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Marketing manager, Noel Adler, sipped a blue cocktail. This Halloween party in Midtown Manhattan was...er... a little bizarre. Unconventional? Weird?

Noel, who was arm-twisted into wearing a costume...groan! didn’t know anyone here, except his lover, Dimitry.

Oh, yes. His boyfriend, Dimitry Rhodes, a software developer, had just launched a new gaming app with his coworkers.

Rega Software was the next big ‘thang’ in videogames.

Dimitry and his buddies Raphael Figg, Shannon Saunders, and Ezra Sinclair were all dressed as vampires. Why? Because the video game app was about bloodsucking vamps.

As Noel tried to get drunk but not sick, on these foo-foo blue and red cocktails... yes, the red cocktails looked like blood in the low light, he now knew why Dimitry told him to wear black.

Everyone in the room was.

Black. Black shirts, slacks, shoes, nail polish, eye makeup, black lipstick... good lord.

The lighting was so low, Noel imagined using his flashlight to find the bathroom.

As he listened to various conversations, although not participating in them, he gazed at his boyfriend. They’d met two months ago at a coffee shop. You know, those unanticipated chance meetings when you order a pumpkin spiced cream chai at Bucks, and you realize the cute gay guy next to you ordered the same thing.

Love at first sight?

Lust more like it.

Sipping his Blue Lagoon cocktail after eating the pineapple wedge from the rim, Noel admired his hunky man.

Dimitry was gorgeous. Classic good looks. Dark, mysterious and a great lover between the sheets. Dimitry’s chocolate brown eyes and jet-black hair contrasted his blue eyes and sandy brown hair.

He was thirty-two and his lover-boy was three years younger, and three inches shorter.

Noel liked being tall. Six-two was perfect. It made him feel as if he had an edge. Mostly a three-inch edge.

“... O-M-G!” Raphael flipped his wrist at Dimitry as he spoke, “The presales for Halloween weekend were mad!”

Noel finished his second drink, eyeing the bartender who’d been hired for this bash. New Yorkers. Any reason to drink and dress up.

Dimitry held a red cocktail. A Vampiro. I mean, aren’t you dudes taking this bloodsucking thing too far?

After listening to the three game app creators gloating about the presales’ figures, which Noel admitted were impressive, he stood near the bartender who was in all black.

Black. 

Noel wore a black turtleneck under a black sports jacket with black pants. Hell, he didn’t want Dimitry to annoy him all night. But he drew the line at lipstick and nail polish.

“Another?” Noel held up his empty cocktail glass to the young man.

He got a nod, and the bartender took his glass and filled it with more blue liquid. He was about to stick more fruit on the lip when Noel said, “Just the drink. Thanks.”

The bartender nodded again and handed him the stemmed glass.

Noel sipped it and then looked for food. Snacks. Canapes, crackers and cheese, anything?

Where the fuck is the food?

No food. Oh, that’s right. Vampires don’t eat... food.

He rolled his eyes, checked his watch, and then lingered near a wall of glass. This pricy abode had a glorious nighttime view of sparkling lit skyscrapers. A first-quarter moon appeared from behind a few clouds. Noel stared at it as he felt slightly tipsy from the strong cocktail.

“... and the first million we make will be invested right into our next game...”

Oh, my God. Kill me now. This is so boring! Noel downed the entire cocktail in one gulp.

Dimitry seemed to look for him in the room. The lighting was awful. Some of the guests had applied white makeup to their faces, so they looked ghostly, or goth. 

What’s with this Halloween party? No pumpkins? No skeletons or witches? The host didn’t even put out a bowl of mini chocolate bars. This sucks.

Noel expressed his unease to his lover with a silly face.

Dimitry smiled and approached him. He wore a cape. A cape? Noel hadn’t a clue where he’d found it, but most likely a vintage clothing shop or Halloween costume store. 

And of course, black painted fingernails, and blood red lipstick. At least he didn’t use black lipstick, right?

“Hey,” Dimitry said with a sultry smile.

Fine. He was cute even in the silly garb. 

“Hey.” Noel held up his empty cocktail glass and asked, “No food? None? What kind of Halloween party is this?”

“Well, I guess it’s more of a celebration. Ya know, a release party for the game app.” Dimitry sipped his bloodred cocktail.

“Well, I’m hungry. I didn’t eat dinner because you said they’d be serving food here.”

“Did I?” Dimitry’s dark eyebrows arched over his dark eyes. His lashes were thick and long. 

