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         ‘I do not need a man to make it happen …’ Isabella howled loudly to the strains of her favourite song as she shot through the landscape. She sang off-key like an out-of-tune banjo, but, thankfully, the windows of the car were closed, so there was no one to witness her singing. It was ironic, if you thought about it, that her favourite song was about being independent from men. Because right now, Isabella was extremely dependent on them. In reality, they were paying for all of her expenses and, for once, were making sure that her bank account wasn’t in the red.

         ‘In 500 meters, turn right,’ came the surly GPS voice Isabella had christened Åse, and with whom she regularly engaged in conversation. There were trees and holiday homes on both sides of the deserted road, and Isabella had no idea where she was. It was good that she had Åse, although she constantly got on her nerves because of her irritating voice. ’Turn right,’ Åse said sharply, and Isabella obeyed. It was very deserted out here. Her nervousness was really rushing through her veins now. Just five weeks ago, she had made a decision that had turned her life upside down, and she was still full of nerves every time she had to visit a new customer. ‘You have arrived at your destination,’ came Åse’s voice. Isabella stopped abruptly and looked around. There had to be a driveway somewhere that Åse had missed. A little further on, Isabella spotted a figure waving at her. She drove forward and could see it was a man. A very handsome man. He smiled and Isabella’s heart skipped a beat. Shit, he was hot. She rolled the car window down and shyly reciprocated his smile. ‘Just drive in here,‘ he said. His voice was deep and warm. Isabella turned left onto a gravel driveway. ’Shit, shit, shit,’ she whispered, mostly to Åse. Åse remained silent.

         Isabella stopped in front of the large modern holiday home and turned Åse, The Pussycat Dolls and the engine off all at once. She took three deep breaths and climbed out of her little Mazda2. The man had almost reached her. ‘Welcome to Summer Lust,‘ he said, shaking her hand. Isabella thanked him and nodded gently. Seriously, did I just nod? thought Isabella and felt her cheeks redden. Now you’ll definitely get red blotches on your neck, uttered her provocative inner voice, aka Magda. The man examined her with a cheerful look. ‘Come on in. Yes, I’m Marcus, but I think you figured as much.’

         ‘Yes, well, I’m Isabella, but you probably figured that, too.’ She bit her tongue. Stupid, stupid, stupid!

         Marcus smiled and motioned for her to go inside. She walked across the gravel to get to the house. Isabella discovered that her new black Louboutin stilettos were not gravel friendly. Luckily, it was not that far.

         Marcus went around her and opened the front door. It was made of glass. Overall, there was an incredible amount of glass on the large holiday home. It looked expensive and did not match its surroundings, which mainly consisted of smaller, older buildings. Isabella stepped inside and looked around. It was a large room consisting of a kitchen, dining room and living room. In one corner stood a large, white grand piano. The floor was covered in lightly coloured tiling, but there were thick, white rugs under the sofas and the dining table. The kitchen was a high gloss white with chrome. The walls were decorated with artwork. It all looked impressively expensive.

         ‘Shall I take your coat?’ Marcus reached out and Isabella handed it to him. ‘You look beautiful,‘ he said on seeing the dress under her coat. It was a tight-fitting number in black and silver from By Malene Birger, so short that it only just covered the very top of her well-shaped thighs.

         ‘Thank you,’ Isabella chirped. ‘You do not look so bad yourself.’ She gave him a wry smile. Why the hell are you so fucking nervous? Her inner voice piped up. You’re damn well not suited for this. He will probably send you home soon.

         ‘Come in and sit down, Isabella. Do you want a glass of wine? White or red? Or perhaps a cocktail?’

         Isabella asked for red wine. ‘In a bowl,’ she wanted to add, but reconsidered. She sat down on the large, lightly-coloured sofa. Damn, it was delightful. Almost as delightful as Marcus.

         Marcus stood at one of the kitchen counters, opening a bottle of red wine. Isabella studied him, almost salivating. He was tall – at least 6’2. Broad and muscular. His hair was short and almost black. He was wearing dark jeans and a black knitted turtleneck. It looked like cashmere, but Isabella honestly didn’t know much about those kinds of things. She was not used to being able to afford expensive clothes. Do I really need to have sex with that man? And why on earth does he need an escort? thought Isabella. He had to be up to his neck in willing ladies with his looks.

