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Author, single mother, journalist, madam and sexpert Samantha X grew up in London, moving to Sydney in 2000 to spend ten years working for Australia’s top magazines as a journalist, news editor and beauty director, as well as being a freelance TV producer.


After a few failed relationships, Samantha decided to dip her toe into what she felt was an empowering industry, and became a high-profile escort. In September 2014, Samantha went public and released her first book, Hooked: The Secrets of a High-Class Call Girl, and she soon became an inspiration for women and men worldwide wanting to know her secrets in and out of the bedroom.


In 2015, Samantha started Samantha X Angels, a high-class escort agency. She lives by the beach with her two children and two dogs. To find out more, visit:


www.samanthax.com.au


Facebook: @SamanthaXreal


Twitter: @SamanthaX_real


Instagram: @samanthaxreal




To all women,
especially sex workers,
who are trying to find their unicorn.




The mass of men lead lives of quiet desperation.


HENRY DAVID THOREAU




CHAPTER 1


AMANDA
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Betrayal


He looks at her pleadingly, with fear creeping into his darting eyes.


‘But, darling,’ he stammers, tentatively trying to snake his arms around her, ‘I didn’t fuck her, I just wanked on her. Seriously, all I did was blow on her face. I couldn’t get hard. You are the only one who makes me hard …’


Oh my GOD. Did he just say that? Did he just FUCKING say that?


‘You fucking arsehole!’ she screams, throwing his iPhone at his head, him ducking just in time. ‘Wendy West? That pasty fat hooker with the cellulite-splattered stomach? You fucked her two days ago? You piece of shit! You hooker-addicted piece of shit!’


Smash! There goes his shiny photo frame, shattering on the floor. Bang! That’s his very expensive watch slamming against the wall. Wallop! That’s her hand slapping his face.


Crash.


There goes her attempt at love.


[image: image]


The cheating bastard was Mr Big, a Melbourne corporate titan who liked the finer things in life. That screaming banshee of a woman? Well, dear reader, that was me. Samantha X. High-profile escort, journalist, author, mum and sex industry pioneer (ahem). A woman who prides herself on staying true and being empowered – even mentoring other women – yet who, when it comes to her own life, had become a dishevelled bloody mess.


And that was us, fighting in a hotel room in Melbourne. I was fighting with a man I loved who had reduced me to a paranoid, insecure and violent woman, someone I didn’t recognise at all, someone who was prepared to put up with being an on-again, off-again girlfriend.


How the fuck did that happen? Before I met Big I was working as an escort, making my own money, doing what the hell I wanted, when the hell I wanted to do it and with whom. Nothing – or no one – made me cry. I had given up a perfectly successful job as a journalist (first in London, where I am from, then in Sydney) to turn men on for money. I loved my new career. In what other job can a single mum with two kids work her own hours making great cash having orgasms?


I was born to do it. I was good at it. And it wasn’t just about the money; it never is. The work ticked a few boxes for me personally as well – cuddling, sex and companionship. I didn’t want the drama of being emotionally connected to a person. I didn’t do relationships. I chose dogs over drama. And now drama seemed to be a huge part of my life. Since meeting Big my life had become a soap opera. He loves me, he hates me. I love him, I loathe him. It was exhausting, draining and, with all the crying I did, I swear my Botox never lasted as long.
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The fight got worse. Oh boy, it got a lot worse.


‘You fucking arsehole, you’ve been fucking other women all along?’ I croaked weakly through my tears, my throat turning into a big, fat, sad lump. ‘The week I come and see you in Melbourne you wank all over Wendy Fat West? But why, Big, why? Why would you do that to us?’


‘Because you make me, Amanda!’ he said, not quite convincingly. ‘You make me behave this way! I love you, Amanda, but you make me turn to other women.’


And so it dragged on. The screaming, yelling, pushing, slamming. Who needed in-room entertainment when you had Mr Big and me as neighbours? I lashed out, scratching and hitting, as he tried to restrain me while managing to delete the reams of evidence on his phone at the same time. It wasn’t just Wendy West: more names had popped up on his iPhone less than an hour ago, plus swingers’ websites, some naked selfie Snapchat and more. Much more.


