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~ Dedicated to Violet ~
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As a teenager, I planned to leave the country village I grew up in someday. At the age of 19, I married a German soldier and we moved to a nearby small town. Although this was the first step, I always dreamed about living in a place others go for vacation. Years later, I found myself single again and quite dissatisfied with my present life. So, I have decided to take responsibility for my future even if it means giving up certain securities and accepting risks. My goal is this: I want to live in the sun and by the sea. I want to work less, schedule my own hours, and yet still make a good living. But above all, I no longer want to keep my profession secret, considering this is what I have been doing. For many years, I have been working as a part-time prostitute. And a working girl does not just come out and profess to her family she is a prostitute. Even friends and acquaintances are kept in the dark. Who would want a prostitute as a daughter, sister, partner, or friend? I do not know anyone! Through the years, this part-time job has filled my wallet so I could afford things and, moreover, set money aside. I belong to those people who need financial security in order to enjoy spending money. And so, I pursue my goal of establishing myself as a self-employed female escort. Given the fact that the rural area where I live is unsuitable and since I am uncertain I can keep my work secret in major German cities, I pack two suitcases and fly to Athens. The city is far enough away from my former surroundings that it allows me to work in this profession without being recognized – not to mention, it is near the sea!


Initially, I rent a room in a small, relatively inexpensive hotel in Athens’ Piraeus district. In order to obtain local information about my profession, I buy the English weekly newspaper, Athens World, and find what I am looking for in the classifieds: In the ‘Escort’ section, women advertise sexual pleasures for sale. Carefully, I read all the ads and decide to call a woman who goes by the name ‘Lovely English Lady’. Unlike many others, she does not advertise she is young or a model, thus, I hope she might be a bit older because I am too. I am 42, in essence, considered past my prime — although it did not hamper my professional success in recent years. After all, I sell myself as a 35-year-old. It is an extremely attractive age. Many young men crave sex with women in their mid-thirties and a large number of older men lust after those other than young girls. Therefore, in principle, I am the perfect age to establish myself as a self-employed prostitute who earns good money. I consider myself good-looking with long blonde hair, blue eyes, a slim figure, groomed appearance, charm, and I am always well dressed. Plus, I can be quite sexy and flirtatious when I want. – I rarely encounter problems passing myself off as thirty-some years old.


I dial ‘Lovely English Lady’s’ cell number and she picks up with a friendly:


“Hello!”


“Hello! My name is Anika. I’m new to Athens and I would love to work here as a call girl. I wanted to ask if you could provide me with information on local rates, hotels, and so on.”


“Oh!” A brief pause. “What’s your nationality?”


“I’m German.”


“Are you here by yourself?”


“Yes.”


“How old are you?”


“Forty-two.”


“And you’ve already worked in this trade?”


“Yes, for many years, but only part-time. Any chance we can meet in person? Perhaps at a café, that way we can have coffee while we chat?”


Another brief pause. “I need to think about it. Call me back early tomorrow morning. Bye!”


The line goes dead. I understand her cautiousness. She does not know if I am the person I make myself out to be. I could be the wife of a client who discovered her phone number on the husband’s cell phone. There are numerous possibilities. Therefore, I do not mind waiting while she makes up her mind. I see another interesting ad about an escort service posted in Athens World. Perhaps I could learn some vital information about my future profession if I call and pretend I am applying for a position. I dial the listed number and a woman’s voice answers in Greek.


“Excuse me, do you speak English?” I ask politely.


“Yes, of course! This is Seven Heaven escort service. How may I help you?”


“Hello. My name is Gaby. I’m German, 35, and interested in joining your escort service.”


“Have you ever done something like this before? Do you have any experience as a prostitute?”


“Yes, more than 10 years.”


“Where are you right now?”


“In Athens.”


“Uh, hold on a second. — Would you be willing to meet me? I would have to see you in person before I can reveal details. You said you’re 35… that’s no longer young!”


“I know, but perhaps once you meet me my age will be less important. I can meet you at any time.”


“Great. Our office is located in the city center. Could you be at the Café Rena in two hours? It’s catty-corner from the Akropoli Subway Station.”


“Yes, I can be there around 4 p.m.”


“Great. See you later, Gaby. Your name is Gaby, correct?”


“Yes, and what is your name?”


“Oh, sorry, I’m Elena! Okay, see you in a couple hours!”


“Okay, Elena, I’m looking forward to meeting you!”


I look at the clock and realize there is no time to waste. I have to doll myself up. I decide on a red, sleeveless, knee-length sheath dress. It is chic and emphasizes my figure. Even though I do not want to work for the escort service, I want to make a good impression so I can get as much information as possible. It will come in handy for my own business. As it is one of those days again where my hair has a mind of its own, I bend over and brush it vigorously. Returning upright, I comb it out, leaving a lot of volume while styling it into a lion’s mane and applying hairspray for good measure. I apply makeup so my blue eyes pop, but omit lipstick. All that is missing is a spritz of my favorite perfume, Must de Cartier. Checking myself from all angles in the mirror, I know I have done my best. I slip into my red pumps, grab my little gold purse, and leave the hotel.


I hail a cab and the surly driver drops me off near the Akropoli station, demanding 19 euros for the fare. Glancing at my watch, I realize I have plenty of time. First, I locate the café where I am to meet Elena and then stroll around the area. This is the Plaka, Athens’ old town, with narrow streets, shops, and restaurants. I make sure to remain on the shady side of the road because the sun is unbearably hot. At 2:50 p.m. I enter Café Rena and sit at one of the small round tables. Considering the scorching outside temperature, it is pleasant inside the air-conditioned room. The waitress comes and l order a Diet Coke. Never beverages with sugar! They only go to the hips. A small woman with short, black hair enters the café and looks around. Seeing me, she nods and I nod back. It must be Elena. She approaches the table and greets me with a handshake.


“Hello, I’m Elena.”


“I’m Gaby, nice to meet you, Elena. Thank you for taking the time to meet with me.”


“Of course. Our escort service is always interested in a new face. So, you live in Athens?”


“Not at the moment. I’m only here for a week to check out the area. I’m thinking of moving here for good this fall — sometime in September.”


“Okay! Well, you certainly are pretty and have a good figure. You obviously take care of yourself, but then there’s your age. You’re already 35. I mean, you are 35 or are you older?”


“I’m actually 38, but I advertise myself as 35, which I have no problem getting away with.”


Elena laughs.


“Well, it’s not like it’s uncommon in our industry. We all lie about our age. Most of the women working for us are actually much younger than you. You would be the oldest on the team. It doesn’t matter though, it’s not like you work together. Okay, let’s say I take photos of you and add them to our catalog. In return, we expect our ladies to work full-time and be reachable at all hours. At times, you might be expected somewhere within one hour after a client’s call. How you manage that with your family is your business. Let’s say you get a call from us and we give you the client’s address, telephone number, and time of the appointment. How you get there at the appropriate time, either by taxi, public transportation, or with your own car, is entirely up to you. Just make sure you’re on time. It’s extremely important. An appointment is usually 45 minutes to one hour. We provide safe sex in all possible positions, as well as oral sex without a condom.”


The waitress arrives at the table and Elena orders a coffee frappe with lots of sugar and milk. Then she continues:


“The customer pays you the price we’ve agreed on, usually 200 euros an hour. Anal is extra. These details aren’t important right now. In any case, you take the money home. The next day, at the latest, you give us half. We can arrange a meeting by phone or we can send a messenger to your home. That’s entirely up to you.


Remember, half the money is ours! Naturally, any tips you receive from clients are yours to keep. If a client happens to asks for anal intercourse or an additional hour of service without prior arrangement with us, you must add on the extra charges. However, once again, half of that money is ours. Trying to keep extra services secret will do you no good because we always confer with our clients to ensure they’re satisfied with our service!”


Elena sips her coffee and lights a cigarette.


“Okay, so far so good. I’m accustomed to such working conditions from Germany. What other services does Seven Heaven offer their clientele?”


“Quite a few. We try to cover any possible wishes a client might ask for, but obviously, no pedophilia or any other criminal sexual practices. That brings me to my next questions. So, what do you do? What can you do? What languages do you speak?”


“I speak German, English, Dutch, and a little French. I’ve worked as a dominatrix among other things and can role-play. How much do you charge for domination? Or for role playing?”


“Now and then we have a client who likes to be dominated, but it’s uncommon for Greek men. They prefer to be in charge. They’re all macho guys. You never know what a client might ask for and we’d be happy to use another lady who can take care of such services. We charge 400 euros for a domination session and 300 for any role-playing games. In each case, you keep half the fee!”


“Okay. I have another question, Elena. Am I reimbursed for travel expenses?”


“No, you pay that cost. We pay for all advertisements, some of which are in English newspapers, others in Greek, and on the Internet. We’ll schedule appointments and provide you with steady work. You simply do your job and earn a good income without having to do much else. Easy money!”


“Sounds good, Elena. I guess now it depends on whether you, well, actually the escort service you work for, would hire me, come September.”


“Gaby! I don’t think it will be a problem. Make sure you don’t let yourself go. Always be well groomed and do everything the client asks of you. The client is king! This is important to us. Stick to what we agreed to with the client by phone. No rejections! You must accept every client even if he’s fat, ugly, repulsive, or stinks. Since starting this business, we’ve been trying over the years to build up a clientele list of pleasant and friendly men. And I think we’ve succeeded. The well-being of our employees is of great importance to us. We do not tolerate any mistreatment of our women! Well, I guess we can talk about the other formalities in September. What do you say?”


Since I’ve received all the information I want, I reply:


“Great! It sounds like a plan. I’ll call you when I’m back for good in September. Thank you so much for seeing me, Elena!”


“My pleasure. Your Coke is on me!” she says while reaching into her purse.


“Thank you!” I reply and grab my handbag. Elena places a few bills on the table. We stand and leave the café together. Out on the sidewalk, we exchange a last glance and go our separate ways.


The next morning, I give ‘Lovely English Lady’ another call. She is friendly and tells me she has decided to meet me. I note the suggested café’s address and agree to a time. That afternoon I take a bus to Glyfada, a southern area of Athens located directly on the coast. Since I am not familiar with the place, I hail a taxi and give the driver the address. On the phone, we discussed how we would recognize each other and she said, ‘I have long blonde hair’. ‘Me too’, I replied. At a table on the café patio, I do not have to wait long before a medium-size blonde flits around the tables, her handbag dangling from one hand, her eyes searching. When her gaze falls on me, I make a small hand gesture. She walks slowly toward me, her eyes looking me up and down.


