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        Homeless and desperate to survive, using my body had become a way to make money and get through another day.

      

        

      
        A proposition from the nameless, faceless man who promised to take me off the streets if only I would serve him for a year was impossible to ignore.

      

        

      
        I accepted.

        Now the question was, would I regret it?
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      “Damn Melody, got quite the mouth on ya, baby.”

      Even as the man said the words, he pulled me off his cock with a yank of my hair and backed away with a low, appreciative whistle.

      I stood up and wiped my mouth off with the back of my hand, thankful he was my last customer of the night because I wanted nothing more than a hot fucking shower before passing out.

      At least, I would get the hot shower from the local truck stop I’d scouted earlier, although it would be a bit of a walk and make it a pretty late night for me by the time I was there and done. However, it would be worth it after a day like today.

      Didn’t know where I would sleep, but I wouldn’t think about that now.

      The man pulled out his wallet, tossed some cash toward me as if handing it to me was impossible, and walked away while I scrambled to pick up the money before it blew away.

      I hated that he used my name, but he’d caught me off guard by asking me for it before being ‘willing to stick his dick in my mouth’ and I’d said my real one before thinking about it. Not that it mattered since nobody around here knew me, but all the same, I still needed to be careful.

      Shoving the money into the pocket of my old coat — I would probably have to find a secondhand store to buy a new one here soon — I pulled the hood over my head, picked up my backpack full of what little things I owned and began walking toward the truck stop.

      Not a long walk, but the bone-chilling cold and harsh wind whipping around my legs made it excruciating. I didn’t enjoy much but stepping into a warm building that wouldn’t throw me out because I didn’t buy anything always ranked pretty high.

      I strode back to the showers, pulled out my extra set of clothing, and hopped in once my body warmed up enough the water wouldn’t shock my cold skin. And took my time, because I wasn’t looking forward to heading back out into the cold and trying to find somewhere even a little warm to sleep.

      Yet, I couldn’t stay in there forever, so with a reluctant sigh I climbed out and dried off while wishing things were different.

      Four years on the street after aging out of the system, and not only had things not gotten better, they’d probably gotten about as bad as they could.

      No family, no friends, and no money were a recipe for disaster. Shelters that were either too full for new occupants or let you sleep there but kicked you out during the day, even if it was freezing outside. People inside places looking to hire, who either took one look at me in my semi-disheveled state from walking around and declared they weren’t accepting applications or went through the motions of the interview only to tell me I wasn’t what they were looking for.

      Eventually, you give up when people have that sort of attitude, and that’s what I did. I gave up trying to do things the ‘right way’ because it never got me anywhere and took to using what little assets I had to make a living.

      Life on the streets quickly taught me what to do, as well as what not to do, and I avoided the pitfalls many women I met fell into. I refused to let anyone have control over me, deciding who I had sex with and when, but this also led to other problems. At first, men would obtain my services, only to leave without paying; others would pay me half and rip me off for the other half. An asshole here and there would pay me the money, only to take it after it was over, saying I didn’t deliver as promised so therefore the sex was free.

      And comparing my size to theirs, there wasn’t a chance in hell I could take back what was mine.

      This became less of a problem once I stopped moving around so much, choosing to stay here after falling ill and being unable to travel for a bit, because I ended up with repeat customers. Of course, not one of them treated me as anything more than the piece of ass I was, and I hid the fact I was homeless from every single one of them.

      They didn’t care to hear any sob stories; they just wanted to get laid, and I was their pussy of choice. I had made sure they viewed me that way — so how could I possibly complain?

      But tonight…well, as I stepped back outside into the cold and looked for a safe place to rest, I wondered how long I could on doing this. I was exhausted — tired from the inside out, actually — and wished for something, anything, to change.

      I hardly prayed; I wouldn’t even know where to go begin. Yet as I squinted toward my right at what looked like a near-snowless bit of ground next to a car that had snow piled high on it, I couldn’t prevent the desperate plea of rescue from bouncing around in my head.

      Wasn’t there anyone in the world who would care about me, ever?

      I begged the universe while walking toward the car, needing there to be someone who would help me in a way I haven’t been able to help myself.

