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Chapter 1


	OLIVIA

	When I saw Ethan standing at the doorstep, I couldn’t believe my eyes. But there he was, staring at me wide-eyed with a drink in his trembling hand. This time it was him who had been waiting for an escort. What a cruel twist she turned out to be – ding, ding, surprise – me.

	“Seriously?” he said, slurring. “You’re a fucking hooker?”

	His words stabbed me like a knife. I couldn’t utter a word. What an asshole. How could I be so naïve to believe he thought about me just like I did about him? How could I not see he had been an alcoholic escort who just happened to be handsome and gentle when asked?

	I took off my heels and ran away. I’m pretty sure I heard him shatter the glass against the wall, but I no longer cared to hear his explanations.

	I dialed Jamal’s number. Panting, I told him to pick me up at the end of the street. His Mercedes raced through the neighborhood mere seconds later. Tears trickled down my face. Jamal pulled to a stop right beside me and jumped from the car. He had a pistol in his hand.

	“Did he hurt you? I’m going to kill him,” he said.

	“No, no, no,” I waved my hands and shook my head. “Just get in the car and drive me home.”

	“I’m not driving you anywhere until you tell me what happened.”

	“Nothing, really. Just drive me home.”

	Jamal didn’t budge. “Fine. I’ll go and talk with him.”

	“No, stop. I’ll explain everything to you. In the car, okay?”

	“Okay.” Jamal walked around the car and helped me get in.

	Sweat trickled down my forehead. I panted from exhaustion. Running in a tight dress with high heels in your hands isn’t exactly the best way to exercise.

	Jamal sat behind the wheel and turned the car around. A couple seconds later, Ethan’s neighborhood disappeared behind us.

	“Now tell me what the fuck that was about,” Jamal said.

	“It’s a long story.”

	“We have time.”

	“I’ll make it quick.”

	“Fine. Just explain it to me or I’ll pay him a visit when you’re back at home.”

	“No, please. Don’t talk to him.”

	“Then tell me.”

	“I was about to, but you’re interrupting me.”

	Jamal sent me a death stare. Oh, shit, he was so scary when he was pissed.

	“Lex had a fucking great idea to get me a male escort during my time off. To let off steam, she said. And the guy who was there, well… he was the escort who fucked me on Lexi’s dime.”

	I decided against telling him Ethan sent his money back. It would make everything too confusing, especially since I also couldn’t make sense of it.

	“And that’s it?”

	“What the fuck does that mean, ‘that’s it?’”

	“Are you husband and wife or something? Escorts need escorts, too. He gave you some pleasure in exchange for money, today was your turn and you bailed on him.”

	“That’s not the point, Jamal.”

	“Then what is?”

	I didn’t know what to say. I had never talked with Jamal about my love life, but I was pretty sure he wasn’t a one-woman type of a guy. He probably couldn’t understand other emotions except for anger and care for his family, and maybe me.

	I sighed. I had to tell someone. Better it be Jamal than Lex. “I can’t stop thinking about him since the day I met him. And he sent the money back to Lex, which makes me think he had to feel something for me, too.”

	“And you couldn’t just stay and talk with him? You had to run away like a fucking mad woman, making me worry somebody was about to kill you?”

	Jamal had a point. I felt guilty making a scene, but I couldn’t stomach the idea of facing Ethan after what he said. What was I supposed to say? ‘Hey, business first and then I can explain everything?’ And then there were his accusing words. Drunk or not, he had no right to judge me.

	“I wasn’t exactly in the mood to talk with him after he called me a fucking hooker.”

	Jamal glanced at me. “Well, that changes the entire dynamic between you two.”

	“Yeah, it does.”

	“You have to work it out. Pay him a visit, sit down and talk.”

	“How is it supposed to work? ‘Honey, how was work?’ ‘Oh, I sucked two cocks today, one came on my face. How about you? Did you eat anyone out?”

	Jamal gave a hearty laugh. I swear this man had some crazy mood swings.

	“You’ll figure it out,” he said in a tone that left little doubt he wanted to say, “the problems women have.”

	“Jamal, please don’t tell Lex about it, okay? I’m not in the mood to hear her grumbling over how I bailed on a client.”

	“What am I supposed to say, then?”

	“Don’t say anything, I’ll tell her the guy backed away. I’ll say he already wanked or something and wasn’t up for the task again.”

	Jamal sighed. “Okay.”

	I kissed him on the cheek. “Thank you.”

	***

	It had been fifteen minutes since I reached for the phone and held it in my hand with Lexi’s name on the screen. I didn’t want to lie to her, but there was no other choice. Donald had already been dissatisfied with me, and the boss of my boss wasn’t about to take my shit again. 

	I couldn’t afford to get fired. The thought of working in a cubicle or in another dead end job made me sick. Call me weak, but I was unable to give up my lucrative career. If you can call it a career. Start making a couple hundred bucks per day, and you will never want to go back to slaving away for ten bucks an hour. Besides, my mom couldn’t afford her medications if it weren’t for me, and I could never afford helping her move to Phoenix.