“Hi, darling!” She greets me warmly. “I’m Violet.”


“Hi, I’m Anika. My real name is Ilona. Thank you for seeing me!”


“Let’s call each other by our aliases. That’ll be fine!”


She sits and looks around suspiciously. I quickly assure her I am who I say I am and that I came alone. I estimate she is about my age, perhaps even a few years older. She orders black tea and starts asking all kinds of questions: Where I live, how long I plan on staying, do I have a family, etc. — Since lying never accomplishes anything, nor do I have reason to, I answer truthfully. Granted, when it comes to our profession, it is different, because who reveals their real name, their actual age, or true origin? Furthermore, I want information from her; possibly, even make a friend among colleagues. Such objectives require honesty, even among prostitutes. We like each other right from the get-go. She tells me she has been working in Athens for more than 15 years and has established a large customer base while only advertising in Athens World. At times, she does business in hotels but prefers working in her home. Her usual rate is 150-euros per hour. She only practices safe sex, no anal. The majority of her clients are Greeks. However, she is frequently contacted by businessmen from around the world when they are in town. She typically meets them at their hotel. Those she is already better acquainted with can come to her home. Her cell phone rings once. She looks around nervously, gets up, answers, and starts pacing while talking to the other party. I only hear: “Hi, darling, how are you?” When she returns to the table, she nonchalantly says:


“I just made an appointment for Monday morning with Christo, one of my regulars. I’ve known him for many years. He always sees me on a Monday or Thursday, but he can only afford 60 euros. Considering you’ll be new here, you might want to be flexible now and then. Not every Greek can pay 150 euros. Not in this crisis! Make sure you do not to give tourists or businessmen you meet in upper-class hotels a break. The cheap Bulgarian and Russian whores you find loitering in the streets or the drug addicts sell themselves for way less. For as little as 30 euros, I’ve heard. Moreover, they practice all sorts of unprotected sex. Disgusting!”


Violet tells me all about the no-tell hotels in Athens where I can conduct my business and arrange to meet my clients. She also reveals that although in Greece prostitution is illegal when independently exercised, it is still commonly practiced and tolerated. Granted, there is still a need to avoid the police. So far, she has been fortunate. She tells me about her earlier years when she frequently went to upper-class hotel bars to find clients. Reminiscing must have put her in the mood because she asks me if I want to go fishing with her one evening.


“Together, we’ll be more successful. Let’s say there’s a man who wants both of us. We each charge 100 instead of 150 euros. That’s still good money for us.”


She cannot stop talking. I am flattered by her frankness. I have never done anything like fishing before. So far, I’ve only worked in a bar and various clubs. At one time, I had a well-paid relationship. I met the respectable man in a hotel and now and then, he took me out for the evening. I am excited Violet has invited me to go fishing and that we will do something together. We chat for quite a while longer and before we say goodbye, we agree to meet the next evening at 8 p.m. in the town square in Glyfada. Meeting Violet made me extremely happy. Now I know enough to establish myself as a self-employed call girl in Athens!
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The following afternoon, I lay out the clothes I want to wear for my evening out with Violet. I choose a short, figure-accentuating, black summer dress and matching black, high heels. In addition to the usual stuff I keep in my little handbag, I pack four condoms, a small vial of massage oil, and a second pair of panties. It should suffice for this evening. At 7 p.m., I leave for the bus station. It is mid-June and quite hot. I feel I am in great shape for my first fishing expedition!


The bus stops directly at the town square in Glyfada. I get out and cross the street to a square adorned with tall pine trees, flowerbeds, and park benches in various spots. At the other side of the town square, directly in front of me, are fashion boutiques, cafés, a Greek electronic shop, and a large department store. Looking around, it does not take me long to find Violet. She is wearing a light red dress that, although it is longer than mine, accentuates her figure. For her age, she looks quite sexy with her long, blonde hair and matching red lipstick. Men who notice her turn around and stare at her. We greet each other with pecks on the cheeks and since it is still too early to go fishing, we stroll down Metaxa Street with its many fashion boutiques. Violet has already planned the evening for us and wants to take me to a prestigious hotel where she cast her net in the past. She says it is not only frequented by tourists but businessmen also. The hotel barman, Michalis, knows her profession and looks the other way because on previous occasions she always tipped him when she went with a hotel guest to his room. Since I do not know Glyfada or the hotels businessmen stay at, I unquestioningly place myself in Violet’s hands and agree to go later with her to the Ammas Hotel.


I feel elated and free as we stroll down the street window-shopping and gabbing. Relishing that I have left the small town out in the countryside where I spent most of my life, I am convinced I can handle whatever occupational and private challenges this strange land might have in store for me.


The Ammas Hotel is a good 500 meters away from the Glyfada town square. Around 9 p.m., we slowly head for the hotel while exchanging all kinds of information from our professional and private lives. Violet also left her home because she had been afraid of not being able to keep her work as a prostitute secret. Once she was far from home, she felt secure working as a call girl because her unfamiliarity of the place provided her with a certain distance to her social environment.


As we enter the hotel foyer, I marvel at its luxurious furnishings. No hotel back home out in the country comes even close. Most are small, family operated businesses whose clientele mainly consists of relatives or friends of the farmers living in the surrounding area, not wealthy businessmen. And, I have never stayed in such a luxurious hotel during any of my previous vacations. — We take the elevator to the top floor of the Ammas Hotel and step out onto a rooftop terrace featuring a bar, tables and chairs, and a swimming pool. I am taken aback seeing a swimming pool built into the roof of the hotel! Violet laughs at me and my apparent naiveté at my age. We head for the bar where two middle-aged men sit enjoying their drinks watching a sports program on the TV set on one of the bar’s back shelves. Here and there, tables are occupied by couples and families. No singles. Michalis, the bartender, immediately recognizes Violet and greets her warmly. She introduces me as her German girlfriend and asks if the hotel is busy. Michalis confirms this and tells her they have businessmen as well as vacationers from America, South Africa, and England. Since the bar is L shaped and the two men are sitting along the long leg, we sit at the short one so they have a good view of us. Obviously, this is Violet’s idea. We each order a freshly squeezed orange juice and then Violet clues me in:


“I’ve chosen these seats not only so those two men notice us, but anyone who uses the facilities. See, the bathrooms are right around the corner!”


I admire Violet for her shrewd tactics. The two men have already looked at us with apparent interest. Violet and I converse quietly and giggle every now and then. I am quite curious how the evening will unfold. Are we going to approach the two men or do we wait for them to make a move? As Violet is experienced in fishing, I patiently wait instead of bugging her with needless questions. Besides, it is not the end of the world if we do not lure a catch into our net. For me, it is a great practice run. Violet and I are getting to know each other a bit better, which is fine with me for our first evening out. From time to time, Violet looks over at the men and gives whoever makes eye contact a lovely, charming smile. From the men’s perspective, they might think Violet is interested. It gives them hope. For conversation? A flirtation? Sex? In the places where I previously worked, it was perfectly clear what was what, but this current situation makes me insecure. However, I say to myself, this is merely a different playing field. This game might start differently, but it ends the same way — getting paid for sex. So, Ilona, stay calm and don’t panic! I might not sit here in sexy lingerie and openly advertise myself, but my chic little summer dress also makes me look sexy and flirtatious. Over an hour passes during which nothing happens. Michalis turns off the TV that captured the two gentlemen’s attention. The older of the two men gets up and as he passes us on his way to the bathroom, he greets us warmly in English, inclines his head, and smiles. Another guest steps onto the rooftop terrace and strolls up to the bar. He looks to be in his mid-fifties and is tall, muscular, with short dark hair, and a cleanly shaven face. He orders a drink from Michalis and starts up a conversation. That is when Michalis looks over at us and the new guest follows his gaze. As he smiles at us, Violet whispers to me:


“He could be a candidate. We could share him if it doesn’t work out with those other two.” She leans in even closer and whispers in my ear:


“If he goes for it, we’ll each ask for 100 euros, but we won’t give him lesbian hanky-panky. I’m not into that!”


“Fine with me.”


When the gray-haired man returns from the bathroom, he smiles at us again and quickly continues to his buddy where they end up in a deep conversation. Meanwhile, Violet has set her eyes on the new guest. Every now and then, I find the courage to look over at him and smile shyly. Just then, he picks up his drink and walks over to us.


“Hi! I’m Jack. May I join you?”


“Certainly,” I answer much too quickly.


Violet offers him her hand and says:


“I’m Violet and this is my friend Anika.”


Jack also shakes my hand and says:


“Pleased to meet you!”


Pulling a barstool closer at an equal distance between Violet and me, he sits down. Crossing my legs, my dress rides up and effectively exposes the lower half of one of my tanned thighs. My gesture is immediately rewarded with a smile.


“May I buy you ladies a drink?” asks Jack. He orders our requested vodkas that we mix into our orange juice.


“Here’s to you, my lovelies!” he says and we clink glasses. It seems we have a fish in our net! My instinct tells me this man does not merely want idle chitchat at the bar, he also wants sex. It is simply a question of whether he knows he will have to pay for it. I have no idea if Michalis implied something when he ordered his drink. Jack asks what we are doing in Athens and if we are on vacation.


“No, we live and work here,” replies Violet without hesitation.


Naturally, he now asks what we do for a living, but before I have a chance to voice something inappropriate, Violet beats me to it:


“Anika dances and I give massages!”


As she says this, she moves her hands in a slightly rotating way with the fingers spread and looks enticingly at Jack. Wow! That was quite obvious. I am stunned by her courage to be so up-front with a stranger without even blushing. Instead, Jack seems to be momentarily embarrassed and at a loss for words. Hesitantly, he replies:


“Oh, how interesting!”


Not surprising Violet does not leave it at that and breathes in a seductive voice:


“It’s our day off — but we’re always up for a little dancing or massaging.”


She starts moving to the music playing quietly from the rooftop speakers while still sitting on the barstool.


“Isn’t that right?” she asks me.


“Absolutely,” I reply while attempting a coquettish smile.


“Well, here’s to your evening off!” says Jack and raises his tumbler with whiskey again. I still cannot get over how casually Violet proposed a little dance and massage to him.


“So, what’re you doing in Athens?” I ask out of sheer embarrassment.


