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Chapter One: The Proposal
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Months of relentless study and sacrifice had finally secured my place in dental school, yet there I was, watching the clock with the impatience of a schoolboy, counting down the seconds until I could escape. The molars could go to hell. My mind had already fled the lecture hall, traveling several buildings east to where the arts department hummed with creative chaos, and more specifically, to where Caroline waited.

Tonight we would dine at that Italian restaurant she loved, the one with the flickering candlelight and the wine list that required a second mortgage. By evening's end, I would produce the velvet box burning a hole in my jacket pocket, the one containing two simple bands that would make us official. The perfect night for the perfect girl.

The dismissal bell shattered my reverie. Relief and anticipation surged through me in equal measure as I gathered my things and bolted from the room.

The arts building courtyard stood empty. No sign of Caroline among the scattered students smoking cigarettes and debating aesthetics. I pushed through the heavy doors into the labyrinthine interior, where identical corridors twisted toward destinations unknown. Finally, through a partially open door leading to an auditorium, I spotted her. She stood with her friend Valentina, the three of them engaged in conversation with a man who appeared to be in his mid-forties. Caroline's face lit up when she saw me.

I crossed the threshold, pressed a quick kiss to her lips, and nodded to Valentina. "Tina," I amended, using the nickname she preferred.

Then I noticed the distraction behind them. On the stage, a couple moved with languid ease, pulling on clothing over their underwear as casually as if they were dressing for brunch. The man beside Caroline seemed to catch my confusion, perhaps reading it in the furrow of my brow.

"Seems your boyfriend isn't accustomed to the models in your class, Caroline," he said, smiling.

"No, forgive me," I said, extending my hand toward him. "I simply wasn't expecting half-naked strangers at this hour. I'm Sebastian."

"Pleasure. Otávio." He gripped my hand firmly. "And regarding them, don't concern yourself. A few years ago, the models posed completely nude. Good times, those."

"Good times," Tina agreed, though she had clearly never been part of that era. But when nudity was involved, more was always more in her estimation. Tina was the kind of woman who wore her bisexuality like armor, utterly indifferent to outside judgment. The only opinion that mattered to her was her own.

"I was just speaking with your girlfriend's friend about my agency," Otávio continued. "She seems genuinely interested in my models' work."

"It's all for a university project, I swear," Tina said, making no effort to disguise that her actual interest lay in the models themselves. All of them. "But thank God you're here. We were just talking about you. Doesn't Caroline have excellent taste?"

She gestured toward me as if I were merchandise on display. Otávio's gaze traveled down my body with deliberate slowness, measuring, assessing. The scrutiny prickled beneath my skin.

"It's true, Sebastian," he said. "Have you ever considered modeling?"

"I appreciate the thought," I replied, trying not to disappoint him, "but I can't imagine I'd feel comfortable standing before a classroom in nothing but my underwear."

"Drawing you would be wonderful," Caroline teased, squeezing my arm.

"And watching you for a full hour in just your briefs..." Tina whistled low, a sharp "fiu fiu" cutting the air.

"My young man, you needn't worry about that," Otávio said, a small smile playing at the corner of his mouth. "My agency does far more than supply models for university classes." He glanced at his watch. "It was a pleasure speaking with you all, but I must go. And Sebastian, should you change your mind..." He pressed a silver card into my palm. "...call me."

He departed with hurried steps. I slipped the card into my pocket and reached for Caroline's hand.

"Shall we?"
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Chapter Two: The Weight of Waiting
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We emerged from the arts building into the chaos of campus dismissal. The grounds teemed with restless teenagers jostling toward bus stops or fighting their way through the parking lot's automotive gridlock, everyone rushing toward whatever remained of their afternoon. The universal urgency of youth, relentless and predictable as tide.

"You thought it was strange too, didn't you?" I asked Caroline as we navigated the crowd. "What Otávio said about the agency's other work?"

"Why do you think that?"

"I don't know. The way he smiled when he said 'much more.'"

"I don't think it was anything sinister," she said, her voice measured and calm. "He was simply promoting his business. Of course they do more than supply drawing models. Campaigns, runway shows, editorial shoots. That sort of thing."

Beside her, Tina let out a sharp laugh.

"Sebastian, Sebastian," she said, wagging a finger at me. "Having wicked, erotic thoughts about people's character is my job. But I approve of your skepticism." She looped her arm through Caroline's. "So, friend, need a ride home? Don't worry, Sebastian, I promise not to have wild sex with her in the car. Unless we hit traffic and I get bored and your girlfriend can't resist."

"Fine by me," I said, laughing.

