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The Fight 1


New York City on a dirty night in July is not my favorite place to be. I’d rather be almost anywhere else—I was thinking of the beach in Connecticut or up in the Green Mountains of Vermont, or any of those overseas places I’ve traveled, most of them warzones, where you can breathe without feeling like someone just threw up on your shoes. But New York is where I am, and short of a miracle New York is where I stay, with temperatures in the 80s and humidity in the 90s and me in my late 30s wondering what the hell happened to my life. A couple of years ago I had a career and a salary, status and respect, and a sense of purpose. Now I’m working nights at a shitty club in the East Village for minimum wage. I don’t even have a uniform; the security company is so damn cheap that I have to provide my own. So it’s black polyester slacks, a black T-shirt and a pair of black shoes from my dress uniform that I still keep shined—old habits die hard. I look like a burglar, except you can see my face. But nobody looks at my face except to snarl in it or shout in it or, on particularly  lively nights, to spit in it. And tonight was one of those nights.

During the week, the Panther Club on East 9th Street is pretty nice by local standards—not too busy, mostly local kids who work in offices by day and fancy themselves hipsters by night, drinking and posing and listening to the deejays or the bands who trot out third-rate art rock and enjoy their fifteen minutes. I don’t mind the weeknights: no trouble, easy money, nobody getting too crazy because tomorrow is a working day. It’s the Fridays and Saturdays I hate, when the out-of-towners pour into the East Village to feel like freaks for the weekend, and they can’t get really freaky without getting really wasted. And that’s when I earn my few bucks an hour.

This particular Friday night started like all the others. Quiet till nine, the usual jerks wearing sunglasses in the dark, standing at the bar or smoking on the sidewalk, the smoke hanging in the air like fog, collecting under the awning where I have to stand, making my eyes sting and my clothes stink. I hate the smoking laws. Why can’t they be allowed to kill themselves inside the club, and let those of us who work outdoors breathe some nice healthy exhaust fumes instead? And then, at two minutes after nine, by some mysterious signal, along came the Assholes. They came up the street in twos and threes, never alone, guys mostly, a few tough-looking girls, all of them with that schoolyard swagger as if they’re the kings and queens of the universe and people like me are somewhere down there with the rats and roaches. By nine thirty the club was full, drinks were getting spilled and the atmosphere was turning  nasty. A line was forming on the street—it never ceases to amaze me that people will actually wait in line to get into a place like the Panther Club—and you could smell aggression in the air like cheap perfume. Now, I have nothing against aggression. After twelve years in the U.S. Marine Corps, I kind of value it. I like a kid with attitude, if he knows what to do with it. But these guys were just dull drunks with a grudge against life, looking for a fight to perk up Friday night, and if they hadn’t started something by the time they got to the door they were more than happy to have a crack at the sap in the polyester slacks.

I don’t know where the average out-of-towner thinks that security guys like me are recruited from. Perhaps he thinks we’re former schoolteachers or unemployed librarians. The fact is that most of us are ex-military, and that means that we have probably killed more people than he has fucked. I lost count of the number of lives I’ve taken. Some of them I shot. Some of them fell victim to missiles that I had a hand in firing. But I killed a fair few—twenty, maybe more—with my bare hands. I know exactly how to do it. I can break a neck with the precision of a chiropractor—just a twist and a click and the job’s done. So if you’re looking for a fight in the East Village on a Friday night, you might want to stay away from the Panther Club.

And this is how the story began.

It was almost eleven o’clock, and the joint was jumping. The line stretched back half a block—New York City must be short of decent clubs these days—and the band was due on, so the suburban tough guys were getting jumpy. Fire regulations mean I can only allow  a certain number of people in; as far as I’m concerned they could pack it to the rafters, douse it with gasoline and I’d strike the match, but I have rent to pay. I was standing in the doorway, arms folded and feet planted a yard apart—which, in doorman’s language means “stay where you are.” I never try to look hostile—it doesn’t help—but there’s enough of the marine about me to warn off all but the most determined jerk.

