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ROTOR BLADES CHOPPED rhythmically through the salt-heavy air, each revolution vibrating through Taylor Bryan’s chest as the helicopter in which he was riding surged forward over the endless stretch of the Mediterranean. Below, the sea shimmered like a sheet of hammered blue glass. Taylor squinted through the window, eyes locking on the sleek white superyacht growing larger by the second. It looked unreal—like something conjured in a supervillain's fever dream. Maybe it was.

He adjusted the collar of his linen shirt and exhaled slowly, trying to ignore how sweaty his palms were. He was doing his level best to steel his nerves, to remind himself that this was an opportunity for which he had waited months, but it wasn't working to calm him down. He hoped he'd find his confidence when it really mattered. The man across from him, one of the yacht staff in tailored navy livery, gave him a tight polite smile but said nothing. No one had spoken since they lifted off from the private helipad along the Amalfi coast.

Taylor glanced down at his shoes. Clean. Not expensive. The best he could do on a college junior’s budget, scraped together from tutoring gigs, a near-maxed credit card, and the last of his spring grant money. University wasn’t cheap, especially when your mother was ill and other family members still called to ask if you had “twenty bucks to spot them until Friday." He had responsibilities, and he had financial needs. He didn't intend to be poor for much longer.

When the offer came—vague and mysterious, but promising—he didn’t ask too many questions.

"A chance to spend your summer on a yacht, in luxury, with one of the most generous men in Europe.

Open-minded applicants encouraged.

Compensation in the six figures. Seven figure potential, for those especially favored by the Master. Discretion required."

Taylor Bryan was not the world's savviest young twenty-something, but he was pretty certain that he knew what that meant. Six figures, maybe seven if he really impressed, to spend the summer sexually pleasuring the multi-billionaire son of a shipping magnate, Alessandro Visconti.

Taylor had done a bit of research into Visconti before leaving for Europe. Between the age of thirty-five and forty—the internet wasn't really certain—Alessandro was the heir apparent to his father's shipping empire, if his father were ever to actually pass on. The father, just past aged ninety, was still as active and full of vim and vigor as he'd ever been. So, Alessandro was essentially a Toys r' Us kid and had been for years, refusing to grow up until such time as it was forced upon him. Until then, he was still partying like he was Taylor's age, satisfying his voracious appetite for fun, drugs, and sex. As to the sex, Alessandro Visconti was famously equal-opportunity. He liked women, he liked men... it was said that he simply loved beauty.

And, without being egotistical about it, Taylor thought that he might qualify, with his maturely-styled blonde hair, chiseled handsome face, cerulean blue eyes, and well-defined, lean-but-muscular physique. He was pretty easy on the eyes, and it would be false humility to say otherwise. Attracting attention from women, or men frankly, was never a problem for him. But attracting the attention of Alessandro Visconti, that might prove trickier.

The helicopter began to descend. The yacht—The Callisto, it was called—was longer than a football field and blindingly white. People moved like ants on the top deck, some in white polos, others in little more than swim trunks and confidence. Taylor felt his stomach tighten.

Taylor was twenty-one, technically still a virgin if you didn’t count a couple of messy dorm-room experiments with both girls and guys that never got past awkward make outs. He had dated a handful of men and women, but never seriously. He supposed he was rather like Alessandro Visconti in that way, in simply appreciating beauty and wanting to touch it, regardless of whether it was male or female. He’d told himself for years he was “just figuring things out,” whether he’d end up with a man or woman. That he had time.

But time didn’t pay the rent. Or his mom’s medical bills. Or let him take a single breath without worrying about money.

He'd be lying if he said he hadn't had the thought now and then: I am too goddamned pretty to be struggling like this. People who look like me aren't poor, and if they are, they're fools. People that look like me, if they can't figure out how not to be poor, they are absolutely damned fools. And I ain't no damned fool.

The skids touched down on the yacht's helipad with a soft jolt. A crew member opened the door and gestured. Taylor grabbed his small duffel, climbed out, and immediately felt the wind whip his hair and the salt hit his tongue.

A man in aviators and a pressed white shirt greeted him at the landing pad with a clipboard and a smile.

“Taylor Bryan?”

Taylor nodded.

“Follow me.”

They walked down a short staircase, into the cooled belly of the yacht. The change in temperature was instant. The halls were sleek, with curved glass walls and soft lighting. Taylor caught a glimpse of a man in silk shorts lounging beside an indoor pool, drink in hand, laughing at something someone said out of Taylor's view.

This is real, Taylor thought. He wondered if that man he’d seen was a fellow billionaire or a member of the Master’s harem. 

They stopped outside a wide frosted glass door. The man with the clipboard gestured.

“You’ll go in alone. Answer honestly. Be yourself.”

Taylor swallowed.

The door slid open with a soft hiss.

And he stepped into the audition room.

The room was all white, save for the black leather couch on the far wall. As he stepped inside, the bright lights dimmed away to near-darkness, leaving only a soft spotlight emanating from the top of the far wall across from the couch. Below the spotlight was a mirror that was surely one-way, allowing for the viewer (or viewers) behind it to see him, while he could not see them.

"Remove your clothing and sit on the couch," said a woman's sexy voice over the intercom. She had a light Italian accent, though her English was impeccable. 

Slowly, Taylor began to undress, shirt, shoes, and pants. He hesitated a moment, really only just a moment, but that was long enough for the woman on the intercom to say: "Yes, everything."

Taylor pulled down his boxer briefs.

Naked, he sat on the couch. His cock was thick, circumcised, and hung heavily between his thighs. The AC was chilly on his skin.
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