“I’m a traveling salesman. The company I work for manufactures nautical radar systems that I sell here in Greece. — But let’s not talk about my work, I came here to forget about work!”


“I’m sure we can help you with that,” replies Violet quickly, and once again, I’m amazed at her boldness. I cannot wait to see how Violet talks him into taking us up to his room for a little remuneration. I myself cannot think of anything, not to mention, I do not want to say something stupid and spoil everything. Violet nonchalantly steers the conversation to trivial things, from the summer in Athens to Athens’ Plaka, to the restaurants in the Plaka, to the prices they ask, and, finally, to the current ongoing crisis. During all of this, we order another round of drinks and maintain a laid-back atmosphere. Obviously, the vodka helps. It tastes great and relaxes me. My self-confidence is back. The fish is snared with no way to escape! Now it is a question of how much it will bring in. Violet nudges one of my knees to let me know it is time for a bathroom break. I grab my bag from the hook under the bar counter and we excuse ourselves. Once inside the bathroom, Violet touches up her lips and says:


“Now we have to find a way of getting into his room. — It’s best if we don’t waste any more time. I mean, we don’t want to get too drunk.”


“Sounds good. — But I leave the reeling in of the fish to you. I’m sure you’ve noticed I haven’t contributed much.”


“Yes I have, but it doesn’t matter. You’ll learn! Don’t worry about it, — let’s go.”


She nudges me slightly with her elbow while giggling like a little girl. I quickly inspect my eye makeup before we return to the bar. Jack is speaking with Michalis. As we sit back down on our barstools, Violet asks:


“Jack, darling, are you staying in this hotel?”


“Yes,” he replies, “I am. Why do you ask?”


“Maybe you’re in the mood for a little party, just the three of us?”


A brief pause. — Jack takes another sip of his whiskey.


“I sure am...” he says slowly while looking questioningly at Violet with raised eyebrows. Oh God, I am so glad Violet is in charge and I do not have to speak. I could never talk with a stranger about this subject in such a direct manner! Violet leans forward, softly places her right hand on Jack’s thigh, gives him an enchanting smile, and then whispers:


“That’s great, darling, now we only wish for you to be generous. What do you say?”


Jack places his hand on hers and briefly looks over at me and asks:


“How generous would I have to be?”


“As it’s our day off, we can be generous too. Say 200 euros for the both of us.”


I cannot believe her confidence, right to the point without a fuss! Jack scratches his head and makes a face, one I do not like, — but then his eyebrows shoot up again and he looks content:


“It’s a deal! I deserve a treat every now and then. I’ll order us another round and then we can go up to my room.”


“Great, darling, thank you!” replies Violet.


Instead of looking triumphant, she continues in her youthful, charming, and cheerful way and talks about Greek music. Before I know it, she has us engaged in lighthearted conversation again as if nothing happened. Now that the deal is sealed, I regain my confidence. The unfamiliar part, the part about fishing, is over. Now the party girl in me can come out and get to work. As I get ready to re-cross my legs, I purposefully spread my thighs slowly before lifting a leg over so Jack gets a good look. A little, up-front treat for him. Our drink order arrives and Michalis serves them without letting on that he is aware of Jack’s and our business. We clink glasses again and then Violet leans close to Jack and whispers in his ear:


“Tell us your room number. Then, finish your drink and say goodbye to us so the other guests think you’re leaving alone. We’ll leave five to ten minutes after you. — In the meantime, freshen up so we can spoil you properly.”


She winks at him.


“I’m in room 617,” replies Jack, “it’s on the sixth floor, next to the elevator.”


Visibly excited, he downs his drink and asks for the bill. Once he pays, he gets up, nods at us, and with one last look at my exposed thigh, he finally says goodbye. Violet glances at her watch and pays the bathroom another visit. We wait five minutes before paying for our orange juice and Michalis wishes us a nice evening. Violet hands him a ten-euro tip that he takes with a smile and a thankful nod.
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As we enter the elevator, I say to Violet:


“You really handled this magnificently. Wow! I hope I haven’t come across as too inept.”


“No, everything’s fine. I was only that courageous because you were with me! My God, more than twenty years ago, when I first came to Greece, something like this was merely a game that brought in easy money. You wouldn’t believe how crazy Greek men were about blondes and everyone had money to take one to bed. I was here on vacation with a friend and we were quite naughty girls. We did it wherever, in an olive orchard, at the beach, in the car. — We took more money home than we came with. The men we met paid for our drinks, food, and lodging – not one of them were stingy as long as they could flirt, kiss, touch us, or perhaps even have a little tumble.”


The elevator reaches the sixth floor. We get out and Violet whispers to me:


“Remember! No lesbian games, only safe sex. No anal for me, but if you want to accommodate him go right ahead, that’s your business.”


“I remember! And just so you know, I’m also not into anal sex.”


It has been quite a while since Violet serviced a client with another woman. She has been working alone for many years and prefers it that way, regardless of the fact that two women have it easier since the man wears out faster. We knock on door 617. Jack opens it wearing only underpants. A strong, muscular man stands in front of us.


“Come on in, ladies!” he says. We follow him into the room and I ask him to put on music.


“Whatever you like,” he replies. He flips through the TV channels until he finds a station playing slow, melodic music. Violet has slipped out of her dress and is wearing only a red lace bra with matching panties. Moving behind Jack, she places her hands on his shoulders and starts massaging them gently. The three of us stand in the only open space between the bed and bathroom with not a lot of room to spare. We can all see each other in the large wall mirror in front of us. I try to find the right rhythm to the 70s music that is playing and put on a little striptease. Once I am wearing only my black satin panties and matching high heels, I approach Jack and snuggle up to him. One of his hands immediately grabs one of my breasts while the other reaches into my panties. He angles his head to kiss me. Although kissing a customer is not one of my usual services, I let him have his way because his breath does not smell and because we caught him. Violet remains pressed up behind Jack, but is now massaging his back down to his buttocks and ending up between his thighs. The cock in his underpants is already rock hard. I stop kissing him and glide my tongue slowly down over his chest, stomach, hip, and then finally take his member deep into my mouth. Jack groans. I pull off his underpants and lick, alternating between his balls and cock.


“Oh my God!” he whispers. ”You’re driving me crazy!”


A few minutes later, I make eye contact with Violet and we silently communicate that it is time to steer Jack onto the bed. I remove my panties and say:


“Now it’s our turn to have some fun, darling, — lie down!”


As soon as he is on his back, we crawl up to him from opposite sides and work his pole with our tongues. He is so aroused he squirms around on the sheets. That is the way I like men. They lose their minds and only think with their little brain. A while later, I move away from his cock and position myself over his head so my pussy hovers over his face. Urgently, he pulls me down further and starts licking me. I hold onto the headboard for support and pretend I am really enjoying his wild licking. Nevertheless, I will not go ahead and fake an orgasm. I would rather wait and see if he even needs me to. Most people assume a whore always fakes orgasms, which is why I am stingy with such a performance. When I deceive a regular client I have known for some time into thinking I like sex with him, he feels incredibly flattered. That is the reason I try to avoid faking sexual climax. I keep my moans and movements to a minimum with Jack. I turn around and notice Violet has stopped licking his cock. Presently, she is unrolling a condom over it. She gives me a sign, we change places, and I slide my wet-licked pussy onto Jacks protected cock and say:


“Ah, yeah, that feels great, baby. God, you’re big. It feels so good!”


Violet kneels with her legs spread apart next to us within Jack’s reach. He does not know where to look or what to touch first. As I ride him, he grabs one of my boobs with one hand and with the other, grabs Violet’s breast. I am sure he would also love to fool around with her pussy. Oh well, it is his decision what to do with his two hands... Jack is horny and insatiable. He will not have a problem dishing out the agreed upon money. I am positive! I fuck him slowly and rhythmically. When he is about to explode, I get off his proud member and roll the used rubber off and replace it with a fresh one that is lying on the nightstand. I give Violet a sign and she removes Jack’s hands from her tits. She then mounts and rides him, moaning urgently straightaway. Silently, we agree it is time for him to finish. I assume the doggy-style position with my knees spread far apart so Jack can get a good look at my pussy as well as stick in his finger. He is absolutely randy and gives his best to handle both us girls. Violet fucks him faster and faster and then what must happen happens: He comes! Jack arches his back and moans aloud, his face contorted with pain. He grabs Violet’s hips and thrusts forcefully upward. With eyes closed, he finally slumps onto the sheets and breathes heavily, yet blissfully.


“Oh my, ladies, that was absolutely fabulous,” he whispers.


We lie down, sandwiching him between us and listen to his wheezing breath. Jack wraps his arms around us and gives each of us a kiss on the forehead. Although he is exhausted, he looks happy. That is what I absolutely love: in addition to making money, I also provide somebody with real happiness! Violet offers Jack a little massage before bedtime, but he declines and says:


“It’s time to throw you two out. Otherwise, I’m afraid I won’t get any sleep. And I have to get up early to catch my flight to Amsterdam.”


I get up and ask if I can use the bathroom. Jack nods. I slip into the shower, quickly wash, and then thoroughly rinse my mouth with antiseptic mouthwash. After wrapping myself in a bath towel, I return to the main room. Now it is Violet’s turn to disappear into the bathroom. I chat with Jack as I dress, who gets up and places two 100-euro bills on the desk. When Violet returns, he points to the money and says:


“This is for you two lovely ladies. Thank you, Anika and Violet! This was really an exciting experience for me. Can I have your phone numbers? I’m sure I’ll be returning to Athens and I’d certainly like a repeat performance.”


Since I am not established yet, I nod at Violet. She scribbles her cell phone number on a piece of paper with our names and a heart next to them. We thank him for his generosity and give him little pecks on the cheeks, wishing him a good night. Once we are out of the room, Violet’s face turns into an expression of satisfaction. I am also satisfied, quite satisfied! After all, I have just earned my first money in Athens. I am still amazed we caught a fish on our first evening out. Moreover, I am greatly pleased to have met such a delightful and amiable colleague. Exiting the Ammas Hotel, we step outside into the mild, warm evening air of Athens. We hug conspiratorially for a brief moment on the sidewalk out front before heading toward the town square in Glyfada. It is almost midnight and I have no idea if the buses still run to Piraeus at this time. Granted, I could spring for a taxi, but I am too stingy for that. Naturally, if there is no bus service, I must catch a cab. I pull a five-euro note out of my wallet and hand it to Violet, my share of Michalis’ tip. Violet thanks me and says:


“That’s the best way to do it, always go Dutch. To reciprocate constantly each time is plain stupid. This has nothing to do with friendship.”