Noel didn’t want to melt. But, heck, his boyfriend was kinda cute. Noel smiled and leaned in for a kiss.

And he got one. Mm.

When Noel opened his eyes from the lovely swoon, Ezra Sinclair was standing directly in front of him. Noel backed up one step from the surprise. Dude? What’s with the fake teeth?

Dark-skinned Ezra directed his comments to Dimitry, ignoring him as if he didn’t exist. “So, tomorrow, the big release announcement will go live on all the networks. We spent a fortune on advertising, so we have to make the most of it.”

When Dimitry’s attention turned to his business partner, Noel rolled his eyes and headed back to the bartender.

He waited for a woman wearing a black dress, one very much like Morticia from the Addam’s Family. Tight, with long tendrils of fabric at the foot, like roots of a dying tree. She had matching long stringy black hair and her pointed red fingernails looked like claws as she held her red cocktail. She looked downright scary. When she smiled at him and showed fangs, Noel wanted to shiver in terror. 

She shimmied off, her legs obviously confined by the slimming dress.

Noel held out his glass again. “I’ll take the fruit this time. I’m starving.”

The bartender didn’t react, comment, or smile. He filled the stemmed glass with more blue liquid. Noel assumed his tongue was blue. Like from when you sucked on a blue ice pop.

“Thanks.” Noel sipped it and it was super sweet. “I guess I can’t ask you to call for a pizza delivery, huh?” He ate the pineapple wedge.

The bartender just stared at him. Like Lurch. Then, Noel realized he never said a word.

“Sure. Whatever.” Noel returned to the window to stare at the moon. “Maybe I should be thankful it’s not full.” He did a sweep of the occupants of this upscale penthouse, all twenty plus of them, and shook his head. Whatever.

By one a.m., Noel had enough. He’d stopped drinking cocktails because, yes, yes, he had a fucking blue tongue! He saw it when he went to the bathroom. Oh, and by the way? The bathroom had a real human skull on the toilet tank lid. So while he peed it stared at him via its hollow eye sockets. Not nice.

He approached Dimitry. “Look. I’m beat. I’m headed home.”

“Alright.”

“Aren’t you coming?”

Dimitry glanced around and said, “I’ll stay a little longer.”

“How much longer?” Noel checked his watch.

“Maybe an hour.”

“Are you going home? Or coming by?” Noel hoped to spend the weekend with him. Dimitry slept over his place most weekend nights. 

Noel studied his lover as he appeared to think about it, then Dimitry said, “Fine. We can go.”

“Thank fuck.” Noel was starving but did he want greasy pizza at one a.m.? No.

He waited as Dimitry hugged and said goodbye to his business partners. 

Noel felt as if they hated him. They glanced at him from over Dimitry’s shoulder and didn’t smile or wave.

Shannon whispered something into Dimitry’s ear, then both of them turned to stare at him. Noel wanted to throw up his hands in frustration. What?!

Dimitry nodded to her and approached him.

Noel said, “You can stay. I don’t care.”

“How about I stop by your place tomorrow?”

“Fine.” Noel spun towards the door. 

Dimitry held his upper arm and drew him into an embrace. Noel exhaled and relaxed his tightly wound body. 

Dimitry whispered, “It’s our big night.”

“Okay.” Noel gave up. “See you tomorrow.”

They kissed and Noel wanted Dimitry in his bed but... yeah. Not tonight.

Noel lowered his head and left the dimly lit interior. He walked down the hallway to the elevator. This residence was a condominium and very expensive to afford. The top level of this structure were million-dollar penthouses. So obviously Ezra was well off or had rented this place. He had no idea.

Riding to the lobby without stopping, Noel then exited the building and paused. It was chilly outside and he needed a cab. A cab and a bowl of pasta. No dinner? What kind of party is that?

He walked to 2nd Avenue and held up his hand for a taxi. A cabbie pulled over for him. The street was well lit and since it was Halloween night, and a Friday, it was busy. NYPD marked cars cruised by.

“Seventy-Ninth and Lex, please,” he said as he sat in the back.

The dude nodded and started the meter.

It was all of a fifteen-minute ride, but no way was he walking alone at one a.m. on Halloween night. As Noel listened to the cabbie’s news radio station, he wondered if he was being too hard on Dimitry.

Hell, the group of geeks he worked with should be proud. Seriously. In a world of millions of apps and websites, their new game had an amazing presale debut.

