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A Rent Boy to Own




What an impressive house where the married gay couple I was meeting lived. It had French-influenced architecture with sandy bricks and a light-gray mansard roof that looked a bit more bluish in color. The lush courtyard with immaculate gardens and a small fountain added a beautiful touch. This home was in an upscale neighborhood of Hickeyhook, a college town near Lake Michigan and the Mackinac Bridge.

I’d driven more than four hours north of Detroit, too long of a drive for a client. Most of my clients lived much closer to home, but this couple in particular was willing to pay me top dollar because I was a “beautifully exotic” Latino twunk. Whatever. As long as I got my money and made them satisfied, it was all that mattered.

I parked on the wide driveway, right behind a muted-colored luxury sedan that had probably just been washed because of the waterdrops left over, since it hadn’t rained today. The car put my old, relish-green coupe to great shame. It wasn’t that I couldn’t afford a better car—I’d made a lot of money doing sex work since I’d turned eighteen three years ago—but that living near a rough area of Detroit made it too risky to own a better one.

I stepped out of my car and walked along the freshly-mowed lawn toward the brick pathway, the sun shining brightly for an afternoon in mid-July. It was warm enough for me to wear a black T-shirt and dark jeans without being too hot, since I preferred dark colors. (Anything of a dark nature, really.) From the scent, I could tell the grass had been cut earlier today, and the exotic flowers from the big gardens nearby enhanced the overall picturesque aesthetic. I didn’t want to imagine how much it cost to live here. My two-bedroom apartment was in decent condition, yet I still needed a roommate because of the rise in prices, especially living near downtown.

I approached the dark-wood door and knocked. I glanced around my shoulders and smiled. I could easily picture kids frolicking the big yard. This was great for a family.

The door opened. Standing there was a sexy bear with hazel eyes, a buzzcut, a thick beard, brown body fur, and a big belly. A polite smile spanned his face. What a relief that his teeth were well-maintained. He was tall, virile, looked about fortyish, and seemed physically strong. Definitely my type all around. I didn’t have an age limit for older men as long as they were handsome and healthy. “Hello. Are you Rodrigo, the rent boy?” His throaty voice made my dick twitch.

I nodded. “Yeah, hi.”

“Just making sure since my husband and I are very discreet about this. I’m Bernie. Come in.” He stepped aside and let me into the spacious foyer, and he closed the door.

While the exterior was probably from the 1930s or earlier, the interior was modernly furnished in muted colors. There was expensive-looking furniture in both the living room to my left and the dining room straight ahead, at least from what I could see through the wide archways. Polished wood flooring, pretentiously-artsy rugs, hi-tech electronics, abstract sculptures, and nude art on the walls completed the look. Yep, money hard-earned and well-spent. I definitely expected a generous payment if their offer was true.

A couple of high-pitched barks startled me, coming from straight ahead past the dining room. I couldn’t see where they were, though. I wished I could because I loved dogs. It was the downfall of living in my apartment; no dogs were allowed, just cats. Thankfully, I still visited my old one that Mom and Dad took care of back home in the suburbs.

“Plutonia, Flufflepuff, quiet!” Bernie yelled in a firm tone. They stopped barking, and he smiled. “Those are the babies, both male. We’ve had them for ten years now. We spoil them rotten.”

“That’s awesome.”

“You like dogs?”

“Love them. But I live in an apartment, so I can’t have any at the moment.”

“That’s too bad.”

“Yeah.”

Bernie stepped closer and smiled with deeper interest, fingering my hair. “God, look at you with those honey eyes and these dark ringlets. I bet you’re smooth too.”

“Yep. All over.”

“Nice. You’re taller than I thought too.”

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
O |
MARCO MAY “‘





