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Reviews for Mi Amor:

“Coming out, growing up, having fun, being a man. Neil Plakcy gives his readers a gay romance, but not without asking questions that every gay man has to answer as he decides what his life will be.” Ulysses Dietz, author of Desmond and Vampire in Suburbia. 

“Plakcy has long been one of my favorite writers and this book is up to his usual standard of excellence. The writing is vivid and clear and never gets in the way of the story. I felt as if I were present every step of the way traveling the story path right beside the wonderfully developed characters.” Elisa Rolle, reviewer and organizer of the Rainbow Awards for LGBT literature. Mi Amor was a 2012 Rainbow Awards Honorable Mention book.
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1 – Stargazer Lilies
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I already had six bouquets of stargazer lilies in my shopping cart and was examining the seventh when I realized that this sexy Latin guy was cruising me. Though I am undeniably cute—my friends kid me that I look like I just stepped out of an Abercrombie and Fitch ad—it’s not me; it’s the Publix. When they built this new grocery in a funny corner of South Beach, it became cruise central. And no, I don’t mean those big ocean liners, though you can see them a few blocks away.

I looked up, and he was standing right by my wagon, sniffing. When he saw me looking at him, he got all embarrassed and said, “Sorry, they just smell so luscious.” He had the slightest Spanish accent and a baritone voice that made me go all mushy inside.

He wore a dark green Ralph Lauren polo shirt that showed off his deep tan; faded, butt-molded jeans; and scuffed cowboy boots. Even though I was in the middle of a crisis—finding bunches of lilies for a party my client was holding in less than two hours—I had to stop and flirt. A boy’s got to do what a boy’s got to do. “And they’re gorgeous,” I said. We made direct eye contact, and I smiled.

I have a killer smile. I suffered through two years of orthodontia for it, and since I kissed my first boy at fourteen, I’ve been unleashing it on sexy guys.

From smiling, these guys and I proceed to flirting. And then to bed. That’s the way I liked my relationships: quick, dirty, and fun. I was twenty-six years old, and I lived in the biggest gay candy store in the world. Why tie myself down with jelly beans when there were licorice, gumballs, and chocolate drops out there?

I was moving toward sealing the deal with my Latin lover when Jean-Jacques Valentin roared up. He may be my best friend in all the world, and I appreciate the way he pitches in to help me out when I’m on the brink of disaster, but his timing sucks. He’s a six-two flaming Haitian queen, and sometimes he comes on too strong.

“I found these darling dishes in the kitchenware aisle,” Jean-Jacques said, holding up six pottery bowls in a celadon green. “If you’ve got some Styrofoam and some wire, problem solved!”

He skidded to a stop next to my cart and looked from me to the sexy cowboy, who said, “Well, see you around,” and pushed off.

I elbowed Jean-Jacques and whispered fiercely, “That was my after-dinner treat you just chased away!”

“Oh, honey, there’ll be six more treats for you at the party tonight. Get over your gorgeous blond self.”

At the mention of the word party, I zapped back to earth. After four years of organizing events at trendy South Beach clubs, working my way up from passing out flyers on the beach to hosting every rap star, B-list actress, hunk of the moment, and fashion-victim heiress, I’d begun organizing private events outside the club circuit.

This party was the launch for a new condo on West Avenue, on one of the few tiny pieces of land that doesn’t already have a high-rise on it. I’d been introduced to the owners by my old friend, Vladislav Solonenko, or Vlad the Impaler as I started to call him the first time he butt-fucked me with his monster dick. Vlad’s an investor, with his hands in many different South Beach ventures. Some are frightened that he’s part of the Russian mafia, but I’ve seen him cry over TV commercials.

My job: take an empty lot littered with trash and surrounded by a chain-link fence, and create a South Seas fantasy that embodied the developer’s concept: the Balinese, a teak-and-tapa-cloth condo-hotel for the ultrarich. And I’d been doing a damn good job until my flower delivery arrived, and I discovered that someone had forgotten to include water with the floral centerpieces. The result? You don’t want to know. Hence the quick dash to Publix.

We grabbed the flowers and those darling little bowls, and as we hurried to finish every last detail, I forgot all about my Latin lover. That is, until later that night, when he and I stood eye to eye on opposite sides of a scale model of the hotel, two low-rise towers surrounded by lush landscaping—all in papier-mâché, of course. For once, I was speechless. Fortunately, he wasn’t.

“Looks like the lilies did solve your problem,” he said.

He cleaned up nicely. In place of his work clothes, he wore a beautifully fitted tuxedo with narrow lapels that accentuated his broad shoulders and his narrow waist. His white tux shirt was immaculately pressed and shone like a spotlight. Most men can’t carry off a bow tie, but he could—in black silk, and hand-tied to boot. “I’m Javier Marisco,” he said, sticking out his hand.