We chat as we walk, re-examining the night and our successful fishing trip. Violet says:


“My God, tonight I feel 20 years younger! Like when I went on vacation to the Greek islands.”


I reply:


“I’m so happy I’ve met you. Thank you for everything, Violet!”


“Oh, think nothing of it. And don’t thank me! Worry about placing an ad in Athens World. Believe me, if you’re crafty, you can make lots of money here.”


We reach the town square in Glyfada and I inspect the bus stop schedule. I am in luck; I have not missed the last bus. We quickly hug and exchange kisses. I get in and watch Violet stroll away, swinging her little handbag. Tired, I lean my head against the back of the seat and enjoy the rocking ride back to Piraeus.
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The little hotel I am staying at in Piraeus is located on a hill behind the Zea Marina. Standing on my balcony, looking over the houses in front, I see the circular-shaped marina with its variety of berthed boats and the vast sea beyond. Although my room is small, it features a fridge, air-conditioning, a TV, and Internet access. It is all I need for the moment. The room rate is 35 euros per day without breakfast. Considering I want to set up shop in Athens until sometime in September, I do not want to spend more than 5000 euros in the next two months. That should leave me enough for the start-up phase. Obviously, I still need to budget my money. If I come across a cheaper hotel in a good location, I will probably move even though I am quite happy with my current accommodations. In front of the hotel is a taxi stand and a bit down the road at the Piraeus town square, a bus station servicing all areas of Athens.


This morning I have something important to do: I need to prepare my ad for Athens World. I go into my bathroom to get ready for my outing. Once my hair is nicely combed, my makeup decently applied, and my entire body rubbed with suntan lotion giving my skin a velvety-look, I slip into some summer clothes. I love wearing light airy clothes! It is not like there is a guarantee I can do so in Germany during the summer.


I hand in my room key at the reception desk, leave the Lilo Hotel, and walk toward the town square. Once there, I treat myself to breakfast, a Nescafé with milk and a puff pastry. Everything is so different compared to Germany, the coffee, the pastries, the heat, the hustle and bustle, and all the noisy people — simply everything. I am delighted at how great the pastry tastes that I have chosen for today’s breakfast. It is called bougatsa and so I do not forget, I write it down in my notebook the way it sounds. I really must learn the Greek language and its weird alphabet so I can read words spelled out only in Greek. For example, on menus or bus stop schedules. I already learned the Greek number system on a previous vacation here. Back then, they had the drachma and it was important to me to understand the Greeks when I asked the price of whatever interested me. — It is surprising how well I retained it. I can still count to one hundred.


Finding a nice shady place under a sycamore tree, I get comfortable, take out my notebook, and try to come up with the right phrasing for the ad I want to place in Athens World. It is Tuesday and if I want to see my ad in this week’s Friday edition, I have to submit and pay for it at the editorial office by Wednesday afternoon. I definitely do not want to miss this week’s deadline! I think about the wording and write down in my notebook:


Charming Lady from Germany would like to meet nice gentlemen... cell phone number. — I am not happy with it and try again:


Attractive Lady from Northern Europe would like to meet nice, outgoing gentlemen who like to have fun... cell phone number. — No, that will not do either. Playing around with it in my head, I come up with this:


Incredibly attractive lady from Germany would like to meet a generous gentleman... cell phone number. — Yes, that is better. I like it. I read and reread the sentence until something even better pops into my head!


Very attractive and charming lady from Germany would like to meet a generous gentleman... cell phone number. — There, that sounds much better! I am extremely satisfied.


Paying for my breakfast, I use the opportunity to ask the waitress where I can find a cell phone service provider close by. The pretty, young Greek woman points down the road and tells me there is store not far away. In reality, I end up walking at least a kilometer before I discover the store. I look at the SIM cards and available numbers. I have almost 20 to choose from and go with the number 69978 69 22 69. It is the easiest to remember. I pick a smartphone in the lower price range that has all the features I need for my work as a call girl, and inquire about an extra battery in case the one in the phone goes dead when I am on the road with no way to recharge. My entire purchase comes to 388 euros. Now I have the most important device a call girl requires: A cell phone!


Next on my agenda is the Athens World editorial office, which is located downtown in Omonoia Square. Violet told me where the newspaper’s offices are, but she also advised me not to explore the area after my business is concluded because it is supposedly swarming with drug addicts, dealers, pimps, illegal immigrants, and all kinds of crooks. I look at my tourist map for bus and subway stations, but regrettably, I cannot find one in my immediate vicinity. The closest one is at the Port of Piraeus, which, from my present location, is quite far off. Considering I have to budget my money and I am new to the city, in the beginning, I plan to avoid taking cabs and instead use public transportation to meet clients. Violet may discourage me from doing so because it may take too long to get wherever my destination is — but at least I want to try. Right now, it is important for me to acquaint myself with the available public transportation so I get to a hotel or a client’s private address as quickly as possible.


I get out at Omonoia Square and walk up the stairs instead of taking the escalator. At least this time! It keeps me and my figure in shape. Once topside, I refer to my tourist map on which I had marked the location of the Athens World editorial offices. It is ahead around a few corners. I follow the route and enter the building. The small room is separated by a long counter, clientele on one side, on the other, two desks, one of which is manned by a lady who I address:


“Good morning. I would like to place an ad in the next edition of Athens World.”


She briefly looks at me, nods, and continues typing. Eventually, she gets up and walks over to me.


“What category do you want to place your ad?”


I place my prewritten note with my newly added cell phone number in front of her and say:


“Under Escort, please.”


She looks as if she is judging me. Does she think I am too old or not pretty enough? I do not know. Who cares! At least she reads my text thoroughly. Then she looks at me again and asks:


“How many weeks do you want your ad to run?”


“Four weeks, please.”


“That comes to 44 euros. That is 11 euros per week.”


I hand her a 50-euro bill. She takes it and walks back to her desk, opens a drawer, reaches in, and returns with my change. There is also a receipt book and she writes me an invoice for 44 euros.


“Thank you!” I say.


She does not acknowledge me, simply turns around, and returns to her desk with the receipt book. Oh well, I have completed my mission! As of Friday, my ad will be in Athens World! I am happy about my accomplishment and think about what I can do with the rest of the day.


Omonoia Square does not look like the terrible place Violet made it out to be. Three lanes of traffic with noisy cars, scooters, taxis, and buses go around the square. Also, it is the middle of the day, what could happen? I do not see any harm in exploring the area a little. All over Omonoia Square are peripteros, Greek kiosks, where a person can buy all kinds of things: baseball hats, reading glasses, T-shirts, magazines, porn magazines, cigarettes, toys, drinks. While walking, I pass a large Greek department store, a hotel, boutiques, shoe stores, a small shop that sharpens knives, a cell phone store, fast-food restaurants, an old, seemingly traditional coffee house, and many subway entrances. Street vendors offer fashion jewelry and sunglasses. I see beggars, tourists, in addition to well and poorly dressed people from various countries. I pass a tiny sex shop where I sneak a quick peek, but do not see anything interesting. As I reach a main thoroughfare running along Omonoia Square, I take out my map again. I see it is Stadiou Street and it runs from Omonoia Square to Syntagma Square. Relishing the chaotic hustle and bustle on the street as well as on the sidewalk, I stroll slowly down it. Moped riders park wherever they can. Numerous times, I circumvent obstacles such as chairs, tables, and boxes of delivered goods. Many men look Pakistani or Hindu. Some men stare, some try to chat with me. Then I discover on the third floor of a commercial building a display window of a sex shop. I could use a well-equipped sex shop in my line of work. Entering the store, I see I am the only customer. The shop is run by a sinister-looking man in his 50s and a dolled up woman of the same age who seems to have let herself go. I ask in English if I can browse. Apparently bored, both merely nod. I not only see toys, movies, and books, but also a large collection of sexy lingerie. I love it! What do I look through first? The leather clothes, the vinyl clothes, or the great outfits made from mesh, satin, and lace? I decide to rummage through a stuffed basket of discounted panties. Some have no bottom; others have strings of bead where fabric should be. Although I already have a fantastic collection of this type of underwear, I admit I like them and cannot have enough. Examining the mesh clothes, I discover a red bodysuit edged in vinyl and held in place only at the neck, back, and instep. Trés sexy! I must try it on. I grab the hanger and drape the bodysuit over my arm. I hope it fits. Together with my red strapless fishnet stockings and red patent leather high heels that I only wear for work and never on the road, it would make an awesome ensemble. Most men adore red sexy lingerie. Me too. Most of my undergarments are either black or red. Although, during the summer when I am nicely tanned, I also like wearing brightly colored underwear, like orange, yellow, gold, acid green, and pink. Just not purple or blue! I search a bit longer and among the leather items, I find an exceptionally nice set. The mini skirt’s front and back panels are only connected by simple silver metal rings. The top is held in place with a Velcro strap around the neck and back. It is tailored so that the breasts are pushed upward and the nipples remain exposed. I am truly mad about this outfit and pile it on top of the red, fishnet bodysuit. That is enough. I ask the saleswoman where the changing room is. Not exactly the same, but they have something akin to what I am used to, a little nook separated by a curtain where customers can try on revealing clothes behind it. It comes with a stool and a large wall mirror. I look around for a hook to hang my selection on, but no luck. I end up hanging the clothes on the rod from which the curtain hangs and remove all my clothes except my panties. Wow! The red fishnet bodysuit fits like a glove and looks damn sexy on me! The price tag says 59 euros. Well, items like these are always expensive in sex shops. I take it off and carefully place it back on the hanger. Looking at the leather outfit’s price tag, I see it costs even more — 149 euros. I try it on anyway. Viewing myself in the large wall mirror, I conclude I simply look spectacular. My nipples protrude magnificently above the push-up bra’s cup. I play with them and they immediately harden. When I look at myself in the mirror while wearing such sexy outfits, I sometimes cannot help but get turned on, which I take as a sure sign men will feel the same. God, it is a hell of a sexy leather outfit! With my black leather thigh boots, whip, and handcuffs, I would make an extremely provocative dominatrix. I tug on my nipples again and briefly rub a finger over my clit simply to see if I can stimulate it. Delighted, it pulses. Too bad I am currently in a sex shop or I would pleasure myself. However, I can always do that later back in my hotel room. Now it is time to dress and exit the store. I hope the items I like will not sell quickly, so I can come back later. Once I make a good chunk of money, I will upgrade my work wardrobe to include black leather and red mesh clothes!
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Back in my room at the Lilo Hotel, I plug my new cell phone into an outlet to charge the battery while I play around with it. I enter Violet’s cell and home phone numbers into the address book. Then, I choose a background picture, check out the preinstalled apps, and try the camera. I also make sure I have access to the Internet and a search engine, which is crucial. Other than those, I am not interested in any other extras. Next, I place the half-unpacked suitcase on the bed, sort the rest of my clothes, and stow them in the closet. Now I am set in case I receive a phone call from a prospective customer on Friday. Once all my clothes are neatly put away, I pack a small toiletry case: condoms in two different sizes, lube gel, a small bottle of massage oil, and a small black vibrator. From now on, I will always carry the case in my handbag. In another bag, a slightly larger one, which I will also take from now on, I pack a matching sexy black lingerie set and a pair of strapless stockings. These are what I will wear with my next client. In a large shoulder bag, I pack a short black vinyl dress, matching black vinyl gloves, thigh boots, a whip, a spanking paddle, a pair of handcuffs, and a long blonde ponytail hairpiece. Next, I add another dildo — slightly bigger, nipple clamps, as well as two, one meter, black soft ropes and place the pre-packed bag in the closet. It feels great to be ready in the event someone calls who is interested in domination. Now that I am finished, I call Violet.