"What? Doubting my seductive powers?" Tina arched an eyebrow. "For your information, I'm practically Aphrodite when I choose to be. I can do things with my tongue that most boys can't manage with the equipment between their legs."

"Just try not to steal my girlfriend," I said, leaning in to kiss Caroline. "See you tonight."

I watched them go, my gaze tracking Caroline's departure. She moved with architectural precision, her body a symphony of curves that shifted and settled with each step, her long hair secured by two paintbrushes. Perhaps it was passion speaking, but I fancied those might have been the very brushes God used to create her.

They disappeared into the metallic jungle of the parking lot, Tina leaning on her horn and cursing as she maneuvered out of her spot, Caroline waving with the grace of a pageant queen. Then I turned toward home.

In a city this size, walking often proved faster than driving. My apartment sat two kilometers from campus, a distance that melted away with brisk strides. Fortune placed a pedestrian plaza along my route, sparing me the exhaust and aggression of traffic for half the journey.

My mother was pulling closed the front gate as I arrived.

"Hi, sweetheart," she said, embracing me immediately. "I'm off to the market. Need anything?"

"No, I'm good. And don't worry about dinner. Caroline and I are going out tonight."

"Give her my love."

Inside, I climbed the stairs to my room and collapsed onto the bed, staring at the ceiling for several minutes before stirring myself to undress. Down to my boxer briefs, I paused before the full-length mirror mounted on the wall opposite, studying my reflection with critical detachment.

"Model, me? Madness," I murmured.

I retrieved my jeans from the floor and fished out the silver card. A telephone number dominated the lower half, but above it, embossed in large mirrored letters, read the name: Narcissus Model Agency.

I pulled on running shorts and a tank top and headed for the park, completing my sacred daily ritual of five miles. By the time I returned, my shirt was soaked through. I stripped it off in the living room and went straight to the bathroom.

Standing naked beneath the spray, I felt my body responding to the heat and friction, blood beginning its inevitable southern migration. My hand drifted lower, tempted to relieve the mounting pressure, but I restrained myself. If tonight was the night Caroline finally allowed us to advance beyond careful boundaries, I wanted to be at my absolute peak.

Perhaps every man harbors such vanity, but I still believed twenty centimeters constituted a measurement worth considering.

Towel wrapped around my waist, I padded to my bedroom and reached for the small black velvet box on my bookshelf. Inside, two golden arcs caught the afternoon light. Rings. More than ever, the moment felt crystalline and real.

Tonight was the night.
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Chapter Three: The Call
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When money is scarce, one cannot afford to wait for the perfect outfit. I was an ordinary person; no one would care if I repeated my clothes. But that did not mean I could not make an effort for a special occasion.

I chose my black jeans, a white sweater, and topped it with a gray blazer. It was essentially my church attire, as my mother always said: "Dress properly. You are going to God's house." The irony was not lost on me, given that Jesus had come to Earth to teach humility and detachment from material possessions, but I had learned never to question these things from experience.

I combed my hair back, slipped my phone into one pocket and the rings into the other.

The Italian restaurant lay a few blocks from my house, so I walked. The Thursday streets stood absolutely empty, perhaps the cold driving people to seek shelter beneath their blankets, a sentiment I could not contradict.

I sat at a table for two near the window, a few minutes early, and watched the city hold its breath. In the distance, skyscrapers carved vertical lines into the sky, all illuminated so that everyone might see them. Perhaps that was the point—to capture every glance, each look a form of reverence. At least that was what Igor, a friend studying engineering, always said. His greatest dream was to work for Imperial Construction, a goal shared by everyone in his program.

My attention returned to the restaurant when Caroline entered. She wore a red velvet coat, a scarf of the same color, and a beret crowned her head. In that outfit, she could have passed for a true Frenchwoman. When she saw me, she smiled and came to sit beside me.

"God, it's freezing. You're lucky I love you so much, or I would be under three blankets right now watching Teen Wolf on Netflix."

"Good to know I'm more attractive than the warmth of your bed," I said, trying to overcome the fact that she would rather be elsewhere.

"Shall we order?"

"Of course."

I called the waiter and we placed our orders, spaghetti for me and salad for her.

"You came to an Italian restaurant and you're ordering salad?" I asked, laughing.

"Having a fit body requires sacrifice."

We ate while making small talk. Caroline told me about her day at university, and as I watched her, her smile was contagious.

The waiter brought the check, and she insisted we split it. My hands began to sweat. The moment had arrived. Then my phone rang. My father's name appeared on the screen. I answered and heard his trembling voice.

"Hello, son, do not despair, your mother has taken ill, we are going to the hospital and—"

"What happened? Which hospital?" I asked, my brain spinning furiously.

