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Dear Reader, 

This book revolves around the life of a woman who had to make hard choices in life and how becoming one of the girls at The Bellissima Resort changed her lives.

I have the highest respect for anyone who had to follow a direction in their lives in an effort to survive or because there were no other options to take. The intention of this series is not to stand in judgment or promote such a lifestyle, nor does it portray the truth of such a lifestyle. It is a book that has been glamorized for entertainment purposes.

INNOCENCE FOR SALE: A DANGEROUS GAME

Every small town has its outcasts. Sarah Gould wore that badge like a wound, branded by whispers and sideways glances since childhood. But she never expected to trade that scarlet letter for a price tag at The Bellissima—an elite playground where fantasies come with a hefty invoice.

The choice wasn't hers. With her mother's life hanging by a thread of debt, Sarah steps into the glittering cage of The Madam's making. Her role? Simple. Be the innocent flower among thorns. Be desirable. Be destructible.

Enter Jake Sinclair—billionaire co-owner of this temple of temptation. He's a man who collects pleasures like others collect art, each conquest carefully curated, none lasting beyond sunrise. Until Sarah.

One look at her, and his carefully constructed world tilts on its axis. One touch, and he's burning up in flames of his own making. Jake Sinclair always gets what he wants—but this time, what he wants might be his undoing.

As shadows from Sarah's past lengthen and secrets threaten to shatter their glittering façade, one question remains: In a game where everyone wears a mask, who's really hunting whom?

Because sometimes the most dangerous player is the one you never see coming...

Will the puppet master become the puppet? Or will both hunter and prey find themselves caught in a web of their own design? 

Enjoy!

Linzi Basset
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The Madam
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My name is Emma Moore. Born and raised in Louisville, Kentucky. I was the eldest sibling of four—twin brothers and a sister, ten years younger than me. Billy-Bob, Jasper-John and Lillian-Lee. Yeah, I was the lucky one. No hyphenation for me. Thank the good lord for that. 

My daddy was a priest and my mother a music teacher. Yep, there you have it. I was the proverbial virginal daughter, brought up the Catholic way. No boy was allowed anywhere near me. I never had a boyfriend, not until after college. The day I got my degree, I decided to leave the rigid life my parents had forced unto us; clean my feet of the dust that was Louisiana, so to speak—straight to the bright lights of the City of Angels—Los Angeles. Where, I believed, fame and fortune awaited me. 

Only, it didn’t come easy. In fact, it didn’t come for a good twenty years.

Needless to say, my little sister hates me, to this day, for abandoning her to our parents’ strict rules. It’s no wonder she ended up pregnant and barefoot to one of the richest farmers in Kentucky before she was even eighteen.

But, to each their own—is my motto and I live everyday by that rule. It took me years to realize that my hard-earned legal degree was only one of hundreds of thousands in the US and that fame in this profession only went to the ruthless and unscrupulous.

What was I to do? It was what daddy wanted me to be and I was stuck with it. I worked as a junior in a law firm for few years and, let me tell you, I worked my fucking ass off. And for what? No recognition, a piss-poor salary and superficial promotions every five years, just to shut me up.

Well, all of that changed ten years ago. The day the Arabian Sheikh, Ahbar Mohammed walked into our law firm. He took one look at me and said in a heavy English accent, “You, American woman, I want to fuck, until you cry and scream for me to stop.”

I have to tell you—my jaw dropped like a sack of potatoes. I mean, there I was, inherently a farm girl from Kentucky and even at the age of forty-two, still relatively naive. I’d never married; had a couple of boyfriends over the years—searching for Mister Right just never panned out for me—and I was used to fumbling, unsatisfying sex.

“I will pay you, little American. Half a million American dollars for a week. What say you? Are you going to come with me?”

Oh, come on, what do you think? Of course, I went with him. Hell, I didn’t hesitate. Not for a minute. All my Catholic morals went flying out the door at the mention of all that money. Well, ‘the fucking until I screamed’ bit helped a little.

And that, is how I came to be who I am today. A woman who controls the lives of hundreds. I mold their lives by giving them what they desire the most. Sex. Dirty, wet, rough, kinky . . . whatever rocks their boat. I make sure they get what they ask for. And I do it in the classiest way possible. 

Today, I’m fifty-two-years old. I’m still as sexy and as tight-assed as any twenty-five-year-old and desired by men of all ages.

Who am I?

They call me, The Madam.
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​​​Chapter One
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The Bellissima. It was what Emma decided to call the high-classed resort she was a partner in. That one week she’d spent with the sheikh had been the most satisfying time of her life—sexually and financially. 