“Hello, Violet! It’s me, Anika. How are you? Did you make it home all right? The number displayed is my new work cell phone. That’s the one I’ll be calling you with from now on, so you might as well save it in your directory!”


“Hi, darling. It’s good to hear your voice! I’m glad you took care of business. Yeah, I arrived home safely. I’ve had a busy day so far. Janis called at 10:00 a.m. and came over at 11:00 a.m. Then I went shopping and Jack called me. Not our Jack, mind you. My Jack! So I had to rush to get back home by 2:00 p.m. because he couldn’t make it a half hour later! — God, he was his usual awful self again. Just imagine, he walks in, puts a 100-euro note and a box of chocolates on the table, then grabs me and kisses me so hard, my lips almost started bleeding. He then drags me into my bedroom and fucks my pussy sore! Ha, but I was lucky because it didn’t take him all that long, fucking me so hard. Ha-ha! — Until six months ago, he always paid 150, but since his wife left him, he only springs for 100 and always adds a box of pralines or a bouquet of flowers! What do you think? I really don’t know what to do with that man. I mean, I’ve known him for twelve years, but he cannot seriously think I’d go out regularly with him. Lately, after each sexual encounter, he asks me out on a date. He wants a relationship with me, but I always say: No Jack! I have work to do. I can’t spend an entire evening with you! — I hate the situation. It’s not like I want to lose his business, he sees me weekly. Oh well, c’est la vie! I’ll be at the Hilton Hotel this evening. Jerry, he’s from Aegina, is flying to London tomorrow for a month and he wants to see me before leaving for so long. I’m glad business is so good, but sometimes I simply want to watch my favorite TV shows. — Anyway, enough about me. How are you, darling? We had fun last night, didn’t we? We should do it again. Summer is always better for fishing than winter. It allows us to dress in flimsier clothing that shows more of our assets. — So, what are you doing now? Have you spoken to the manager of the Lilo Hotel to see if you can get a better rate for a long-term rental?”


Violet takes a deep breath and I use the opportunity to answer:


“No, I haven’t talked to him yet. Maybe I’ll get to it later today, otherwise tomorrow morning. Let’s see when the mood strikes me... Anyway, I’m doing fine. I placed my ad in Athens World and I can’t wait to see what’ll happen on Friday. I’ve completely unpacked my suitcases and everything is in its place. Tomorrow morning I’m planning to go back to the inner city to get better acquainted with it. — Hey, you want me to read you my ad?”


“Yes, I’m curious, darling! You know, I haven’t changed my ad in years. I believe every man in Athens knows it by now.”


I read my ad to Violet:


“‘Very attractive and charming lady from Germany would like to meet a generous gentleman... cell phone No. 69978 69 22 69’ — what do you think, you like it?”


“Fantastic, darling! Trés appealing. And it suits you! You could have easily used the word sexy because you are, once you let go of your inhibition. Yesterday evening, after we struck the deal with Jack, you really let loose. And then in Jack’s room, you were anything but awkward or shy. You merely have to learn how to come on to guys out in the open. But you will! It’s useful!”


“Yes, I believe I’ll have to watch you for a while longer. I admired how easily you always steered the conversation back to the topic. Simply marvelous! — So, Violet, I hope you have a nice day and I’ll call you when I have something new to report. Take care!”


“Yes, do that, darling! Kisses!”


It is 6:00 p.m. and still hot outside. My stomach growls and I realize I have not eaten anything since breakfast this morning. I grab my handbag and stroll down to Zea Marina. On the promenade, I discover a large supermarket that also offers household products. I am glad I found a store like that nearby because I plan to buy a kettle and a toaster so I can make breakfast in my room. It is cheaper than going out to eat, not to mention, I do not care much for Nescafé. Except for bougatsa, there are not many pastries I like. I long for a real German breakfast! I see a Greek burger joint and go in. Although it offers sidewalk tables, I prefer to sit inside because it is too noisy for me outside with the vehicles zipping by. I ask for a Diet Coke and a menu and sit down at an empty table near the front window. From here, I can entertain myself by watching the crowds passing by. When all is said and done, I leave the restaurant a bit disappointed and dispense with making a note about its food in my book. I stroll around the marina and look at the boats. God, it is so incredible to be near the sea and smell it. To be in a foreign country where the temperature is balmy, where I can run around in a mini skirt without worrying about being recognized and talked about behind my back — it feels so good! I love the anonymity. Completely free. Back in the clubs where I used to work as a prostitute, I was always afraid a man might walk up to me that knew me. Or, perhaps an older man who knew my father. Or, even a friend of someone. — Every time I was called into the screening room by a new customer, I was anxious and approached him hesitantly while my heart pounded fiercely. Only when I was close enough to be sure I had never met the guy did I finally calm down. Luckily, I never ran into a customer who knew me during those years. I believe it was also due to the fact that most of the clientele did not live in the surrounding area. However, some of our regulars were locals. They liked to stop by on their way home from work for a quickie before watching the daily evening news on TV and dinner with the family. I guess for some men it is a part of relaxing after work. — But that was the past! Now I am in a place where I can enjoy my work without the worry of being recognized hanging over me. Moreover, I am extremely happy to be self-employed so I do not have to share half my money!


Along the marina promenade is one sidewalk café after another. Most tables are occupied by people in lively conversations. The only person I have to talk to right now is Violet. Maybe I should give my father a call. I promised I would so he knows I arrived safely in Athens. What am I going to tell him? My family and friends assume I went to Athens to get a summer job in the tourist industry. Like taking a little adventure without knowing the outcome. Most of them considered such an undertaking as courageous and wished me good luck. None of them has the slightest idea about my real purpose. That is just as well. As a teenager, I had taken an apprenticeship as an office assistant. Later on, when I married Manfred and we lived in that small town, I had worked at an engineering office. Even back then I had occasionally worked as a prostitute, first in a bar and then in various clubs when Manfred went on a business trip, which had been often. He had no idea about my part-time job and it was not the reason we broke it off. After our divorce, I moved back into my father’s house that he owns and where I grew up. After thirteen years, my childhood room still looked the same. On one hand, moving in with my father provided me with a limited social life, but on the other, with a sense I was not stuck there. I knew I still had my life, a new beginning, to look forward to whenever I was ready. In the neighboring village, I worked as a part-time office assistant for a local construction company and three to four nights a week I worked at a club. My father and all those who knew me believed I was babysitting. Three weeks ago, I quit my part-time office job and started packing my bags. Thirst pulls me out of my reminiscing and back to the present. I sit down at the next sidewalk cafe and order a glass of white wine. The waiter returns with my drink and a bowl of assorted nuts, which I do not touch. — Too many calories and I do not want to get fat. I pull out my private phone with the German number and scan the online papers. After looking at all the photos I took during the last few days here in Athens, I finally add the Greek number of my new work phone to my address book. The name of my new contact is: Anika!
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When I wake up the next morning and look at the clock, it is 7:30 a.m. Although I know I will not be able to fall back asleep, I snuggle in and think about what needs to be taken care of today. I need to find a nail salon and a tanning studio. Friday is only a couple of days away and I want to look my best by the time my ad appears in Athens World. Among other things, an overall tan and nicely painted toe and fingernails are a part of it. Also, I must talk to the Lilo Hotel manager about the possibility of a better room rate for a long-term rental, otherwise, I must search for cheaper accommodations elsewhere. Once out of the way, I will take my tourist map and go to Syntagma Square in the inner city. Violet revealed there are many hotels frequented by businessmen. I need to look at these to familiarize myself with my new work area. I swing my legs over the edge of the bed and make my way to the bathroom. Once dressed and ready to go, I look one final time in the mirror. The reflection I see pleases me. Downstairs in the hotel lobby, I tell Spiros the receptionist I need to see the manager. He informs me he is not on the premises, but will return in a half hour. I use the time to go eat breakfast. While enjoying my second cup of coffee, I save some of my most important phone numbers and addresses from my private cell phone to my new, work cell phone. Back at the Lilo Hotel, George the manager is waiting for me.


“Kalimera, Kiria Ilona,” he says and invites me into his office adjacent to the reception desk. Naturally, he addresses me by the name in my passport. I follow him and take a seat in front of his desk.


“I hope there isn’t a problem with your room?” he asks and offers me a cup of coffee.


“No, I like my room just fine. I’m here because I plan to stay in Athens a bit longer. As I told you, I expected to stay for only a week or two, but my plans have changed. I’m staying for at least two months. I like your hotel, but I cannot afford to stay here at the current room rate. I want to ask if it’s possible to receive a discount.”


George sits in his chair with his legs crossed and listens. He scratches his chin.


“Two months?” he parrots.


“Yes. At least.”


“Right now we’re talking about up to mid-August, right?”


“Yes, until mid-August.”


“Well, here’s what we could do. — On the fourth floor, we have a few rooms with balconies and sea views. One of them is even a little bigger than your current room. Since we have no elevator and most of our guests do not want to climb that many stairs, we rarely rent out the rooms. So, Ilona, if you don’t mind moving up to the fourth floor, you can have the room at a rate of 23 euros per day.”