"She fainted, we are arriving at the university hospital."

"Okay, I'm on my way," I said and hung up.

Only then did I realize I was crying.

"What happened?" Caroline asked.

"My mother, she took ill and is being taken to the university hospital, I need to go there."

"Alright, let's go in my car," she offered.

I nodded, and we left.
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Chapter Four: The Diagnosis
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As Caroline drove through the city toward the hospital, she spoke to me, trying to calm me down, the typical "Everything will be fine" and "I'm sure it's nothing serious." But the truth was I barely heard her. Only my body was there; an electric sensation made my body burn. Every red light was an agonizing eternity.

The car had barely parked and I was already getting out and rushing toward the hospital entrance. When I reached the counter, I faced the receptionist who was typing something on the computer.

"I want to see my mother," I said. She remained indifferent. In that state, it was absurd; her indifference irritated me. I slammed my hand on the counter and repeated, now much angrier, raising my voice. "I want to see my mother!"

A security guard approached and grabbed my arm. I tried to free myself but it was useless. He began to drag me outside when someone called my name. It was my father, coming toward me.

"Excuse me, he is my son, he is shaken by what happened to his mother, I take responsibility for him," my father told the security guard. He hesitated for a few moments but eventually agreed and released me. At that moment, Caroline arrived.

"What happened to my mother? Where is she?" I asked.

"Calm down, she is undergoing some exams, the doctors will take care of her."

My father asked me to sit down, and Caroline brought a glass of water.

Several hours had passed since my mother had been admitted. I was calmer now, but apprehension overflowed and drowned my senses. I could not think of anything; whenever the doors opened, I imagined a doctor coming with news.

It took a while; it was already past three in the morning. Caroline had not been able to call her parents and therefore went home. My father could not resist and fell asleep in one of the chairs. Then the doctor arrived.

"Ivana Maria?" he asked for my mother's relatives. I stood up and nudged my father to wake him.

"That's us, I am her son."

"Very well, I would like to inform you that she is not at risk of death, at least not at the moment."

"What do you mean by 'not at the moment'?" I asked.

"Okay, the fainting was caused by an excess of white blood cells in the bloodstream, that is what the exams diagnosed, I am sorry."

"Doctor, what does this mean?" I asked, my mind spinning like a tornado.

"The patient has leukemia."

That news had left me breathless; it was like someone who had just faced winds and was now in the eye of the hurricane. Everything was strange, with no next step to take. I fell silent, without any reaction.

"The patient will spend the rest of the night hospitalized resting, tomorrow we will talk about treatment. I advise you to go home and rest, tonight has already been quite eventful."

My father put his arm around my shoulder and led me to the car. We returned home without exchanging a single word. Upon arriving home, I went to my room, locked the door, threw my phone on the bed, then felt a bulk in my other pocket. From it, I took out the little box where the rings were.

That should have been the night I asked Caroline to be my girlfriend, but instead, I had discovered my mother had leukemia. I had descended from heaven to hell in one night. Anger filled my mouth with a bitter taste. I threw the little box against the wall and fell onto the bed.

Destiny had knocked me down, and I did not know if I could get back up.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Five: Unemployment
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Two weeks had passed since my mother's diagnosis. Two weeks of terrible performance at university and work. Several times, clients came to me seeking some kind of information, and I remained wandering in my thoughts, ignoring them.

Fortunately, my boss was understanding, and whenever this happened, he made a comment: "College is tough." That was what he thought. As kind as he was, I did not tell him the truth; it is important not to mix work and personal life.

Meanwhile, my father had to take my mother to the hospital whenever she fainted, which had happened four times during this period. Sometimes I felt as if the strong treatment medications did more harm than helped.

My routine had also changed. I avoided Caroline and her constant encouraging approaches, and as for running, the former one hour had multiplied to two or beyond. Running made me forget my problems, even if only for a few moments.

Forcing myself to pay attention made classes at university even more exhausting. As soon as they ended, I went home. When I arrived, I found no one.

"Again," I said to myself, already imagining my parents must be at the hospital. I changed and went for a run. The minutes passed, and with each step, darkness took over the park. When running became unviable, I returned home. My legs ached and sweat flowed; I could feel my blood burning in my veins.

As soon as I arrived home, I traced my usual path, but I noticed the light in my parents' bedroom was on. The door was ajar; I peeked through the crack and found my father sitting on the edge of the bed. One of his hands covered his eyes, but even so, it was possible to see he was crying.

"Dad?" I announced my arrival. He immediately rubbed his eyes, trying to disguise what was happening, and stood up. "Are you okay? I imagine Mom is at the hospital."

