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[image: ]




Alex

I zipped my suitcase shut and took a step back from the bed to stare blankly at my luggage. Another project completed, another flight home. Jazmin wouldn’t be coming with me this time; our agreement had come to an end and now I was going to be travelling alone again until I found a woman to take her place.

I had thought about extending our agreement, to have her stay another year or even just a few months but I didn’t want to get attached and I could feel her getting restless. Some men liked this arrangement for a romantic relationship, I was open about the fact that I wanted it to stay strictly sexual. Jazmin wanted someone who wanted more and I respected that. 

“Do you want Chloe’s number so you can text her yourself?”

I turned at the sound of Jazmin’s voice to see her leaning against the doorframe. Her hair was tied into a messy bun in a mix of bright purple and dark brown, and she was wearing her Philadelphia Fliers jersey. I was going to miss her; she was easy on the eyes and good company.

“No, I think it would be nicer if I ask her myself.” There was only one chance at a first impression, and I wanted to make the best one possible. “I have your money here...” I trailed off and pulled the envelope out of the pocket on my suitcase.

Jazmin took it gingerly and counted the bills while I watched, making sure she was satisfied. “Thanks, Alex.” She reached out for a hug and I pulled her close, the smell of oranges wafting around me. “If anything happens you know you can call me, okay? If Chloe doesn’t work out for you or anything else – just reach out.”

Just reach out. What an odd phrase. “I will,” I promised with a quick kiss to the top of her head. “I have to go, are you alright checking out on your own?”

She rolled her eyes as she pulled away and cast me a reassuring smile. “I’ll be fine, you need to get going so that you don’t miss your flight.”

“You’re right...” I sighed and grabbed my bag off the bed before heading for the door. “Next Friday, yes?”

“Friday, seven at Cistern’s. She’ll be the short blonde; you can’t miss her.”

“And she’s new?”

“She’s green.”

“How green?”

Jazmin groaned and pushed me towards the door. “Alex, go catch your flight.”

I sighed again and held up my hands in defeat. Jazmin laughed and led me out of the hotel room, being sure to kiss my cheek before nudging me towards the elevators. She was a sweet girl, and I knew that it disappointed her that I didn’t want anything romantic, but I hoped that she found what she wanted eventually.

I rode back to the airport in silence, reading emails off my phone with updates from my offices. My son Peter was needing help with the construction firm, he wasn’t used to managing his own team yet, others from the real estate side needed approval for several large acquisitions. And then there were several distinctly annoyed emails from Marie... I couldn’t deal with her right now. I didn’t even want to think about the divorce papers waiting for me on my desk.

Shaking my head, I leaned back in my seat, hit Zamir’s number and listened to it ring.

“Hej,” he greeted in a sleep thick voice. “What do you want?”

“I’m on my way home,” I told him absently. “How was Gianni?”

“A raging prick who can’t keep his hands to himself,” he snapped. “I warned him not to show up in Cannes, I don’t want him on my yacht.”

Zamir’s irritation combined with his thick Albanian accent made me feel more at ease despite being an ocean apart. “What did he do?”

“Acted like a twat to that pretty little Russian girl I had, she told me she doesn’t think our arrangement will work out. I told that asshole that he can’t come around my girls anymore.”

Gianni Fiori wasn’t good with women; I wasn’t surprised that Zamir didn’t want him around anymore. I was more surprised that it had taken this long for something to push my friend to his limits. I didn’t trust Gianni alone with my girls either; he was sleazy and rude and I didn’t want my company to think I tolerated that sort of behaviour.

“Are you still going to Cannes?” I asked suddenly. “I thought you called that off.”

“No, I am going, and you are welcome to join, but not him. Are you bringing a date?”

“Possibly. I have a new girl to meet first.”

He chuckled. “Ah, I get it. Well, if you want to come, bring her with you, but otherwise, I will have a fully stocked boat.”

Yacht girls. Not quite my thing, but I was still open to the premise. “I will let you know,” I told him. “Do you want my girl’s number? She’s looking for a new sugar daddy.”

“The purple haired one you brought around last time?”

“Yes.”

He thought on it for a minute. “Give her my number, tell her to call me if she’s interested.”

I snorted to myself and agreed to do that. Leave it to him to expect Jazmin to come to him instead of the other way around. I knew that would spark her interest.

Before I could say anything else, the car came to a slow stop under the canopy and I steeled myself to go back into hell.

