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Lucas Steel wanted
Madeline the moment he saw her. She may have arrived on someone
else's arm, but Lucas was going to make sure that
he would be the man she
would end up leaving with...

Madeline felt insulted by
Lucas Steel's indecent proposition. He wanted her for the night,
and he wasn't averse to paying - highly - for her favors.

She quickly finds herself
foolishly caught up in his game of desire - and it is only a matter
of time before she wonders if she stands any chance against
him.





***






“Everyone’s doing it,”
Brenda said airily. Madeline simply stared at her.

“By everyone, you mean…?”
Madeline’s red-tinted eyebrows, which matched her long, curly hair,
were cocked in disbelief at what her best friend and roommate had
the nerve to say.

“Maddy, think about it: you
don’t have a scholarship, and like me you’re certainly no trust
fund baby, so…this is what we have to do. What most of us do. We work part-time, as
escorts.

“You can’t be serious,”
Madeline muttered, settling on her haunches upon her unmade bed
inside their brightly colored dorm room. “You want to tell me that
most of the girls we know are into this gig?

“I could name at least ten
of us,” Brenda said with a shrug, which sent her blonde locks
flying. She was slim and shapely, unlike Madeline, who was
curvy. Very curvy.
She had on a pair of old cut-off jeans and a tee shirt, which clung
almost jealously to her unbound double-D cup bust. She was biting
on her fingers nervously as Brenda’s words sank in.

“Look, it’s virtually
harmless,” Brenda said in that same airy tone. “Nothing sinister or
X-rated.”

“Come on now,” Madeline
replied impatiently. “I’m twenty three, not thirteen. Just what’s
involved here?”

Brenda sighed, throwing up her hands. “As if
I’d ask you to be involved in anything that would make you
uncomfortable. It’s simple, Maddy. We work for a very respectable
agency. You get booked to act as a companion for an evening. Maybe
dinner, drinks, or a party? Nothing questionable: no sex, no
bullshit. Straight-up escort companionship is all that’s on the
table.”

Madeline felt a breath of relief escape her.
“Oh. Okay, well if it’s only companionship they’re paying for. But
let me think about it. It’s just that with my expenses piling up
and then my little brother in hospital…”

“You could do with the
extra money,” Brenda finished the sentence with a knowing nod.
“That’s why I’m here. To make sure you’re eased in carefully. I’ve
been telling you for months that you’re just perfect for
this.”

“I am?” Madeline said a
little doubtfully. “I’m hardly what you’d call catwalk model
material – “

“More like plus-sized
catwalk model material – but that’s the thing,” Brenda said with a
good-natured smile. “These clients have a variety of tastes. And
you’re sure to suit a good number of them. Madeline, trust me,
you’re hot. So, you’re sure you want to do this?”

"I'm not sure,
Brenda. Maybe I should just try to find a normal job -"

"What, like waiting tables? No offence, Madeline, but I'm
not sure you're cut out for the work load - and the pay's hardly
encouraging," Brenda replied matter-of-factly. "You'll make loads more as an
independent escort."

Without giving herself a
moment to think about it further, Madeline nodded
firmly. "Ok,
I’m in."

Brenda’s hands clapped together in
approval.

“So when can I
start?”

Brenda gave one of her carefree shrugs.
“Right away. It doesn’t take an hour to get registered and
verified. We’ll get you set up with an online profile in no time.
And guess what, you won’t have to wait long for your first
booking.”

“I won’t?”

“Nope. Because there’s a
big dinner party holding tomorrow night, and the agency is looking
for a group of five girls for a bunch of clients. I could pull a
few strings and pronto – you’re in.”

Madeline let out a shaky breath. Everything
was happening so fast. And tomorrow night…She braced herself with a
smile at her roommate. “And the fee?” she asked almost reluctantly.
She felt somewhat like cringing to mention the money aspect of the
whole arrangement. But then, wasn’t that the main reason behind her
decision in the first place?

Brenda’s grin was reassuringly wide. “These
guys are absolutely loaded, honey. Not the usual punters, but big
shot corporate types. And the higher class the client, the higher
the fee. And, best of all: they give great tips. So in all, we’re
talking – at the basic level – at least five thousand dollars.”

Madeline couldn’t help
gaping at the girl sitting opposite from her. That was enough to
pay for her brother’s treatment for the next two months! It seemed
almost too good to be true, and she found her mind filled with
skepticism once again. “That’s an awful lot of money to simply
stand next to a guy and smile for a few hours,” Madeline
questioned, feeling her heart sinking. Brenda wasn’t being straight
with her. It had all looked too good to be true because that’s what
it was: too good to be true.

“I told you, Maddy, I’d
never ask you to do what you didn’t feel okay about. And in this
case, I guarantee you that you’ll be totally okay with this. These
men are swimming in money; they just need someone on their arm
while they wheel and deal for a few hours. Look, I’m just trying to
do you a favor, okay?” Her roommate said, jumping from the bed in a
huff. “Far be it from me to induce you into doing anything.
There’re other girls I could think of who would jump at the
opportunity. So if you’re having cold feet…”

“I’ll do it,” Madeline
said, biting on her lip as Brenda turned to face her once
more.

“Good,” Brenda said. “And
hey, if anything goes on that you feel uneasy about then you can
back out, no problem. But I promise you that’s the last thing
you’ll need to do.”

***

All you need to do is look elegant and
beautiful. Smile, act natural – and whatever you do, never let on
to anyone that you’re just an escort.

Madeline kept running Brenda’s warnings over
and over in her head as she stood beside her companion/client.
Brenda had given her a little crash-course over the last several
hours since she’d agreed to participate. And her misgivings were
fading by the minute.

Her first client was in his late thirties,
very thick around the waist, but still distinguished-looking. He
had looked very appreciatively over her once she’d arrived, shaking
her hand lightly and introducing himself. “I’m Thomas Caldwell. You
can call me Tom,” he’d said, putting her at ease almost
immediately.

His tone was a cultured, rich burr. Even
with his bulky frame, his expensive-looking suit managed to fit him
flatteringly. He continued, “As you know, we’re in a party of five,
and the others are already at our VIP table. It’s a formal
dinner-fundraiser, Madeline – can I call you that?” She’d nodded,
smiling at his courtesy. He’d continued, “There’ll be a bit of
dancing, which I’m sure you wouldn’t object to?”

“Not in the slightest,” she
told him, fingers crossed behind her back. She couldn’t remember
the last time she’d waltzed – maybe not since her dancing classes
at age ten – but she was sure she could handle her own on the
floor.

“It’ll be over in a few
hours,” he assured her, then suddenly grinned. “I’m recently
divorced, and have never tried an escort before. My associates
however, have reassured me that’s it’s far more hassle-free – and
safer – than a real date.”

Madeline nodded demurely, smiling at the
joke and thinking: this was his first time, just like her! Now that
was a stroke of luck, she figured with inner relief. So if she made
any errors, he probably wouldn’t really notice. But what could be
hard about it anyway? To cover her inexperience, she used one of
the terms her roommate had drummed into her head several times over
the course of the last 24 hours, “I promise to give you a true
girlfriend experience, Tom. And please, call me Madeline.”
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