"Yes, yes, she is there."

"Is that why you are like this?" I asked. It could be the situation, a moment when "weakness" was coming out, but I felt it was something more.

"Things have been complicated these last times, the fainting, the treatments."

"Yes, I know, but everything will be fine, things will get better soon," I said, trying to be optimistic.

"I don't know if things will be so easy this time," my fears began to take shape.

"What do you mean by that?"

"Son, I was fired. In the last few weeks, I missed work several times, and my boss was not in the mood to talk. He called me a few minutes ago and said I can pick up my things tomorrow."

It was not common; I was sweaty, and even between father and son, there are those who condemn, but I went to my father and gave him a hug.

"Don't worry, we will find a way, you will soon get another job," I said, releasing him. "Now if you excuse me, I need to take a shower, I stink."

I said that to leave that place; I could not try to cheer up my father while falling apart in front of him.

Under the shower, I assembled the pieces that would come next. In that terrible game, with my father unemployed, the only income we had left was from my internship, which was not much. I knew how difficult it was for a person of my father's advanced age to return to the job market. Soon, our best option was for me to get a full-time job. That would be the plan: the next day, I would skip university and go in search of a new job. It was time to assume the responsibilities that life demanded.
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Chapter Six: Narcissus
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I remained lying on the bed, not even having put on clothes. The towel had already loosened from my waist. I looked at the ceiling, unable to think of anything specific.

Then I got up. If I was going job hunting, I would need my resumes and my work permit, and I knew they were somewhere in my closet. I went opening drawer by drawer and rummaging through them. Finally, I opened the last one, and there they were, but on top of them was one more thing: a silver card. I picked it up and observed it, absorbed. It belonged to Otávio's agency, Narcissus. On the back was an address. I looked at my body in the mirror; with the increase in running, my muscles showed through the skin, creating a play of shadows on my abdomen.

Two weeks ago, I was not the type of person who liked to use my image, but today that no longer mattered; I would do whatever was necessary to help my family.

My night was long, disputed by confusing dreams and moments of insomnia, but when it finally ended, I took a longer shower than usual, put on the best clothes possible, and headed toward the agency. It was located in a noble part of the city, where tall buildings shared space with others that compensated for size with elegance. One of these was Narcissus; its mirrored facade perfectly stated what that place served. Beautiful people had a guaranteed place; their reflections were the invitation. Otherwise, the lack of beauty would be a warning to stay away; I just had to discover which of these destinies was mine.

I entered the building and lost my breath at its interior. The floor was divinely polished; leather chairs made up the reception in black, white, and gray tones. A chandelier hung from the ceiling. Behind the counter, a young, thin woman whose long hair was tied in a bun typed on the computer. I went to her.

"Good morning, is Otávio in?"

"Do you have an appointment?" she asked in an authoritative tone, her blue, frigid eyes staring at me relentlessly.

At that moment, I felt like a complete idiot. I had the number; I should have called.

"No, excuse me, but I..."

"I'm sorry, but I cannot give you that information. If you wish, you can call and make an appointment. If you are interested in a vacancy as a model, you must present your portfolio at our hiring session."

"But I..." then I gave up. I knew I was wrong, and insisting would be a mistake. At that moment, a man appeared coming down the hallway. It was Otávio. As soon as he saw me, he opened a big smile.

"Hey, look at you there, how are you doing, my boy? Sebastian, isn't it? So, have you thought more about my proposal?"

I did not expect him to recognize me, much less remember my name. That relieved me a little.

"Hi, yes, it's Sebastian, sir. I have, but if this is not a good time, I can make an appointment," I said, trying to follow the rules.

"Nonsense, what is this, I will always have time for my friend's boyfriend. Come, come with me."

I followed him down the hallway. When we reached a door, he opened it, revealing a spacious office. There was a glass desk and a mirrored wall.

He sat behind the desk and motioned for me to do the same.

"So, Sebastian, from what I see, a modeling career has attracted you."

"Well, let's say circumstances brought me here. In these two weeks, more things happened than should have," I said, trying not to bother him with my story.

"I understand. Life is truly fascinating; sometimes wrong things happen for the right reasons, and in the end, everything turns out well. That is what we call destiny," he said.

"I hope so."

"But then, tell me, what did you come looking for?" he asked.

"Money," I answered faster than I should have. Hearing myself, I seemed desperate. "The maximum amount in the minimum possible time."

"Hum, interesting. And what would you be willing to do for that?" he said, crossing his fingers and resting his elbows on the desk. His gaze remained fixed on me, like a predator.