So much for the idea that he was an ordinary workman. I knew from Vlad that Javier was one of the most successful small developers on the beach, and that Vlad had invested in one of his condo conversions. “Adam Beller,” I said, reaching toward him. Our hands met over a papier-mâché palm tree. His was rough, sun-burned, and calloused, but his grip was strong. I felt like someone had just plugged me into an electric socket.

“Party planner to the stars,” Javier said. “I’ve heard a lot about you.”

“All of it true. Except for that story about the men’s room at Club Deco. That’s a total fabrication.”

“Ah, and that’s my favorite story,” Javier said. “I’m disappointed.”

“You’re a flirt, is what you are.”

“And you’re not?”

We were still holding hands, and our gazes were locked on each other. “Perhaps,” I said. “I’ve been called worse.”

He released his grip. “You’ll have to tell me all your secrets.”

“Please. At least buy me dinner first.”

“I’ll do that. How about after the party?”

I ran through a mental checklist at hyper speed. The developer had already given his welcome speech, and we’d finished all the black bowfin caviar, the champagne, and almost all the divine pastries baked specially for me by an elderly French woman whose name I guard more fiercely than the list of men I’ve slept with.

At least half the guests had left, and the rest would probably filter away within the next half hour, depending on how fast the Guatemalan valets could bring their luxury vehicles around from the empty lot down the street. I could trust Jean-Jacques with the cleanup. Vlad was hosting an after-party at Privé, but he’d never miss me. “Sure,” I said. “Give me about an hour?”

“I’ll be waiting.” He smiled and turned as one of the bitchiest female real estate brokers on the beach grabbed him by the arm and dragged him away to someone he just had to meet.

After saying good-bye to Vlad and the developer, giving Jean-Jacques directions, and air-kissing a dozen women with big boobs, puffy lips, and flat skin—none of it part of the original package—I slipped off to the men’s room in the sales trailer for a quick evaluation.

I’d been on the go since noon, with only a mad dash home between Publix and the party for a quick change into tuxedo and patent leather loafers. Fortunately, my industrial-strength hair gel had kept every delicate blond lock in place, though I was starting to get some nine-o’clock shadow. I was just peering in the mirror trying to assess the situation when the door swung open, and Javier Marisco walked in.

“Don’t change a thing for me,” he said.

I spun around, embarrassed to be caught at my toilette, and he stepped right up and kissed me.

Such a simple word, kissed. It doesn’t do justice to what happened between Javier and me. He wrapped his arms around me and pulled my body close to his. His cologne smelled of citrus and salt water, and his recently shaved face was smooth against my own light stubble.

I wrapped my hands around his head as our lips met. Just the lightest pressure at first, and then both of us parted our lips and pressed harder. I felt every point at which our tuxedo-clad bodies touched, through all those layers of cotton, silk, and tropical-weight wool, and it was like dozens of tiny fireworks explosions going off in my head. Our tongues danced, our noses brushed, my heart started skipping beats, and my dick jumped to attention. It was way more than just a kiss.

I pulled back. “I believe you promised me dinner.”

“Absolutely.” He took my hand, and I followed him out into the deserted sales office. I waved to Jean-Jacques as we passed the Polynesian fantasy tent—now being broken down into its component parts for return to the rental company—and Javier and I walked out to West Avenue.

He led me a few blocks away to Barton G’s, where he commandeered us a private table in an alcove of brown and bronze suede. He ordered an array of elegant, delectable food that I hardly tasted, because I was so busy drinking him in. Under the table, our feet rested against each other.

“I started working as a carpenter on the beach when I was seventeen,” he said, between appetizer and entrée. “I lived with my parents in Hialeah and took two buses every day to get to work. I saved every penny I could, and I closed on my first building the day after I got my construction management degree from FIU.”

I loved the way he talked, the occasional rolled r, the way every Spanish word—even street names—got the perfect Castilian pronunciation. He was almost unbelievably handsome: dark curly hair, with one stray lock that dropped over his forehead; cinnamon skin, deep green eyes, and lips that were so full and luscious I longed to kiss them again. “And when did you know you were gay?” I took a sip from my glass of Chilean chardonnay.

He laughed. “You get to the point, don’t you?”

“Teenaged boy taking two buses every day to hang out on South Beach. It doesn’t take a brain surgeon to figure it out.”

“Took me a while. Being Cuban, I didn’t want to think about the possibility that I could be a maricón, as my father would say. That is, until I kissed a guy for the first time, when I was about nineteen. Then I knew.”

“I knew in boarding school. Deerfield. I was fourteen. Heaven is being a gay boy at an all-boys’ school.”

“No bullying?”

“I had my protectors.”

The waiter brought our entrées. I tried to eat slowly, to savor the delicious food, but as Javier rubbed the side of my leg with his foot, I wanted to scramble under the table and suck his dick, or drag him into the men’s room and make out. I ached to do something—anything—to stop the exquisite torture of longing to kiss those lips again, to see what that body looked like when it was stripped of its tuxedo, to feel him pressing up against me one more time.