“You have potential, Emma,” he’d told her on the last day. “You have a natural knack of understanding what a man desires. You should use that skill.”

“What do you mean?” She felt the anger rise inside her when she grasped his meaning. “I might have agreed to be paid for this week, Ahbar, but I’m not a whore.”

He laughed at her. “No, my little American, you’re not a whore, but you’re shrewd, very intelligent and have strong instincts.” He brushed his fingers down her cheek. “I wonder . . . how would you feel about going into a partnership with me? You know, service offering.”

Emma stared at him, her mind flooded with possibilities. She wasn’t naive. She knew what he was referring to. 

“An escort agency? You want me to run a prostitution ring for you?” She didn’t bother to hide the disgust from her voice. Not that she judged anyone who chose that for a living, but that didn’t mean she was prepared to promote it either.

“Escort agency? No, my dear, nothing that . . . trivial and a prostitution ring is so old school,” he said.

“Forget it, Ahbar. I’ve read the book and seen the movie about the Hollywood Madam. I have no intention of sitting behind bars,” Emma snickered at the thought.

“Ah, yes, the Hollywood Madam. Quite a woman she was. You remind me of her, Emma. I learned a lot from our partnership during those years,” he said, the expression on his face pensive. “I won’t be making the same mistakes twice.”

“You? You started her business?”

He shrugged. “It’s history, my dear. Our partnership was short lived. She saw the potential and went ahead, all guns blazing.”

“And now you want to repeat the experience?”

“No, Emma. This time, I want to do it differently. Brothels are illegal in LA and escort agencies are a dime a dozen. No, my dear, I don’t want to compete in that market. What we’re going to do, Emma, is offer a service. A classy service, with luxurious trimmings, offering all kinds of entertainment—theatres, live shows, restaurants and dancing, hiking, sailing and anything else to offer our clients a little slice of paradise that only the rich can afford—with the girl of his choice by his side, of course.”

“In LA? You’re dreaming, Ahbar. The police will be on us like a swarm of bees the moment the doors open. It’ll be better to find a place in Malibu, in the mountains.”

He smiled at her. “Not if we have the right investors, my dear.”

“You’re going to approach the politicians, aren’t you?” Emma asked in awe.

“Among others. Suffice it to say, my dear, there’ll be enough traffic into our establishment of prominent people to keep the law at bay. Malibu Springs, yes. I like it. It’s one of my favorite places in LA.”

Emma laughed. “Keep dreaming, Ahbar. At the very least, to make it legal, you’ll have to register an escort agency.”

“I’m positive, my dear and if that’s what we have to do, then so be it. All I need is for you to agree to this partnership. You see, we’re going to open an exclusive resort. A private hotel with everything a luxury resort offers. Ah, I see the penny has dropped. Yes, Emma, your girls and boys can choose to stay and work at the resort or only work after hours or over weekends. But the services we will be offering will be at the resort. Safe, secure, confidential and controllable, aimed at those who wish to break away from what the everyday offers.”

The following week, he arrived at her door, smiling widely.

“I’ve bought a property in Malibu Springs, located on the border of Point Mugu State Park. The hotel is high up in the hills and secluded, but the land spreads all the way to the coastline. It will be an exclusive resort, Emma, which we will convert into something spectacular for those privileged enough to be selected.”

When he showed her the pictures of the double storied mansion, Emma made up her mind.

She never looked back. 
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Beware, for once tasted . . .

The door swung closed with a click behind her. Sarah looked around the room. Surprise flared in her hazel-green eyes.

“Classy,” she whispered. She walked over the plush carpet that was thick enough to swallow her small feet, toward the bathroom.

“Wow, no expense spared in this place,” she whispered again, taking in the warm, stone walls, the double sized Jacuzzi tub and an even bigger open faced shower with two shower heads. The marble counter tops gleamed in the reflection of the walnut framed mirrors. White fluffy towels were neatly arranged in a specially designed shelf. A large, snow-white ottoman sat beside the bathtub.

Everything in the room was virginal white. The bed looked like a snow drift—white and feathery. She reverently rubbed her fingers along the silken mattress and cool, velvet pillows. The comforter was thick and irresistibly soft, like a billowing cloud. All white—a sharp contrast to the dark mahogany bed frame and tables.

“Remove your clothes, Sarah.”

She jerked at the suddenness of the crackling female voice that filled the room. She glanced around surreptitiously.

“Now, Sarah. Stop wasting my time.” This time the voice, over what Sarah assumed was an intercom, was crisp and annoyed.

She took off her clothes and placed them neatly on the white sofa which faced the massive bed. 

