Julian is sitting in a dark corner, kept company by a bottle of Jack Daniels’ and a pack of Marlboros, his two best friends post-show.  He will make quite a noticeable impact on that bottle before venturing to socialise with anyone else in the room.  Occasionally a model-calibre woman joins him, but she eventually gives up trying to entice him and wanders away in search of someone more willing, succeeding easily.  

Julian takes another mouthful of JD as his eyes scan the room.  He watches with amusement as Albert flirts shamelessly with a cute blonde girl.  Nikolai is at the bar, involved in an apparently meaningful conversation with a fair-skinned brunette, judging by how close they are.  Fab is nowhere in sight, but then again, neither is Drew.  
Julian’s eyes finally travel towards the corner opposite him, my corner, which is only about 20 feet away.  He gives me a lopsided, half-assed grin and salutes me by raising his glass.  He tilts his head slightly, an invitation to join him.  I oblige readily, and he squishes himself as tiny as he can into the oversized armchair as I squeeze in next to him.  

He kisses my neck, which sends shivers down my arms and legs like every other time he has done that.  He leans his face on my shoulder and I can feel the vibrations of his voice has he talks, but I can’t hear what he’s saying, so I lean in close to his mouth, until I can feel his breath on my cheek.  

“…Never without a girl,” he’s saying, and I look in the direction he is.  Albert is now chatting with a tall, fiery-haired woman who is laughing at whatever he has told her. “Al is /not/ that funny,” Julian slurs, and I laugh aloud.

I feel Julian’s hand on my face, turning me towards him.  His mouth tastes smoky, and of course, of whiskey.  It would probably be an unpleasant combination if it was anyone else, but with Julian, it’s perfect.  Besides, I’m sure my combination of cigarettes and Heineken is equally as appealing.  

Julian breaks away and brushes his hair from his sweaty face.  His eyes are searching mine, looking for an answer to the question he knows he never has to ask.  I try to convey as much consent as I can muster with just my eyes, but to be honest I don’t exactly know how to do that, so I’m just hoping that he can read my mind. 

He finally makes his decision, I guess, because he stands up unsteadily, swaying enough for me to feel the need to balance him with my hands grasping his hips.  Many people intercept him as we make our way to the door, but a slight nudge of his ass effectively reminds him of our agenda.  I smile apologetically, shrugging, gesturing that he’s had a lot to drink, as usual, and “I’m making sure he gets home all right,” I tell anyone who asks.  

Once outside, he mocks the age-old excuse that we use all so often.  “Well, come up with something better,” I challenge.  “It works for me.”  He just laughs and links his arm through mine.  

I turn my head before he can grab my freshly lit cigarette from my lips, and he protests audibly.  “Stop whining, you probably have at least one full pack in one of those pockets,” I remind him, pointing towards his vest.

He tries to pout, but it looks so funny for whatever reason – something to do with the joint I had a few puffs of on our way out, I’m sure – that I burst out laughing.  The look on his face now appears to be legitimate offence, which unfortunately only makes me laugh more.  I think he is now just confused about what’s so funny, but I can’t even get a breath, let alone explain.

“You are such a ditz,” he moans, as I gasp for air.  “Get a fucking grip already… I thought I was the one that was wasted,” he says as he trips over what appears to be a crack in the sidewalk.  It sets me off again, but this time he can’t help but giggle too.

Once we finally make it to his place we’ve calmed down, but are sparked by the renewed sexual tension that surrounds us.  I tug at his shirt as he unlocks his apartment door, and he smiles slyly.

As soon as he locks the deadbolt behind us, I pin him against the door.  His hands are under my shirt, across my stomach, along my hips and over my shoulders as my shirt comes over my head.
It is the same routine as every other time, but I never get bored with exploring as much of Julian as I can.  He always seems to find a new way to excite me, even though I’m always surprised that I can /be/ more aroused by him.  

As we make our way to his bedroom, I wonder if this will ever be more than just behind-closed-and-locked-doors fucking, and on-the-sly making out.  He pauses before pulling off his own shirt and looks me in the eyes with that damn intensity that he always has.

“Someday, Nick,” is all he says, and I can do nothing but shrug before I’m falling onto the bed, pulling him with me.

He’s getting pretty good at reading my mind, I think. 