And here he was.

Twenty-two, twenty-three years old. Six feet tall, 180 pounds, buzz-cut blond hair, broken nose, wearing jeans that were already ripped when he bought them, a tacky leather jacket and—wouldn’t you know it?—a Ramones T-shirt. He was the alpha male in his little dog pack, and he was getting pissed off. His girlfriend was snapping her gum and sulking; she didn’t like waiting on the street and thought a real man would whisper in the doorman’s ear and sail right on through. So Blondie could either start something, or lose face.

He started something.

“Hey, let us in, man.”

“No can do.”

“Just fucking let us in.”

I said nothing, looked him in the eye. Under different circumstances, I would be very happy to push the little punk to his knees and bury that pretty face in my polyester crotch; the thought was a nice one, and I must have smiled.

“What’s so fucking funny, asshole?”

He was a couple of inches taller than me, but I moved my arm a little and let him see the muscle. Come on, cutie, back down, I thought. Let’s play nicely.

“What’s your problem, dude?”

“Right now,” I said, “my problem is you.”

“Hey!” That gangster accent was not the one he learned at his Mama’s knee. “Don’t fuck wit’ me, shit-head.” The blood was rushing to his neck and cheeks. He could talk tough, but he was getting nervous.

“I’ll fuck with you any way I like, sir.” I kept my voice soft, my breathing controlled. After Kosovo and Helmand Province, the Panther Club isn’t such a big challenge.

“Oh, yeah?” He looked around for encouragement. The whole line was watching; this was as good as a warm-up act. “Well, go ahead.” He stood right in front of me, bouncing on the balls of his feet. One move—a hand whipped out like a striking snake, a swift rotation, a grinding “click”—and his girlfriend would be a widow before she’d even married.

“Sir,” I said, sounding like a robot, “please get back in line. We’ll be letting you in soon.”

“I don’t like your attitude, baldie.” His pupils were dilated, the vein in his forehead standing out.

“I’ll have to ask you to leave now.”

“Fuck off.”

Passers-by were stopping, adding to his audience. I stepped forward, close enough to feel the heat from under that tacky leather jacket. It would be a shame to mess him up, but he should know better than to use people’s hair-loss issues against them. I’ve been balding since my midtwenties; all that’s left now is a dark band around the back and sides, which I keep clipped.

“Hey, buddy,” I said, “why don’t you and your friends take a walk?”

“Make me, faggot.”

I felt a little fire kindle in my stomach, but I wasn’t going to let it show. I maintained eye contact and said, “That’s Mister Faggot to you, sir.”

Not the most original reply in the world, but it had its effect. Blondie was wrong-footed, and missed his chance for a smart comeback. People in the line—even his friends—were laughing. One of the onlookers, an old lady with long grey hair who I saw walking up and down East 9th Street twenty times a night, cackled like a witch. “Woooooh!” she hooted, shaking her hands above her head like a crazy preacher, “You tell him, honey! Kick his fucking ass!”

I didn’t need this. “Ma’am, please don’t get involved.”

Too late. Blondie, realizing that he’d picked on the wrong bald faggot, found a new target. “I’ll kick your fucking ass, bitch,” he said, striding out of line toward the old lady. She didn’t flinch, but kept cackling.

“Oh, baby,” she said, one hand on her hip, the other holding on to her shopping cart, “you wouldn’t touch a harmless little old gal like me, now would you?” Her accent was southern, the S’s whistling softly through gaps in her teeth.

“Shut up, freak,” said Blondie, “I’ll break your scrawny fucking neck.” His fists were bunched, and he needed to hit something—but again, he’d made a bad choice.

“Oh, yeah?” said the old lady, and before even I realized what she was doing she lifted the shopping trolley by its handle, swung it off the sidewalk and through the air to connect with Blondie’s head. Cans of soup and stew rolled out on the street, coming to a halt where  Blondie was now sprawling, blood welling up from a cut on his temple.

