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~ * ~ * ~


I stared at the contract resting
innocently on my coffee table. Just a few sheets of paper but what
was written on them, was a proposal that could change my life. If I decided to
accept it. If I was crazy—or desperate—enough.

I fell back into the cushions of the couch
and stared up at the ceiling, pondering what to do.

After being framed for embezzling and
theft and forced to sexually serve six very well-endowed, rich men
as penance, I’d left my job. There was no way I could stomach
working for Kyle again. Kyle, my ex-boss. The one I suspected of
framing me and the one who’d had no problem with serving me up as a
sacrifice and distraction to those six men. While they were focused
on me, no-one would pay attention to him. Looking back, I had to
admit that it was a clever plan. And I’d been a naive idiot. I
still was. I was only surprised, that he hadn’t demanded his piece
of flesh as well.

The one thing I hadn’t taken into account,
though, was the influence Kyle had in the city. He’d essentially
blacklisted me. Now, no-one would hire me. I was barely able to get
a job-interview and the few people I’d talked to quickly withdrew
their offer—some with obvious reluctance and regret. Which of
course didn’t help. I was still out of work and my funds were
dwindling. I needed to find a job soon.

In my desperation, I’d even tried my hand
at waiting tables. Only to discover that I sucked at it. Even my
tight ass hadn’t saved me from being fired. One bar-owner had been
pretty open about that. He would have hired me as entertainment
though. Emphasize on the entertainment part. I’d quickly understood
that he hadn’t talked about dancing or just standing around and
looking pretty. I wasn’t that desperate yet, though, but I was
close to it. I’d already sold off all of my valuables to pay my
rent and buy food. I had not enough money left to move somewhere
else. There was no-one I could ask for help. No-one except Kyle.
He’d made it clear that I was welcome at any time. For a price, of
course.

I snorted. I knew what price he would
demand. I could just as well take up the bar-owner on his offer. At
least then I would get paid for getting fucked.

And now this. A job-offer that sounded too
surreal to be true. I glared at the papers, wondering which one was
behind the proposal. It had to be one of the six. Maybe it was
mysterious, cold Carl, the one who’d first fucked my mouth and then
opened my ass for the rest of them. Or maybe it was the one with
the fat cock who’d liked slapping me around? Maybe he now wanted
his own private bunching bag? There were six possibilities and they
all sounded daunting. After all, I had first-hand experience with
their sexual tastes and demands.

I leaned forward and pulled the papers
closer. I already knew what they said. The words were burned unto
my brain. My official title would be live-in private assistant. The
position came with room and board, health-insurance, even a
retirement fund. And a performance bonus. Imagine that. Performance
bonus!

My duties? Being sexually available to my
employer whenever my services were required. Essentially, I would
be nothing more than a live-in whore. There wasn’t even the
pretense of dressing this up as anything else. I would be a whore,
a convenient body, not a kept boy-toy.

The pay was incredible, though. More than
I ever would have been able to make in my regular job. Considering
that my living expenses would be covered as well, I could save the
majority of the money. Once I had enough saved up, I could leave
town. I could go somewhere else, reinvent myself, and start a new
life. Forget everything.

In the end, the choice was between a bunch
of anonymous strangers, Kyle, and a rich business-man with a huge
cock who wanted to own me body and soul. Not really much of a
choice. Before I could change my mind, I hunted for a pen, and
signed the contract.

 


~ * ~ * ~

 


The man, who picked me up, was one of the
most physically intimidating men I’d ever encountered. At 6 feet, I
wasn’t exactly a small man, but he was almost a head taller than me
and at least twice as big. All of that pure muscle. Like many black
men, he had his head shaved and wore a neatly groomed goatee. His
eyes were hidden behind sunglasses, his face inscrutable. Even with
his exquisitely cut suit and perfect manners, he exuded an air of
menace that made me shiver and duck.
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