“Coffee? Dessert?” the waiter asked as he cleared away our plates. My eyes locked on Javier’s, and I knew that he felt the same fire I did.

“Just the check, please,” Javier said. Those four words had never sounded so beautiful. He turned to me after the waiter left and said, “I have an apartment in the Madrigal, a building I renovated across from the marina. We could take our time and walk over there—or grab a cab.”

“Javier, sometime soon I’d love to take a nice, long moonlit walk with you around South Beach. But right now, I’d rather fall into the backseat of a cab with you and start making out.”

He grinned, that dazzling white smile radiating against his rich, full lips. “I like the way you think.” When the waiter came back, Javier pulled a few bills off a roll from his pocket, and we were out the door. We picked up a cab that had just disgorged a rich old lizard and a siliconed girl young enough to be his granddaughter, and just as I’d hoped, we locked lips as soon as Javier gave the driver his address.

We hit every green light on West Avenue and were at Javier’s in minutes. I hated pulling away from him, even briefly. But I wrapped my arms around him in the key-operated elevator up to his sixth-floor penthouse, and it felt like I was falling down a long, slippery slope. The doors opened directly into his living room, and I hardly noticed the dazzling bayfront view of the Miami skyline as we spilled out onto a plush white carpet, still locked in each other’s arms.

The next few minutes were a mad jumble of tuxedo jackets, shirts, and bow ties coming off. I lost my footing and fell to the fluffy white carpet, softer than whipped cream, ending up on my back on the floor, Javier above me. Both of us were shirtless, and I admired the perfection of his six-pack abs, the elegant taper from his broad shoulders down, the trail of dark hair that ran from the center of his perfect pecs until it disappeared behind the waistband of his tuxedo pants.

With fumbling fingers, he unsnapped and unzipped my pants. My dick was already hard as a rock, and he tugged down my shorts enough to free it. In one long gulp he sucked it down to the root, then came up for air and went right back down again. “Javier, scoot around,” I said, pushing his shoulders. “Let me suck you too.”

He stood up, kicked off his shoes, unbuttoned his pants, and dropped them and his briefs to the floor. While he did that, I pulled my own loafers and socks off and shimmied my pants and briefs off completely. Both of us naked then, he came back to the floor, his fat, uncircumcised dick bobbing happily in front of my face.

We both began sucking in earnest. He was balancing on his hands above me, but my hands were free, and I used them to caress the globes of his ass, a beautiful light brown ass I’d only seen for the briefest of seconds but longed to know more about. Too quickly, he pulled out of my mouth as his body shuddered, and he came in spurts on my chest. The pressure built in my body, waves of sensation rolling one after the other. A few seconds later, I lifted his head off me and experienced one of the most powerful orgasms I’d ever had.

Javier collapsed next to me, both of us catching our breath. “We were like animals,” he said, with wonder. “I’ve never felt so totally descontrolado—out of control.”

I didn’t want to seem like a slut, so I said, “Neither have I.” And the truth was that my experience with Javier had been unlike any other I’d had. Sometimes you meet a hot guy who turns out to be lukewarm in bed; sometimes a jerk gives great head but makes you hate yourself for hanging out with him. I’d been around the block a few times—Jean-Jacques would say I’d worn a rut in the pavement—but the feeling I got from Javier was something unique.

“Let me get a towel,” he said, standing, and I got to watch his beautiful back and ass as he left the room. I loved the way he walked—so sure and confident, with a bit of Latin swagger. He returned a moment later with a couple of washcloths soaked in warm water, and I got to see him from the front as well—which was even better than the back.

We cleaned up, and then Javier said, “Would you like something to drink? A whiskey, a brandy?” 

He started to get up, but I grabbed his arm and pulled him back down. “There’s plenty of time. Stay here with me.”

He smiled that beautiful pearly smile, and I gave him one in return. He scooted over close to me, and I rested my head against his shoulder. He wrapped an arm around me and kissed the top of my head.

“I’ve seen you before,” he admitted. “A few times at parties. You’re always the center of attention.”

“I wish you’d have said hello.”

“Not me. I’m shy.”

I laughed out loud. “You grabbed me in the men’s room at the Balinese trailer and kissed me like your life depended on it. That’s not shy.”

“But we’d already spoken. At the Publix and at the party. I knew you were interested.”

His right hand—attached to the arm that was wrapped around my back—began tickling my right nipple. At first just the very tip of his index finger grazed the nub; then he increased the pressure, and I responded. Then his left hand did the same with my left nipple. When both were tough little buds, I twisted out of his grasp and turned to face him.

We kissed again, lying there on the plush white carpet, our clothes and the wet washcloths scattered around us. That first flush of animal passion had faded, and in its place was growing something stronger, something I hadn’t felt with many guys before.

I pulled away from his lips and kissed his collarbone. His back arched, and his neck tilted back. I began slowly kissing my way down his chest, but I hadn’t gotten more than halfway when he grasped my head in his hands and pulled me off. “I have a bed, you know,” he said.