“Turn around. Let me see what you have to offer,” the voice instructed. “Now, or leave—but don’t waste my time,” the voice barked angrily when she hesitated.

She turned in a full circle. Not wishing to be told to leave, she made sure she did it slowly, swinging her hips sensually. She had to pass this test. She just had to. There was no other way.

“Sarah, don’t do this. You don’t know how it is. How quickly it enchants you and you become lost in the talons of debauchery. And once it has you in its clasp . . . it’s over. Please, I beg you. Don’t do this. We’ll find another way.”

Sarah forced the warning, her twin sister—Cara had issued to her before she’d left for LA, to the back of her mind.

Cara was naive. There was no other way. They were doomed. They’d been doomed since the day their father had walked out and left them with a mother who couldn’t survive unless she drank herself into oblivion.

Sarah was tired of being destitute, trying to find a decent job. With no education, the only jobs they could find were waitressing or as a cashier at the local supermarket. It didn’t help that the community of Salt Lake City spurned them because of their mother’s boozing and debauchery. She was hated by the women because their men loved her. Of course, she loved them back; as long as it was a different one every night.

“I’m not a fucking whore, Sarah. I’ve never taken money for sex.”

“You barter for food and clothes. How is that any different? Do you have any idea what people are saying about us? That we have become the entire town’s foster children. They feed and clothe us. How do you think that makes us feel? Don’t fool yourself, Mother. You’re nothing but a whore.”

Jillian had slapped her then. So hard that she’d fallen and cut her head open. But Sarah had refused to apologize. But now, here she was. The sacrificial lamb, so to speak. Her mother had gone too far when she took the mayor to bed. His wife had been livid and resultantly, Jillian Gould, now sat in jail. Found guilty by a jury comprising of Salt Lake City women—of theft. If Sarah couldn’t come up with the bail money and the amount the mayor’s wife claimed she’d stolen, Jillian would die behind bars.

“Please, Sarah. You have to help me. I’m dying here and I’m scared. That bitch has paid the other prisoners to . . . to . . . oh, god, I can’t even say it!”

“Good. Very nice, Sarah. You would do well here. If you pass the test.” The voice yanked her back to the present. She took a deep breath, forcing her racing heart to slow down.

Do well here? Oh, no. I have no intention of staying here. I wouldn’t need to do this more than a few times. I’ll be outta here the moment I have enough money to get Jillian out of jail.

“You know what I expect from you, Sarah. In a few moments, a man is going to walk through that door. He’s going to demand and you’re going to give in. That’s the business we’re in. We deliver a service and we do it well. Is that understood?”

Sarah nodded. She glanced toward the camera she’d spied in the one corner of the room. It was halfway up the wall, obviously to ensure an overall view of the room.

“Don’t worry, Sarah. You have completed your list and you would never be asked to provide a service you’re not comfortable with. The only choice that you don’t get to make is who you serve. The rest will be in line with your list. Just so that we’re clear, Sarah. List your offerings, please.”

“I . . . ehm,” she had to clear her throat when it closed up. If she wanted to run, she’d have to do so now, because once she took the plunge—that was it. She’d sign her own destiny.

List? What list? She could barely remember anything at the moment, let alone the mammoth amount of paperwork she’d had to complete.

“I’m waiting, Sarah.”

“Sex of any kind, fellatio, cunnilingus and role-play. Nothing kinky, although, I don’t mind a little rough sex. No ropes, cuffs or any kind of bondage.”

“Define sex of any kind, Sarah,” she was instructed.

“Vaginal and anal sex.”

“How about threesomes?”

“Ehm . . . I don’t know. Maybe, later.”

“Very well. Always remember—safe sex. You never allow sex without a condom.”

“Of course,” Sarah said quickly.

“One thing you never do in here, Sarah, is kiss your clients. It’s not part of the service. We don’t want you to become enamored with any of them. Understood?”

“Yes.”

“Go and sit in the wingback chair by the window and wait.” 
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“I like her. She has spunk and she’s very beautiful. What do you think?”

“I agree,” Rick Powell answered. His eyes followed the young woman’s curvy shape as she walked to the chair and sat down. “But she’s an innocent, Madam. Every movement she makes, screams that fact. Just look how she’s sitting,” he said.

“Exactly, my dear and that’s why she’s going to be very popular. Especially with the older men.”

“How old is she?”

“Twenty-four,” Madam answered.

Rick glanced toward the large wall monitor again. Sarah Gould. Even her name sounded guileless. She sat straight in the chair, with her feet neatly put together and her hands folded in her lap.