Shit. This was all I needed. Grandma was cackling like a hen, dancing around in her worn-out canvas sneakers, tie-dyed skirts billowing out from her legs. Blondie sprang to his feet and pulled his fist back.

Enough. I grabbed his wrist, spun him around on his feet like a ballet dancer, and pushed his arm so far up his back it was just half an inch away from dislocating his shoulder. The breath huffed out of him, and he wriggled for a moment like a fish on a line. “That’s enough now,” I said, and loosened my grip enough to let him catch his breath. “Time for good little boys to go home.”

Now something happened which I hadn’t anticipated, which I should have seen coming, and if I hadn’t been sidetracked by thoughts of a more pleasant version of this encounter I could have avoided. This kind of lapse in a combat situation costs lives; here, on East 9th Street on a shitty downtown Friday night, it only cost me my job.

Blondie used every last drop of anger and defiance to spin back on the balls of his feet, ducking under my arm as if we were jiving together, and worked up enough momentum to pull his wrist free from my grip. He was fast, I’ll give him that—fast enough to take a kickboxer’s stance and whip his right leg up in what should have been a very effective roundhouse kick.

But I was faster. I parried his shin with my forearm, moved around and pushed him in the direction his body was already going. Instead of hitting me, he suddenly found himself flying through the air, landing on the  street yet again, this time with his leg twisted painfully beneath him and nothing to break his fall. His face whacked straight down onto the concrete.

His girlfriend screamed as if she’d just witnessed a murder, and his friends, four little runts jacked up on beer and bravado, jumped on me. They were easy—one down, two down, the final two grabbed by the collars and squealing as I lifted them off the floor—and all hell breaking loose in the line.

And that’s when the manager came out, and called the cops.

I won’t bore you with details of the “interview” in his office—my half-assed attempt to say I was only doing my job—and my exit, minus employment, wondering what the fuck I was going to do next. My tiny one-room apartment up on 109th Street wasn’t exactly the Ritz Hotel, but it cost about the same.

I left by the emergency exit and had a brief fantasy about blocking the doors and setting a fire—it’s so easy to kill hundreds of people, if you know how—and moved on. Another goon in black polyester slacks was out front, another ex-jarhead with scars and muscles and a head full of bad memories. Guys like me are easy to replace.

 




Great—unemployed, and if I didn’t do something about it pretty quick, homeless. Time to read the job ads, pick up the phone and get hustling. So what did I do? I went to a bar. I wanted to get wasted and I wanted to get laid, in that order. I can’t remember the last time I had sex sober. Actually I can, and the pain of that memory is one of the reasons I drink.

I’m probably the last man in New York City—hell, in the U.S., probably in the Western world—who still goes out to a bar to find sex. Everyone else is using PCs or smartphones or whatever the hell else, pressing the right buttons to get it delivered straight to their door. Not me; that stuff didn’t exist when I joined the marines at the age of 21, and after that everything was provided for me. The world changed—and when I was discharged I felt like Rip Van Winkle, unable to find my way around. I can plan and execute an attack on a terrorist training camp in the deep desert, I can practice ten different flavors of martial arts to lethal standard, but I can barely make a phone call, let alone find someone to suck my dick. So instead of heading home I hit the Downtown Diner, a run-down joint near Union Square where I’d got lucky in the past. It hasn’t really been a diner for a long time—if you ask for something to eat, it’s always “off tonight”—but they serve beer and spirits and the lights are low, and there are usually a few guys like me—horny and lonely and down on their luck—who are glad for company.

In recent months, the Downtown has been “discovered” by preppies looking for a bit of old-school New York atmosphere; it got written up in a magazine, and for a few weeks the bar was crowded with smart young professionals taking a walk on the wild side. And that’s what I wanted tonight: some high-toned civilian with money in his wallet and a taste for rough trade. What could be rougher than an unemployed ex-marine?