“Really?” I looked up into his eyes and smiled.

“Yes.” He smiled back. “Let me show it to you.” He stood up, pulling me with him, and put his hands around my waist, then directed me down a hallway lined with framed photos of modern-day Havana.

“Did you take these?” They were gorgeous sun-washed images, colors so vibrant that it was like looking through a window rather than at a photo.

“I go once a year on an exchange program. I help build houses in poor neighborhoods, and in my spare time I take pictures. But come, let me demonstrate my other hobby to you. You can look at the photos later.”

I turned my head and kissed his cheek, just for a moment; then we continued into the bedroom. French doors that opened onto a broad balcony ran the length of the spacious room. The centerpiece was a king-size sleigh bed, made of mahogany, with the rolled ends on the headboard and footboard that made it seem like you were in a magical carriage.

I stopped in the doorway and took a deep breath. “I’ve always wanted a bed like this.”

“Funny, I’ve always wanted a man like you in this bed with me.”

I turned around to face him, and we kissed, our bodies nestling together. He was an inch or two taller than I was, perhaps six-three to my six-one, but we fit together well. I have a good body—not the greatest, because I refuse to get up before noon, and my only exercise is with an amateur swim club I belong to, but my metabolism is fast, and I don’t have any fat where it matters. I’m slim and mostly hairless, just tufts under my arms and around my groin. While not as muscular as Javier, my body was still a man’s, with strong calves and thighs, flat stomach, and rounded biceps.

Javier seemed to like it. He kept roaming his hands over me, nuzzling my shoulders, pressing his dick—hard again now like mine—against me. Gradually we made our way to the bed, which was elevated by short legs and a pillow-top mattress. The whole thing was covered by a duvet patterned with palm trees and tropical haciendas.

I turned and bent over the bed, presenting him with my ass, and he knew what to do. He opened the drawer in a side table, removed lube and a condom, and suited up his dick. Then I heard a plop noise as he squirted some lube onto his finger. He began running his finger up and down my ass crack.

The lube was cold, and I shivered, but quickly all I felt back there was warmth and desire. First one finger penetrated me, then two. And then—his dick.

I had never felt so full, so complete, so loved. His dick up my ass was everything I dreamed a man could give me. Then he began fucking me, slowly at first, then harder, with longer strokes, and I knew there was more to love than I had even dreamed of.

“Mi amor, mi corazón, mi cielo,” he murmured, caressing my body with his work-roughened hands as his dick plowed my ass. I didn’t need a dictionary to know he was calling me his love, his heart, his sky. I wanted to say the same things back to him, but I couldn’t speak; I was absorbed in the act of receiving his love.

I don’t know how long he fucked me. It could have been minutes, it could have been hours. All I know is that it seemed to lock in something that had begun when our eyes met over the stargazer lilies at Publix. He alternated a rhythm of long, slow strokes with a hard, fast pistoning, and then he made a noise that was half a cry of passion and half a scream of pain, and the movement stopped. He slumped against me for a moment—his smooth, hard body resting against mine—and then he pulled back.

I climbed up on the bed and lay on my back, facing him. My dick stood at attention. I expected him to get on the bed with me and blow me again—but he had other ideas. He pulled another condom out of the drawer and rolled it down over my dick, then squirted some lube on his fingers.

Facing me, he lowered his hand to his ass. Not breaking eye contact with me, he began lubing his own hole as I watched. It was an incredibly erotic experience—watching him prepare for me. I expected he’d want me to stand and fuck him over the bed, as he’d done to me, but when I went to get up, he pushed me back down.

Then he climbed on the bed and straddled me. Again, facing me, our eyes focused only on each other, he slowly lowered himself onto my dick. The awesome muscles in his thighs and calves contracted and expanded as he moved up and down over me. Then, with me inside him, he slowly leaned forward to kiss me, balancing his hands on my shoulders.

The muscles of his ass worked my dick like none I’d ever experienced. All too quickly, I felt myself building toward climax. I usually close my eyes, focusing only on my dick—but this time I kept my eyes open, locked on Javier. The feeling of connection was incredible, as if we were two parts of the same person. My body shuddered, I began to pant, and then in a massive spurt my cum began to fill the condom’s reservoir. Javier leaned forward, and we kissed, and I felt like he was transferring a life force back into me.

I closed my eyes after he’d pulled out of me and left the bedroom. What a wild day it had been, from the drama of the ruined flower arrangements to my flirtation with Javier at the Publix, through all the steps that had brought me here to his bed. And looking at the clock, I could see it was barely midnight. For me, the night was just beginning.

I was wondering which club Javier would want to head out to when he returned with fresh washcloths and two snifters of golden brandy on a glass tray. He cleaned himself and me, then got into bed next to me as we sipped the snifters. “Vlad is having an after-party at Privé,” I said. “Do you want to go over there?”

