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Chapter One


Here it is, ‘Happy Friday’ as some would call it; these kind of people obviously do not work as a high-class escort (not a whore) on the weekends.


I wish I could agree that it will indeed be a happy Friday but the only happiness I will be involved in will be the orgasmic screeches coming from Mr Duffy’s ‘happy ending’. I swear, that man loves a hand job, you tickle his balls and you’re golden (much like 99% of the male population. A slight breeze in the right place is all they bloody well need). Easiest £500 I ever make.


As I leave the office of my mundane administrator job, this is all in my thoughts as he is the first client of the night. Oh yes, there come more. Sometimes, I can fit in five clients a night based on what their preference is. Lucky for me, some of the clients I meet are handsome and can engage in invigorating conversation as well as a good lay. These are the clients I look forward to.


Although, having said that Dr Jimbo (yes that is his actual name) is on the cards tonight after Duffy and though some might get thrills from pretending to dissect a man’s body parts from head to toe wearing said man’s doctors coat and name badge, I can’t say it really does it for me. However, my god, does he pay well! £1,500 per session and I am not even joking. This man is clearly a secret narcissist…or an obvious one.


I am on the tube now heading south west. This is where all my clients seem to live which in retrospect makes perfect sense. Before too long, I am getting off the train at South Kensington and finding the nearest hotel where I can get ready for this evening’s continued events (if there are any).


Mr Duffy has been wanked off to perfection and Dr Jimbo yet again has been able to envisage himself as a sexy brunette. A successful night for us all, I think!


As I am walking to the hotel, I will now spend the night in, a thought occurs to me (as it does almost every other weekend), I wonder what my parents would think? They are under the impression that I am an executive at my shitty little office in Waterloo. But the same conclusion I always come to whenever I think this is the successor. I don’t really care what they think, living a lie makes my life more exciting, so I will continue to roll with it! My new note-to-self is to prevent this train of thought from leaving the depths of my deepest darkest confines in the future.


Oh, I almost forgot to mention, my name is Camilla Jones, and this is my life.









Chapter Two


Saturday morning, I am taking full advantage of the £2,000 I made last night and ordering from room service. I evidently think I can eat for a family of four from what I have ordered but hey, isn’t that the point of room service? Splashing out on any fancy entrée you can find on the menu, hardly eating any of it and washing it down with a large bottle of red. Now, I clearly seem like a raging alcoholic after making that statement but don’t worry, I only drank four glasses.


I stumble out of the hotel at around 11:30 am to seem more efficient to the hotel staff. This gives them a spare half an hour to clean up after me before the usual check out time of 12 o’clock. How thoughtful am I?


I have a bit of free time before I have to meet another client, Mrs Chiswick. I mean before you assume, let me tell you that money is money, and the sexual orientation of my customers doesn’t bother me. If you must know, outside of work, I happen to be straight. I have had a couple boyfriends in the past, however, now with my new profession in tow, it’s not really the best ice breaker on a first date…


“Hi, I am Camilla, and you may notice I am terribly busy and unavailable most (every) weekends due to the massive queue of horny men and women who pay me for my services. On the plus side, I have a pet cat who can keep you company!” Somehow, I don’t think the second part of that sentence will even get a chance to make an appearance once nice man Fred I met at the gym hears the first part and runs a mile.


Therefore, I am sadly boyfriend-less and do have a lovely cat companion back home called Bubbles as the stereotype stands.


I come across a Starbucks on my way back to my flat and cannot resist buying a tall caramel macchiato, decaf, of course, because I do not want that twitchy eye nonsense I have endured in the past creeping back. I do not need the caffeine; anyway, I am already full of energy.


My flat is in the east area, a long way from the clients but if I lived there I would draw too much attention to myself when I invite friend over. “How can a shitty admin job land you with a penthouse like this?” I can hear them wail at me. So, best to keep it nice and modest to be on the safe side.