	Luna hopped on the bed and curled against my leg. Her purring calmed me down. I clicked on the call button. Lex picked up the phone on the third ring.

	“How was your first client after your break? Jamal still hasn’t been here with the money.”

	“That’s why I’m calling you.”

	“What’s up? Something wrong? Are you okay?”

	“Yeah, I’m fine. I… The guy sent me away.”

	“What? What did he say?”

	“He said he was no longer in the mood. Probably got too impatient and jerked off or something.”

	“He didn’t cancel on time. You should have taken the money from him. It’s not our problem he couldn’t keep his hands away from his dick.”

	“I’m sorry, I couldn’t. Figured it would be better to play that ‘customer is the king’ shit. You know, the image of the agency is so important.”

	There was a brief silence in the phone. “Yeah, you were right. Thanks, darling. You handled it the right way.”

	I can’t even explain to you how guilty I felt when she said it, but there was more at stake than just my guilt for one day. For one thing, my mom’s health and retirement. For another, my mental health.

	“You’re welcome.”

	“By the way, you have a quick appointment in two hours. Jamal should be in touch with you in a second.”

	“Thanks.”

	I hung up. My phone buzzed again. It was a message from Jamal.

	“Client at noon. Thirty minutes. My guess: quick blowjob before a business meeting. I’ll be at your place in 90 minutes.”

	I texted him back. “Roger that.”

	I didn’t have time to eat breakfast, and I didn’t have time to think about Ethan. I took a quick shower, fixed my hair, applied make-up, got dressed and fed Luna. Jamal knocked on the door when I was putting on shoes.

	“I’m coming,” I yelled.

	“For real?” Jamal shouted back.

	“Fuck you.”

	He laughed. When I opened the door, he sported a wide smile. It was so unlike him.

	“Why are you so happy?”

	“My brother got promoted. He’s moving back here with his whole family.”

	I pulled him in a hug. “Great for you.”

	“Yeah, I missed this guy and his family so much. We may start some business together now.”

	A shiver crept down my spine. Jamal made my work much more bearable. If he got out, another guy would be reassigned to drive me. If I was going to work with one of the poker-faced brutes, my life would get much worse.

	We jumped in the car and Jamal pulled onto the street.

	“The thing with Lex sorted out?” he asked.

	I nodded. “Yeah.”

	“Everything okay?”

	“Yup. Just kind of out of sync after the break.”

	I had no idea why after two years my work started bothering me. Oh, I knew why. It was fucking Ethan. My blood boiled as I remembered how easy my life had been before him. Living an emotionless life was safe. But this shit? I had to stop thinking about him before I lost my job.

	I needed something to get my mind off the incoming appointment. “Tell me more about your family, Jamal.”

	He talked about his family for the next fifteen minutes with so much enthusiasm that I wasn’t sure if I was speaking with the real Jamal. He loved his brother and his family more than anything. Maybe it had something to do with the fact he had no other family in his life.

	Jamal stopped his car on the street beside the hotel. “Room one hundred forty one. I’ll be back in thirty minutes.”

	“Okay,” I said and left the car.

	Five minutes later, I knocked on the door of the hotel room with a “Do Not Disturb” sign on the knob. A forty-something brunet with streaks of gray hair opened the door. He sent me a disgusting smile. Or maybe that’s how I interpreted it, not feeling up to the task of giving him a blowjob.

	“Layla from the agency?” he asked. I nodded. “Come on in.”

	He wore a white hotel bathrobe, and based on my experience, nothing under it. Clients were predictable once you met all the types. He ogled my tits and glanced at my ass. His cock stirred under the robe.

	He jerked his head toward the desk. A yellow manila envelope lay on top of it. I took off my handbag and slid the envelope inside. I left the bag on the desk and turned around. His bathrobe was untied and his cock stood upright under his grip.

	Sometimes horny clients were so pathetic I wanted to laugh. I put on a fake, I-want-to-fuck-you-so-badly smile.

	“You have such a nice ass when you bend down,” he said.

	“Thank you. I like how hard you are for me.” Not.

	Swaying my hips, I sauntered over to him and brushed my forefinger against his cleanly-shaven cheek. A light scent of aftershave lingered in the air. The client wasn’t particularly handsome, but he wasn’t ugly, either. Just an average looking businessman type with graying hair as a reward for his stressful life.

	I took his hand in mine and brought it over my lips. I slightly parted them and slipped his finger inside.

	“Do you want me to suck your cock?” I asked. I took his entire finger in my mouth and sucked it. He gasped. His cock twitched against my stomach.

	“Just for a second. Then I want to fuck you doggy style.”

	It took all I had to resist letting a scowl appear on my face. Blowjob was bad enough. Penetration was even worse. I wasn’t sure if lube alone would solve my problem.

	I palmed his cock. “Of course, honey. I love sucking cocks, and I love doggy style.”

	“Is there anything you don’t like?” he asked in a low voice as my hand slowly moved up and down his shaft.

	“I don’t like waiting.” And anal. And fuckers coming on my face with no warning. And forced deep throating. And so much more I wasn’t supposed to say as a polite expensive call girl.
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