He laughed. “This is already past my bedtime. I have to be on-site at seven thirty. Will you spend the night with me?”

I considered, for just a moment. The crowd, the fun, the bar, the dancing. All the wild night life that waited for me. It didn’t take more than that to roll over, snuggle up to Javier, and say, “I thought you’d never ask.”
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I woke to Javier leaning above me, fully dressed, kissing my forehead. “What time is it?” I groaned.

“Just after seven. Go back to sleep, mi amor. When you’re ready to leave, just ring for the elevator.”

He kissed my lips, gently, and then he was gone. His bed was so soft, it felt like I was sleeping on clouds. I turned onto my side, clutched one of the fluffy pillows, and fell right back to sleep.

I awoke again just before noon. For a moment, I was disoriented. My apartment wasn’t that bright in the morning, and my bed wasn’t nearly as comfortable. Where was I?

Then it all came back to me. My nipples and my ass were still sore and I had morning wood, but I couldn’t remember having been fucked so well in a long time. I stretched lazily and yawned, then stumbled into the bathroom. It was like a hotel, all marble and glass, with a rain showerhead, a towel warmer, and a wicker basket filled with tiny soaps and lotions on the vanity.

I went back through the night in my head. I had been with a lot of men, from my first hand jobs on prep school classmates to a bearded, middle-aged Dutch tourist I’d met the week before at a club. I’d had bad sex, average sex, good sex, and great sex. I’d been sucked and fucked, experimented with bondage, water sports, and sensory deprivation. But I’d never felt the depth of connection with another man that I had felt with Javier Marisco.

That was scary. I wasn’t interested in falling in love. Been there, done that, got my heart ripped out and recovered. I wasn’t going to fall for that trap again. There had to be something wrong with Javier, a detail I could use to nip this infatuation in the bud.

I took a shower, using Javier’s lemon verbena soap and his citrus shampoo. By the time I finished, I felt like I’d bathed in a supermarket aisle. I walked back into the bedroom, wrapped in one of his oversize fluffy towels, and considered my clothing options.

I hate putting on dirty underwear after a nice clean shower. Usually after a sleepover I end up going commando, my briefs tucked in my pocket. But the thought of slipping into a pair of Javier’s undies and wearing them home made me hard again. I opened the top drawer of the sleek credenza and looked into my options.

Ahh, Javier was a man after my own heart. I think your choice of underwear says a lot about you, and I consider my options as carefully as I do my outerwear. Certain occasions call for boxers, others for briefs, still others for boxer briefs. Javier obviously felt the same, because in neat rows I saw cotton boxers, boxer briefs, silk bikinis, and thongs. I chose a pair of silk boxers with a slit up the side, in a tiger print.

Thus attired, I felt ready to face the world, and faced my first task: exploring Javier’s apartment, starting with his medicine cabinet. Yeah, it’s cheesy and snoopy, but I hoped I’d find some hidden secret that would turn off my lust button. I looked for hemorrhoid cream, evidence of past STDs, dandruff shampoo, or lip gloss.

But all I found was the usual array of over-the-counter medicines, condoms, lube, and some very expensive face cream. I closed my eyes and tried to remember Javier’s face. Had I seen some fine lines around his eyes? How old was he, anyway?

He had worked in construction for years, before starting his own business. That must be why he was so careful of his skin—all that time in the Florida sun. I have the kind of fair skin that burns rather than tans, so I avoid the sun whenever I can, sticking to the shady side of the street, never going out to the beach without a generous lather of something with an SPF of at least 50.

I went back to his closet, looking for orthopedic shoes, polyester shirts, or any other fashion faux pas that might turn me off. But alas, his array of designer labels made my heart beat just a little faster. Were we the same size, I wondered? Would he mind if I borrowed that crisp, midnight blue oxford-cloth shirt? It would go so well with my coloring.

Giving up on the bedroom, I went out to Javier’s kitchen in search of caffeine. I’d have preferred Starbucks, where they make the coffee for you, but I fiddled around with Javier’s fancy machinery until I heard the divine noise of coffee brewing. While it percolated, I snooped through the rest of the apartment. You had to give him credit; he had good taste. The furniture was handmade: dark woods polished to a high shine, overstuffed cushions in tropical prints.

He had a big-screen TV, a solid collection of novels ranging from classics to bestsellers, and a few elegant pieces of crystal displayed on dust-free glass shelves. He must have a maid, I thought. No one could live such a perfect life.

I went back into the kitchen and made myself a latte, foaming the milk and sprinkling the top with cinnamon powder, then took my drink out to the balcony.

The view of Biscayne Bay, with the Miami skyline just beyond, was fabulous, and I imagined making love to Javier out there at night, with the dazzling cityscape behind us. My dick poked straight out of Javier’s silk boxers, and I had the urge to jerk off right there, marking my territory with whatever semen I had left in my body after having it drained so much the night before.