“I have to go,” I told him reluctantly. “I’ll be in Athens tomorrow.”

“Call me when you get in, I’ll save you from the harpy.”

I laughed and we said goodbye just as I was getting out of the car. I wished I didn’t have to go back to the real world to face Marie and Peter, I wished I could still text Jazmin and tell her I changed my mind, but it was too late, I’d cut her loose.

Chloe will be the last one, I vowed silently, this will be the last time. I didn’t want to have to pay not to be lonely anymore, I needed to find my footing with this divorce.

***
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Chloe
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“YOU cannot meet him unless you promise me that you won’t go getting all attached,” Jazmin demanded as we strode up and down the aisles of Red London sex shop. “He’s not the dating type, he’s the fucking type and I don’t want you getting your hopes up.”

I grabbed a hand-shaped fisting toy and held it out to her. “He doesn’t just do handouts for the needy?”

She scoffed and snatched the toy from me. “You’re not needy, Clo, you’re lazy.”

I laughed and shoved my hands into my pockets. Jaz wasn’t wrong. “I just want to get paid for doing nothing. What are we doing here, does he expect me to show up in a full gimp suit?” I asked, eyeing the rack of leather accessories suspiciously.

Jaz snickered and grabbed a small pocket-sized vibrator. “No, I brought you here for lingerie and I also wanted to do some shopping for myself.”

Lingerie, hair, nails, and a nice outfit to get me started for this not-date. And a stroll through the sex shop to remind me that I had never in my life felt less prepared to have sex with someone. I hadn’t told Jazmin that part though, she thought I lost my v-card years ago and I wasn’t thrilled to tell her otherwise.

“We’re not gonna do this on the first night though...right?” I couldn’t jump into this with both feet on the first date, I needed some build up. 

She shook her head and held up a negligee set that was completely sheer and covered in rhinestone. “This is cute,” she mused. “For me, not for you.”

I snorted and continued on through the racks without her. Alexander Hatzistefanis. Very Greek. Mama would approve. Not of his age but definitely of his background. And not that I would be introducing them, but it helped me feel that little bit safer about doing this knowing that would please her.

I stopped in front of a rack of white lingerie being advertised as bridal night wear. We weren’t dating, we certainly weren’t getting married, but at one point I had been convinced I would lose it on my wedding night. It would be cute to get it for myself, my own private virgin joke...

“White?” Jaz asked, making me jump.

“Yeah,” I replied sheepishly. “It’s pretty, I was thinking this one with the corset...”

The “corset” did up with several hooks down the front centre, the sides were structured boning that outlined the shape but didn’t have any actual fabric. The panties were similar but with a tan sheer material to make it look like there was nothing.

“That’s cute! Is that what you want?”

“I think so.” I held it up to myself, imagining it under a cute dress. “Do you think he would like it?”

“Buy it for you, not for him,” she advised. “Also, this isn’t the only place we can go, there’s a bunch of other stores we can check out.”

Buy it for me... I didn’t own anything like this, just a few mismatching bra and panty sets from Victoria’s Secret. I hung the lingerie off my arm and turned back to her determinedly. “I want this one.”

Jaz smirked, her bubble-gum pink lipstick drawing my gaze. “Alright, whatever you want.”

I grinned to myself and followed her to the register, noting the package of batteries she grabbed at the last second. Jaz paid in cash with neatly pressed bills that made my mouth feel dry. He paid her in cash, that was what she told me, and seeing her use it just made this feel more real. I stood like an idiot beside her, not even looking at the clerk, just feeling the way my stomach flipped again and again. A stranger was going to pay for me to be at his beck and call sexually and I would use that money anywhere I could...

She handed me the bag and steered us towards the doors, I stumbled along beside her, lost in the reality of everything hitting me at once. Still, I covertly stashed the black bag into my purse knowing full-well that if I came home with it in hand that Mama would ask about it.

“Okay, so!” Jazmin said, excitedly clapping her hands together as we made our way to her white Lexus convertible. “I’m taking you to get your hair done tomorrow but tonight I have mani-pedis booked. Do you want to come to the spa for waxing tomorrow too?”

Wax what? She better not mean a Brazilian, no way was I letting someone near that with a wax strip. “I don’t have to get a bikini wax or anything, right?”