He had to give it to the Madam. She knew how to select the girls. And she was right. There was a naivety to her; almost a hesitation in her body movements and a husky softness to her voice. With the exuberance of youth, combined with the movie star looks, she was the kind of girl that women loved to hate. She wasn’t overly tall or willowy, but more like an action star. Her muscle definition was perfect and she walked with the grace of someone much older. She wasn't just flawless in her bone structure; her skin was like silk over glass. She radiated an inherent beauty.

“Why is she here?”

Madam glanced sharply at Rick. “You have to ask? Why do any of these girls come to my door? They want something. It doesn’t matter if it’s the thrill of the sex or the privilege of working in the best, high class resort in the US or simply because they’re destitute and need the money. The bottom line is, she chose to come here.”

The Madam stared at Rick. He had been her right-hand for the past five years. His instinct, when it came to the girls, was sharp and she trusted him. This time, was no different. He seemed pensive as he continued to stare at the vision of the beautiful brunette sitting demurely in the chair.

“What’s bothering you?” Madam asked.

Rick glanced at Madam. As always, he was struck by her beauty. She was seven years older than him, but still very beautiful. She looked after herself and had a body that women half her age envied. Her long, blond hair shimmered in the soft overhead lights when she tossed her head back to look at him. No wrinkles. He was still amazed that there’d been no knife or injections anywhere near that gorgeously silky skin. Her cerulean blue eyes shone brightly when she smiled.

“Stop staring, Rick.”

“Can’t help it. You shouldn’t be this gorgeous, you know. Not at your age,” he chuckled as he turned back to Sarah Gould.

Madam laughed—a sound that always stirred the testosterone in his loins. 

Maybe she’d be interested in an afternoon romp, later.

“Yes, Rick. That’d be lovely, thank you.”

She laughed when his head snapped back to her, wondering if he’d voiced his thoughts out loud.

She gestured toward his groin. “No need to ask, Rick. Your eager cock already did.”

He didn’t need to look down to know that his pants were tented with his arousal, eagerly poking upward. He laughed with her.

“Very well, Madam. Let’s get this show on the road.” He pressed a button on the console in front of him and said into the speaker. “Alex, give her another fifteen minutes then introduce yourself. You have the briefing. We want this one to be tested well. Push her from the moment you walk in. If she survives you, she won’t bolt when the first client walks through the door.”

A carnal chuckle sounded over the sound system. “As long as you know that she won’t be able to walk properly for a few days once I’m done with her.”

“You won’t be doing your job otherwise, my friend.”

There was a pause. “Wait a minute. What does this crap mean? Innocent? I don’t do fucking virgins, Rick. You know that,” Alex snapped. The sound of pages turning followed his annoyed voice.

“She’d been examined by Dr. Paula already, Alex and no, she’s not a virgin but she does have an aura of innocence about her.”

“Hence your concern that she might bolt?” Alex asked.

“Exactly.”

“Not to worry. I’ll push the little sweetheart until she can’t breathe, let alone protest. When I’m done with her, she’ll be begging to stay.”

Madam cut in smoothly. “That’s exactly what I’m hoping for, Alex. Twelve minutes to start. And remember, I’ll be watching.” 

“Of course, Madam. I expected nothing less.” 
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Chapter Two
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How much longer? 

Sarah began to fidget. She’d been waiting for what felt like an hour.

What am I doing? Would I be able to do this? It’s not as though I have a lot of experience with sex. Oh, lord, I have to get out of here.

This must be part of the test. The wait; to give her time to mull over the choice she was about to make. 

But what else can I to do? No one in Salt Lake City would loan us the money to bail Jillian out of jail. The women of the town all stood together. They wanted her mother off the streets and their husbands safe from her seduction.

“You have to help me. I’m dying here and I’m scared.” Her mother’s voice whispered inside her head. She’d looked and sounded terrified that day. It has been two weeks since that visit. Sarah didn’t have the courage to go back, but Cara did. It was when she’d told her how broken their mother had looked that Sarah had decided to take this drastic step.

To become a high-class ‘escort lady’ at the Bellissima Resort.

Following in your mother’s footsteps, Sarah Gould? She’d be highly amused to hear about this, especially after you called her a whore. Exactly what you would be, once you’ve gone through with this.

The muscles in her legs bunched in preparation to rise and walk out when the door opened. Sarah’s hazel-green eyes turned toward the soft creaking sound that resonated in the shiver raking through her body.

The man who stepped inside the room was, in one word, frightening.

Oh god, I can’t do this.

Sarah sat glued to the chair. She was incapable of forming an order inside her brain, to instruct her body to move. Her eyes travelled higher. Lord, he was tall. I’ve never been this close to someone this big.