         Marcus came over with two glasses, handed her one and sat down next to her. ‘Cheers,’ he said, letting his glass clink against hers.

         ‘Cheers.’ Isabella took a large sip. Her nerves needed to be soothed.

         ‘Do you want to listen to some music?’ Marcus looked at her questioningly and headed over to a B&O sound system that hung on the wall.

         ‘Yes, that would be nice.’ Isabella took another large gulp. It was very good wine. She could taste that, even if she did not have the slightest idea about wine. Isabella usually just bought the bottle that was the cheapest at her local supermarket.

         Marcus rummaged through a pile of CDs lying on a white sideboard. ‘Marie Key?’ He held up a CD. Isabella hated Marie Key, and possibly she was the only Dane in the world who thought so. She wrinkled her nose. Marcus laughed. ‘I actually don’t like her either, but it tends to be a sure hit with women,’ he said.

         Oh. He often brough women here? Of course he did. He was beautiful. It was probably his sex pad. Isabella tried to quiet her inner voice. She damn well couldn’t sit here and get jealous over a man she had known for about seven minutes. And soon she was going to have sex with him for money. Her stomach did somersaults at the thought. She took another sip of her wine. Maybe she should have asked for something stronger after all. But she really should be able to provide good service for the amount of money he paid. And she also needed to drive home. He had booked her for three hours so a single glass could not hurt. She took another sip. The glass was almost empty. She glanced at Marcus’s glass, which stood there almost untouched. Embarrassing.

         Depeche Mode filled the speakers. The man also had good musical taste, Isabella noted. He sat back on the sofa. Marcus was only Isabella’s sixth customer, and she was still unsure of how to handle the situation. Should she take the initiative with Marcus, or was he the dominant type? That was what she sensed he was, but you could never tell. Her last client had been a successful director with a penchant for spanking and verbal castration, and she had by no means foreseen that. I really hope he doesn’t want to be belted with a strap, Magda, her inner voice, broke in. Or wear a nappy. Isabella shook her head a little and tried to concentrate on the present.

         ‘Shall we… uh, get started?’ she tried. Hell, how awkward. She really should have taken a course for this, but it was hardly something you could sign up for via the local WEA.

         ‘Are we in a hurry?’ Marcus asked.

         ‘No, no, not at all. I just don’t know…’ Isabella could hear how insecure she sounded.

         ‘You’re new to this, aren’t you, Isabella?’

         Isabella nodded and felt like pouring out all her insecurities to him. There was something reassuring about Marcus that made you want to confide in him. But who wanted to pay 3,000 krone an hour for a 29-year-old escort who was more insecure than a spotty teenager?

         ‘Yes, I’m new. I hope that’s okay,’ she managed to say.

         ‘It’s all right, Isabella. Let’s just take it slowly, shall we?’ She nodded again. My goodness, he was sweet. Sweet and irresistible. In fact, she should be paying for him.

         Marcus poured some more wine and told her about himself. He had just returned from New York, where he lived for three months out of the year. He and two of his friends had a software company headquartered over there. The other two were permanently living in New York, but Marcus loved Denmark and, fortunately, he could easily work from the office in Copenhagen most of the time. In addition to the holiday house in North Zealand, he had a flat in Copenhagen, which was convenient when he worked late in the office. But he spent most of his free time at the holiday house because he loved being alone.

         Isabella relaxed more. She had thrown off her shoes and tucked her legs up under her. Although she was incredibly attracted to Marcus and constantly thought about kissing his inviting lips, she wished they could sit there on the sofa all evening – and at night – and talk. He was so easy to talk to. And they were so similar. It was not long before she had, despite opposition from Magda, told him all about how she had quit her job as a receptionist to try her ‘luck’ as an escort. No one, not her friends or family, knew of her new profession, except for Bitten. It was Bitten who had introduced her to this secret world. Bitten had even quit her job as a teaching assistant a year ago. She wanted to have a life of luxury, she had told Isabella, which she was born for. So then she had thrown herself into it from one day to the next and she had become so fond of it that she had tried to entice Isabella to go down the same route. When Isabella‘s finances were in ruins, and she was damn tired of pinching pennies, she had been persuaded by Bitten to try it out – just once. And now, here she was.
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