Although my heart joyfully skips a beat, my outward composure remains unchanged.


“Can I see the room, George?”


“Of course. Let’s go, Ilona. I’ll show it you!”


At the reception, George asks Spiros for the room key and we start climbing the stairs to the fourth floor. Yes, the room is definitely bigger than the one downstairs. I walk over to the balcony door, pull the curtains aside, and surprised, notice the better view from up here. Although I am thrilled, I will not let George know. I inspect the bathroom and say:


“Yes, walking up all those stairs — I can see how you might have a problem renting out the rooms.” I pause as I look around the room again and then continue:


“But since I like your offer we have a deal! I’ll move into this room for the next two months.”


Like me, George’s expression remains cool, although, I am convinced he is happy to have rented out this room for so long. Now he nods with obvious satisfaction, smiles, and asks:


“So, Ilona, do you want to move in today or tomorrow?”


I briefly consider it and decide to move in today. Tomorrow will be Thursday and my ad in Athens World appears in Friday’s edition, by which time everything has to be ready.


“I would like to move in as soon as possible. When could you have the room ready?” George looks at his watch.


“Let’s say an hour. I’ll send for Sophie right now and she’ll give it a once over.”


Fine! I go back to my room, neatly refold and repack my clothes into my two suitcases. Shortly thereafter, there is a knock at the door. It is Sophie the maid coming to tell me my new room is ready to move into. Now, room 42 has fresh towels, a bath mat, shower gel, the bed is made, the refrigerator hums, the TV is plugged in, and the air-conditioning is running. — It is a relief knowing I do not have to search for new lodging! — Now it is time to unpack again. The closet, which is also a wardrobe, has a somewhat different setup and I am short hangers. I run downstairs to the lobby and ask Spiros for more. He disappears into a storeroom and returns with a handful of hangers. I grab them and run back up to my new room. Yippee! — Now I am in a larger room with an even better view and pay a lower rate than I was actually willing to spend!


It is 2:30 p.m. by the time I am finished moving into my new room. I push Violet’s stored number but she does not answer. Presumably, she is with a client. I will try her again later. Walking swiftly, I leave the hotel and head for the Port of Piraeus. As I arrive on the subway station platform, I am in luck and immediately board the waiting train bound for Syntagma Square. I arrive at the station and climb five flights of stairs to get back above ground. As I already have done enough exercise today, climbing up and down staircases, I use the escalator for the last flight of stairs!


Exploring Syntagma Square and a few neighboring streets, I see plenty of large luxury hotels. Today I am wearing black and white checkered hot pants with a snug fitting black top. In this outfit, together with my high, black summer pumps and blonde hair, I attract more attention than I like. Other female tourists are not dress snazzily or sexy. Be that as it may, I muster up the courage and enter the famous luxurious hotels. In the lobby, I see a small table with brochures and magazines for guests. I pocket a copy of the June/July edition of the Athens Guide. This little glossy brochure lists numerous hotels, ads for shops and restaurants, and provides information on upcoming events. It might come in handy. Dressed in hot pants, I attract many glances. I leave the beautiful hotel, thinking I will return some other time when I am more suitably dressed. Quickly, I peek into two other classy hotels and then stroll around Syntagma Square. The indispensable Greek peripteros occupy each corner and in the middle stands a huge water fountain. Park benches are situated in the shady areas provided by the trees. I sit down on one with a particularly nice view of part of the square and try Violet’s number again. This time she answers on the third ring.


“Hi, darling, this is Anika! How are you? Are you busy or do you have time to answer a question?”


“Oh, hi sweetie! It’s nice to hear from you. How are you? I’ve already been shopping this morning. I ran out of butter, bread, and water. Gosh, I hate schlepping all those water bottles! But, I need it at home for my customers. I mean, don’t ask me why they drink water when they’re at my place, they don’t do that when I meet them in a hotel. I really don’t get it. In any case, I have no choice but to lug all those bottles home. You know I have to walk 200 meters to the closest mini market. And, a six-pack of bottled water weighs nine kilos! I guess my customers seem to forget that little fact. Anyway, I don’t want to give them tap water, it tastes horrible, especially during the summer. Maybe I shouldn’t set out an entire bottle and a glass, and instead, only offer a glass? Perhaps I should toss in a few ice cubes too, then I wouldn’t use as much bottled water! What do you think? Does it seem rude? I mean, it’s not about the cost. My main concern is all that schlepping! — So, tell me, darling, what have you been up to? Have you spoken to the hotel manager? I’m so excited for you. Today is Wednesday and come Friday your phone may ring and you’ll have your first customer! Aren’t you excited? Thinking back when I started, damn, girl, it was an incredibly electrifying time!”


“Yes, I agree, it’s exciting. By the way, I have good news; I’m staying at the Lilo Hotel. George the manager gave me a room on the fourth floor for only 23 euros a day. Isn’t that fabulous! I immediately agreed. My new room is even slightly larger and since I’m on the fourth floor, I have a much better view! I’ve already settled in. What do you think about that?”


“Wonderful! Congratulations, darling, I’m happy for you! Considering you have all the amenities and internet, 23 euros a day is a good rate. You really have no reason to complain. Renting an apartment would cost more. Okay, an apartment would be bigger and provide more comfort, but it’s not like you need that now. — Anyway, darling, I have another appointment. I have to go to the 6 X Hotel in Glyfada. I’m meeting a new client there. But you know I don’t service new clients in my apartment. Let’s see what kind of man he is. Perhaps he’ll never call me back, who knows. Anyway, I have to get going soon. What are you up to right now?”


“At the moment, I’m in Syntagma Square looking for a place to eat. I’m starving. Perhaps you can help me out. Where do you go to get your nails done? Can you recommend a place that’s not too expensive but still does a great job?”


“Darling, I always go to Maria. She has a small studio on Metaxa Street in Glyfada. It’s easy to find. Hold on; let me give you her phone number. It’s better to make an appointment with her!”


“Violet, any chance you can text me the number? That way it’s already stored on my phone.”


“Of course, darling. I’m sending it now. Say hi to Maria for me! She knows me as Violet.”


“Okay, good to know! I’ll talk to you later. Have a great day. And good luck with your new client!”


“Thanks, darling. Hugs and kisses. Don’t forget to call me!”


Great! That is taken care of. I will call Maria as soon as I get the text. Maybe I can make an appointment for late tomorrow morning.


I no longer see the man who was watching me when I was on the phone with Violet. At the nearest periptero, I check out available magazines. As I flip through a German magazine, the man who was watching me appears out of nowhere and stands directly next to me. The vendor and the man exchange a few Greek words and then both look at me. Since I do not speak Greek, I have no idea what passed between. The man standing next to me addresses me in English. He is about one meter ninety with gray hair. I estimate he is around 60 years old and is wearing tan trousers and a short-sleeved beige shirt. Although he is quite tall and muscular, he blends in.


“What’s your name?” he inquires.


Oh! What do we have here? Is he coming on to me? A thousand thoughts cross my mind because all I see is a fish I could catch.


“My name is Anika. What’s your name?”


“I’m Richard. I’m from Canada.”


His face has an odd expression as he speaks. The periptero vendor laughs and makes a remark that obviously amuses both men. Are they laughing at me?


“Everyone here knows me,” states Richard. “This vendor here and the periptero vendor over there. I live here. Everybody knows me as Richard from Canada!”


I am not sure if he is telling me this simply to gain my trust. The reason does not matter because I cannot think of an answer. I am sure he is only talking to me because I am in hot pants and I look like I..., — what, like I want to attract attention? Well, I guess in my case it is true. Let me see how this plays out. I will use Richard for a bit of fishing practice!


“Nice to meet you, Richard!” I say and smile at him. I hold out my hand, which he shakes.


“What are you doing here?” he asks me.


I take a few steps so we are out of earshot of the vendor. Naturally, Richard follows me.


“I work in Athens,” I reply.


“Doing what?”


I take a deep breath, muster all my courage, and say:


“I provide sex for money.”


Phew! That was not easy. Standing in my high-heel pumps, I feel my knees tremble.


“Oh,” says Richard, “would you do it with me?”


“Certainly.”


“Great! Do you want to go to my place? I live right over there.”


“Okay. But just to verify, you understand, I’m not having sex with you without payment, right?”


“Obviously, I’m not stupid. I guess I should know how much you charge.”


“150 euros.”


“That’s too much. I’ll give you half, deal?”


“No! My rate is 150 euros for an hour!”


“I won’t need an hour, 30 minutes is plenty. Come on, let’s go!”


God, what am I supposed to do now? Seventy-five is good money for a quickie. — Why not! I never made that much at the club I used to work at and that was for a 40-minute session. So, Ilona, do not let pride get in the way now! Richard didn’t call about the ad in Athens World. It is merely a chance encounter.


“Okay, I’ll play along. Where exactly do you live?”


“Right over there.” He points.


We leave Syntagma Square and make a right turn, followed by a left. Richard walks toward a large glass-paned entrance and opens the door. Once we are in the elevator, he pushes the button for the fifth and seemingly top floor. On the ride up, he gives my body a once over, smiles, and says:


“You are gorgeous.”


“Thank you,” I reply. Suddenly, my stomach feels a bit queasy. We climb a staircase up to another level before arriving at an apartment door after exiting the elevator on the fifth floor. Richard unlocks it and we entered the penthouse apartment. He says:


“Feel free to look around. Oh, and make sure to go outside. The view from up here is fantastic.”


Two sides of the apartment are entirely floor to ceiling glass panels. The large, built-in sliding doors are open wide and I step out onto a huge terrace partially covered by a pergola. Wow! From up here, I can even see the Acropolis. As I walk along the railing and take in the scenery, I call to Richard:


“The view from your terrace is incredible!”


Richard finally joins me and tells me he bought the apartment many years ago. Before that, he lived in Canada and was a professional boxer.


“Come on!” he says, “let me show you some pictures of me.”


And what do you know, the walls in his office are full of pictures of him from former boxing events. Different shots taken during matches, after a win with his arms stretched up high, holding a wide championship belt. Richard says:


“I was a champion a few times. — But 15 years ago, I had a stroke. What you see is all that’s left of the former champion.”


For some reason, I think he may have also received a few too many punches to the head. I immediately hate myself because it is unkind. It does, however, explain why Richard looked and sounded so strange when he first approached me at the periptero.