To say I felt betrayed didn’t do it justice. For the first time in my life I understood what people meant when they said they wanted to vomit out of shock, or that they felt completely and utterly numb. I had to stop myself from either stabbing him to death with the nearest, sharpest weapon I could find or throwing myself on the ground, pleading with him to tell me why. Men pay me thousands to be with them – he had me and he was still sleeping with other women.


It had been such a lovely evening. We’d had dinner at a cosy Italian; our favourite type of restaurant. I’d had the vongole – a bit salty, we’d agreed. Big had had the prawns: ripe and succulent with a hint of chilli. He always chose so well. He did everything so well.


And we’d had tickets to the movies – a treat! A proper date! The Girl on the Train – I hadn’t read the book but the movie looked so good! And who cared anyway, it was two whole delicious hours with the man I loved. Two hours of holding his hands, his large fingers caressing mine, and me nuzzling up to the crease of his shoulder. A whole two hours of me sitting close enough to breathe in his smell, of feeding my addiction to him and that smell. It was his scent I loved the most: expensive, rich, laden with tobacco – not from smoking, he would never do that (except expensive cigars, of course) but from one of his many fragrances. This one I believe was Tom Ford’s Tobacco Oud. It was a little strong for me, a little overpowering – reviews said it mimicked the chemical smell of cocaine, but being so handsome and sophisticated, he could pull it off. Big himself was strong and overpowering. He could pull anything off, he really could.


It was cold. Melbourne nights are always cold. The sun did tease during the day, but come evening it could have been the middle of winter again. What do they say about Melbourne – four seasons in one day? It’s so true!


As we sauntered slowly back to the hotel, he stopped dead in his tracks in the middle of the footpath. For a second or two, as fellow pedestrians jostled past us, grumbling at our selfish act, it was just Big and me, alone in our warm glow. He pulled me close to him, so close I could take in more divine droplets of his smell.


‘Amanda, I love you,’ he whispered, cupping my chin and pressing his lips on mine.


For just a few precious moments I was completely and utterly lost in our kiss. This was right. This was passion. This was love. I loved this man and I know he loved me. Well, there you go: Samantha X had found love – fancy that! Even I was surprised.


Arm in arm, we walked back to the hotel, our shoes clicking on the pavement. It was still early – 7 p.m.


‘A quick drink?’ Big smiled, squeezing my arm.


‘Lovely,’ I replied, squeezing him back – and then I can’t remember now how the unravelling started, it was so silly. We were laughing about something, a private little joke that couples have, as we made our way into the hotel room.


‘Let’s google it!’ he said, grinning as he pressed the buttons on his iPhone, his dear friend, the holder of all information, the keeper of secrets, the protector of lies.


The name we were googling began with a W. And as he pressed W his history popped up – everything he had looked at recently beginning with a W. And two words leapt out, blunt and stark.


Wendy West.


Wait.


What?


Wendy West?


My heart thudded. Actually, I think it missed a beat. Why the fuck was he googling Wendy West? I glanced at him quickly. Had he seen? He was still chuckling at our little joke; he hadn’t noticed her name come up.


‘Aha – see, darling, there it is. Those lovely Italian plates we like are actually from Wedgwood! Thought as much. Hardly very Italian, is it?’


‘Not very,’ I whispered, my brain racing. More evidence – I needed more proof. What else? ‘What about that lovely hotel we saw in the Qantas magazine, the Signal in Barcelona? Let’s have a look at that. Press S.’ If anything was going to catch him out, it would surely be the letter ‘s’ for s-e-x. ‘S … I … G …’


‘Great idea! August, didn’t we say? You don’t have the kids the first two weeks, do you?’


With his thumb hovering over the letter S, I felt terror. Sheer and utter terror. Maybe it was a mistake. Maybe her name just popped up by mistake …


As if in slow motion I watched his thumb press softly, so softly, on the letter. Click!