There was nothing to say but the truth.

"Everything. I am willing to do everything."
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Chapter Seven: Let's Get Down to Business
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"Everything. I am willing to do everything."

I no longer cared if I would have to pose in underwear in front of entire classrooms, walk runways, or spend whole nights as a human mannequin. Upon hearing that, Otávio's eyes gained an audacious gleam.

"I really like people like you, Sebastian, I really do. But before we find a place for you, I have some news, some good and some not so much. But first, I would like to see what we are negotiating." I realized what he was talking about.

"You want me to take off my clothes?" I asked, somewhat uncomfortable, feeling my cheeks burning.

"Yes, you understand me. It is standard procedure. You do not need to be ashamed of this; I have seen many people in the same situation. All models understand this."

I took off my clothes, remaining only in black briefs. Otávio observed calmly; I could feel his eyes scanning me. Apparently, having worn the best clothes I had meant nothing now.

"Now turn around," he asked, but a few moments of observation followed. "You have beautiful attributes, Sebastian. You have pure skin, without tattoos. That is good; most agencies clamor for that. An enviable body, and from the volumes I saw hidden in the briefs, everything in your body is an invitation to sin."

"Thank you, I guess."

"You may turn around. But let's talk about some details. Working in the fashion world is complicated. Courses are necessary, runway walking, posing. All of this depends on much technique, months of learning. And from what you told me, you need money fast." I nodded. "Being so, I think your modeling career can be considered finished right here."

"Alright, thank you for the opportunity," I said, picking up my clothes from the floor.

"Hey! Wait there, I am not finished yet. I can see in your face that you really need money, and that is why I have another proposal." A mischievous smile opened, the same one that had appeared when he said "much more" two weeks ago at the university.

"Of course, I am listening."

"You said you were willing to do everything. Let's see how true that is. The city is a big place, and even bigger is the number of possibilities that exist in it. Each person is an ocean of variables: religion, culture, musical style, and sexual intimacy. There are people who find comfort in choosing one partner and sharing their life with them, while there are others who seek more, who dare to experience. Only pleasure matters."

I felt I was hearing a speech that had been given many, many times, and I knew exactly what he was talking about.

"You mean prostitution?"

"No! What an ugly word that is. I am not talking about something so vulgar. Let's say that some very fortunate people, financially and mentally, need companionship. A companionship that can have intimacy at more elevated levels. Most of our clients are well-educated ladies; they pay well, but I don't know if that would be enough, given the way you came to me..."

He twirled his finger on the desk. It was obvious he had not finished; he seemed to want to know if that would be enough or if I wanted to go further.

"There is something else, isn't there?"

"Ah yes, there are other clients. These pay very, very well, especially one of them. But as you can imagine, it involves a man."

Upon hearing that, I swallowed dryly. My mind hesitated, but immediately afterward, I thought of my mother.

"I don't mind. I can do this."

When I said that, he opened an immense smile.

"Very well, my young man. In that case..." he picked up the phone. "Lilian, ask Hugo to come here."

A few moments later, a young man entered through the door. He was strong and had a shaved head, wearing a gray suit.

"Sebastian, this is Hugo. Tomorrow is Saturday, so he will take you through some preparation steps for your new job, standard routine before service. I think what we had to decide today is done. Hugo will take you home."

Then we said goodbye with a handshake. I dressed quickly and left the room accompanied by Hugo. Silently, I repeated something I had said a short while ago: "I can do this."
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Chapter Eight: Lies Upon Lies
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The drive home was swift. Hugo piloted a white pickup truck and attempted conversation, not that he seemed like a bad man, but I was still trying to digest my recent decisions. Never had I imagined trading my body for money, and certainly not that it would be with a man.

"Man, you don't need to be like this," he said, nudging me with his elbow. "You're not doing anything wrong."

"No?" I asked, derisive. "As far as I remembered, prostitution wasn't a very respectable way to live."

"Stop feeling guilty. Where did you draw that conclusion? If it wasn't your own thought, if it came from outside, what guarantee do you have that it's the truth?" He questioned, and I couldn't answer. "Besides, thinking this way, I can conclude that if you're here, you have a good reason. If you need this money and are sacrificing yourself to get it, that means no one is here to help you. So why listen to them if they come to judge you?"

After that, I grew pensive. Was he right? Doubt twisted through my brain. With my mind wandering, I didn't notice the route we took. Before I knew it, we were meters from my house.

"Stop!" He braked abruptly. "I can't be seen arriving in this car. For all indications, I was at university. They'll ask questions I won't know how to answer."