I got a beer and made it last, seating myself on a barstool where I was as conspicuous as possible. I might as well have hung out a red light.

Hurry up, dammit, I thought, I’m still sober and don’t want to start thinking. I don’t want to remember how I got here—step by inevitable step as if someone was pushing me. I don’t want to remember the death and the grief and the fallout, the quiet discussions with superior officers sitting at long, polished tables, all of us wearing our medals, all of us talking in circles until they asked and I told and suddenly I was on a plane home with discharge papers in my pocket.

I don’t want to remember Will.

And hallelujah, just as I was staring through those wet rings on the bar and seeing Will’s face, just as I could feel myself falling into the pit…

“Anyone sitting here?”

Grey suit, dark red tie loosened at the neck, white shirt, collar undone, maybe 27, 28.

“Go ahead.”

He got out his wallet—a fancy monogrammed item—and signaled to the barman. “Could I get a beer?”—and then, as if it were a spontaneous afterthought, “Anything for you, man?”

“Sure.” I turned to face him, legs apart. “Scotch.”

The barman’s eyebrow lifted a fraction of an inch as he caught my eye, and that was it. He was generous with his measures when guys like this were paying.

I took a long swig. The whiskey burned my throat.

“Thirsty?” said the guy, sipping his beer from the bottle. I guess he was more used to fancy wine from crystal glasses, but he wanted to fit in.

“It’s hot,” I said, putting the scotch down before I gulped the lot. I didn’t want to frighten him; he had money, and he was just what I wanted: a smooth, handsome yuppie with a gym membership and a condo, drives a BMW up to the coast most weekends, maybe his designer boyfriend’s out of town tonight so here he is at the Downtown with an itch that needs scratching…

“Sure is.” He ran a finger around his collar. “That’s why I needed a beer.”

Oh, sure, and you just happened to come into the Downtown Dick Dive to get it. “You work around here?”

“No.” He nodded southward. “Financial District.”

“Thought so.”

“What do you mean?”

I took his lapel between thumb and forefinger. “You kind of stand out in a place like this.” I was still wearing my doorman’s duds. “Why don’t you take the jacket off?”

He did as he was told. His shirt was spotless and tailored to his slim torso. I could imagine what was underneath—one of those perfect, scientifically-designed bodies that you get with an expensive personal trainer. Ten years younger than me at least, and he had it all: money, a career, a future…

I had something he wanted though. It may have been dark in the Downtown Diner, and I may have been wearing black polyester slacks, but he couldn’t take his eyes off the prize.

“So what do…” He had to clear his throat, and took a sip of beer. “What do you do?”

“Nothing.”

“You mean…”

“I’m unemployed.” I looked at my watch. “As of about an hour ago.”

“Too bad.”

“Yeah. Too bad.” I drank more whiskey; there was maybe quarter of an inch left in the glass. He ordered another without asking me. Smart boy. He stuck to his one beer. Even smarter.

The scotch was getting a nice little buzz going. Everything from the neck up was numb, everything from the neck down was tingling, and that was the way I wanted it.

“And what did you do, if you don’t mind me asking?”

“Security guard.”

“Mmm-hmm…” He sipped his beer and frowned; perhaps that didn’t fit his fantasy.

“And before that, I served in the marines for twelve years.”

“For real?”

“Wanna see my medals?”

“I’ll take your word for it.”

I shrugged. “Suit yourself.”

“Perhaps I could take you for dinner.”

“I’m not hungry.” He looked unhappy. “Unless your ass is on the menu.” He looked happy.

“Could be.” His lips were around that bottle again. Lucky fucking bottle. I grabbed his tie and pulled him toward me, sticking my knee between his legs. Not subtle, but he wasn’t looking for conversation.

“Got a place?” he asked.

