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I stared at the imposing gate and the high
fence, then at my phone. I was definitely at the right address, yet
this wasn’t what I’d expected. Shrugging, I leaned out and rang the
bell. After a long moment, a voice crackled over the intercom.

“Yes?”

“Ah, my name is Spencer.
I’m the new pool boy?”

“Right. Drive up to the
main house. Someone will meet you there.”

The gate slowly swung open. I headed up the
drive-way. With growing curiosity, I looked around. The grounds
were huge and looked well kept. It made me question even more just
why they were looking for a pool boy and were willing to give a
poor guy with no experience a chance. If the pool was anything like
the grounds, they should hire some professional service and not a
student needing a part-time job to pay his bills.

When my buddy Kevin had told me about the
job, it had sounded too good to be true. Part-time work as a pool
boy with flexible hours and really well-paid. As in extremely
well-paid, much better than any other job I’d looked at.

I’d applied immediately. I’d sent in my CV
and hoped for the best. The call that came a few days later had
still taken me by surprise, because I wasn’t really qualified.
Also, lately, my luck where jobs were concerned hadn’t been the
best. There were just too many people looking for work.

The man on the phone had sounded like a
lawyer, coldly professional and very competent. He’d also insisted
that I mail them some photographs of me before we continued
talking. Head-shot, body-shot, casual pictures, not the kind taken
in a studio. Those were the kind of pictures he’d asked for.

That had been downright unusual and strange,
but I’d decided to go along with it. I’d sent him a entire
collection of photos. I’d even included one that showed me at the
beach, wearing only a pair of shorts.

After that, I’d been sent a huge stack of
forms, including a lengthy questionnaire and a thick non-disclosure
agreement that I was supposed to sign. The latter at least had made
sense. The rich and famous were keen on protecting their privacy,
something I could understand.

Then things had gotten even strange. Once
I’d filled out and sent back the questionnaire and the
non-disclosure agreement, I’d been sent to take a bunch of tests,
including several drug tests and several tests for STDs. I’m not
sure how necessary those tests were for the job of a pool boy, but
whatever. Despite my doubts, I’d gone along with it. For the money
they were willing to pay, I would be willing to piss into a lot of
cups.

The house that finally came into view was a
fucking mansion, modern and huge. Parked in front of the house were
several cars, including a Porsche and the newest BMW. I tried hard
not to drool while I parked my car. I wasn’t given any time to
admire the cars, though, because a man came down the steps and
toward me. He was hot in the way some older men were. You could see
that he once must have been really built, big and muscular. He
still looked fit and as if he took good care of himself. He had
broad shoulders and a deep chest with just the slightest hint of
softness around his belly. His hairline was receding and while he
hadn’t shaved the rest off, he wore it very short and cropped close
to the skull. Intense dark eyes studied me thoroughly.

I fought against the urge to squirm under
his scrutiny.

“You must be Spencer,” he
said and offered me his hand. “I’m Russell. We talked on the
phone.”

In fact, Russell and I had talked several
times. He’d been the one who’d conducted the interviews. Somehow,
he wasn’t what I’d imagined. Too hot for one and too relaxed for
another. Based on his deep voice, I’d imagined some hard-ass in an
expensive suit and a tie. Instead, he was dressed in jeans and a
t-shirt and managed a look that somehow combined hard-ass with
relaxed geniality.
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