"Your call. Write down your number here so I can contact you and we can arrange a meeting point for tomorrow," he said, handing me a notepad and pen.

As soon as I wrote, I handed back the notepad and exited the car. I said goodbye and ran toward my house.

At home, my mother was cooking. I kissed her cheek.

"Hey son, back already? I thought you were at university, did something happen?" she asked, concerned.

"Ah, the professor didn't show, that's it. So I did some reviewing and came home."

"Hmm, alright."

"And now you go sit on the sofa and I'll take care of the stove."

"Ah, thank you, son."

She turned on the television and I got to work. Examining the cabinets, I noticed the stock of most things was low. My mother returned to the kitchen.

"Did your father tell you he was fired?" she asked.

"Yes, he did. But don't worry, he'll soon get another job and I still have my internship. Everything will work out," I said. I knew of my actions behind such promises, but then I realized how hollow those words sounded to her.

When lunch was ready, my father arrived. He had been looking for a new job. Apparently, he hadn't had as much success as I had. I pushed my food around without eating. At night, I joined my parents in front of the television, not because I enjoyed it, but to be with them.

At that moment, the doorbell rang. I went to answer, and there was Caroline.

"Could you tell me why the hell..."

I closed the door behind me.

"Hey, calm down. Why I didn't go to university?" I finished, and she nodded. "My father lost his job. With him unemployed and my mother sick, only my internship salary remains. So I went out in search of a full-time job."

She observed me for a few moments, but finally did the math.

"Wait, but if you have a full-time job, when will you study?"

"That doesn't matter now. At the moment, the most important thing is to keep my family together. And I need you to keep this secret. If they find out I paused my studies to help, my mother might get even worse."

"Alright," she said after some hesitant moments. Then she kissed me, and I embraced her. I had lied to my parents, was asking Caroline to lie to them, and was lying to her. I didn't like what I was doing, but what I liked or didn't like no longer mattered.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Nine: The Manuals of Prostitution
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It was seven in the morning, and Hugo was in front of the Italian restaurant, as we had arranged by message. He leaned against the car wearing sunglasses and a leather jacket. I could feel his eyes following me from behind the dark lenses as I walked. He greeted me with a handshake.

"Shall we? We have a full day today."

I entered the car. I didn't know exactly what we would do, but I feared crazy aesthetic procedures.

"So, where do we start?" I asked apprehensively.

"Rule number one: Narcissus would never allow one of its employees to present themselves as anything less than impeccable. So, clothes."

With that, we headed toward the city center.

"So, what are the other rules?" I asked, breaking the silence.

"Okay, rule number two: you must not talk about your life. This isn't Family Cases, you're there to fuck, not to lament." I nodded. "Rule number three: you must do what the client asks, no excuses or fussiness. He pays, he commands. For now, that's it. The next ones will be said at the right time."

A few more minutes in the car and we arrived at a store. On the facade was a large black sign: LEXUS. When we entered, I realized there were only...

"Suits?" I asked.

"Of course, what did you expect, casual clothes?" he asked, derisive. The truth was I hadn't thought of anything, I just hadn't imagined something of this level.

After dozens of changes and adjustments, I had a suit that fit my body perfectly. It was a classic black.

Then we headed to the next appointment. Spa, as Hugo had announced.

"Rule number four, Sebastian: under no hypothesis can you reveal a client's identity. If you break this rule, consider yourself dead."

As soon as he said this, I observed him for a long time. He didn't seem to be joking.

"What will we do at the spa?"

"Ah, right. Narcissus employees must always be above the hygiene standards prescribed by clients. We're just going to 'clean you up,'" he said, making quotes with one hand, the other remaining on the wheel.

That seemed strange, but I didn't question it. We went to the spa. Regarding this part, I prefer not to comment much, but here's an observation: removing hair with wax is not at all pleasant, and that wax went through places that only my hand passed during the shower. When I came out of there, I was sore and smooth. At least my beard and hair were intact. And my dignity? Not so much. That place hadn't been the rose bath and massages I had imagined.

During lunch, I said nothing. There wasn't anything to say after Hugo had seen me being plucked. Now all the hasty choices I had made seemed to be showing their true face.

Hugo didn't seem to be in much of a hurry. He was relaxing on another common day while I felt like a chicken about to be slaughtered.

"Shall we go then?" he said, standing up. He threw a hundred-real note on the table and walked out.

I got up and followed him. More driving, and I noticed he signaled toward a motel.

"Wait, but is it going to happen here? Like, now?" I asked, somewhat desperate.

"No, of course not. We're just going to finish getting you ready here. You don't think someone rich who wants discretion would come to a cheap motel like this, do you?" he asked. I shrugged.

