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      The spacious manor became a makeshift private club once the sun went down. The beat of dance music reverberated through the walls, and all around girls danced, or struck up a pose in their carefully put-together outfits. High heels and stockings were in great supply there, and I was no different.

      It wasn’t the side of high society I had planned on seeing when I moved out west, but it had its upsides. The money was good, for one, but more than that, the other women were great. Which was something I just never expected.

      I mean, there were rich guys in their suits around, waiting to spend money on us, but we young women? We were all competitors, by rights. We were against one another for whose attention we might win. We weren’t escorts, but we weren’t paid just to stand around either. And keeping the men entertained through the evening was what we got the real cash for.

      The other women were often sweet and kind, and at worst they were maybe a bit cool, though always understanding. We knew the stresses, we were in it together. The outside world could never understand our job, so this was one of the only safe places we had where everyone got it.

      And hell, the men were cattier and more competitive than any of us were.

      There’d be some gorgeous woman, looking both elegant and sexy, sitting herself down on a gentleman’s lap. Those shapely legs of hers, wrapped in fishnet stockings, showing off her calves. She’d wrap her slender arms around the man’s neck, so that he could get a good look at the mountains of smooth, bulging cleavage she had, and it wouldn’t be another girl trying to tear her down. It’d be one of the other ‘high caliber’ men who’d get insecure, try to insult the guy out of envy, or try to put her down out of jealousy at not having her.

      Such was life entertaining at those get-togethers: high stakes, but satisfying in more ways than one.

      It wasn’t all innocent either though. What is in Vegas? Sin City got its nickname for a reason.

      There were more than a few times I came into one of the cozy nooks, and found a beautiful young woman reaching into some older man’s pants, grasping hold of his manhood and pumping it as secretly as she could manage. A couple times I even found some of my fellow entertainers down on her knees, cock in mouth, their beautifully done hair bobbing as they sucked a man off.

      Then there was the one time I walked through the wrong door, found a sweet girl I knew and liked pinned to the wall, taking it up the ass, without so much as a condom. But her fault wasn’t competitiveness, it was an overabundance of trust coupled with a lack of the ability to say ‘no’. Turned out the guy hadn’t even paid her much for the painful romp; a measly fifty.

      I did my best to help her out after that, but it was clear she was too naive and too sweet for that kind of work. She didn’t stay much longer after that. She knew what kind of trouble she’d get in without boundaries and confidence.

      The guy who ran the whole thing had always been nice to me, and never insinuated I do anything against the law, but maybe I was just a little blind to it. He hired me to look pretty, he once confessed, and maybe that was it. I got paid a little more than the other girls just to mix and socialize, to draw the guys in. He’d take me to dinners to meet some of these men, new customers.

      Maybe I was bait, and for that I was spared the realities some of the other girls faced.

      But once that fateful night came, my view of how the manor operated came to an end.
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      We had a whole heck of a lot of out-of-town guests that weekend, guys from Asia, Arabia, you name it. The manor was packed, and the humidity was high, even in the desert, if you catch my drift.

      Tom was the older guy who ran the get-together. He had branched out and brought a whole bunch more clientele in, on the urging of his young partner, Mitch. It meant the evening felt a little less exclusive than normal, but for us gals, it meant the guys got a bit more competitive for our time, and the tips flowed a little freer.

      Mitch came and found me, took hold of my bare arm.

      “You’re lookin’ real fine tonight,” he said, eying me up in a way that made my skin crawl. Like a good entertainer, I kept my pouty lips in the shape of a smile.

      “Thanks Mitch,” I said sweetly, ready to head off back into the crowd.

      He didn’t let go.

      “Got a few special guests coming in back,” he said, still staring at my tits. And normally I didn’t mind that; it’s the reason why I only wore a gauzy, see-through blouse over my bikini suit after all. But Mitch never struck me as anything but… off.

      “Oh yeah?” I said, smacking my ruby lips and peering back down the hallway towards the back of the building.

      “That’s right, doll,” he said, still holding my arm as he nudged in closer. He was shorter than me, even without my heels, and wore a sleazy looking little suit I absolutely hated. “I was thinkin’ you might go see to them… they need some special entertainment. They’re here for something… off the books, but I need ‘em happy. And you...” he looked me over again and gestured out a mimicry of my silhouette with his hand, “are the babe to give it to them.”

      “I’ll see what I can do,” I said as pleasantly as I could muster. Even as naive as I was then, I didn’t like how Mitch had said ‘special entertainment’. It sat ill with me but I didn’t know well enough to heed that warning and take off.

      I moved to walk away again as he intended, but he held me one moment longer.

      “Give it your all, y’hear?” he said, making me nod to him before he finally let me go.

      I felt dirty after that. I was compelled to rub at my arm where he touched, as if I could wipe away the film of his sleaze.

      I knew just the place Mitch meant. It was a sort of den in the back area, a place where we’d sometimes go to before work began to talk in private. The walls were soundproof, and it had a nice windowed wall overlooking the rear of the property and the valley beyond.

      When I got there this time, it was set up for something specific. The sofas still sat before the window, but upon the long table was an assortment of drugs like I’d never imagined seeing outside of a Hollywood movie before. Piles of cocaine, syringes and all sorts of concoctions I didn’t understand. Liquor by the bottle that must’ve cost an arm and a leg each.

      I immediately felt uncomfortable, but by that point it was already too late to turn back. The ‘special guests’ arrived. Oiled up guys — running the gamut from college aged to silver haired — came in. They looked like they had just come from a tanning salon, and it was clear that they were all wealthy.