“Way uptown,” I said. We’d go there if he paid the cab fare. Obviously he didn’t want me messing up his neutral carpets and suede wallpaper, or whatever guys like him have these days. Perhaps he just didn’t want to fuck in the matrimonial home.

“Okay.” He scratched his chin; there was enough stubble since this morning’s shave to make a crackling noise. I was starting to want him almost as much as he wanted me; I’ll never be able to do this for a living, I thought. “How about we get a room?” he asked.

“Serious?”

He shrugged. “Sure. Why not? I don’t meet guys like you every day.”

Ten minutes later we were in the lobby of an upscale flophouse, or “budget hotel,” whichever you prefer; I got the impression that my new friend had used it before. There was a ratty old parlor palm in a beat-up brass pot, a smell of disinfectant and cigarette smoke. The guy on the desk barely looked up as he handed over a key.

“What’s your name?”

“Dan.” I guess I should have given an alias, but the whiskey was working. “Yours?”

“Scott.”

“Okay, Scott.” We were halfway up the stairs by now. “You got some condoms in that attaché case?”

“Uh-huh.”

“You got plenty?”

“Yeah. Why?” We were at the door.

“Because I’m going to fuck that pretty ass of yours all night long.”

Color flushed his cheeks. “Er…okay.”

“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” The key was in the lock.

“Sure. Just…you know. Don’t hurt me.”

Bit late for that, I thought, as he closed the door behind us. You’re the one who picked up the ex-marine in a bar. I grabbed his wrists—I may have been drunk,  but I could still move fast—and pinned his hands above his head, pressing them against the tacky brown paint-work of the door. “I’ll do whatever I fucking want with you, Scott.” I kissed him hard on the mouth. “You’re mine now.”

And for the next five hours he was.

He didn’t just have condoms in his case: he had poppers and a bottle of vodka alongside the files and the iPad. I don’t usually touch vodka, but when he passed me the bottle, still wet from his lips, I took a long swig.

And Scott got it all. All the anger that had been building up since that snotty blond brat picked a fight in the line outside the Panther Club, all the frustration of the last two years working in security jobs and living like a bum in a one-room apartment in Harlem, all the shame of losing my job, the grief of losing…someone… I pumped it all up that preppy white ass, and he took it, every inch, every thrust, every smack on the cheeks, every rough word. He took it on his back, with his legs resting on my shoulders or held wide apart in my hands. He took it on all fours, pushing his ass back as I slammed mercilessly into him. He slicked it up with lube and sat on it, sliding up and down like he was on an amusement park ride. I’ve fucked a lot of ass in my time—it was never in short supply in the USMC, whatever the stupid laws said—but I’ve never before met a man so happy to have a dick inside him. I swear to god, if I’d had two dicks, he’d have taken them both and wanted more.

I made him come once, jerking himself off as he straddled me, shooting his load over my hairy belly. He climbed off, went to the bathroom to wipe his ass, then  he lay back on the bed, threw his legs in the air and steered me in. I made him come again that way, and when I felt his ring tightening around me I started to shoot inside him, coming so damn hard that I saw stars in front of my eyes. It still wasn’t enough. He took me to the shower, flushed the condom down the toilet and started sucking me under the hot running water; within fifteen minutes, he was rolling another rubber down my dick and bracing himself against the tiled wall as I skewered him from behind. We watched ourselves in the dirty mirror, saw my thick dark cock pumping into his pale sculpted butt. His personal trainer had done a good job. Between them, they’d created the perfect fucking machine.

Finally, after I’d come twice and he’d come four times, the last time without emission but with the kind of expression on his face that I’ve only previously seen in field hospitals, we lay side by side on the bed as daylight increased in the sky. It felt good to have someone beside me—another warm body, the chest rising and falling, the intimacy that could feel like love, if you closed your eyes and pretended that he was someone else…someone who cared…

I didn’t hear him leave. I didn’t wake until someone banged on the door and yelled, “Hey! Housekeeping!” My head was pounding, my eyes felt like broken glass marbles and my guts were griping—too much drink, not enough food.