“Where do you want us to get comfortable?” I ask, wanting to get business out of the way as quickly as possible.


“Nowhere. Undress yourself. I want to fuck you right here.”


“What, right here at the desk?”


“Why not? — You don’t mind, do you?”


“No, it’s fine.”


I take off my shirt and drape it over the desk chair. I undo my bra and slip it off, then place it neatly on my top. Richard watches me. Hoping the show turns him on, I peel off my hot pants, turn around slowly, and set it on top my other items. Then I remove my panties. When I turn back around to face him, I am wearing only my high-heel pumps. Lecherously, Richard appraises me. I saunter slowly up to him and feel his crotch. Good, I have his attention! I unfasten his belt and zipper and Richard pulls down his pants along with his big tighty-whities. His member is rock hard and I wrap the fingers of one hand around it. Having already laid out a condom from my small toiletry bag, I reach for it with my other hand and open the wrapper with my teeth. With the rubber in my free hand, I move my body against Richard and slide down until I end up on the ground on one knee. I roll the rubber over his dick and immediately put it deep into my mouth. Throwing his head back, Richard moans loudly. Gently, he grabs hold of the back of my head and starts slowly moving his hips back and forth. In the next instant, he pulls his penis out of my mouth and asks me to turn around and brace myself against the desk. As he moves into position behind my spread legs, I wet the fingers of my right hand and run them through my crotch so I am moist, making it easier for him to slide in his cock. As soon as I am done, I feel him penetrate me violently. His cock is big and I feel it deep inside me. Momentarily painful, I immediately relax and let him fuck in his rhythm until he comes. The moment of his orgasm, he grabs my hips with both hands and roughly thrusts his pelvis against my butt. So that is how a former boxing champion fucks. I patiently wait until he finishes climaxing and remain silent until he pulls out. I immediately turn around to make sure the rubber is still in place. Everything is fine. I smile at him and stroke his shoulders and upper arms.


“Damn, those are quite some biceps! What a strong man you are,” I say softly, receiving a smile for my flattery.


“May I use your bathroom?” I ask.


“Naturally! I take it you know the way?”


“Yes, thank you. I saw it earlier.”


I remove my clothes from the chair, place my toiletry case in my shoulder bag, and carry everything into the bathroom. Where are the clean towels? I open the closet doors and find a stack of fresh towels. Once dressed, I leave the bathroom and find Richard sitting outside at the patio table.


“Okay, Richard, darling, I’ll be on my way. It was nice meeting you. Would you like my phone number?”


“Yes, hold on, you can write it down for me!”


He gets up and goes back to the desk where he fucked me. He hands me a pen and a piece of paper. I am happy I memorized my new phone number. I write: Anika — 69978 69 22 69. Richard reaches for the wallet in his back pocket and pulls out a 50 and a 20-euro note. — Crap! We agreed on 75! I look at him questioningly.


“I don’t have a fiver,” he says. “It’s not the end of the world. We could go have a coffee somewhere and then I’ll have change.”


“No, I’ll let it pass this time, Richard. Have a nice day and call me should you get the hots for me!”


I stand on my tiptoes, kiss him goodbye on the cheek, and leave. That went off without a hitch! I look at my watch. All in all, I only spent 35 minutes in Richard’s apartment and made enough money to buy a toaster and a kettle. The rest of the afternoon, I spend strolling through the inner city, thrilled I caught my own first fish in Athens!
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It is still early morning as I sit with a fresh, self-brewed cup of coffee on the small balcony of my room on the fourth floor of the Lilo Hotel. Since last night, I am the proud owner of a toaster, a kettle, a glass French press, and everything else I need for an enjoyable breakfast. This is the first time I have prepared breakfast in my room. Toast with cheese and one with orange marmalade. Basking in the morning sun and gazing out over the sparkling sea, I feel like I am on vacation. I have never enjoyed a nice breakfast as much as this.


At 11:00 a.m., I prepare to go out. I made an appointment for a manicure and pedicure with Maria in Glyfada. In front of the open wardrobe, I opt for a white, sleeveless stretch dress. The way it is cut and arranged at the seams gives it a nautical flair. Since I do not know how much walking I will do today, I once again slip on my solid, cork-soled, gold high-heels that allow me to run around for hours without my feet getting sore. Checking my purse, I exchange the black satin lingerie set for one in red lace. Today, red is better. As is my habit before leaving my room, I examine myself in the mirror: Yes, I look great! I spend two hours at Maria’s modern cosmetic salon in Glyfada. When she finishes, I have beautiful, red lacquered finger and toenails. I call Violet to thank her for the recommendation and to tell her about yesterday’s fishing encounter.


“Congratulations, Anika! You did well with Richard! Don’t worry about the money. I told you the situation is different when you pick up men on the street versus when a man contacts you through your ad. Many of my initial customers have remained faithful to me over the years because I haven’t upped my rate much. It all depends on what they can afford. Like Dimitri, he only pays 50 euros! That’s been his rate for fourteen years. Back then, he paid me the equivalent in drachmas. Several times, I tried to make him understand that living costs constantly increase and that he should correspondingly dole out more obols. — However, I know he can’t afford to pay more and so I let him come for that amount. Let him come! Ha, ha, ha! — Don’t forget that I’ve been seeing him almost every week for more than 14 years! Looking at it from an annual perspective, it totals a good amount of money. And Dimitri doesn’t demand much. I guess he simply needs to have regular sex from time to time with a woman he can grope a little so it’s not only him jerking himself off. I only have to touch him and his little weenie pops up! Then I rub it a little and he comes! He can come on whatever he wants, my tits, my stomach, my butt — but not in my face! I’ve never used a condom with him in all these years and I have never had his cock in my mouth. You can certainly not complain about making 70 euros from a guy like Richard who doesn’t need long and is undemanding. That’s how you create regulars. It won’t happen if you say NO to every guy not wanting to pay your regular rate.”


“I get it now. And Richard literally threw himself at me! It all happened so effortlessly, I still hardly believe it myself. God, I was proud of myself once I was out of there. — So, what are you up to today?”


“Socrates is coming over this evening. He always brings a bottle of red wine and we first have a nice time chitchatting and drinking wine. When he’s ready, we retire to the bedroom. He always stays at least two hours. We’ve never talked about the price for an evening because he’s exceedingly generous. I leave it up to him how much he wants to pay. He’s tactful and usually puts 400-600 euros on my nightstand when I’m in the bathroom. At Christmas and on my birthday, I get flowers plus an extra hundred. He’s a real gentleman. He’s my only appointment for the evening. I’m going to make a crab salad now and eat it watching my favorite TV show while I wait for Socrates to show up.”


“Well, have lots of fun then, Violet! — I’ll get back in touch. Maybe we can go out together again, perhaps some evening next week?”


“Yes, we’ll do that! In the middle of the week, we can search hotels for bored businessmen and during the weekend, we can try our luck in a bar. I know of one frequented by lots of Englishmen in Glyfada. I went there often many years ago looking for customers. Anyway, we’ll see... bye, darling, and don’t forget to call me!”


After my phone conversation with Violet, I stroll along Metaxa Street and window shop. It is time to eat, but I am not in the mood for fast food again. Maybe I should have a sundae and in the early evening, a nice warm Greek meal. The Ammas Hotel, where I went with Violet, is not far away. I could go there for ice cream and at the same time check out the roof terrace and swimming pool in daylight. Maybe it is a place to spend a summer afternoon while waiting for work! I should see how it is during the day. I cross Glyfada’s town square and walk toward the Ammas Hotel along Poseidonos Street. It is a major three-lane thoroughfare that runs from Glyfada to Piraeus. Traffic is heavy. The narrow sidewalk I am on is more like an extra lane for speeding cars to avoid sideswiping each other. Some motorists blow their horns and yell something at me through already rolled-down windows. About 200 meters away from the Ammas Hotel, a black Jeep pulls up next to me and the passenger window opens. The driver is a handsome, slender man with dark blond hair no more than 50 years old. When he looks over at me, he removes his sunglasses and asks me nicely in English:


“Can I give you a lift?”


In a situation like this in Germany, I would never reply to a stranger, let alone get in his car. It is different here though, I think to myself: He did not stop to offer an unknown woman a ride so she would not have to walk on the badly paved sidewalk. This man saw me walking down the road in my white snug-fitting summer dress, my blonde hair blowing in the breeze, and was attracted to me. That is the reason he pulled up next to me. And since he asked me to get in, he obviously finds me attractive. He likes to flirt. But I am ready for even more! He could be my next fish, which is why I cast my net. Smiling politely, yet still hesitant, I answer:


“No, thank you! It’s not necessary. I’m almost at my destination.” I point ahead to the Ammas Hotel, which is already within view.


“Oh, come on, get in! I’ll drop you off in front!” The driver of the Jeep is insistent. I see no harm, open the passenger door, and get in.


“Hi!” I say. “I’m Anika.”


Climbing onto the passenger seat sends my dress riding up my thighs to just below my panties. Amused, the driver gazes at my bare legs.


“Hi! I’m Adonis. Nice to meet you!” he says.


He glances in the rearview mirror and merges into traffic. I adjust my dress a little and look at him from out of the corner of my eyes. Adonis is wearing dark blue trousers, a white short-sleeved shirt, a Rolex, and a wedding ring. His clothes look expensive like his car with its tinted windows, leather seats, air-conditioning, and built-in dashboard navigation system.


“That hotel over there?”


“That’s the one. The Ammas Hotel. You can drop me off there.”


“Do you live there? Are you on vacation?”


“No — I go there for drinks and ice cream. The hotel has a rooftop terrace with a swimming pool and fabulous views.”


“Oh! I didn’t know and I drive by it every day. May I join you? Now I’m curious to see the rooftop terrace. — Of course, the drinks and ice creams are on me!”


“Oh... — Okay, why not,” I reply somewhat hesitantly. “I don’t mind.”


In fact, I am quite pleased how quickly and effortlessly he swims into my net. Adonis pulls into the parking lot adjacent to the Ammas Hotel. We get out and walk together through the lobby to the elevator. Once we are inside, I push the button next to the sign — Roof Garden. The elevator is cramped, forcing us to stand close to each other. Smiling cheerfully, Adonis looks at me, giving me the feeling he is looking for the price tag. Or, am I imagining it because it is exactly what I want? Whatever the case, I am presented with another opportunity to practice my fishing. The best views from the roof terrace are to the south over the sea and north to the distant green hills behind Glyfada. Here and there around the pool are benches and lounges with pullout side tables and umbrellas.


