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  Chapter One




   




   




  Every Friday night he’d visit the seedy hotel on Barnes Street, room 216. He was tall, wiry, and clean-shaven—an artificially serene gaze behind a pair of silver-rimmed glasses—and attractive, in a geeky sort-of-way, with his raven hair parted on the left and a long bang covering his right lens. Initially, his baby face and youthful charm seemed harmless. But closer inspection revealed much more behind the glasses, an indestructible force of nature swirling in the depths of his steely-gray eyes. A person’s appearance can mask the truth, and when we’d first met, I was certain his masked a multitude of sins.




  In the beginning, I performed as trained. I got down on my knees and attempted to give him a blow job, but he stopped me. The second time he came to my suite I tried everything to entice him, even offered to masturbate. But the thirtyish man who wore a neatly pressed suit, gray dress shirt and leather tie never wanted sex.




  He’d sit beside me brandishing a razor-sharp smile and talk. I couldn’t complain. He was a paying customer. Fifty an hour or five hundred for the night and, as per routine, he paid cash. The entire twelve hours sealed in an envelope black as his suit, which he placed on the nightstand under the lamp.




  Gradually, I became accustomed to Brody’s odd behavior and didn’t bother to solicit any services other than a customary greeting. We’d chat as if we were in a posh restaurant, whiling the hours away over an extravagant meal. Then, at the break of dawn, he’d leave. He seemed like a nice enough man, perhaps someone trustworthy. Which was the very reason I tried not to tell him much about my past. I didn’t want to jeopardize the relationship we were building. Our get-togethers had become the highlight of my existence.




  The ugliness had begun in my childhood. Desperate for a hit, my drug-addict mother sold me into the sex trade at the ripe age of twelve, and shortly after she died of an overdose. At the time, her pimp Gino took me in. He’d said he had a soft spot for kids, and since I needed to eat, I’d have to earn my keep like every other whore.




  There were only two good things about Gino—he always paid, and he never hit me. As long as I serviced the clientele, he left me alone. But then I wasn’t the typical prostitute; all his workers were women, where I was a scrawny effeminate-looking man. The fact I was a man didn’t seem to bother Brody. He still came to see me once a week, he still talked, and he still paid. And Friday nights were his.




  “It rained hard today.” He locked the door. “Made my job difficult.”




  “Yeah, and ah…what is it you do?” I put the ashtray on my chest and blew smoke rings. They rose towards the ceiling, stretching until they were gone.




  “I’m not permitted to say.”




  “Aww,” I whined, “but that’s boring. We’ve known each other for awhile now, and you’ve never told me anything about yourself.”




  “That’s for your safety as well as mine.” He stood near the grimy window, removing his blazer, and for the first time, I saw his guns. They were semi-automatic pistols, and bigger than I’d imagined. He slid the holsters over his shoulders and hung them on the only chair in the room along with the jacket. Loosening his tie, he motioned to the bed. “May I?”
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