I was always terrible at being put on the spot in school, having to answer so many questions about fractions and how many pears does Dave have if he eats two but has ten and gives three to a friend. My mum and dad come from humble origins, so I just tell them my flat is modest just like my upbringing was and I like it that way no matter what my pretend executive job could potentially provide.


Finally, I set foot on the pebbled street leading up to my flat and am thankful my home is only on the second floor. I am still less likely to get burgled on this floor which gives me a fair amount of comfort.


I put the key in the front door and turn it. As I step in, the smell of cinnamon is still in the air from my religious use of Yankee candles. I think I have at least ten in my flat and I light them every night I am here. I am surprised the smell hasn’t choked me to death yet. Just as I set my bag down on the sofa, Bubbles comes running out of the bedroom. It’s so nice to come home to a loyal cat who loves you unconditionally. I find her some food and place it on the floor in her food bowl by the fridge whilst giving her a loving stroke.


I get in the shower and clean myself up ready for Mrs Chiswick. The funny thing about this particular client is that she is married to a man but craves sexual exploration with women in her downtime. I am not one to judge, so good for her; she is fifty-five years of age and still finding herself. Her husband is a top-end banker, so you can imagine how well kept she is. They live in this massive house in Chelsea with a built-in swimming pool in the basement.


I have been told to be at the house by 4:00 pm which is an hour before her husband finishes work. I put on my best Baywatch swimsuit and pull over a nice pair of black skinnies, a black top and red heels. I think you can probably guess why the swimsuit is needed but I will let your mind wander a bit.


Yes, you guessed it, her secret obsession is with Pamela Anderson in the Baywatch years. Her preference is that I turn up, meet her down in the swimming pool dressed as a lifeguard. I then jump into the water to save her from her fake drowning and finish it off with a bit of fingering. She reaches her climax and then we shower together. I never let her touch me because as I mentioned earlier, I’m not into women. She then gives me a hefty envelope as we are drying off full of fifties. I reckon I make at least £3,000 off her and I love it. Rich, lonely wives are ones to look out for.









Chapter Three


I try to keep Sundays as free as possible so that I can spend time with friends. If I am unavailable every weekend with no boyfriend, questions will emerge, and I haven’t got time for that. So, usually on a Sunday, I meet my two best friends from school, Jack and Stacy. I do not know how I have been able to keep my newly positioned side job out of our drunken conversations, but I am doing one heck of a job so far! We usually meet at Bad Egg in Barbican which obviously is a terrible name for such a delicious restaurant.


The three of us order cocktails and breakfast and spend the afternoon chatting away. Being the only single friend out of the bunch I think they have stopped asking me the dreaded “are you seeing anyone?” question out of pity. We say our goodbyes at around 3:00 pm and head on home to enjoy the rest of our Sunday evenings.


When I get home, I light all my ten cinnamon candles and run a relaxing bath. I need to prepare myself for the shitty job I unfortunately spend five days a week at and this is my Sunday ritual. I honestly do not understand how people cope with just one job as boring as this and not want to cry themselves to sleep every night! Or maybe that is exactly what they do.


My alarm goes off at 7:00 am and I am already dreading work. I wonder how much longer I can keep this façade up. I need to make enough side money so I can jet myself off to the Bahamas for a lifelong holiday where I will never have to look at a computer screen or irritating bobby’s face from accounts ever again. A girl can dream, right?


Why does it always feel like you are wasting your life in an office? You sit at a computer all day and try your best to not fall asleep at the sheer boringness of it all and get your arse fired, this in itself is a job.


The clock hits 12 o’clock and I am sending my work colleagues the mandatory ‘out for lunch’ email. Annoying Bobby who I previously mentioned insists that he too take his lunch at 12 o’clock and that we should go together. This happens every day without fail, hence the label I have now given him. Me not wanting to be rude, I kindly oblige every time.


We take our pick from the row of sandwich shops and decide to go with Pret a Manger. Their food is good, but their coffee tastes like soil without a load of syrups thrown in. I might give them the heads up one day.