“All right! Gimme a minute.”

Jesus, the room must have stunk like a pigpen, if the pigs drank liquor and used poppers, that is. My dick was hard—I needed to piss—and the thick soft hair  around it was sticky with sperm. There was no sign of my new friend, Scott, the man I’d fucked to kingdom come and fallen asleep beside.

I used the bathroom and collected my clothes from around the room.

On the nightstand was forty bucks, two twenties neatly folded under the base of the lamp. Forty lousy bucks. Like I said, I’ll never make a hustler.

I stuck it in my pocket and took the bus uptown.






The Job 2


Some Friday night: got into a fight, lost my job, picked up some high-class tail who could have paid my rent for six months out of the loose change in his pocket and woke up with the worst hangover of my life, a sore dick and the grand sum of forty bucks.

I spent Saturday staring at the fly shit on my bedroom ceiling on 109th Street, trying to figure out what the fuck to do with the rest of my life. I could kill myself—nobody would care much. I’ve got a family, but they’re not so keen on their brave boy now that he got dismissed from the marines for inappropriate sexual relations. Who else would notice? A few of the regulars at the smelly little sweatbox I call a gym, the guys who like to watch me in the showers. Maybe the old Puerto Rican lady who lives downstairs and lets me carry her groceries sometimes. That’s about it. I can’t afford the gym anymore, and if I can’t come up with the rent I’ll be moving out of 109th Street, and that’s it. Dan Stagg has left the building. Hardly anyone knows my name.

That changed on Sunday, when the papers carried a  story about a fight at a nightclub in the East Village in which a psychotic ex-marine had attacked a defenseless college football star, blah, blah, blah. There was my name for all the world to see. “Dan Stagg, 37, who was discharged from the military in 2009.” According to “eyewitness reports,” I’d picked my victim at random and started beating up on him; the reporter made it sound as if it was only luck that prevented me from having a firearm about my person. Boy, it must have been a slow news weekend if that kind of crap got into the papers. To make matters worse, it got picked up by the radio talk shows—what has New York come to, they asked, when the people who are supposed to be defending our citizens are the ones they need protecting from?

So thank you, Blondie and Company, I am now out of a job, unemployable, and public enemy number one. I wondered if the French Foreign Legion was recruiting, or if anyone wanted a mercenary in, say, Rwanda.

At least nobody got a photograph or published my address, so I can still walk around the streets without being attacked. But that’s about all I can do.

I slept late on Monday morning, waking to feel the sun on my body. My mouth was dry and my eyes full of crud, and the hopelessness of my situation weighed so heavy I could barely haul my ass out of bed. I sleep naked, with just a sheet to cover me; the AC in my apartment is an antique window-mounted unit that’s so noisy I prefer the heat. So I lay there for a while, watching the bars of sunlight moving across my legs and torso, and I thought about that little prick of a college football star and just what I’d do to him if he was here right now.  Perhaps if I could come, I’d sleep again. I had nothing else to do with my day. No point in looking for a job. Recent experience, Mr. Stagg? Well, sir, just last Friday I nearly killed an innocent member of the public with my bare hands. Thank you and goodbye.

I’d just spat into my palm and was slicking up my dick—it felt good enough to take my mind off the bad stuff—when there was a knock on the door. A knock: an actual physical rapping of knuckles on wood, not a phone call, not a letter, but a personal caller. Two minutes later and I’d have answered the door with cum dripping off my hairy belly; as it was I wrapped a towel around my waist, maneuvered my cock into an unobtrusive two o’clock position, and opened the door a couple of inches.

“Who is it?”

“Dan Stagg?” A man’s voice, local accent.

“Who wants him?”

“Ferrari. Enrico Ferrari.”

I nearly said like the car? but thought better of it. “What do you want, Ferrari?”

