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I'd only been out of school for a little over a year, but I already felt like my life was going nowhere fast.  While the rest of my friends were either in college or working their way up the corporate ladder, I was living in a cheap apartment scraping together rent money with odd jobs so I wouldn’t have to move back in with my folks. 

I threw myself into the only full-time job I could get fresh out of high school, running the front counter of a tanning salon. Within no time at all the owner promoted me to full time manager, making me promise on a clean stack of towels that I wouldn't run off and quit on him.

No worries there, I thought. I didn’t have anywhere to go. I hated school. All I ever seemed to do was daydream. People kept telling me that I’d eventually figure out what I wanted to do with my life but up to that point I hadn’t found a career path that made me want to get up before ten in the morning. 

I always thought I was a late bloomer, but the truth is I never seemed to “bloom” at all. While the rest of the guys in my class began bragging about their pubes and mustaches, I had a thin trail of wispy blonde fur instead of thick, dark hair. I didn’t even have to shave! 

That wasn’t the only difference though. I never seemed to sprout the lumpy muscles the other guys did. While they were working out, with fresh acne to match their bulging new biceps, I stayed smooth and supple, my hips and ass much more like a girl’s than a boy’s. 

It didn’t help that I wore my hair long and pierced both my ears. It also didn’t help that I spent most of my time with girls instead of boys, but the truth was that I always felt closer to them. 

While other guys were learning about cars and sports stats I was hanging out with my best friend Karen, learning about make-up and fashion and hot new trends. 

Karen used to tell me it was just because I was sensitive, that she really liked that about me. By senior year she was using me as her unwilling model while she practiced makeup techniques. 

More than once I forgot and went to school wearing lipstick or with my nails still painted pink. Eventually the giggles died down as people just came to accept my eccentricities.

Karen tried to get me to sleep with her several times. I wanted to make her happy, but the truth was the connection I felt with her was strictly platonic. I just wasn’t attracted to her, or any other girl at school. 

The truth was that when I looked at women in the fashion magazines, I thought they were beautiful, but instead of wanting to be with them I yearned to be them! 

I memorized the names of designers I liked, fantasizing about doing a runway show in Paris dressed in something so amazing no one would care what gender I was, to feel sexy and alive with a million eyes on me. 

Karen said she understood, but she pulled away after the third time I told her I wasn’t interested in having sex with her. I think she really believed that she could win me over if she tried hard enough. 

The whole ordeal left me feeling confused and alone. I was sad that I couldn’t give her what she wanted, but also sad that she couldn’t accept that I wasn’t interested in being her “femme” boyfriend. 

I made up for my loneliness and confusion by throwing myself into work. The truth is that I loved my job. I got to play cool music all day and see beautiful people, including the occasional celebrity! 

I loved the sense of control that being the boss gave me since I didn't seem to have it in any other aspect of my life. It actually felt good being able to tell my employees what they could and couldn't do, setting their schedules, and handing out the checks. It was such a rush having all that new-found power. 

One day a new client came in and turned everything upside down on me! He was already very tan when he walked through the door. 

He was wearing True Religion jeans, the latest style, and an expensive Gucci t-shirt, along with what looked like thousand-dollar designer sneakers. He was covered in diamond-studded jewelry as well that caught and reflected the moody waiting room lighting like a dancing flame. 

He wasn't too tall, just shy of six feet, but he had penetrating eyes like wild honey with flecks of gold shimmering in them, brown curly hair like a Roman god, and a beautiful, pearly white, arrogant smile that suggested he might burst out in derisive laughter at any moment. 

Everything about him was cocky but earned, like a man who was used to getting his way and with good reason. I found myself instantly attracted to him. A tingle ran from my cock all the way to my nipples and my breath caught in my throat at the sight of him. 

What’s happening to me, I thought. 

I was working with a stuck-up new girl named Samantha that day and of course she immediately took a liking to him too, perking up as he approached the counter and trying to act cute and interesting. 

“Hello,” he said, his voice like a beautiful melody, the words rolling off his tongue like melted butter. 

“I'm interested in something long term and serious. Sign me up for your most expensive package.” 

He never took his eyes off me as he spoke. It felt like I was suddenly in a dream. He pulled his thick wallet out and removed a shiny card, handing it to me. 

I heard Samantha let out a nervous giggle, but he ignored her completely. 

He's flirting with me, I thought. Does he think I’m a girl? 

I took the card from his hand, trying not to look as nervous as I suddenly felt. I looked down at the list of prices we had for different sessions and chose the biggest one I could find, keying a code into the computer. 