Bobby and I pick up our sandwiches of choice and grab a coffee each. Once we have paid, we decide to be a bit adventurous and eat in rather than take it away only to go and sit back in our office. Wow, we are definitely living life on the edge today.


Whilst I take a bite out of my cheese ploughman’s, Bobby decides to engage in casual conversation with me. He babbles on about his wide range of diet regimes and how he has tried them all but cannot seem to stay in shape. By this point, all I can hear is blah blah blah because the thing about Bobby is, he is an attention seeking wanker. His body is in terrific shape; he is just fishing for compliments as per usual or an offer to go to the gym with him, so he can perv on me whilst I squat. I do get so sick of his shit; however, the best way to manage a happy (bearable) working life is by pulling out the friendship card to whoever will take one. At this rate though, I believe this is his ten thousandth card. I am running out of cards; ‘Bobby, stop taking them you selfish git!’


Lunch comes to an end finally and we walk (stroll) back to the office side by side. I think at one point Bobby brushed his hand against mine in an attempt to hold it…no chance, pal! This has not been a date, stop trying your luck. I sigh in disbelief at his poor attempt of reading my signals yet again. I miss my cat.









Chapter Four


‘Buzz, Buzz’ I hear my phone vibrate. It’s Thursday morning about 5:00 am, which is too early in any world where people enjoy sleep. I haven’t got to get up for work yet, so I am contemplating murdering this person who thought it was a good idea to text me at this ghastly hour. I unlock my screen, trying not to impair my vision I put the screen brightness all the way down. I tap the open message button, ah, it’s from Claude. Let me give you the lowdown on Claude Blanc.


He is this beyond sexy Frenchman from Cannes in the South of France whom I met last summer on my ‘working holiday’. This trip was a business trip but of course pleasure comes into it seeing as I am a high-class escort. Business and pleasure is always mixed in this line of work and I thank god, every day for the opportunity. So, anyway, I was assigned to be Claude’s date to a special charity event he was invited to. A lot of men pay for a pretty woman to be by their side for such things.


When I first laid eyes on him I think, I orgasmed right there and then. He hadn’t even touched me at this point, so you can imagine how appealing he was. He was the equivalent of a box of Krispy Kreme doughnuts smothered in cream with a box of the finest macaroons you could ever find thrown in the mix, also covered in cream. That is my idea of heaven, you guys. He was so yummy, I even considered cannibalism for a quick moment. Don’t worry though, I didn’t do that. Why would I want to spoil that enticing face of his that I would love to sit on?


What he is hiding underneath is also more than worth it I can assure you and I made a conscious effort to stick around to see it if it killed me. I made my way over to him, putting on my best sexy voice as I greeted him. We exchanged kisses on both cheeks and then I took his arm as we entered the events hall.


That night was so much fun! Not only was he sexy as hell, he was charming, smart and funny. I most definitely fancied him and could not wait for the second part of my services to begin.


He was staying at a nearby hotel, so we made our way to its reception and collected our room key. I was already wet from the anticipation. Room 301 was ours, the deluxe suite. Ah, Claude, you shouldn’t have (no you really should have)! I put my bag down and shimmied my way over to where he was standing. I reached for his belt but before I could get to his zipper, he stopped me. I was so confused I’m not going to lie…I hoped and prayed he wasn’t one of those wealthy closeted gay men that only wanted to save face. Luckily, for me though, he wasn’t. He whispered in my ear, “No, you don’t have to do anything. I will make love to you in exchange for your company, offering my male services to you instead. I hope you don’t mind, Cherie.” I will also not lie, when I heard that I thought, result! It won’t be him on his back tonight for a change!


And there it is, the beginning of our love story. Well, not quite the love part but it was definitely the start of a remarkably interesting week full of fun in the sun and plenty of sex, chocolate and wine. Oh, how I wouldn’t mind being there again now. It is currently pissing it down here in London and I still haven’t managed to invest in some wellies. The thought of my shoes squelching away whilst I walk gives me the shivers.