S for secrets. S for sex. S for … SexyChat! Sexy Neighbours! Exchange your nude photos with like-minded swingers! Sarah Smith private escort … and so it went on. Websites he’d looked at today, yesterday, the day before.


S for … SHIT. The fucking little shit.


Just like that, in the click of a button, my world caved in. The man I loved clearly loved doing other things with Ws and Ss and god-knows-what other letters of the alphabet behind my stupid, trusting, ignorant back.


The blundering fool was still oblivious to the mess he had just exposed. I quickly snatched the phone out of his hands and scrawled through before he could react.


‘Amanda, no!’ he yelped, trying to wrestle the phone off me.


‘What the fuck, Big,’ I whispered, shaking my head, pushing him away. There it was. In black and white, and clear as day. The truth. The websites, the private emails sneakily deleted in his rubbish basket, his considered correspondence to Wendy West.


Dear Wendy … Just confirming we are still on for 1 p.m. today … I may be 20 minutes late if that’s OK …


Oh no problem! she had written back (probably filing her nails at the same time). Can’t wait to meet you!


The date? Two days ago.


Two fucking days ago?


He had been with her two days ago, at lunchtime, while I was in Melbourne, in our hotel. After I’d flown down from Sydney especially to see him.


I remembered now: we’d had a fight, a little one, but he’d called me at lunchtime to make up. I was on the treadmill at the gym.


‘I’m sorry too,’ I’d replied, out of breath, my feet pounding on the running belt. ‘I love you.’


‘Funny way of showing it,’ he’d replied quietly. But he was in the office – he could never talk for long. He knew me so well: a fight and it was forgotten. Like a storm, I explode quickly, but moments later it’s over and everything seems fresher.


The time? Twelve forty-five. I remembered glancing at the clock, whiling the minutes away, my legs aching. Twelve forty-five … He must have been on his way to Wendy West; his cock must have been hardening. The excitement and the anticipation of a new woman. Fresh pussy. He’d next called me around two-thirty. After his deceit, his cum probably still leaking from his cheating cock, the smell of another woman on him. His smell on her.


That smell was mine, not hers. It was mine. That was my fucking smell. Now she could smell him. His smell was probably lingering on every bloody hooker’s pillow in Melbourne.


He fucked Wendy the same week he woke me up in the middle of every night to tell me he loved me, the same week he kissed my nose in the morning and brought me coffee in bed. We watched morning TV together as he got dressed for work and had urgent sex just as he was about to leave.


‘I can’t resist you in your suit!’ I’d always say, zipping his fly back up, my pussy still throbbing, wet from the friction of his large, hard cock and his smell, of course, still teasing me as he leaned in to kiss me goodbye.


And I meant it. Big was so handsome. His hair was sandy with the odd grey and, at fifty, he still turned heads. He looked after his skin too. I’d always joke he had better products in his bathroom cabinets than I did – Chanel, Aveda … He had good taste. His suits were Italian, his ties Thomas Pink, his shoes sophisticated leather from a boutique in some trendy suburb where they served you whiskey as you pondered which pair to spend your $1000 on.


Yet all the time in our bubble of love he was planning, plotting, emailing, fucking – sorry, wanking – on other escorts? Paying bloody deposits, for Christ’s sake; planning in advance.


It wasn’t a whim, a one-off. He wasn’t drunk in some bar. It was cold, calculating, precise. For someone who was so busy, so stressed at work – who had hushed, hurried conversations with me in the office – he found the time to cheat on me. Like I’ve said before: men always find the time. I just didn’t believe it would happen to me.


If that’s what he was doing when I was in town, what the fuck was he getting up to when I was back in Sydney?


It wasn’t so much the lies, the sneaking around, meticulously taking his phone everywhere with him – even the bathroom – always putting it face down on the dinner table when we were together.


No: it was the hypocrisy. He hated me working and wanted me to give it all up for him. HIM. That lying prick.


The thought of the unfairness of it all made me see red – bright, blood-splattered red. He kept stuttering nervously at me, his mouth moving fast, hollow words trying to justify his actions, but I could no longer hear them.