But I resisted. A boy has to have some standards, after all. One of Javier’s business cards sat in the center of the kitchen table, and on the back he’d scrawled, Call me, mi amor.

I would. But not right away. I’d keep him hanging for a day or two. I wasn’t some lovesick teenager mooning after a handsome man. Besides, I had a date that afternoon.

Not anything romantic, you understand. Purely business. Vlad Solonenko didn’t stir my heart the way Javier did, but he did throw a lot of business my way, and if the cost of that business was the occasional naked romp with the sexy, closeted Russian, I didn’t mind.

The night I met Vlad, I was twenty-one, and I’d been on the Beach for a couple of weeks, making the rounds of all the clubs, checking out the venues and the parties to see how I could break in. It was after midnight one Monday, at a short-lived club on Washington Avenue called the Palms. I was leaning against the bar, taking a break from dancing my ass off when I caught the eye of a bearish guy with beefy pecs, lounging at a nearby table with a buxom blonde.

He motioned over a waiter, and pointed at me, in my skimpy white tank top and tight peach-colored shorts. Soon I was holding my Cosmopolitan up to him in thanks. A few minutes later, he stopped by to say hello. His name was Vladislav Solonenko, he said, with an accent reminiscent of Boris and Natasha from the Rocky and Bullwinkle cartoons.

I thanked him for the drink. “You like vodka?” he said. “I import.” He handed me his card. “You should call me sometimes. We could have interests in common.”

Despite the presence of the blonde, Vlad gave me a vibe, and I smiled and said I thought we just might. After he left, I asked the bartender about him. “Vladi Vodka,” he said, showing me a bottle. “He supplies most of the clubs on the Beach.”

Just the kind of guy I’d like to get to know, I thought. A man with his connections could open some doors for me and help me kick-start my business. I’d been pretty successful in college, running everything from booze-free mixers to blue movie nights at fraternities, and I had an idea that I could turn that hobby into a full-time occupation.

A trust fund set up by my grandfather gave me enough cash to squeak by, if all I wanted to do was fuck around. But I was a victim of that old Protestant work ethic—I couldn’t just sit around and live off grandpa’s cash. I came from a long line of doctors, lawyers, business executives, and minor nobility. I decided to stake my claim on the party-planning business in South Beach.

The next morning, I called the number on Vlad’s card and set up a meeting. I wore a pair of Valentino slacks that hugged my ass and an Armani button-down shirt that left little to the imagination. “Mr. Solonenko,” I said, shaking his big, square hand. I held on for just a moment longer than necessary, making eye contact. “It’s so nice of you to agree to talk to me.”

“Pleasure is mine.” He licked his lips, and I felt like Little Red Riding Hood meeting the wolf. But I’d met a few wolves before, and I knew how to handle them. “Please, have seat,” he said, motioning me to a big leather armchair across from his desk. “So, who is Adam Beller?”

I sat back and crossed my legs. “I’m going to be the best-known party planner on the Beach. Within, say, six months or so.”

Vlad raised his eyebrows. “Really?”

I went into a quick spiel about my experience in college. My hand found its way to my neck. “It’s hot in here. Do you mind if I...”

I unbuttoned the second button of my shirt, then the third. Vlad’s tongue was nearly hanging out of his mouth. “You are very handsome man,” he said.

“You think so? That’s sweet. I know I’m kind of a twink, but some men like that.” I looked down for a moment, then back up at Vlad. “I prefer my men older, bigger. Like you.”

If I’d been a fly fisherman, I couldn’t have set the hook better. Vlad was starting to sweat.

“Maybe we help each other. I know many club owners. I introduce you.”

“That would be wonderful.” I unbuttoned the rest of my shirt and slipped it off. “What could I do for you in return?”

Vlad shifted in his chair. I figured his hard-on was pressing painfully against his pants by then. “I must be discreet,” he said. “Would not be good for my reputation, you know, in business.”

“I am very discreet.” I stood up, kicked off my loafers, and unbuttoned my slacks, which slipped to the floor. I’d gone commando that morning, so I stood there naked, waiting for Vlad to make the next move.

He pressed the intercom on his phone. “Marina?” he said, his voice hoarse. “You hold calls, please?”

“Yes, Mr. Solonenko.”

Vlad walked over to the office door and pressed the button to lock it. Then he came up behind me and kissed the back of my neck. I shivered at his touch as he ran his big hands over my thighs and then my sides. He groaned softly as he pressed his body against mine. Then he moved me over toward the desk.

Keeping one hand wrapped around me, he jerked open the desk drawer and removed a condom and a bottle of lube. “Yes, such sweet ass,” he murmured into my ear. “Such sexy man.”

Vlad was a big boy, and while my ass isn’t exactly the Holland Tunnel, it’s seen a dick or two. He was in me quickly, banging against me in short spurts, groaning. I yelped a few times but then surrendered myself to the experience. I’d never been with a Slav before, and I was already chalking his name onto my roster. With a final burst, he shot into the condom, and said something in Russian.