The pool area looks incredibly inviting. Nevertheless, I do not waste time thinking about when I might use it. I am focused on catching a fish. So far, I have no clue how to get Adonis to become a paying customer. We sit down at a large round wooden table in the shade of an umbrella and Adonis speaks to the waiter. Michalis must only work evenings. Adonis turns toward me and says:


“They have an assorted ice cream, Fantasy, mixed ice cream with fruit salad, ice cream with hot raspberries, a chocolate cup, and naturally, whip cream, if you like. So, which ice cream would you like? And what would you like to drink?”


“I’ll have ice cream with hot raspberries and a Nescafé with milk.”


“Would you like your Nescafé hot or iced, a so-called frappe?”


“Hot, please.”


Adonis translates my order for the waiter who then disappears. I have no clue what Adonis ordered. Uncertainty spreads within me. It is time to strike up a conversation. What do I talk about? Maybe I should ask a few questions about him. But what? Have you finished work? Are you on your way home? Where did you come from? Where were you going before you met me and became sidetracked? Why do you have time to invite a woman you do not know for ice cream?


“So, Anika! Tell me, what are you doing in Athens?”


“Funny, I was about to ask you the same thing!” I reply quickly.


“Yes, of course, forgive my rudeness. I work at a shipping company in Glyfada but live in Piraeus. I got off a half hour ago and was on my way home when I saw you. Well, as is obvious, I enjoy talking to pretty ladies I see on the roadside and offer them a ride. Or, like in your case, invite them for a drink.”


I am sure Violet would have come up with an apt reply, but his macho remark only reinforces my insecurity. How am I supposed to respond? I silently pray my ice cream and coffee is served shortly, giving me something to do. Adonis must sense my insecurity. He breaks the awkward silence:


“Okay, tell me about yourself. Where are you from? Listening to your accent, I’d guess Germany. Are you in Athens on vacation or for some other reason?”


I take a deep breath before answering his questions: “You’re correct. I’m from Germany. And no, I’m not here on vacation. I’m in the process of starting my own business.”


“What line of work are you in, if I may ask? Are you working for one of the German companies here?”


“No. — I’m a call girl,” I manage to say. Not surprisingly, being the coward I am, I cannot look at Adonis as it comes out of my mouth. There is no better way of saying it. Fortunately, the waiter arrives and I focus my attention on him. I wait for him to serve my ice cream and coffee. Once he walks away from our table, I look over at Adonis. His expression is unfazed when he says:


“Enjoy your ice cream!”


I wonder if he even heard what I said. I take a spoonful of ice cream with a dab of hot raspberries and let it melt on my tongue while my mind goes into overdrive. Why do I believe Adonis actually works for a shipping company? Because he said so? He could just as well be a cop. Perhaps even undercover. How can I be sure he is not from vice out catching prostitutes? How can I be so dumb to come right out to a complete stranger and reveal that I am a call girl? Violet would never have jumped the gun! I am positive. She would have asked him more questions first. I feel like an idiot and eat my ice cream without really enjoying it. — Calm down, Ilona! Do not panic! — I try to calm down by telling myself I am overreacting, that he is not a cop. I mean, what undercover cop drives a Jeep Cherokee? And a cop would not invite an alleged prostitute out for coffee and ice cream. No. This is a normal man who wants you. Eat the ice cream, calm down, and see what happens!


“This is delicious!” says Adonis.


“Yes, mine too,” I reply, but I am still afraid to make eye contact.


“So, you want to work as a call girl. For an agency or freelance?”


It seems Adonis heard what I said. He simply needed time to come up with a response. He managed to turn my embarrassing revelation into normal conversation. Grateful for his openness, I reply:


“A self-employed call girl. I placed an ad in tomorrow’s edition of Athens World. — It’s a weekly English magazine published in Greece. I’ll go to hotels and make home visits. At least that’s my plan.”


I let the ice cream melt on my tongue. It truly is delicious, so smooth and creamy. Slowly, I regain my self-confidence.


“Did you work in the escort business in Germany?”


“No, I worked there as a prostitute in several clubs, not as a call girl. — So what about you? Are you married?”


“Yes, of course. I am a husband and father.” He chuckles. ”And as you might have already guessed, I’m in the mood for an extramarital adventure. — So, since there’s no more need for beating around the bush, how about it? Do you have time to drive to another hotel with me?”


“Oh! — Yes, I have the time for that. — But you have to pay me, you understand that, right?”


“Naturally. So, what deal can I get! How much do you charge as a call girl?”


“150 euros an hour.”


“Ouch. That’s pretty steep! I’m sorry, but I really can’t pay that much. However, I’m curious about you, so I’m willing to pay half. How about it? Do we have a deal?”


“Come on, at least make it 80. It’s a nice round number!”


“Panajia mou! Okay, 80 it is. You’re lucky I’m so turned on by you. But for that price, I want to fuck you real good!”


“Sure, darling, you can do that!”


I am so proud of myself, I take another tasty spoonful of ice cream covered in hot raspberries and let it melt on my tongue.


When we finish our ice cream, Adonis says:


“There’s another hotel further down Poseidonos Street, toward Piraeus. Is it okay if we go there? Or, tell me, where do you live?”


“No, that’s okay. Let’s go to the hotel. I also live nearby in Piraeus, but it’s a small, family run place that doesn’t allow male visitors,” I reply, trying to smile slyly. We sip our coffees, Adonis lights up a cigarette, and we chitchat about German virtues, which apparently are especially interesting to Adonis. Finally, he signals the waiter for the bill and we leave. We reach the other hotel after a ten-minute drive. The large illuminated sign above the entrance door reads: 6 X Hotel. Violet mentioned this place. Did she not say it was in Glyfada though? I ask Adonis about it and he explains that the 6 X Hotel is a hotel chain where couples can rent rooms hourly for sex. Once Adonis parks the car in an inconspicuous spot behind the hotel, we get out. He quickly grabs a briefcase from the backseat of his jeep and winks at me. I look at him questioningly, yet he keeps me in suspense:


“You’ll see soon enough. It’s a little surprise!”
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After receiving a key for a room on the third floor, we enter a tiny elevator.


“Oh my God, the two of us barely fit in here!” I say and snuggle provocatively up against Adonis’ back. Looking into the mirror affixed to one of the elevator’s walls, I see his amused smile. My behavior encourages him to push my dress up and touch my crotch. The elevator stops on our floor and we walk down the dimly lit corridor to room 31. Painted in pink tones, the room has many mirrors, a round bed, and plush wall-to-wall carpeting. I am familiar with such rooms from the clubs I worked at in Germany. When it comes to work, I prefer partly kitschy, overly erotic décor and dim lighting over conventional hotel rooms.


“Give me a moment to freshen up in the bathroom, baby,” I say to Adonis as he places his briefcase on the bed. Inside the small bathroom, I remove my dress and white underwear and slip into my red lingerie set that pushes my breasts up and leaves my nipples and the upper half of my breasts exposed. As I look into the mirror, I am turned on by my reflection. When I see myself dressed in sexy lingerie and become aroused, it is definitely time to pleasure myself. Since I find myself incredibly sexy just now, I walk back into the room full of confidence. Adonis is lying on the big round bed, wearing only a skimpy pair of white underpants. His briefcase is open. Even from my point of view, I see it is filled with sex toys. All types of dildos lie neatly arranged next to each other.


“Wow!” he says as I slowly sashay toward him while running my hands over my breasts.


“Damn, you look sexy, baby! — Wait, let me freshen up too.”


He disappears into the bathroom. Curious, I lean over the open briefcase to look closer at the selection. Everything is there that would pleasure a woman. In addition to the usual dildos and vibrators, I see plugs, anal beads, love eggs, pussy pumps, and nipple clamps.


Returning from the bathroom, Adonis says, “Pick something I can use to pleasure you with before I fuck you.” My fingers glide over his treasures and I grab a big purple silicone vibrator and switch it on. It is a rabbit vibrator with a penis-like top where sex gel can be inserted and it can be electrically controlled to rotate or reciprocate. Further down, it also has a little silicone finger sticking out at an angle, a so-called clitoral stimulator, the one feature that scares me! I switch it off again and put it back. I am sure I can do without that one! The club, Rosis Angel, where I worked, had one of these monster dildos. Fortunately, I always talked customers out of using it on me. Next, I reach for a flexible, approximately 15-centimeter long dildo with a head that resembles the tip of a penis plus a shaft with strongly pronounced ridges. I like this one much better. Moreover, I do not believe Adonis will hurt me with it.


“Hey!” I say, “I like this one! This is the one you can pleasure me with.”


I take a rubber out of my small bag and roll it over the dildo. Standing in front of the bed, I take the tip in my mouth and use my tongue on it. I use one hand to move my panties aside and stroke my pussy. Adonis watches, obviously aroused. His underpants cover the already large bulge. I crawl up next to him on the bed and lightly slide the already lubed dildo over his hairy chest down to his undies. His cock is rock hard and spasms when I touch it. I assume the doggy position so Adonis has a great view of my ass and pussy. I spread my legs, hand him the dildo, and say:


“Okay, darling, put it inside me and fuck me with it!”


Slowly and gently, Adonis pushes it into my pussy. It is much too slow for me because in my current state it turns me on.


“Damn, Anika, your pussy looks great. I can’t wait to fuck it. First, I want to see how turned on you get. I want you really horny!”


Sticking the dildo deep in my pussy, Adonis slowly rotates it back and forth. I allow myself to be stimulated by it. If I wanted to, I could reach climax at any given moment. The last time I pleasured myself was more than two weeks ago when I was still in Germany. And the last time I had sex with a man who was not a client was more than half a year ago. Maybe I should have an orgasm before he fucks me. Then he will be satisfied and it will be over sooner.


“Give me the dildo!” I say after a while in order to take over control.


“I really want to suck your cock now. — Lie down, darling.”


Adonis lies on his back and I study his upright member closely. It looks clean and healthy. Considering Adonis is married, I think he would make sure he does not contract an STD. Therefore, I am fine with taking it into my mouth condom-free. Before I start the blowjob, I push the dildo deep into my pussy and leave it there. It feels incredibly good. Taking Adonis’ dick in my mouth, I work it vigorously. Feeling his growing arousal, I release his cock and say emphatically:
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