I hate you I hate you I hate you I hate you. That was all I could hear in my head.


Without thinking, I grabbed the iron that was on the table. I held it to his face and, for a split second, imagined smashing his head in, hard and fast, blood and brain matter splattering all over the walls. Just as I raised my hand to strike, I stopped. What would the headline be?


Samantha X arrested for murder.


Escort mum bludgeons lover to death with iron.


Jesus, my critics would have a field day. I would lose everything. And as for my career? I’ve not heard of many escorts who put ‘murder’ down on their list of services (although I know a few who aren’t shy of other things, like putting a Valium in the drink of a client who never shuts up). Murdering men in hotel rooms wouldn’t exactly be good for business, either. I couldn’t see many clients booking me after that. My critics would shake their heads, tutting, ‘We knew that woman was bonkers all along.’


Why should I let them win?


Calmly, I put the iron down.


‘I need to leave,’ I whispered, scared of what I was capable of. ‘Let me out.’


‘No – I love you, I love you, please don’t go, Amanda,’ he begged tearfully, barricading me in the suite, blocking the door, pleading with me for forgiveness.


‘It’s all your fault I fuck hookers!’ he wailed, grabbing me by the wrists so tightly he left two big bruises. ‘If only you would stop being Samantha, then I wouldn’t do it. I wouldn’t! I love you, I want to marry you but you won’t stop. You torment me, Amanda, you utterly torment me. This is all your fault.’


I looked at him with hate and despair, but also with another feeling I had never, ever felt before with him. Relief? Sure, we’d had fights before – awful fights. But this? This was different. This was finally the end.


‘Big, you will never, ever be with me again,’ I whispered, my turn to be cold now. I looked at him in the eye, not blinking, no emotion. ‘You will never kiss me again. You will never feel my warmth or my love again. We will never be together again. I am leaving your life. I am gone.’


And I knew as I uttered those words that it wasn’t for show. It wasn’t for drama and effect. It wasn’t to upset him and make him beg me to come back. I meant every single carefully chosen word.


He stared at me as if he was trying to read my body language. He hadn’t seen me like this in a long time: strong. It was like how I was when we first met; before I had slowly given him my power, my strength.


He opened his mouth, but there were no words to say to placate me or to make things better. ‘Amanda, I can explain,’ he said. ‘It’s not what it looks like. I couldn’t fuck her, darling, I just couldn’t. Darling, where are you going? Stay here, let’s talk. We can work through this … Amanda … please … I am begging you.’


I walked to the door but he didn’t stop me this time. As the door quietly clicked shut behind me, I heard him cry out, ‘I’m sorry.’


But it was too late.
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I know, right? I can see the paradox in the situation: a hooker feeling devastated that her boyfriend was seeing other hookers. Under my very nose! I mean, it was like a scene from a Woody Allen movie. A psychiatrist would rub their hands in glee.


But it hurt. It really hurt, with a pain I had never felt before; with absolute despair. Was this how wives felt when they caught their husbands out? Was this karma? My angels were no doubt looking at this circus shaking their heads, chiming, ‘Oh, Amanda, you silly girl, we tried to warn you.’ Now I’m not religious per se – I don’t believe there is a jolly fat man in the sky – but I do believe sometimes that my guardian angels are looking out for me. And, boy, do I give them some serious headaches.


I flew back to Sydney the next morning with more than a couple of bruises. I was completely and utterly broken. My heart, which was fragile at the best of times, was shattered into a million shards of glass. I couldn’t remember the last time I’d let myself become so vulnerable with a man. I was great as Samantha – an escort is an expert at switching the emotion button off. Click, clack. But I had stupidly switched it back on for Big and forgotten to turn it off. And look where it got me.


I am so sorry for hurting you …


I love you …


Please forgive me …


The text messages he sent I just deleted. There was nothing to say. I blocked his number. Gone.


I sobbed all the way home on flight QF442, sobbed in the taxi while the bemused taxi driver kept staring into his rear-vision mirror, clearly knowing better than to ask how my morning was going. Then finally, safely back on the doorstep of my Sydney beachside home, sobbing loudly into the licking, smelly faces of my dogs, Rosie and Georgie – the only bloody loyal living creatures I know.


