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The Spy Who F**ked Me
One evening this summer I met up with Alexey, a Russian man, around 40 years old who came from Samara, a Russian 
city approximately 100km from the Kazakh border. Alexey was of medium height, stocky but muscly build with a 
shaved head. Enjoying the Australian sunshine he was slightly sunburnt, his skin having turned a golden colour rather 
than lobster-red that is common with people of north European origin. 

Alexey looked like someone who enjoyed martial arts and was 
comfortable wielding a gun. I also imagined him being the 
kind of man who would wear very revealing underwear, maybe 
sporting a jockstrap or two under his business suit or wearing 
tight white Speedos at the beach that would almost reveal 
everything after he had been in the water for a swim.

The night we met we went for a drive along the coast in his car. 
When I made small talk and asked what he did, Alexey said 
that he worked for a Russian company but was particularly 
cagey about imparting any details on his professional and 
personal life. I suppose he wanted to get personal on a 
physical rather than platonic level. Then again I assumed it 
was typical of his culture not to give more information than 
was needed. He talked in stilted English as if he had a quota 
on how many words he could use. It was not particularly 
comfortable sitting in the car with him surrounded by long 
silences. Alexey seemed to prefer silence to sound and chose 
to keep the radio off. 

After half an hour we stopped at a quiet beach and went 
for a walk, walking mostly in silence that was no longer 
uncomfortable. We had little to say to each other but liked 
each other physically so we felt comfortable. We eventually 
came to an alcove that was cut away from the main beach 
while large rocks concealed it further by trees and shrubs. I 
motioned him over to come over to the rocks. We sat down on 
the rocks together and after another brief moment of silence I 
began to feel his thick, toned thighs. I worked my hand up to 
feel his juicy piece of meat. Being Russian he had little body 
hair. I leaned in a kissed him. I decided to go down on him so I 
yanked off the gym shorts he was wearing. Just as I imagined 
he was wearing skimpy, tight, white, revealing y-fronts, with a 
thin elastic as the sides making it a cross between jocks and 
y-fronts. Still with his pants on I lightly touched his balls. He smiled clearly enjoying that. I then pulled off his y-front and out fell a 
large, white semi-erect dick. He had smooth, hairless skin. 

I followed his tan lines with my finger. He obviously sunbathed a great deal and did so in tight Speedos, which was typical of Russian 
men. Alexey took off his t-shirt and was sitting on the rocks with his shorts and underwear around his ankles with still wearing his 
trainers. My finger made its way across to his anus where it circled around his smooth, plump perineum. Like the rest of his body it 
was smooth but his buttocks were tight. The man obviously did sports. Maybe wrestling? Cycling? Judo like Putin? I pulled back the 
flesh of his buttocks and saw a light, pink asshole. 

I played with it, fingering him lightly but he was as tight as an unopened jar or caviar. Sensing the pressure he began to feel 
uncomfortable, so I changed tactics. I took his cock into my hands and masturbated him until he was fully erect. When it stood to 
complete attention I licked his balls lightly and started working my way up his cock with my tongue. When I got to the tip a drop was 
pre-cum had formed. I licked that off gently, as if it was ice cream, and then greedily swallowed his cock whole. I loved hearing him 
exhale in enjoyment.  I worked on his dick for the good part of 30 minutes, sucking him off and touching his asshole, which he was



beginning to enjoy. His chest started heaving and as he began to come I jerked him off. His sperm erupted in strong bursts landing 
on his chest, the rocks and sand. I was so horny, not having touched myself that I licked off his cum from his chest, something I 
never do. He smiled as I did that. After a few moments he got up and put on his underwear and shorts.

‘And now you?’ he asked.
‘It’s ok,’ I said wiping away the come from my lips. ‘Tonight is all about you.’
He liked that so much he smiled. ‘Wow. Even the prostitutes I hire are not as good as you.'
‘Better and more fun than a prostitute,’ I thought to myself. 'Now that's a compliment.'

We walked back to his car mostly in silence. He drove us back to Athens and dropped me off home. 

‘Let us meet again soon’ he said.
‘I’d like that’ I said and went inside.
 
We met a week later at his place. It was a tidy, two-bedroom apartment with a large balcony that overlooked the sea. As if we were 
acting on a pre-agreed action we began undressing as soon as I entered his apartment. It was hot, even at night, so the windows 
were open and the fan was on. He, like me, did not like air-conditioning.

Finally naked he laid on his double bed. I climbed on top of him and began liking his shaved balls and working my way up his 
cock until I took it all in my mouth. He laid back and relaxed as I did most of the work. His balls were beginning to tighten so I put 
a condom on his cock and mounted him as he lay. After taking a minute to position his dick inside me I began to move my ass on 
his cock, building up the rhythm. 

‘Let your ass fuck my cock,’ he whispered and let out a quiet laugh.

That was the case: I was fucking his cock. I was riding him like a cowboy. Facing me as we faced each other he came hard into his 
condom as he was still inside me. He leaned and kissed me as he came. It was s warm, friendly, sloppy kiss.

‘Better than a whore,’ he exhaled as his penis was deflating in my ass. I smiled as he pulled it out of me. To most men this may have 
seem rude but it felt like such a compliment.

Afterwards we made generic conversation talking about the weather or the places he wanted to visit. Glancing around his apartment 
I noticed that there was nothing personal. No family pictures. No postcards on the fridge. No magazine or newspapers. Just a sofa, 
a laptop and a TV and a mountain bike.

What was he hiding? I saw no family photos so was hiding one back in Russia or was he single? Was he a high-level executive in a 
Russian oil company and guarded his privacy because he did not want to divulge too much personal information as it could be used 
against him? Or was it something more?

I went to use the bathroom. 

‘The door to the left,’ he kept repeating making sure I did not go into ‘the other room’.
‘You mean this one?’ I said confusing my left from my right. I tried to push open the door but it was locked.
‘No! The other door,’ he barked, lying naked from his bed. His dick flopped to the left.

He could only have been one thing: a spy. Men like him: fit, unmarried, unassuming, fluent in foreign languages are the perfect 
candidates to send abroad for… well anything? But would a spy really yell? Aren’t they always calm and cool? Most likely. But to 
a person who was unimportant, a random guy like me who was as disposable as a condom, spies possibly did not care how they 
behaved. It was hardly like we were in high-stakes geopolitical negotiations. Rather, oral fellatio that had come to their expected and 
inevitable conclusions.

I left after soon after that I saying we should meet up. This time he just nodded and mumbled a goodbye. He never called me again 
and did not respond to my texts.

‘Oh well… no more from Russians with love,’ I thought to myself. I liked to think he was called away on an international assignment 
but in reality I think I screwed up with trying to open the door for the adjoining room. Too bad. I liked him. Not that I really knew him.