“Got a proposition for you.”

“Yeah?” He was well dressed in a clean white shirt and charcoal grey pants, thick black hair combed into a perfect side parting. He looked like a movie star. I opened the door a little more.

“Can I come in?” His head tilted enough to see what I was (or wasn’t) wearing. “Or you wanna come out?”

“What kind of proposition?”

“A lucrative one.” Another inch. “Interested?”

“Come in.”

He took in the apartment—the filthy clothes on  the floor, the unmade bed and unwashed cups and plates—and my unwashed body—in one swift glance. “Thanks,” he said, nodding.

“Let me get dressed.” I picked a grey T-shirt off the back of a chair and pulled it over my head. There were gym shorts at the foot of the bed, and I wriggled them on under the towel. Ferrari watched the performance with a cocked eyebrow. My dick was still half hard, and the thin fabric of the shorts did little to conceal it.

“Okay, Stagg,” he said, putting one shiny black shoe on the chair and leaning on his knee. “You’re out of work, right?”

“What’s that to you?”

“We’re looking for someone to do a job for us.”

“And who are ‘we’?”

“I represent a prominent individual.” Was it my imagination, or did he glance at the front of my shorts?

“Yeah, right.”

“A very wealthy businessman.”

Perhaps Scott had been spreading the word along Wall Street. “Okay, Ferrari, who are you and how did you find me?”

“You’re not difficult to find, Mr. Stagg. You’re in the newspapers.”

“They didn’t print my address.”

“Your employer…sorry, your former employer, was quite happy to provide that.” He smiled. “For a price.”

“Right.” Those bastards at the Panther. “You’ve got two minutes before I ask you to leave.”

“What are you going to do, throw me down the stairs?”

“If that’s what you want.”

“Okay.” He nodded, and looked satisfied. “Tough guy.”

“And that’s what you’re looking for, right?”

“Right.”

He had a handsome mug, and my dick wanted to get into it. “So what’s the deal?”

“Bodyguard job. Think you can handle that?”

“Depends whose body I’m guarding.”

“My client’s secretary.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“Someone tried to kill him.”

“Who tries to kill a secretary?”

He waggled his hand in the air. The nails were neatly trimmed, the back of the hand hairy and tanned. It would look so nice wrapped around my cock. “My client has enemies.”

“No shit. Take it to the cops.”

“It’s a sensitive situation.”

“I see.” Enough blood was flowing back into my brain to allow me to analyze the situation. “You want me to do something illegal?”

“Let’s just say we don’t want to involve the authorities at this time.”

I shrugged. “Sorry, Ferrari. You got the wrong guy.”

“I’m sorry, too.” He reached into his jacket pocket and produced a thick brown envelope. “My client hoped that he could count on your cooperation.” He slapped the packet against his palm; it sounded heavy. There could be a thousand dollars in there, maybe two. Two grand would answer a lot of the questions I’d been asking myself.

“Why me?”

“You can take care of yourself. And you have a good service record.”

“You checked me out?”

“Sure.” He smiled. “My client wants a professional.”

“Sit down, Ferrari.” He sat, carefully hitching up his pants legs to keep them out of the dust.

“We need to get the secretary out of town. Discreetly, understand?”

“I can be discreet.” After all those years hiding in the closet, I’m a fucking genius at it.

“But if there’s trouble, we need to deal with it.”

“Damsel in distress, right?”

Ferrari raised an eyebrow. “The damsel is a dude.”

“Can’t he look after himself?”

“Have you ever met the children of the rich, Stagg?”

“Enough said.”

“You get the first payment straight off, the second when you reach your destination and the rest when you get him back.”

“How much?” I was in no position to haggle, but I don’t like to seem easy.

“That depends how long you’re on the road. And how happy my client is with the service.”

“I see.” I didn’t see at all—who the hell pays someone thousands of dollars to take their rich-kid male “secretary” out of town? “And when do we leave?”