Hugo parked and got out of the car with a briefcase and my suit on a hanger in a bag. At the reception, he picked up a key, and we headed to a room.

"Go take a shower, I'll wait here."

A few minutes later, I was in hot water. At that moment, my mind grew scattered. What would this client be like? Without prejudice, but I wouldn't be the least bit excited if I had to fuck a flabby old man's ass. A shiver ran through my body just thinking about it. But if it was for my family, I would do it. Lose my...

Perhaps it was better not to think. I got up, dried myself, and put on new briefs. As soon as I came out, Hugo whistled.

"So, before you get dressed, I need to do one thing," he showed a small device in his hand. "This is a quick HIV test. It's necessary before every encounter with a client."

"I don't have HIV, I can't have it."

"Everyone thinks that," he said, disdainful.

"No, I'm serious, I can't have it," I responded again. He observed me for a few moments and then caught the message.

"My God, you're a virgin?!" he asked, shocked. I nodded. "But nothing? Not even a blowjob? A quickie? Like, nothing?"

I looked at him seriously.

"Alright, I believe you. But that doesn't change the fact that the test is mandatory," he said.

I took the test, and as imagined, the result was negative.

"And now, before you get dressed, it's time for the rain," I observed him without understanding what he was talking about. "Oh, come on. You don't think those people in porn movies come clean from the factory, do you?"

"I don't watch that kind of thing," I said, offended. He observed me, trying to determine if I was telling the truth.

"Sebastian, you don't exist," he said. Then he grabbed a kind of plastic pouch with a sort of tube embedded and handed it to me, giving some instructions and asking me to repeat the process several times. He offered to help with the process, but I declined. I didn't know what the purpose of that was, but I did it anyway. After finishing, it was as if a water park had passed through me. Then finally I dressed, fixed my hair, and we left the motel. It was time to face my mysterious client.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Ten: The Honesty Game, Part I
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The more the car moved, the tighter my heart became. Seeing that I was sweating, Hugo handed me a handkerchief.

"You don't need to be like this. You're going to have sex, but you act as if you're amputating a leg. Maybe you'll even like it."

"I'm straight, no chance. I have a girlfriend and..."

"And you haven't even slept with her yet. You don't even watch porn. Stop feeling guilty and enjoy the experience."

We headed toward a more secluded part of the city. Night was beginning to fall. Mansions rose behind ornamental walls. I imagined each of them could be my destination. Then we arrived at a large gate. A wall prevented seeing anything beyond.

I dried my face again. Hugo handed a card to the security guard, and he opened the gate. We followed for almost a kilometer along a path surrounded by lawns and gardens. I was so dazzled by the beauty of the place that when I realized it, I was standing before an immense mansion. Seeing the empire my client had built, there was no doubt it was an old man, very, very old. And if he had a heart attack while we were fucking? Would I be arrested? That made me even more apprehensive.

I got out of the car, and Hugo accompanied me to the door. A woman was waiting for us. I imagined she was the housekeeper. Then he touched my shoulder.

"Sebastian, I'll wait out here. You go on alone now."

I nodded with a shake of the head. I was trembling, and nothing I tried resolved it.

"Welcome, Mr. Imperial is waiting for you. Please follow me."

I stayed close to her. I could get lost in that house; it was immense. The walls were painted in pastel tones and decorated with paintings. Everything there exuded power and value. Then the woman stopped before a pair of doors and turned to me.

"Enter here, please." Then she left me alone.

"Thank you," I said, and saw her nod with a shake of the head.

My fingers curled around the cold doorknob. I sighed and entered. Inside, a man was waiting for me. He appeared to be in his early thirties, must have been six foot three, had a strong and well-defined body. His hair was short on the sides and long on top, combed perfectly back.

"Mr. Imperial?" I asked, a little hopeful.

"Oh, no, I'm Trevor, I'm the security. My boss should arrive soon."

"I'm Sebastian, pleasure."

I extended my hand to greet him. He observed it for a few seconds before accepting.

"I think it's the first time someone has done that," he said. "Most of the hired just come here, do their service, and leave with their payment, all in the shortest possible time. And so there's no time left for education." He lamented.

"Well, I think if there's no time for education, then what is there time for? Perhaps it's one of humanity's greatest problems, not dedicating time to what really matters."

"I think that's true. Haste consumes us. Robs us of what we have best. I usually play a game with people, the honesty game. Honesty is the fastest way to get the truth, from my point of view, no matter the situation. Want to play while we wait?"

For a place where I would have sex for money, I was having a very pleasant and constructive conversation.

"Could be," I said. I thought that wouldn't kill me.