He pulled out, then grabbed a handful of tissues from a box on the desk and pushed the box toward me. As we both cleaned up, he said, “I have new premium vodka. You can plan party, no?”

“No,” I said. “I mean, yes.”

“You are good, you keep mouth shut, there is more work.” And then his mouth snaked into a smile. “And more play, yes?”

“Yes.”

He e-mailed me a contract later that day, and two weeks afterward I ran my first party, the Vladi Extreme launch at the Palms. Vlad didn’t want word getting around the Beach that he swung both ways, and I wanted my reputation to rest on my ability as a party planner, not as a piece of ass. So I didn’t tell anyone about our relationship, and neither did he.

Sometimes he came over to my apartment for consultations, and sometimes we fucked in his office. With minor bumps, we established a relationship that worked for both of us. I knew there was something shady about Vlad’s business, but I looked the other way.

I had a taste for big men, so sex with Vlad was no hardship. Vlad’s dick was a shower, not a grower, a chubby ten inches soft, hardly bigger when erect. He wasn’t into foreplay, which was sometimes a pain—no pun intended. But I loved the way he filled me up, the way his pubes scratched against my ass, the Russian sex talk. Pososi moyu konfetku meant “suck my dick;” vstat' rakom meant “give me your ass.”

I looked at my watch as I downed the last of my coffee in Javier’s shiny kitchen. It was almost one, and I had to be at Vlad’s office at two. I cleaned up after myself; I could tell Javier was the kind of guy who wouldn’t appreciate coming home to a messy kitchen or bathroom. Then I hurried downstairs and hailed a cab.

My business attire hadn’t changed much in the four years I’d been on the Beach. I favored sleek black slacks and skin-hugging silk shirts, and I changed quickly once I got back to my apartment, keeping on Javier’s tiger-print briefs. When they slid against my skin, I remembered the night before and got hard all over again.

I was hoping Vlad would be in the mood for love that afternoon; I needed someone to take my mind off Javier. My ass was already tingling as I got to his office, a tall building on Lincoln Road. Marina, a statuesque blonde from Minsk, was on the phone when I walked into the reception area. While I waited I gazed at the lush photos of Russian landscapes on the walls: the banks of the Volga, snow-capped Urals, the harbor at Vladivostok. The furniture was sleek and Scandinavian, blond woods and eggshell cushions. The whole office breathed money.

Marina finished her call and then buzzed Vlad. When I walked into his office, he was seated at his massive mahogany desk, the location of so much of our sex play. He wore a tailored Hugo Boss suit in black pinstripes, with a white shirt and bright orange tie. As usual, his hands and arms were loaded with heavy gold—chain link bracelet, diamond-rimmed Rolex Masterpiece, massive rings set with star sapphires and smoky topaz.

I licked my lips and crossed my legs when I sat down across from him. But Vlad had only business on his mind. “I am launching new product,” he said, handing me a draft brochure. Vladi Vodka was introducing a line of premixed specialty martinis: apple, chocolate, key lime, orange, cherry, and lemon.

I’d run a ton of parties over the last couple of years promoting Vladi Vodka, though it wasn’t my favorite; it had a metallic aftertaste that had to be covered up with mixers. “Sounds yummy,” I said, toying with the top button of my shirt.

He barely looked up from his laptop. “I want to introduce new products in gay neighborhoods around the country. You will coordinate all events.”

My mind was spinning. It was by far the biggest job I’d ever gotten, and the first that would take me out of my Miami Beach comfort zone. I’d have to scope out the best bars around the country, recruit staff, supervise decor, music, and guest lists. I forgot about my dick and started thinking about my wallet instead.

“You have two-hundred-fifty-thousand-dollar budget,” Vlad continued. “I want Palm Springs, LA, San Francisco, Fire Island, New York, Chicago, maybe Key West. You can do this?”

I nodded, having trouble finding my voice for a minute. “Yes, I can do it. When are you going to launch?”

“Three months. Is enough time?”

It wasn’t. But I would make it work. “I’ll put together a proposal for you.”

He reached behind his desk and brought out a cute little carrier box with six slots in it, containing pint bottles of each flavor. I stood up and took the box from him, and he said, “I have many meetings today. E-mail me when you have proposal.”

I almost asked him if he wanted to bang my ass before I left, but I stopped myself. I never beg for sex. And besides, the rush I got from knowing I was facing my biggest job ever was almost enough to satisfy me. Almost.
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​3 – Chocolate Shake
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I walked out to Lincoln Road toting the six-pack of premium martinis, still processing everything. I went right to the Ghirardelli Café, ordered a massive dark chocolate raspberry shake with vanilla ice cream, and pulled out my cell phone to summon Jean-Jacques.

Jean-Jacques and I met at that first party at the Palms, where I noticed him lounging next to the bar as I was unpacking 1.75 liter magnums of Vladi Vodka for the bartender. He is still skinny as a rail, and that night he wore a skin-tight white silk tank top with a low-scooped neck and white short-shorts that highlighted his coffee complexion.