Jaz laughed and beeped the keyfob. I slipped in beside her and ran my hand along the smooth, silky interior of the car, in awe that she could afford this. “No, Clo,” she said as the engine came to life. “You don’t have to wax anything you don’t want to. I will be getting a Brazilian, but if you just want to get your arms or legs done, then just let me know.”

I nodded and laid my head back against the seat as I watched her pull out into traffic. The soft top was down, and the wind whipped her multicoloured hair around wildly. Jazmin owned a luxury car, and she didn’t have to tell her parents when she was going out. She was almost finished college too, and she lived on her own. She had a level of freedom I could only dream of right now. I wanted her freedom, but I knew that I needed financial independence to do that. I needed to not be a wuss about this date.

Mani-pedis made me feel bolder, especially once the long gel nails were finished and I heard them click against the screen of my phone. White glitter on soft pink polish made me feel downright royal when I admired the handiwork from the tech. Jaz talked me out of the really long ones, warning me that I should work my way up so that I didn’t lose complete use of my hands while I got used to them. I heeded the warning since I already felt weird enough walking with a pedicure.

I wasn’t thrilled to have to go home though, as we pulled up through the cul-de-sac all I could think of was the inquisition waiting on the other side of the bright blue door.

“Don’t tell her everything, okay?” Jaz asked as we pulled into the driveway. “Just tell her that you’re going on a date, or like a double date with me and leave it at that.”

“I’ll try, but I can’t make any promises.” The curtain in the living room fluttered and I took a deep breath. “I’ll call you in the morning.”

“Alright, bye babe.”

I grabbed my purse and waved to her as I jogged up the driveway. She honked when she pulled away and I watched as her car disappeared back the way it came before pushing the door open. The scent of dinner carried from the kitchen, a stew of some sort, and Dimitris came bounding down the stairs toward me as soon as the door clicked shut.

“Clo!” he cried, barrelling straight into my open arms. “Did you get me anything?”

I scoffed and picked him up, cringing at his weight but still carting him off to the kitchen. “You get to see me, isn’t that enough?”

He blew me a raspberry and squirmed in my grasp, I dropped the five-year-old back on his feet and pointed him to the kitchen table. “Go set the table for mama.”

“I believe that’s your job,” mama remarked from her spot in front of the stove. “But here, you can bring this to the table and get cups down.”

Mama’s long hair wasn’t pulled into a braid or a ponytail today, instead, the golden locks were loose around her shoulders and made her look more like someone out in the country instead of a PTA mom that lived in suburbia.

I hung my jacket up and helped set up the table, Dima danced around us, excitedly talking about how dad was going to be home soon. He wouldn’t be home until after midnight, that was just how it happened most of the time, but it was cute to see Dima get so excited.

The three of us ate dinner together, my eyes kept darting to my bag, praying that Mama wouldn’t need anything out of it and discover my little outfit. While we ate, we made small talk about Dima’s schoolwork and where I had applied to recently, but I waited until my brother was done his dinner before actually trying to broach the subject of the date.

“So,” I began, slowly picking at my plate. “I have a date this weekend.”

Mama froze and glanced over at me with wide eyes. “You do?”

I nodded. “It’s a double date with Jazmin and her boyfriend,” I explained quickly. “But yeah, we’re going to some restaurant.”

“Have I met him?”

“I haven’t even met him. It’s a blind date, mama.”

She tsked and got up to put away the water jug. “Blind dates can be dangerous; I just want to know that you’re being safe.”

“I know.” I was almost nineteen, she had to start cutting me some slack. “But, um, do you think you could make me a doctor’s appointment?”

“Why do you need a doc-er?” Dimitris asked from across the table, stumbling over his words. “Are you sick?”

My face felt hot, but I pretended not to notice as I stared down at my plate in silence.

“Dima, if you’re done with your dinner then you can put your plate in the sink and go get ready for your bath,” mama suggested.

He complained, whining loudly but Mama wasn’t swayed by his pouting. She had him clean his spot and sent him upstairs before pulling up the chair beside me folding her hands into her lap.

“Chloe,” she said quietly. “You know you can always talk to me, koritsi mou.”

I nodded. “I know, I just... I think it’s a good idea to talk to Dr. Neilson.”

“After you’ve met this boy, right?” she pressed. “This isn’t urgent, is it?”

“No, I—” I broke off sharply and grabbed my glass off the table. Fuck this was incredibly awkward. “It’s not urgent, I just think that I should talk to her about the pill...” My voice shook, it was strained, and I felt like a complete idiot having this conversation.