And here I was. Amanda, Samantha, whatever my name was today. Here I was. Alone.


Again.


[image: image]


It wasn’t how the story was supposed to pan out. For fuck’s sake, this wasn’t how I was supposed to be. Since I wrote my first book, women from all over the globe had been writing to me in droves asking my secrets for how to be confident in and out of the bedroom, or how to be strong and successful, how to become an escort or more sexually charged.


You’re my idol, they’d write, or I want to be like you. And this one: I’ll never be like you, Samantha, so strong, so confident …


Pah! Look at me!


I was a fraud, an absolute bloody joke.


I felt like a conwoman writing back to them, shrilly rattling off lines like, ‘Stay true! Stay strong!’ when really I was struggling to even see my own self-worth.


Those fucking words: Stay true. My tagline. My motto. Words I tried to live by. Words I’d had inked on the inside of my left wrist a few years earlier when I’d been in Los Angeles, about to appear as a guest on a talk show called The Doctors. ‘Whoa! Go, girlfriend!’ the audience had shouted, women fist-pumping for me. Strong woman! Brave woman!


What a load of crap. It was that same wrist Mr Big had grabbed, leaving an angry-looking bruise that was changing colour each day; a reminder of that awful night.


Stay true …


Words I firmly believed in when I was being slammed in the media for outing myself publicly. Stay true. Believe in yourself. Don’t be ashamed of who you are. Own it, girlfriend! And now look at me. What a joke I’d become.


How could I mentor women when I couldn’t even look myself in the mirror?


How could I tell women to leave their abusive husbands? I didn’t leave. I still loved him. After all, I wasn’t an easy woman … or so he kept telling me.


And, even more importantly, how the bloody hell had it come to this?


A few days later, fifty red roses turned up with a grovelling note: Sorry I’ve been a prick. I’m not perfect but I love and care for you dearly and always. Mr Big.


I would never throw flowers out – they’re living creatures – so instead I kept them in the hallway where I couldn’t see them all the time. Just a reminder as I walked into my house that only guilty, lying pricks send flowers.


He knew he’d been blocked, so he once tried calling me from his office line.


‘Amanda.’


I hung up quickly. Then blocked that number too.


He wrote me rambling emails about how much he loved me, how sorry he was, how I had hurt him too, how we could make it work.


I’m asking for one more chance, I know our connection is special.


Then: I love you, I can’t live without you.


Then: Fuck, you really hate me, don’t you?


‘Amanda, you absolutely cannot reply,’ my best friend Tab would say tersely when I would call her, crying, at least twice a day. ‘You have to get rid of him for good. Replying is giving him attention.’


Tab had been on the other end of the phone too many times now, trying to stem my tears. If anyone was sick and tired of our fights, it was Tab. She made no secret about not liking Big; she had witnessed my distress far too often. She’d even banned him from her home.


‘He is not welcome here anymore,’ she’d said quietly months ago, after another fight.


Every news article, every blog on ‘How to Leave a Narcissist’ she’d email to me. Great story in the Financial Review were her desperate words, secretly pleading for me to read an article I would otherwise not look at.


I wouldn’t always listen to her. She had what I sometimes craved: simple domesticity. She had the husband, the home, the family. She had a wonderful mother, Veronica, who had mothered me better in the fifteen years I’d known her than I’d ever been mothered before. Tab got to go to bed with someone she loved and wake up with him (unless he was snoring, in which case she’d kick him out to the spare room). Just normal stuff.


Me, I always promised I would never live with a man again. But Big had given me a glimpse of what a relationship was like and I’d realised what I had been missing. He went to Country Road to buy me nice plates. He spent a fortune in Le Creuset for pots and pans for my house. He’d pay for me and my kids to go to Hawaii; of course, he never came with us – what could he tell his friends and family? I was a secret. No one knew. Now no one would ever know, because we were done.