“What made you choose us?” 

Samantha did her best to turn his attention back in her direction. Her charms were wasted on him. I could feel his intense stare burning into me, but I kept my head down as I ran his card. 

“Let's just say I've had my eye on this place for a while now and really wanted to give it a proper try,” he replied. 

He had an easy demeanor, calm and relaxed and totally in control, as if he owned the salon and was doing us a favor to swing by and say hello. 

I fought back the blush that rose to my cheeks as he locked eyes with me, crossing my legs and looking down at his platinum card to avoid making eye contact again. My cock twitched, stirring to life. 

“So, you're a local then?” Samantha's voice rose slightly higher, making her casual banter sound even more forced. 

“I like to have coffee at the shop across the way when I'm in town,” he said flatly, as if he were slightly annoyed by her presence and just waiting for her to stop speaking. 

Missing the subtle cue Samantha plunged on. 

“You travel a lot for work?” 

He answered her with that derisive laugh he’d been holding back, the look on his face twisted into an annoyed sneer, like he was humoring a small, pestering child. Samantha kept trying to get him to respond to her, but he showed little interest, turning his attention to me instead as she explained the new tanning beds and gave him a free sample of our most expensive lotion. 

“Your session is ready now,” I said, looking up quickly and trying to regain my composure. He didn't flinch as he raised a crisp one-hundred-dollar bill in his hand for me to see. 

“And what if I offered you a bribe to help me put the lotion on my back?” 

The look on Samantha's face was priceless. Her jaw literally fell open. 

As the cute blonde, she was used to getting all the attention. Clearly, she hadn't expected a guy who looked like this to blow her off for another guy, especially one that looked and acted like a sissy. 

It made me beam with pride to know I'd been chosen over the beach bunny! I was tempted to just grab the money from his hands then take him into a locked stall and run my hands all over his sexy body. 

If only he'd have come in earlier, I thought, knowing that mornings were usually slow and only required one of us. 

Samantha gasped in mock surprise, and I used her obnoxious display to turn away. When I was able to look back again, he was already gone. 

“Can you believe the nerve of that pervert?” 

Samantha was obviously unaccustomed to having her charms not work on a guy. The fact that he was obviously into other guys didn't seem to appease her anger in the slightest. 

She spent the next ten minutes finding things about him to run down, from his overly confident attitude to his “last season” jeans. I didn't offer a word of response. 

I could still feel my heart beating fast in my chest. The whole time he was tanning I kept trying to think of something clever to say to him on his way out. I was so lost in thought I didn't notice him sneaking up on me. 

“We should have a drink sometime,” he said, sliding his business card in front of me. 

“I’m not old enough to get in anywhere worth going,” I laughed nervously, biting my lower lip as I felt my cock twitch again. 

“Really? I would never have guessed you weren’t at least in your early twenties. You seem very mature if you don’t mind me saying.” 

“Thanks,” I said, making eye contact for one brief moment. My heart fluttered as I lost myself in his incredible eyes once more. I looked back down; afraid I might pass out. I tried to hand his card back, but he made no move to take it. 

“Keep it,” he said, looking more excited that I was trying to get rid of him. 

“Call me sometime if you feel like it. I'd love to have a more private conversation. I think there’s something very special about you and I’m never wrong. I’m up late most nights, if you decide you want to talk.” 

My mouth went dry, and my hands started to tremble. He gave me a wink and turned to go. He was gone before I could even answer. Samantha stared at me in shock, but I ignored her, chalking it up to more of her obvious jealousy. 

I already knew his name was Darren from setting up his new account but now I also knew he was a professional photographer. Quickly I used the company computer to do a search of his website. My jaw fell open. 

One after another breathtakingly beautiful female model was displayed in his impressive portfolio, most of them oiled up and half naked. I could swear one of the girls was the same model I had just fantasized about the night before in a magazine ad. 

This guy is practically a celebrity, I thought, reading up on how he’d discovered handfuls of the hottest new models of the last decade, turning them into superstars. 

I searched for him by name, tabbing images only. A ton of pictures came up of him, many featuring him with the same delicious young women he photographed by his side at parties and red-carpet events. 

He dates professional female models. Why is he interested in me? 

It was a puzzle I couldn't wrap my head around. I went home and locked myself into my room, firing up my desktop to cyber stalk him some more. I stared at his card for what felt like hours, turning it over in my hands and picturing his beautiful caramel eyes penetrating my soul. 
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