“Would you tell me if you had sex?”

I wanted the chair to dissolve under me and then just let me be absorbed into the void. Why was this so fucking painful to talk about out loud? “Yeah,” I said finally.

“Have you?” she asked more forcefully.

I met her gaze slowly, forcing myself to shake my head and not look like a deer in headlights. I hadn’t, not with an actual person, but I had toys stashed away in my drawers upstairs. I’d fooled around with a few ex-boyfriends, but I’d never successfully gone that far.

She reached out for a hug and despite my embarrassment I hugged her back tightly, revelling in her embrace. We’d had this conversation so many times, after changing high schools twice and years of bullying and nasty rumours, it was foreign to have someone actually ask me that question and not make assumptions.

“Don’t be afraid to talk to me,” she whispered. “About anything that happens.”

“I will,” I promised hoarsely. “You won’t be mad at me?”

“Not at all, koritsi mou.”

We stayed like that for a moment and only broke apart once Dima’s yelling upstairs became too loud to ignore. She sighed and got up while running a hand through her loose hair.

“Remember that birth control fails,” she said tiredly. “Use condoms as well so that you don’t end up with a blessed accident.”

“You told me he was planned!”

“He was as planned as you were,” she teased with a wink.

“Ew...”

Mama’s laughter could be heard as she moved through the house, I listened to her climb the stairs and chase my little brother into the bathroom for his bath before bed.

I wouldn’t tell her that the guy I was meeting up with was her age and probably had a kid or two of his own already, but I would definitely take that “unplanned pregnancy” warning to heart. Plan B seemed like a good investment.
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Chapter Two
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Alex

I paced back and forth in the hotel room, feeling acutely aware of my own reflection in the hotel room mirror. Jazmin told me this girl was new to the game, she didn’t tell me how new, and she also told me she was younger than her. I told myself I wouldn’t go younger, only older. Jazmin was twenty, going on twenty-one in a month if my calendar app was correct, and that was the youngest I swore I would go.

It was getting harder though, I realized, women that were sugaring entered the field younger than it seemed six years ago. Or maybe I was just getting old enough to realize it now. It was also made more difficult that I wanted exclusivity and referral from the girls I liked already. Amanda was twenty-seven when we started, she left the business a year later and introduced me to Nicolette who was twenty-five. This one, Chloe, was nineteen apparently, and I had no idea why I was even going to attempt to meet her. The younger ones didn’t like men like me, they expected a rich twenty-something to sweep them off their feet, but the older ones didn’t stay in the game, from my experience most of them went to straight escorting.

I liked escorts, I liked sugar babies, I liked all manner of sex workers. They gave me affection, attention, sex, and companionship, and all they asked for was money. They didn’t ask me to open up, they didn’t pretend to get close to me for money or gifts because they already had that, and most importantly, they didn’t ask me for a relationship. I wasn’t ready for that yet, not after Marie, especially not when she and I weren’t even divorced yet.

My phone beeped and I came to a sudden stop in front of the mirrors before adjusting my tie. It was forest green and contrasted nicely with my black jacket and dress shirt. Is it too much? The restaurant was upscale, but I didn’t want to look too old school. Lose the tie. I pulled at it frantically and threw the silk down on the bedspread. I quickly undid my top two buttons and tried to make myself look more modern. Bit late for that, twenty years too late.

My phone beeped again, and I groaned as I reached for it and tucked it quickly into my pocket. I couldn’t be late, not tonight. 

The driver met me out front and I slid into the back seat of the Audi, watching as he got into the front and pulled away from the curb. Sacramento was an interesting city, it reminded me more of some places in the Midwest than of all the other cities I’d been to. For whatever reason, this city seemed to have some of the best sugar babies I’d ever had, Jazmin had been a dream, she never pushed, and I had faith in the girl she picked for me if she was also from here.

Nightlife thrived in downtown, I watched as it we whipped past; girls in short dresses laughing and dancing outside of bars, friends holding onto each other, and people running back and forth. The crowds thinned out as we approached the restaurant and I took a deep breath, an attempt to center myself and calm down before I got out of the car.

I opened the door and stepped out onto the sidewalk, thanking the driver briskly before approaching the doors. The maître ‘d glanced up and smiled as he came around the podium.

“Mr. Hatzistefanis, good to see you again,” he greeted chipperly.