Except sometimes when I was feeling sad, weak and lonely, I would type a few words – Leave me alone, there is nothing to say – just to secretly feel a pulse of connection by flicking him an email.


Or once I wrote this, after a series of persistent emails from him: Leave me ALONE, Big. I am on my way to meet a client, a kind, decent man, not a cheating prick like you.


That clearly rattled him, as I knew it would, and the nastiness came out once again: his true colours. He just couldn’t help himself.


I’m fucking a 29-year-old tonight. She’s begging me for it. I will parade her at our hotel so everyone can see her.


Delete.


Then, more.


You’re nothing but a whore. I feel sorry for you and anyone who comes into your path. You’re a cold-hearted bitch, a gold digger, a slut … and so it continued.


Ignored. Then deleted. An ageing businessman with a master’s degree in Politics was behaving like this? It beggared belief.


But it hurt. It really hurt. I cried for a few weeks, maybe more. I cried with friends, over the phone, in cafes. I cried in yoga. I cried in my F45 circuit class as I was straining to lift more than a measly five kilos. I cried in the school playground. I cried to my counsellor, Doris.


‘He’s a fucking arsehole,’ I wept one day, blowing my nose into tissues.


She looked at me with concern clear in her pretty mascaraed eyes. For two long years she had listened to me bleat on about my issues with Big. Two long years she’d had to hand me tissues and shake her head sadly. Two long years.


‘Yes, Amanda,’ she said. ‘It is very upsetting for you, I can see.’ And as she stared at me, she was probably secretly thanking my angels who were high-fiving each other: once and for all, they had manifested the end.


One day, weeks earlier, I had been walking home past my favourite Italian restaurant. I glanced through the window and saw my friend Cristian working there.


‘Cristian!’ I called out, and he came to me, and I cried in his arms.


‘Another bad fight?’ he asked, looking at the bruises on my wrists. ‘Come on, Amanda, give me his number. I want to give him a message, Italian-style. He will be sleeping with the fishes soon.’


My answer was no, of course – no message needed. My silence was deafening enough as it was. But, yes. Bruises. Fighting had become part of our relationship. He never hit me, never raised his hand. Instead, that night at the hotel in Melbourne, I had scratched and lashed out more than he had. But he was dominant and forceful. He had grabbed me to stop me hitting him. And the most repulsive thing I felt when we were fighting? I still wanted him.
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‘You are not the same strong woman I met two years ago,’ my business partner, Vanessa, said to me gently a few days later, after another one of our meetings ended up with me sniffling into my green tea, hot tears falling into even hotter water.


Ah. Well, a lot can happen in two years, can’t it?


Two years ago I was confidently looking into the TV cameras of Channel Seven’s Sunday Night show, outing myself as the journalist turned high-class escort. Not just that, I was an author too, releasing my first book, Hooked, my tell-all memoir of how, at the age of thirty-seven, with two kids and one separation, I had left my nine-to-five job as a successful magazine writer to pursue sex work – and how I bloody loved it. I had a ‘fuck you’ attitude about my ‘fuck me’ job, and held no shame in working in what I believed – and still believe – to be an empowering and exciting industry.


Oh, don’t get me wrong: I had my haters. Mostly a handful of other escorts who had brave voices behind their keyboards as they spouted vitriol about other women – and they had a different victim every week. But I didn’t care. I didn’t even read what they wrote. I don’t have time for bullies. What’s the saying – social media gives idiots a voice? A bit like a fly buzzing around your ear. Soon enough, they shuffle on like a herd of dumb sheep. And besides, I was too busy to pay attention most of the time.


I was labelled by the press as one of Australia’s most high-profile escorts and was a regular contributor to newspapers, TV and radio, plus speaking at events.


‘Really, do people still want to hear my story?’ I’d ask Vanessa after she would tell me such-and-such from so-and-so wanted to interview me. I was a journalist turned escort, my first book was now two years old. Was it still so fascinating?


‘Yes!’ she would always snap back with a smile. ‘Just because you are bored of talking about it, that doesn’t mean people are bored of hearing it! People will always be fascinated by the sex industry and you!’