He noticed the driver peering at him in the rearview mirror. Noel tried not to let it irritate him. But the rightwing shit he heard on the radio made him wonder if this dude thought he was gay or something.

Well. He was.

The short ride done, Noel tossed cash on the front seat and climbed out. He paused as the cab drove off, lighting its sign, available once more.

He climbed up the few steps of the brownstone home he lived in and removed a key from his pocket. He used it in the lock and entered his four-story abode. Yes, it was large and expensive. At least it wasn’t tiny and expensive.

But he’d been working for the same marketing firm since college and made a very good living after being promoted to upper management. Noel entered his home and removed his phone and wallet from his pockets, leaving it with his keys on the kitchen counter. Immediately he opened the fridge and nosed around. Gawd. It’s nearly two a.m.

He shut the refrigerator and brought his items up to the second floor where his bedroom was located. This home had four bedrooms, a living room, a study, and a den, plus three bathrooms, two of them full, and one half-bath on the first floor.

After turning on a light, he stood at his nightstand and left his things on it, then took off his sports jacket and shoes, undressing for bed.

The sugary cocktails made him feel as if he’d had caffeine. He knew better, but there wasn’t anything else to consume.

He stepped into his bathroom and when he turned on the bright light he realized it appeared he had red lipstick on. “Oh, come on!” Dimitry’s kiss had smeared the red color on his mouth. At least now he knew why the cab driver thought he was a weirdo.

Noel scrubbed his face and brushed his teeth, then readied himself for sleep. He stripped down to his briefs and then lay in bed, staring at the ceiling. Yup. Sugar. Like caffeine.

“Fuck.” He rolled over, trying to tune out the noise of the city. Sirens, jumbo jets coming to and from three airports, horns honking, and drunks partying.

As Noel lay awake, he became more frustrated. If I’m gonna be awake all night, I may as well have stayed!

He saw his phone on the nightstand. Noel grabbed it with a huff of annoyance and sent Dimitry a text, ‘come here.’

‘Okay.’

‘Thank you.’

He set the phone aside, and waited.

~
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Dimitry kissed and hugged his buddies before he left. 

“We’ll see you soon.”

“I’ll text you.” Dimitry waved and left the party. He took the elevator to the lobby and emerged onto the street. He flagged down a cab and asked him to take him home. 

He rented a studio apartment in Hell’s Kitchen. Until he had money in the bank, he didn’t extend himself. Unlike Shannon and Ezra, who were a couple and went for it, buying the fancy condominium before they had the money to afford it.

It appeared as though they could afford it now.

After the taxi ride, Dimitry paid the man and then entered the lobby of the apartment building. He used the short set of stairs to jog down one flight and entered his home.

Once inside, he washed the makeup off his face, changed clothing, and packed a small weekend bag. Noel had never seen his apartment. They stayed at his place. Noel had an incredible brownstone on the Upper East Side.

Dimitry looked around the one-room, one bathroom abode, then closed the door, jogged up the stairs, and headed outside to hail another cab.

He glanced at the stars, but not many were visible beyond Manhattan’s lights. Dimitry waved at an available taxi and sat behind the driver. “Seventy-Ninth and Lex.”

The driver nodded.

Dimitry stared out of the cab window, seeing the closed businesses, as well as costumed partygoers. Halloween. Some people would drink until sunrise.

Smashed pumpkins were in the gutter along with litter and broken beer bottles.

The cab pulled in front of Noel’s home. Dimitry paid him and then carried his pack to Noel’s front door. He did not have a key, yet.

He used his phone to text, ‘I’m out front.’

A minute later, Noel opened the door, wearing just his briefs.

“I’m wired on those sugary foo-foo drinks.” Noel closed the door behind him. “I need a climax.”

Dimitry smiled. “Am I your hooker?”

“Duh!” Noel teased and tilted his head. “Come to bed.”

Dimitry followed him up the stairs, the small overnight bag in his hand. He entered Noel’s lovely bedroom. It had large windows, covered in sheer drapes and slatted blinds. The bed and matching dresser and highboy were black lacquered cherrywood with brass findings.

Dimitry set his bag on a chair and undressed while Noel watched him. Once he was naked, Dimitry touched himself as he approached the bed.

“I prepped.”

“Of course you did.” Dimitry smiled.

Noel relaxed on his back, spread his legs, and bent his knees. He was already erect.

Dimitry crawled on top of him and rested his weight on Noel’s muscular body. Noel drew him closer, nibbling Dimitry’s neck and earlobe.
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