“Noel, thank you. I have someone joining me tonight, you’ll be able to show her to my dining room, won’t you?” I asked as I shucked off my jacket.

“Of course. Samantha has something special set up for your menus, will you need anything else?”

I smiled and slipped a folded bill into his palm. “Privacy. We don’t need to be asked about the food, I trust they’ll know that.”

His smile grew wider and he tucked the bill discreetly into his jacket. “I will remind them. Have a good evening.”

I led myself down the hallway, leaving him there as I found my way to the dining room. I knew the staff well, and they knew I preferred to be left alone with my guests.

I pushed the door open and adjusted my jacket as I glanced around at the romantic atmosphere. I might not have been in this business for romance, but it always helped to set the mood. Smiling to myself, I checked my phone and took a seat at the table, facing the door. She would be here any minute now and I wanted to make sure I got a good look at her. I must have only been sitting there for a minute before I heard someone coming down the hall.

The door opened and the maître ‘d came in, I got to my feet and watched as the woman behind him entered the room. My mouth went dry and I stared at her intently as I came around the table. She was beautiful; her small heart shaped face was framed by wavy golden hair that was cut just above her bust, her lips parted slightly as I reached out a hand and felt my heart pound. Her skin was tanned, not as deeply as my own – maybe a shade or two lighter – and she had surprisingly long legs for being so short.

“Miss Chloe, it’s lovely to meet you – I’m Alex.”

Her wide eyes met mine and I was in awe of the stunning hazel colour. “Um, hi it’s nice t-to meet you,” she stuttered out.

Oh, how adorable. I turned away and tried to hide my smile as I gestured to the table. I pulled out her chair and made sure she was comfortable before taking my own. In the subdued light and reflection off the glasses, her colouring seemed even stranger. Her hair was blonde, her skin was surprisingly dark, and her eyes were light. The skin colour was natural, and her hair bridged into very light brown territory in spots that told me that was also natural. Definitely European. Maybe Mediterranean like me, but I couldn’t be sure.

She looked down at her plate and shifted in her seat, her eyes kept darting around the room, and I realized that she was probably terrified. Is she even nineteen? In that skin-tight black dress that seemed to defy gravity with how it clung to her tits without support, she could pass for older, but up close she looked young and doll like and it fucking terrified me. Jazmin wouldn’t send me someone underage, I assured myself.

“You look nervous, are you alright?” Because I am too, at least we have that in common.

She shook her head vehemently. “I’m sorry, this is just new. I’m not sure what Jazmin told you but...” She left her sentence open ended and gestured carelessly.

She spoke with her hands, a small thing that made me smile to myself at the way she moved so animatedly. Unfortunately, the waitress was there before I could respond and brought the D'Autrefois pinot noir with her. I hoped Chloe didn’t mind, I’d ordered for both of us from the prix fixe menu wild venison, we could still change it if she was bothered though, I would make sure of it. I offered to take her somewhere else or to change the order, but she shook her head again.

“No, no, it’s fine, thank you though,” she said with a reassuring smile. As if to prove it, she reached for the wine and took a tentative sip.

She didn’t say anything else and I realized that I was probably going to need to probe her a bit if she was that nervous. “Is this your first time?” I asked casually.

She seemed to almost choke on her drink before setting it down. My eyes lingered on the wine on her lips, glistening with the most alluring invitation. When she spoke, she did so quickly and tripped over her words, “Y-yes. I’m new to this whole thing, and nervous so it’s great that you ordered because I would’ve taken forever—” she broke off sharply and her cheeks turned a deep shade of pink. “Sorry, I’m not trying to be a complete weirdo right now.”

A weirdo? Why would she think that? Is she scared? She was new, she could be making rookie mistakes – ones that got women hurt or worse. Please don’t let her be scared of me, please let her have made the right choices before she came here. “Someone knows you’re here though, right? You made sure to tell someone where you were going. Like Jazmin?” I asked, perhaps more sharply than I intended.

She shook her head and looked down at her lap. “No, I just kind of... did it... I guess.”

You could get hurt. I tsked and swept my hair back. “It might help your nerves if you text your friend, Chloe,” I offered gently. I didn’t want her to think I was scolding her, but I’d seen and heard the horror stories of women in this business and it made my stomach turn to think of this young girl getting hurt by simple mistakes.