      As I settled with my back against the car, huddling my coat tight around me in a useless attempt to ward off the cold, I should’ve remembered to remain careful of what I wished for.
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      I wasn’t even given the chance to scream as a hand came tight around my mouth at the same time my body was lifted from the ground from behind.

      Although I kicked my feet, whoever held me didn’t so much as grunt as they placed me inside a dark vehicle and shut the door. My hand went to find the handle, only to freeze upon it at the sound of a deep, smooth male’s voice originating from somewhere here in the back.

      “You’re free to leave,” he said right as the subtle yet spicy scent of his cologne reached this side of the car and aroused my senses. “But perhaps you’d prefer to listen to my proposal before you make a decision.”

      Still reeling from the way I’d been woken up, I said the first thing that came to mind with more than a little bit of attitude. “Are you fucking serious right now after the way you just woke me up?”

      “I don’t typically allow anyone to address me in such a manner, but I will let it slide this time, as the method in which you were handled isn’t the usual way I do business. I am simply in a rush this evening.”

      Tightening my grip on the handle, I kept a tight rein on my emotions while removing the haughty tone before responding, trying not to let the fact I can’t even see the man bother me. “Business? I gather you’re aware of what I do and sorry, but I’m not looking for someone to handle my affairs. I’ve got it under control.”

      “You sleep on the streets, woman. I don’t believe you can claim you’ve got anything controlled in your current circumstances.”

      “How—?” I cut off asking the question because the only way he knew I slept on the streets would be if he’d been watching me. “I don’t understand how the way I choose to live is any of your business, but it’s obvious you’ve been keeping an eye on me, and considering I don’t know you, that’s really fucking disturbing.”

      “Word gets around.” After a brief pause, as if he wanted me to digest that fact for a moment, he chuckled before continuing. “Do you wish to hear my offer? One which might improve your life if only you would take the opportunity it presents?”

      “I won’t do anything real illegal.” Stupid thing to say, since prostituting myself was absolutely against the law, but if his laughter hadn’t told me he understood what I meant, his response did.

      “Nothing more unlawful than that which you already engage in, I assure you.”

      Biting my lip, I considered just saying no thank you and getting out, but the thought of having my life improved became too enticing to pass up. “Sure. What is it?”

      “As you already sell your services, I’m offering something more…permanent. Long-term prospect, if you will, for the term of one year. After that time has passed, you can either decide to carry on permanently, or leave my service with enough money to start a new life off the streets.”

      Sounded too good to be true. “What’s the catch?”

      “No catch. You merely agree to belong to me for a whole year, to service me in whatever way I desire, and I take care of you in return. Housing, food, a warm bed to sleep in, medical care; anything you need, you receive without delay.”

      Definitely seemed like a trick. “All that for sex?”

      “It’s more than you get now, or have any hope of obtaining, isn’t it?”

      “Yes, it is.” And it was. I hadn’t had any of the above besides meager meals for four years now, and I was tired. Worn out enough his offer seemed like an answer to the wish I’d made earlier in the evening.

      Funny how that worked out — if this was indeed a response to my previous internal plea.

      “So, what is your answer? Do you accept the terms?”

      My agreement hovered on the edge of my tongue, a tiny sliver of fear holding me back. Not knowing anything about this man, not even knowing what he looked like, and I wanted to agree to basically be his sex slave for a year because it seemed like a damned good proposition for a girl like me.

      “I…I want to agree but I mean, you don’t know anything about me, and I know nothing about you—”

      “Let me stop you right there. I’ve no desire to know your name, nor will you ever know mine or see my face. You will quickly learn how things are done and perform your duties as I wish. If you cannot accept not knowing much beyond what I feel you need to know, you may feel free to decline. Otherwise, voice your agreement, as I must leave now whatever your decision.”

      No name and no face? I had zero understanding of how such a situation would work, and the idea of being under the control of some man for a year that I wouldn’t know from one off the street should’ve had me saying no. But then I looked out the window, at the snow coming down faster by the moment, and knew the last thing I wanted was to go back out there.

      So, I let go of the handle and clasped my hands in my lap before doing the wildest thing I’ve ever done in my life, saying the three little words that put my life in the hands of another for a whole year.

      “Yes, I agree.”

      I just hoped I wouldn’t come to regret it.
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