And she was right. One adjective men always used to describe me when they met me was ‘intriguing’, and the controversial opinion pieces I wrote for newspapers and websites were always among the most-read and commented on by the public. Some of the comments were supportive, others were just plain nasty or completely pointless. Is it just me or is Samantha X looking more and more like a man? was one favourite of mine. Another: Am I the only one who thinks Samantha X is getting a bit plump? Ouch, that one hurt. Plump? I mean, who the hell says ‘plump’ these days? And I’ve yet to meet a man who looks like me, but if I do, he can start seeing my clients instead of me.


During those two years I was overwhelmed by women writing to me in their thousands, wanting to be escorts, so I thought that the most obvious thing to do would be to set up my own (award-winning) escort agency, Samantha X Angels. I handpicked women of all shapes, sizes and ages as escorts, from a 61-year-old granny to a 21-year-old law student. It wasn’t just beauty I was looking for but compassion, maturity and kindness. And, yes, I was still escorting.


Men from all around the world still wanted to spend time with me, even though I was no spring chicken. I always said that as long as men were dumb enough to pay my fees, I would be smart enough to take the payment.


And I did love my job – more so my clients – when I did it. Since meeting Big, though, I’d cut down on my work. I’d stopped seeing as many clients. I still had my regulars, still drank Champagne, nibbled on caviar, and was taken on luxury overseas trips First Class. But I wasn’t driven enough to be the richest, busiest girl in town: I was in love with Big.


I had a handful of successful businessmen as companions and rarely saw new clients. Despite my rates being set at $1100 for one hour, I hardly ever saw clients for one hour. It was weekends away and week-long trips, not quick frissons in hotel rooms (sadly). I hardly had sex anymore! I probably dealt with women wanting to be escorts more than I saw men. But I had a handful of regulars who I really liked. Nice, kind, easy men that I wouldn’t just have sex with. I’d have mini-relationships with them – professional, of course, no commitment involved. Sex, as usual, was bottom of the list. It was not why they were there. They knew they were going to get it, so why rush it? (And, believe me, it rarely lasted very long.) Bookings were drawn out with a nice meal, a bottle of wine, or perhaps a few hours in a hotel room watching a movie. And talking. Boy, was there a lot of taking. Mostly from them. About their lives, their marriages, their failings.


I also had a great team of loyal and talented people around me in business. Some wonderful ladies who escorted for me – the Angels. And Vanessa. Thank god for Vanessa.


Having read my first book on her honeymoon, Vanessa tracked me down with an impressive email about how she could take my brand places and how she believed in what I was doing. Conservative, petite, with feisty Italian fire, married to her softly spoken soulmate, Daniel, and with an impressive career in film marketing, she believed in me. Vanessa coming into my life was one of the best things to happen to me. She encouraged me to ride the wave of my success and to build my brand. And build it she did. When she took over, our expenses dropped and our income grew. Everything within the agency clicked into place finally – and it was all due to Vanessa. I was happy to be the face of the agency, to handpick and train girls and be the gatekeeper to all clients – but Vanessa was the linchpin. She kept us moving.


I loved her family too: her sweet Italian parents were just as kind to me as they were to her; kinder than mine were. Vanessa’s success in making Samantha a success made them very proud indeed. We exchanged cards at Christmas and her mum even baked me traditional Italian lemon biscuits. I hadn’t spoken to my parents in three years; their anger and hurt – and mine – were too deep.


By this stage I was supposed to be pushing myself to be bigger, better, more successful. I was supposed to be selling sex, fantasy and female empowerment. So how the hell had my life come to this – snivelling into a crumpled tissue, my head buried in my soggy pillow, crying about the fact that I, a once fiercely strong woman, was now too beaten, too fragile, to summon up any strength or self-belief? I felt I’d let Vanessa down. She’d worked tirelessly to get me sponsorships and publicity, yet my heart was no longer in it. Hadn’t been for over a year or so – since meeting Big. I had surrendered my power to a man and look where it had got me. What the fuck was I thinking? How could a strong woman get caught in such a toxic relationship?
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