She looked up at me and I watched as something changed on her face before reaching for her phone. “Sorry, give me a second,” she mumbled as she tapped away at the screen.

She gnawed on the corner of her lip and I caught her glancing up at me as she waited for a reply. I couldn’t help but smile at her, all my worry gone. A minute later her phone buzzed and the visible tension in her shoulders melted away.

She set her phone aside and gingerly picked up her fork. I felt a bit odd staring at her, but I couldn’t look away, not when she peeked up at me and brushed her hair behind her ear. Gentle, uncertain, and I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. Jazmin was right. I would have to thank her for this.

“So, can I, um, ask you what exactly you’re looking for in a—in a uh...” she trailed off and gestured openly.

I laughed at her embarrassment and took a swig of my wine. “A companion?” I offered, trying to make it less awkward for her. “It’s not complicated, honestly. I just travel a lot, my wife and I have been separated for about two years now, I like to have company on my trips. Discreet company, I usually refer to women I travel with as my assistants. I need someone with a lot of free time and is willing to put a certain effort into her appearance—” I broke off sharply and ran a hand through my hair, suddenly aware that she might not appreciate a comment like that. “I’m very sorry, I didn’t mean that in a rude way. I meet politicians and businessmen and I prefer to have my assistants well-dressed and made-up whenever we’re out.”

I liked knowing there was a good deal of effort going into every single date and event that I brought my companions to, there was a feeling of being in control, a power I hadn’t experienced before.

She nodded slowly and asked, “And the other stuff?”

Stuff. Sex. I was surprised that she didn’t say it out loud but the innocent way she said it made me smile and meet her wide hazel eyes. Something about her unfaltering gaze told me that she was more confident than she was letting on. It occurred to me that she was likely nervous about meeting a stranger but still excited about the prospects. Her excitement seemed to be winning out now and I hoped I could get her more out of her shell tonight.

“That doesn’t need to be discussed tonight, I have no intention of trying to pressure you into anything and I certainly don’t expect anything right away.” I never did. Women in this business all had different expectations, some wanted to have sex right away, some had a date limit before they would have sex, my personal opinion was that I didn’t want to have sex until it was clear they wanted me too. I had to know that Chloe wanted me back before I would push for it. I decided it would be a better choice to change the subject and not scare her with intimate questions. “You don’t have to be so clinical. Tell me about yourself, your hobbies, what do you like to do?”

She finished chewing and I watched her mood perk instantly as she shrugged and rushed to answer, “I live with my parents, I dropped out of university last year, but I was doing journalism, right now I’m getting into photography and blogging. It isn’t like a career or anything but it’s fun and I really like seeing all these people read my poems.”

Photography and blogging, Jazmin liked those things too. I would have to keep that in mind and see if I could get my hands on a nice camera for her or a computer. But the poetry was the one that threw me through a loop – what nineteen-year-old concerned themselves with that? “You write poetry?”

She nodded excitedly, hair bouncing with each nod. “I do. I studied a lot of John Keats and William Blake in high school, it just sort of stuck with me. My mom hates that I focus on it so much – she wants me to go to Greece to stay with family and work with my cousins, but I want to stay in the city. Poetry doesn’t exactly pay the bills...” She shrugged as if that was its own explanation.

I pushed my plate away and leaned forward on the table with my arms crossed. What a weird teenager. You couldn’t have paid me to read poetry when I was her age, much less want to make a career out of it. And she talked a mile a minute, I had to wonder what her poetry would look like. “Would you ever share your work with me? I wouldn’t mind seeing it.”

Chloe’s face lit up with a beaming smile and I couldn’t help but smile in return. She came out of her shell so easily, I just had to put in a little work to get her there. 

“Of course!” she answered. “And um, yeah, I have a lot of writings you could read. Do you like poetry?”

“I do, I confess that I don’t have much time for it lately, but I do enjoy the classics.” I would put in more of an effort if it would make her happy though, but there was something else she said that had my ears burning. “I focus most of my free time on woodworking, my father used to build clocks and he taught me to as well. You said your family is in Greece?”

“Yeah, my mother’s side anyway. Most of them are in Athens.”

Practically neighbours. I probably knew at least one member of her family, but I wasn’t about to ask invasive questions like what her mother’s maiden name was just to find out. “Mine as well, lovely place really. Have you been recently?”

“No,” she said sadly. “I haven’t been since I was a kid.”