Anyway, back to Claude and his text message which reads, “Mon, Cherie, I have been thinking of you lately and would love it if you would come visit me in France this weekend. If you say yes, your flight is already paid for. I hope to hear from you soon. Claude x” Ermmm, let me think about that one…stay at home and pet my pussy all day (and by pussy, I mean Bubbles, duh), waiting for a client to call me or spend the weekend in France with the epitome of sexiness and charm? Fucking hell, Camilla, it isn’t difficult! Why pet your pussy when someone else can do it for you?


I cannot focus on work today as I am too overcome with excitement and anticipation for this weekend with Claude. Bobby tries to talk to me all afternoon; this time about his night boating hobby and how I should come along. I mustered up enough strength to let him down gently and carried on daydreaming.


It’s a shame the weather is shit both here and in France, so we cannot relive our gorgeous summer together. I will however conjure up a plan that makes up for that.


The good thing about winter though is that you can use the old layering technique. The idea is to wear just enough layers to shield you from the cold and make sure your stockings and suspenders are intact. The wrong take on layering would be to wear too many clothes…the conclusion to that unearthly mistake would result in him being too exhausted to fuck you. No, no, no, we do not want this to happen. No man enjoys unwrapping a present with never ending wrapping paper it’s that simple. We would rather they left the Stanley knife and scissors at home for this interaction.


Just as I engage my interest (somewhat) back into the conversation with Bobby, I can’t help but think that there is something quite creepy about boating in the dark.









Chapter Five


It’s Friday evening and Gatwick Airport is seemingly very busy. I have checked myself in and am awaiting my departure at 8:00 pm. Sitting down eating my double cheeseburger from Burger King is extremely pleasing to the taste buds. I know what you all must be thinking, you are all thinking of how much you too want to be eating a double cheeseburger right now and may be tempted to buy one. I say yes to the cheeseburger! Whoever says they don’t eat meat, cheese or bread mustn’t have a very fun life…that being said, I hold no real judgement and didn’t really mean that comment. I highly suggest that vegan and vegetarian options should also be given a chance.


Goodness, I am such an all-rounder, why does my cat not appreciate this? I have purposely fed her all of the above just so she can be versatile if there comes a day when one of these options is no longer available. Unluckily for me, Bubbles is a stubborn meat-eater not capable of change (yet). This is not over…


I finish the last bite with glee and get myself to the gate. Ah, Claude is such a doll, he’s of course paid for me to fly first class even though this journey is under an hour. Hey ho! I am not complaining. Free champagne coming my way is my idea of a good time, especially if it keeps on coming. I have this amazing skill when it comes to alcohol. I can drink a lot more than I should be able to for my size and this unquestionably helps me out with the clients who have an insatiable thirst for liver poisoning.


I have finally reached my destination. After that lengthy forty minutes to Paris, I must have consumed at least half a bottle of champagne. The weather has brightened up a bit and by that, I mean it has decided to stop raining. This probably won’t last very long as my iPhone weather app says there is a 100% chance of rain for the next decade. I follow the queue of people to the baggage area and then remember I only needed the hand luggage that I already had in my hand and thought to myself I should probably drink less before I lose my mind completely.


I trotter my way on to the exit where my car will be waiting for me but then out of nowhere, I find myself on the floor. Of course, I missed the wet floor caution sign. I gather my composure and start to get up from the wet patch that has now stained my bottom and suddenly feel a pair of hands on me. As I turn to meet the eyes of this kind citizen, I freeze. He was tall, around 5’9ish I’d say. He had brown hair and the bluest eyes I have ever seen. They were like little pools of ocean staring right at me, making me wish I were swimming in them. Once he had got me to my feet he threw a cheeky wink at me and said “Better watch where you are going next time aye. Not gonna lie though, your bum still looks fantastic!”
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