He’d never felt anything like that. A man had never touched him like that.

Haley’s hands moved to Boris’s top shirt button. With surgical alacrity, one finger maneuvering the button through a hole he held open with two fingers, he undid it. Then the second button. And the third.

Haley reached inside, to Boris’s bare chest. Or he tried. He contorted his arms, with a grin, groping at Boris’s chest hair and smoothing his palms over Boris’s nipples. “Shit. This is fucking contortionism.” Haley laughed while looking down at his arms bent to get under the top of Boris’s shirt.

“You should’ve gone for the laparoscopic technique.” Boris shook his head in reprimand. “Either that or just take off my shirt faster.”

“I’ll take door number two.” One hand still inside the shirt and one hand outside it, Haley worked open Boris’s remaining shirt buttons. 

“Let me help.” Boris started at the bottom of his shirt and unbuttoned toward the top. Boris’s hands met Haley’s, the way two surgeons working in a small place sometimes brushed their fingers against each other. 

Boris grabbed Haley’s palms. He brought Haley’s fine-boned hands up to his mouth and kissed them. 

“Nobody’s ever kissed my hands.” Haley shook his head and laughed. Maybe this felt surreal to Haley too. 

Still holding his hands up to his mouth, Boris blew air between Haley’s fingers. It was ridiculous, but it was all he could think of.

Haley drew his hands away and reached for Boris’s belt. 

His eyes stayed fixed on Boris’s. His hands fumbled with the buckle. 

He was a heart surgeon. He could figure it out.

Haley opened Boris’s pants and slid his hands onto his boxers. Boris shuddered. Haley’s caress was a punch in his thighs all the way to his chest. Boris’s whole body spasmed. He couldn’t believe a man was touching him: not just a man but the most beautiful man he’d ever seen.

Haley’s fingers wrapped around Boris’s dick. His grip was firm, his hands warm even through Boris’s boxers. 

Boris’s body froze. Grinding up against Haley’s hand would’ve been the normal thing to do. Or at least holding Haley’s dick. 

Boris only gasped a little. He wanted whatever Haley was doing, but he was too scared to help it along.

Haley snapped the button on Boris’s slacks and pulled down Boris’s pants. The boxers slid down right along with the pants. Boris’s dick popped out from its boxer short constraints like it was launched from a catapult. The dickhead must’ve been moist; the room’s air conditioning made it feel like ice.

“Kind of embarrassing.” Boris looked down at his rock hard dick. “I’m uncircumcised. That big meaty foreskin.”

“Yeah?” Haley smiled and looked down at his own hard dick. “Foreskin-having bro checking in here.” 

“I don’t even know—” Boris shook his head and sighed as he stared into Haley’s eyes. Were they supposed to kiss? Would that have been gay? Weren’t they already gay? Or at least being gay?

“Kiss me.” There was Haley’s cocky, commanding surgeon voice again. 

What Haley ordered was exactly what Boris wanted. Boris wanted to kiss him more than ever. He breathed in deeply, like he was about to dive underwater, deep in the lagoon of Haley Bronson MD. 

By the time Boris half-closed his eyes and moved his lips forward, Haley was already ravishing Boris’s lips with his own.

Haley’s nose pressed into Boris’s cheek. Haley’s smooth upper lip bumped into Boris’s. Haley’s tongue ran over the surface of Boris’s lips, then pushed shamelessly into Boris’s mouth.

Haley’s tongue was the intruder that Boris had always wanted inside him: his first kiss by a man, his first moment of staring into a man’s eyes, of feeling a man’s hardness against his own, of feeling his own lust finally reciprocated. Boris was still shocked into stillness. This was really, really happening.

Boris forced himself to kiss Haley. Exploring Haley’s lips and tongue with his own tongue was terrifying and wonderful: exactly what Boris had always most wanted and most feared.

One-two. Boris stepped out of the lowered pants and boxers that lay at his ankles. Multitasking was using his toe to hook off his own socks while still kissing Haley. 

Haley’s hot breath seared Boris’s mouth. Boris could only breathe back his own breath into Haley as he kissed him, licked him, explored him. He made love to this gorgeous man’s face, mouth wide open and sucking at Haley’s stubbled chin and jaw.

Boris wrapped his arms around Haley’s waist. He rested his palms on Haley’s butt cheeks. 

Was he allowed to squeeze? In porn they always squeezed. Boris squeezed the cheeks. Haley moaned into Boris’s face. Those gluteal muscles — that ass — sent another wave of arousal through Boris. 

“Get on the bed.” Haley was commanding again.

“I thought you’ve never done this before?” Boris whispered it into Haley’s ear like a confession.

“I haven’t.” Haley’s voice was confident, even cocky, like the worst stereotype of an arrogant surgeon. “Get on the bed.” 

Haley lay his hands on Boris’s hips. His grip was firm. He nudged Boris toward the bed. Boris sat on the bed’s edge, naked, bare feet on the ridiculous institutional hotel-room carpet. What was he supposed to do now?

Sitting down on the bed, Boris faced Haley’s cock. It stood erect, pointing at Boris’s face. Haley looked down at his own cock, then at Boris, as if giving another command, this one nonverbal.

Boris breathed deeply. Haley’s crotch smelled like soap and a sweet smell like pancake syrup. Cowper’s fluid in anatomy class, precum in porn. 

Either way, he breathed Haley’s aroma like a drug. He brought his lips closer to Haley’s cockhead.

“You think I’m giving out free tastings here?” Haley laughed and drew his dick away from Boris’s lips. 

“I thought you wanted me to—” Boris did his best to sound a little bit agitated but still be friendly. Or even better than friendly.

“If you’re gonna get me all worked up —” Haley moved his dick again closer to Boris’s lips. “Then you’ve gotta let me fuck your ass to finish the job.”

“I thought you’ve never—” Boris couldn’t resist smiling. Haley was arrogant even about his sexual prowess.

“Yeah, I’ve never. But I’m gonna.” Haley smiled big. His white teeth made him look voracious, like the Big Bad Wolf. He pushed his crotch closer to Boris’s mouth. The syrupy smell of precum was irresistible; it had that unsubtle sweetness of a cotton candy machine, as if someone had developed a flavor called Big Sweet Dick. “So you gonna suck it or what?”

After all, it wasn’t going to suck itself.

“You take such liberties with your grammar.” Boris shook his head in a strong sign of tsk tsk. 

The closer he brought his nose to the shiny tip of Haley’s dick, the more he wanted to suck it. He pursed his lips and opened his mouth wide. He’d do it like in porn: keep his lips tight around the dick to make it more exciting for Haley. The gay sex videos he’d watched between surgical tutorials were proving useful.

Haley’s cockhead landed on Boris’s lips: slippery-wet, warm and sweet. Boris puckered his lips to kiss the cockhead’s very tip, then opened wider and wider to push the cockhead, then the whole shaft, inside his mouth. 

Deeper. The tip sliding over the roof of Boris’s mouth. Going back to the throat and parts unknown. 

For every two pushes against the sides of Boris’s mouth, the gums and cheeks, Haley’s cock boldly pushed directly toward Boris’s throat, toward the core of his being. That was where Boris wanted it to go.

Haley
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