Oh... “A shame, it’s quite stunning, I’m sure you’d love it.” I couldn’t hide my slight disappointment, but it did give me a good idea. “Perhaps you and I could go.”

“That sounds amazing actually.”

I could bring her there for any number of parties or even just to get away for a weekend, but I was suddenly struck by the realization that it might be a bigger trip than she had been on if she was as new as Jazmin said. “I have to ask; you said you were new to this... Have you travelled as a companion before or anything of this sort?”

She smirked but quickly hid it. “No. This is my first date like this I guess.”

I didn’t think my heart was ever going to start beating again once those words were out. She had no experience. None! How many real boyfriends had she even had before tonight? Three? Four, maybe? I was not her boyfriend, I was not interviewing for that role either. Did she understand that? Silence welled between us as we sat there and the waitress cleared our plates for the next course, it was awhile before I found my voice again. “Why did you come here tonight?”

“The obvious reason, I guess.” She paused. “Why do you actually want a companion?”

I frowned. “Excuse me?”

“You heard me. Why do you actually want to pay someone my age to travel around with you?”

Chloe held my gaze and refused to look away even as the soft violin music faded. She had cut deep, and I realized then that no matter how naïve she looked, she wasn’t easily fooled. I decided to swallow my pride and give her my real answer. “I can’t meet women easily; I find it difficult. My money is attractive and using it from the get-go makes me more comfortable.”

There were no ulterior motives when I was open from the beginning about my money and how I would spend it, there was no debilitating anxiety over whether or not women like Chloe just wanted my money and had to hurt me to get it, she already had it – what did she gain by lying? Nothing. 

She crossed her arms and cocked her head to the side. “So, you think all women are just after your money?”

She sounded like an indignant little girl; argumentative and bratty. I couldn’t hold back my laugh as I relaxed against the chair and rubbed my face. Was she going to give me the gears all the time? I hoped so. “Oh, you are a treat, aren’t you?” I matched her pose; crossing my arms as I stared back at her. “No, I don’t think that, but I am paranoid, and it makes me feel better to know the money is upfront.”

“That way your trust isn’t broken,” she finished.

“Exactly. I know you’re here for money, you know that I want the trappings of a relationship without the fear that you’re faking it. Because, quite frankly, I already know you’re faking it and then my feelings won’t get hurt.”

“Including sex.”

The waitress seemed to decide that this was the moment to return and I watched Chloe blush profusely. I waited for the waitress to take our plates and bring dessert before continuing, “That is my deal breaker. I won’t push you; I won’t ask you to be available every second of the day, but I want a relationship that involves sex.”

She nodded and played with her spoon. “How much?” she asked softly.

“Two thousand a week.” Hair, nails, add in a vehicle so I didn’t have to always pick her up, bills that she might have, clothing, lingerie that she would have to replace after I inevitably destroyed it. This lifestyle wasn’t cheap, and I wanted to make sure she was taken care of. “I have expectations, I can send you photos or put you in touch with a stylist, but you need a variety of gowns and jewellery for my business, and you need to be regularly working out along with getting hair and nails done.”

She looked at a loss for words as she sat there staring back at me. “What exactly do you do?” she asked suddenly.

“Real estate mostly, I broker sales for land and properties among many politicians and government figures around the world. I also own a contracting company, but I don’t do much, my son is the one that controls that.” I owned a real estate firm, one that I had bought when a friend died, but I had spent my youth buying and selling property after my father died. I wasn’t a licensed agent, but I was close enough.

Her brows shot up. “You have a son?”

“I do, but he really isn’t someone I want to talk about.” I paused to finish off my drink for strength. “That’s my other deal breaker – I don’t discuss family, it’s not important and I keep these lives separate.” Peter and Marie were off limits conversation, I couldn’t handle telling people about them and my failure as both a husband and a father. Being with Chloe, or any other sugar baby for that matter, took me away from ache Marie left behind, I didn’t need or want to delve into it with them.

She nodded again and started toying with the ends of her hair absently. “Can I ask one more personal thing?”

“Of course.”

“If you aren’t fully divorced from your wife, does she actually know about this?”

I wanted to laugh. “She does, she doesn’t know their names, she doesn’t ask for details, but she understands that I have needs and this suits it for me. She’ll be getting married again sometime after the divorce is finalized and I’m happy for her.” Mike and Marie. My chest ached thinking about it and I didn’t have the heart to tell Chloe that Marie wouldn’t care one way or the other as long as the alimony was paid in the end.