There was casualness in the way he moved—easy, relaxed. Like the copious amount of bone and muscle he carried was of no consequence. His face portrayed utmost confidence. Here was a man who enjoyed life and was accustomed to win whatever game he was playing.

His dark brown eyes skimmed over her silky hair which curled around a naked breast. A graceful brow drifted higher, drawing her eyes to his prominent cheekbones and well-defined chin and sculpted nose. He was bare-chested and barefoot, wearing only a pair of white sable shorts. Muscles rippled across every part of his lean, well-proportioned body. He wasn’t bulky, he was just deliciously sexy.

Her eyes drifted over his broad shoulders to find his inked upper arms. She was trying to decipher the design, when his trajectory was set on her. Sarah began to fidget again.

His eyes twinkled and she was stumped when his mouth broke into a boyish grin. Sarah had expected lewdness and was surprised at his affability. 

“Hello, Sarah.” His voice flowed over her with the smoothness of melted dark chocolate.

Her heart started beating faster. The silence stretched between them. He was waiting for a response but she found it difficult to focus on his words. His presence was overwhelming.

She could feel the warm blush infusing her cheeks with an enticing pink tint. His look of initial bafflement turned into a pleased smile.

“My name is Alex. I’m looking forward to spending some time with you. Madam said this is your first time; is that correct?”

“Yes. I mean no . . . I mean . . . ehm, it’s my first time here but I’m not a . . . I’m not a virgin,” she managed to stammer under the gaze that didn’t waver from its countenance.

Alex watched the beautiful brunette closely.

She had a kind of understated beauty, perhaps it was because of her disarming shyness. Her skin was flawless, enhanced by long, wavy, dark tresses, which appeared so smooth and silky; he could’ve sworn they were tailored from a shimmering fabric. His eyes once again appreciated her perfect, naked form, her skin glistening in sensual sweat. If he was a romantic, he would compare her to Botticelli’s, The Birth of Venus. Something radiated from within her and made her irresistible. 

That was what Madam had seen in her.

He’d been warned about her innocence, but the way she sat there, ready to tear out of the room, warned him it was more than that. He’d bet his brand-new Ducati that Sarah Gould had no idea what she was letting herself into.

She wrung her hands on her lap and the tip of her tongue ran over her bottom lip. She was nervous.

“Are you scared, Sarah?” he asked. He noticed the flare in the darkening green speckles of her eyes. Her lips parted.

“I . . . this is a little overwhelming. I don’t know if . . .” 

She swallowed back the lump in her throat. Goddammit, Sarah. Get a grip. You don’t have a fucking choice. 

“Why are you here, Sarah?”

Eyes that now glimmered like honey, peeked at him from under perfectly arced brows. They shone like a sunlit, polished stone and hid a wealth of justified mistrust. The connection between the scared young girl and the woman she was, shone barely a fraction of a second, but in that brief snapshot of time a secret had been told. A cry for help had been sent. She wanted to bolt but had no choice other than to stay.

“I . . .” Her voice broke and Alex followed the path of a single tear running down her cheek. He held out his hand.

“Come here, Sarah.”

He didn’t move. Part of his job was to make sure the women who applied to become one of Bellissima’s girls, wanted to be there; that they were ready for the path they had set upon. If Sarah couldn’t trust him, she would fail. 

And that would be a pity. She would be an asset to us, for sure.

Alex was a shareholder in The Bellissima Resort and had been involved as the induction manager since it opened. He had a knack of working with the new recruits—male or female; to set their fears at rest and gently ease them into their duties, as escorts, as well as the ones who applied for operational positions at the resort. They all trusted him. He was the one they sought if they needed guidance or a sympathetic ear. As they should—he was a qualified psychologist and had a successful private practice.

Sarah bit her lip. She stared at the big hand he held out to her. He waited patiently, the slight smile on his lips not wavering once. She looked into his eyes. All she saw in them was warmth, understanding and respect. That shook her. She’d been expecting to be ridiculed or cheapened. This was different. Instinctively, she accepted the feeling of inherent trust that filled her mind. She stood up and took the first step. When his eyes dropped to appraise her body, her steps came to a faltering halt.

She’d forgotten she was naked! Sarah might have had sex with a few of guys, well . . . two to be exact, but she’d never paraded naked in front of either of them. Self-consciousness flared with a red tinge that covered her from head to toe. 

“Ah, Sarah, you are such a delight. And very beautiful. There’s nothing to this lithe body of yours that you need to feel ashamed about. You are enticing from head to toe. Your innocence is going to be your calling card. I daresay, my dear, you will be booked solid from the first day your profile is listed for our clients.”
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