“Tomorrow.”

“Suppose I say no?”

Ferrari shrugged. “This city is full of guys like you.  I’m not open to negotiations.”

“You have a deal.” I put my hand out. Ferrari shook it.

“Good choice.” He handed me an envelope. “Here’s everything you need to know. You’ll see me again.”

“I hope so.” How about right now, I thought. “And thanks for the job.”

“My pleasure, Mr. Stagg.” Ferrari stood up straight, adjusted his waistband—he was firm and flat beneath it—and left.

I had a brown envelope in one hand and my dick in the other; it wasn’t just the money that interested me about Ferrari. That sharp suit, perfect side parting, smooth-shaven chin, all so neat and groomed—I wanted him.

I pushed the shorts down to my knees, and my dick sprang out, wet at the end.

Ferrari had left his scent behind him—something fresh and clean and lemony, with an undercurrent of wood smoke. God, listen to me—I haven’t shot my wad for a couple of days and I’m sounding like a perfume ad.

Maybe he’d turn back on the landing, having “forgotten” something, and find me with my cock out. He’d drop to his knees, not so fussy now about the dust on the carpet; he’d put those big brown hands on my ass, he’d pull me in as he opened his mouth, he’d look up at me with those big brown eyes, and he’d say…

Shit.

I came over the floor where he’d been standing, over the chair where he’d been sitting, shooting as fast and far as a schoolboy.

I wiped my hands on my T-shirt; I’d clear the rest up later. Business first.

I lay back on the bed, shorts around my ankles, my softening cock lying along one hairy thigh, and opened the envelope.

A single sheet of paper, closely printed on both sides, and a small, lightweight key.

Four bundles of notes. Fifties. Fifty in each.

Ten-thousand dollars.

And so, as the July sun blazed through the dirty windows and dried the puddles of jizz, I read my instructions.

 



 




An hour later, showered and shaved, I was fitting the key into the lock of a safe-deposit box in a bank on Seventh Avenue. I took the parcel that it contained, signed the book and came straight home on the subway, like any other regular guy running errands around Manhattan.

I had a pretty good idea of what the parcel contained, and I wasn’t disappointed: a Glock 19, a nice businesslike weapon, with enough ammunition for a small-scale siege. I’m not one of those guys who drool over guns—I can’t reel off the features of every single make and model, and I don’t have much opinion on different types of bullets—I always thought that kind of stuff was for psychos, or guys who don’t get laid enough. But I liked the look and feel of the Glock—a brand new, box-fresh killing machine.

Ferrari and his employer were taking no chances. Nothing to connect them to the weapon.

I sat on the bed, feeling the weight and balance of the weapon in my hand. It was the first time I’d handled a  firearm since my discharge, but it felt as natural to me as a brush feels to an artist.

Ten-thousand bucks—the first installment of three. A Glock 19 and a lot of rounds. What was this—a protection job, or a private war?

I re-read the letter that Ferrari had given me. It was as terse and factual as an operational briefing.


To: Major D Stagg

Subject: Stirling McMahon

Objective: Remove subject from present danger in New York City. Subject has been threatened on three occasions and physically attacked by persons unknown. Proceed by road to White Mountains region, New Hampshire, in transport provided. Remain as inconspicuous as possible, report whereabouts daily, await further instructions. Manage and report any hostile activities encountered. Subject’s personal safety is of paramount importance. Use all necessary means to secure objective.



In other words, if anyone messes with Stirling McMahon, shoot ’em. Shit, I thought, he must have some damn fine typing speeds. Two possible scenarios presented themselves. One: he’s no more of a secretary than I am; he’s a prize piece of ass who some wealthy sugar daddy wants off the scene for a while, for whatever reason. Two: he poses a threat to someone’s business operations, deliberately or otherwise. If the former, why not just send him off on a Mediterranean cruise? If the latter, the kid 
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