Chloe accepted my answer without question and the two of us finished dessert as we continued chatting happily. She was easy to talk to and while we didn’t watch the same movies, listen to the same music, or read the same books, there was still something that let us get along. She showed me her amateur photography and I shared a few pictures of my woodworking as we talked about our lives. There was no expectation of anything else tonight, just the ease of talking to each other and I was grateful for that I watched Chloe giggle away and sip her wine.

I felt like I was eighteen again and trying to flirt my way into some young tourist’s bed, but none of it was forced and I was confident that she was actually beginning to like me.

“Oh my gosh, we’ve been here for four hours,” Chloe whispered when she checked her phone.

“Have we?” I blinked twice, startled. “We can go if you like, I understand if you want to get going.” Not yet, don’t go yet.

She shook her head excitedly. “This is dumb, but do you want to go get coffee or something? Somewhere just a little less formal maybe?”

Her smile was just so infectious I couldn’t help my surprised laugh. “That sounds wonderful, let me have the car brought up.”

She agreed and two of us set out to find an open coffee shop. My driver found us a café that was open late, and I went to order for us. The menu was atrocious, and I picked randomly when I ordered for her, but she didn’t seem to mind one bit as we sat there talking.

The clerk gave us some nice privacy, but I wished I could take her somewhere more secluded for just us, at least, I wanted to until she called me Buffalo Bill.

“—I thought you’d be full on Buffalo Bill about this.”

“Buffalo Bill?” I asked with unfiltered horror. Did she usually date psychopaths? Was I acting creepier than I thought? Oh God, what if Jazmin gave her that impression?

“Don’t judge me! I just figured that guys like you didn’t have to resort to stuff like this.”

I scoffed. “I’m not resorting to anything! It’s unconventional, I know that, but it just makes me feel better—”

“To know for sure that they’re there for your money?”

“Yes. I just...” I trailed off and stared resolutely down at my glass. “People ask for things, and I like being generous don’t get me wrong, but it gets to be a lot. I like to believe that this is more real than someone acting the part of my friend before they start asking things of me.”

She reached across the table, offering me her hand. “I get it.”

I took her hand tentatively and turned it over, letting my thumb brush across her knuckles. She had soft skin and a nice tan, I wanted touch her more but I already felt like I might be going too far for her liking. “You’re very easy to talk to, Chloe...”

She smiled at me and squeezed my hand. I felt the walls around me starting to crumble and I knew that I couldn’t say no to this, to her. We fit together so easily and even if she was new to this, we could figure it out.

We sat there for another long while before she started to yawn rub her eyes. As much as I wanted to invite her back to my hotel, strictly for sleep and so that I could bring her out for breakfast in the morning, I held back. I did reach for her hand as we made our way to the parking lot though, I gave myself that one small pleasure. 

She stopped as we approached the car and I turned to find her standing there watching me. I leaned against the door and waited.

“You’re beautiful...” I paused and tried to collect myself while hiding my embarrassment at saying that out loud. “I think this is the part where we get in the car,” I told her softly.

She took a small step towards me, her heels clicked on the cement and I held her gaze in the dark parking lot. It was late in the evening, actually very, very early in the morning, and maybe it was that which made me ogle her openly. Her body made her looked older; her hips and thighs stretched her dress, her waist was cinched and her tits were heavy, she was sexy as hell and I wished I could just pull her into the backseat. What do I have to do to get you to sit on my face? I wanted to feel her thighs on either side of my head, to feel her writhing against my mouth in ecstasy.

“You called me beautiful,” she replied, reaching out to touch my chest. “Do you really think that?”

“I think you’re gorgeous.” I reached for her instantly, grabbing at her plush hips. Oh, fuck me. My fingers sunk into her flesh and I jerked her closer, holding her against me. “More than gorgeous, I don’t care how superficial that sounds, but I just want to keep looking at you.”

She smirked and toyed with the buttons on my shirt, her nails scratching the plastic. “Naked, I’m guessing.”

“I’m not asking for that tonight, but definitely as soon as I can get my hands on you.”

“Your hands are already on me,” she whispered. “You haven’t even tried to kiss me yet, but you want to speed along to the finish line already?”

My heart started to pound as her eyes met mine and I reached up to brush a lock of hair behind her ear. “Is that an invitation, Miss Chloe?”
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