It was about as close to naked as you could get and still be dressed. I looked him up and down and liked what I saw. He reminded me of one of my college boyfriends—a chocolate-colored alto with the glee club who sang to me in bed. Though we’d broken up after a couple of months, I still remembered him fondly.

I flirted with Jean-Jacques as I worked. “I judge the quality of a club by the men it attracts.”

“Really?” He stretched one long leg out to the barstool next to him, and if his shorts hadn’t been so tight, I was sure his balls would have slipped out. “How does this place rate?”

“So far, so good.” I stopped working for a minute to wipe my forehead, holding one of the magnums at crotch level with my other hand.

“Your bottle is so...big,” Jean-Jacques said, smiling.

“That’s what all the boys say.” I winked at him. “You want to give me a hand?” I nodded toward a sealed case.

“Girlfriend, these hands do not do manual labor,” he said, tossing his long black locks. “But for a sexy little thing like you, I could make an exception.”

“I’m sure I can find a way to make it up to you.” I bumped his hip as I turned back to the bar. When the Palms ran out of limes, he let me send him to the twenty-four-hour bodega around the corner. At four a.m., when we ran out of vodka and the bartender made last call, we collapsed together at a table in the corner. “I couldn’t have done this without you,” I said. “I’m doing another one of these next week. You want to work with me? I get a grand per party, and I’ll split it with you.”

“Any fringe benefits to this job?” he asked, stretching his legs out so that they brushed up against mine.

“I’ve been told I’m a world-class cocksucker.”

He frowned. “Oh, honey, that’s sweet, but I’m a bottom.”

“I can top too,” I said.

“Well, then, now you’re talking my language.”

I took him back to my apartment, and we slid into bed together. There wasn’t an ounce of fat on him; he was all arms and legs. He sucked me, he took me up his ass, and then we both faced the awful truth: I was more of a bottom too.

Not that I can’t dominate a man, if I want to. And I do want to, sometimes. But I just wasn’t man enough for Jean-Jacques, who was the dictionary definition of insatiable. He was also a romantic, looking for love, and somewhere around six in the morning, naked and sweaty, we decided we would be better off as best friends.

While I waited for Jean-Jacques to get his skinny ass over to Ghirardelli, I sipped my shake, pulled out my pocket notepad, and started making a to-do list. I know, it’s old school to use paper and pen, but my fingers are just too big to make much progress on my iPhone other than the briefest of text messages.

By the time Jean-Jacques arrived, I was on my second shake and third sheet of paper. “You’re going to get fat, girlfriend,” he said, ticking his fingernail against the tall chocolate-filled glass.

The waiter came over, and Jean-Jacques ordered a glass of water. “No chocolate?” I asked.

“Honey, I am all the chocolate I need,” he said, crossing one long, slim leg over the other. “I gained two pounds from all the stress of that party last night, and I did not get to work it off with anyone.” He raised his eyebrows. “I want to hear all about the workout you got from that sexy Cubano last night.”

“Forget about him. This is huge.” I told him about Vlad’s plans to introduce the vodka cocktails around the country, and showed him the bottle carrier.

“Now that is a six-pack I can get into,” Jean-Jacques said. “It’s probably the only kind of six-pack I’ll ever see again.”

Jean-Jacques was going through one of his periodic romantic depressions. He was sure that he would never find Mr. Right, that he would never be able to get sex and romance in one package. He’d sworn off casual hookups a few weeks before the party, vowing not to get naked with a man unless the guy showed some long-term potential. I didn’t even bother to argue with him any more, though our attitudes were a hundred-eighty degrees apart.

“You need to get laid,” I said. “The sooner the better. So do I.”

“You just had wild sex with that Cubano last night, didn’t you? Don’t tell me you didn’t get naked with him. He is one fine piece of man flesh.”

“We got naked. A little too naked, if you know what I mean. I feel like I need to get laid again fast, or I’m going to find myself in love. And you know how I feel about that.”

Jean-Jacques was nearly panting for dirty details, but I forced him back to Vladi Vodka. “Look at these notes,” I said. “I’m thinking ads and coupons. We need to get Leslie working up some layouts pronto.”

Leslie was an artist friend who drew our ads, posters, and so on. She and her girlfriend lived in a converted garage in the Collins Park neighborhood just north of Lincoln Road.

We brainstormed for the better part of an hour, dividing up the tasks at hand. I’d work on the contract and the budget, while Jean-Jacques would research clubs and publications. By the time we were finished, Jean-Jacques had succumbed to the lure of a shake, and we’d each devoured a chocolate bar.

But if I thought I was going to get away without giving Jean-Jacques a play-by-play of the night before, I was about as wrong as bikini briefs on an overweight, sunburned Canadian tourist. We left the café and started walking on Lincoln Road.
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