"So, what brought you here, Sebastian?"

"I'm sorry, but I was asked not to talk about my life," I said, remembering the rules I had been given.

"Don't worry, I'm not a client, I'm just a security guard wanting an interesting conversation to pass the time," he said, smiling. I hesitated a moment, but then relaxed.

"Okay, my mother was diagnosed with leukemia. Because he needed to transport her to the hospital, my father lost his job. And I, who was in college and have an internship, am the only source of income in the house. And I know that won't be enough. So I decided it was time to act..."

"I'm sorry," he said, interrupting me. There was a slight weight in his eyes.

"...So if you want an honest answer, I don't want to be here. I'm not even gay. But if it's to help my family, I don't mind. I'm here for the money."

"Okay, that answer was satisfactory. It was honest in all its forms, and by definition, true," he said, circling the large table where an extravagant dinner waited. "I think we can dine," he said, sitting down.

Only then did I realize what was happening.

"Wait, you're not a security guard, you're..."

"Mr. Imperial, but you can call me Emperor."
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Chapter Eleven: The Honesty Game, Part II
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Knowing that all that time I had been talking to my client left me completely stunned. Should I be happy? Well, he wasn't an old man, but still, he was a man. I would have to go to bed with him.

"Sit, please," he said from the opposite side of the table. I did as he commanded. "Take what you want."

The food was varied. I took a little of some things. I was nervous and therefore had no idea what. We ate in silence, in small bites.

"Say something. A moment ago you were talking to me."

"You lied about your identity in the honesty game," I made that observation, then realized I shouldn't contradict the client's actions. "Excuse me, I shouldn't have said that."

He observed me with eagle eyes, hungry and opportunistic, calculating and measuring me. I was his prey.

"No, it's alright. Perhaps you'll understand my side. Sometimes the only way to discover certain truths is by lying. It may seem ironic, but it's true. Besides, the honesty game is much more complex than questions and answers. It also has to do with interpretation."

I nodded. I filled my glass with water and began to drink.

"So, Sebastian, what's your sexual experience?" he asked, almost making me choke. What to say? I was basically a virgin.

"Almost none, sir."

"Are you telling the truth?" he asked, narrowing his eyes. I nodded. Then he got up and came toward me.

"Lend me your phone," he asked, extending his hand. Reluctantly, I handed it over. He searched the device, then handed it back to me.

"There's no pornography in your gallery, and your history is also clean. So I believe you. This is really intriguing, I confess I doubted your word." I looked at him with an expression of "Really?"

"Tell me, you said you're in college, what do you study?"

"Dentistry."

"It's a competitive course. You must have worked hard to get the spot."

"Yes." I could feel him circling me with his conversation.

I finished eating and now drank the rest of the water. I looked at the watch on my wrist. I didn't know what I would tell my parents when I got home. I used the napkin. He did the same.

"So, shall we?" he asked. Under the table, my legs trembled.

I got up and followed him. A few silent corridors later, we arrived at a door. Behind it, I imagined a bed, but when he opened it, there was only a large ornate and luxurious chair. A throne.

"Do you have any problem if we do everything without a condom? I like to feel the skin."

I looked at him. His eyes were those of a naughty boy now. I knew I should do everything he commanded, but I couldn't risk myself like that.

"I'm sorry... but I can't do it like this. I hope you understand my side," I said.

He walked toward the throne, passed his hand over the armrest.

"You're denying a request of mine?" he questioned. I looked at the floor, embarrassed.

"I am. Excuse me, but..."

Then he returned, stood close to me. I could feel his breath on my face, his sweet smell.

"You're right. Only the most frivolous accept such a proposal. That's why I have this," he said. When I looked, there was a rapid HIV test in his hand. He pricked his finger and did the test in front of me. Negative result. "And now?"

"Alright, I accept."

The Emperor gave a slight smile. Then he returned, sat on his throne, and signaled for me to approach.

"On your knees." He pointed between his legs. My whole body trembled, but I obeyed. "Clear the way."

I looked into his eyes and understood his orders. I opened the buckle of his belt, then began to unbutton his pants. I could already feel a volume pressing against my hands. The excitement made it grow before my eyes. My breathing trembled. Then, in a moment of courage, I lowered his briefs.

"Oh... My... God!" My reaction made Trevor laugh. That thing was enormous. His member sprang out. It was bigger and thicker than mine.

"So, you can start. Just try to avoid the teeth," he told me, instructing. I remained stunned for a few moments.

I took it in my hand. Lord, that was so strange. I put the tip of my tongue out and gave a quick lick. Then, in a hasty attitude, I put
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