      But they had the vibe of men born into wealth.

      They took everything they saw for granted. The drugs, the booze, me.

      They weren’t stunned by the display of decadence, and sure as hell weren’t appreciative. They helped themselves to it all. And by it all, I meant all.

      I was first up, as one of the guys came to me, grabbed my ass in a merciless grip and declared:

      “Now you’re talking, Mickey. This bitch is a real prize.” He was talking to Mitch and getting his name wrong.

      “I need to freshen up a bit,” I said, but my voice was too soft and airy to carry over the booming voices of arrogant men, intent on claiming all they saw as theirs by right. That iron grip on my ass didn’t stop, and I was pushed and pulled towards the sofa.

      “She’s a gorgeous one, but a bit uptight, Mickey,” said the guy who forced me down onto his lap.

      “Here,” Mitch said, pulling a tray up lined with cocaine and putting it in front of us. “This’ll loosen you both up.”
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      Fear gripped my heart, the next few minutes in that room were a terrifying blur.

      I resisted, but the guys were strong, insistent and entitled. I hadn’t accomplished much except for delaying them.

      But then, delaying them was apparently good enough.

      The door swung open and there stood a towering police officer with broad shoulders and blonde hair. Maybe it was the light shining in behind him, or how at ease he seemed, but he looked every bit like my knight in shining armor.

      He scanned the room and studied the men with a cold, hard stare as he held a hand upon the hilt of his gun at his hip.

      “You’re all under arrest,” he announced to the utter shock of the guys in the room. They were so wealthy they couldn’t imagine being arrested, even though they were found standing next to piles of drugs and a struggling woman.

      My heart sank, fear clouding my judgment. I couldn’t be under arrest!

      Out came the officer’s gun, pointed down but threatening enough to make them put up their hands.

      Another officer came in and the first one directed him: “Start cuffing these assholes.”

      The first cop rounded the sofa and came towards me and the two guys who held my arms. That was it. I was going to go to prison!

      “Get the fuck off of her,” came the officer’s booming voice as he shoved the standing young guy away from me, then glared at the other until he let go.

      He reached out a hand to me, the officer’s bulging forearm exposed, where his shirt cut off at the elbow.

      “Here ma’am,” he said, his deep, gravelly voice suddenly kind. He helped me up to my feet, or more precisely, my wobbling heels on that carpet.

      I’ll confess, I sobbed then. I pushed my head into the officer’s chest and let the tears flow. Nothing too awful to mention had happened in there, but I had never been in a position like that before; where all control was robbed from me. I didn’t know if I was gonna get out okay. It was terrifying, in a deep down, hurtful way that I wasn’t accustomed to.

      I wept, and he put his arm around me as he kept an eye on the other men.

      Another man came in then, a detective, and gave a shrill whistle.

      “Damn, the tip paid off. We hit the jackpot here fellas,” said the detective, studying the mounds of coke.

      “You got that right, Detective,” said the second officer.

      The blonde man continued to hold me.

      “Alright, get them all out of here,” the detective said, waving his hand in a grand gesture. “There’s two vans, one for the men, one for the whores.”

      A chill went down my spine.

      The officer holding me hesitated, but the detective shouted, “Move!”

      I was in shock then, but I remember staring at his badge, seeing his name: Riley. Officer Riley.

      He was careful as he guided me through the building, shielded me from the bright lights and prying stares of the officers and police crews come to surveil the scene of the crime.

      Stopping for a moment in the living room, he plucked up a jacket that belonged to one of the apprehended men, and draped it over me before guiding me outside. Though once we started to walk down the path towards the cars, and the waiting van, I broke down worse again.

      Seeing the other girls, my friends and coworkers, cuffed and sitting pathetically, arrested so cruelly for something they didn’t even do, I just lost it. I bawled, and clung to Officer Riley’s blue shirt and vest.

      “No please, don’t! I didn’t do anything, I’m not a prostitute,” I protested, and many more things beside. But I was sure none of what I said was even intelligible to him. Sobs wracked my body and I was a blubbering mess by then, after the stress of being held against my will and nearly forced to do coke.

      I couldn’t even hear his words at first, but I felt the way he reassuringly stroked my back over the jacket.

      “It’s alright,” he said, his words finally coming through the mess of my pleas as he guided me away from the van, further down the sidewalk.

      My heart lifted then, but as we approached his cruiser one of his fellow officers stood before us.

      “Where ya taking her, Declan?” he asked Riley, hands upon his hips.

      “Van’s full, I’ll haul her in myself. Looks like she needs medical care anyhow, after what those savages were doing in there,” he said, and that proved enough to get him out of our way.

      Declan Riley opened the back door to his cruiser and helped me on in. It wasn’t in that way an officer tended to watch out for someone’s head to the extent the law required, no. He was gentle about it.

      “Now tell me one thing before we go,” he said, leaning one hand upon the roof of the vehicle as he spoke to me as softly as his masculine voice would allow. “Did you leave any personal items behind? Any ID? Wallet?” he asked.

      I was still wiping tears from my eyes, and just noticing the bruise marks on my wrists as I struggled to answer.

      “Y-yes,” I said. “My change of clothes and ph-phone.”

      “Now this is important, where in the house is it?” he asked, his voice patient and kind.

      “There’s a room on the first floor,” I explained. “It’s a bathroom. A big one. All of us use it. My stuff is the one closest to the door, in a cubby by the floor.”

      “Alright,” he said, “I’m gonna go see if I can’t get your stuff. You wait here, okay? Just trust me.”

      And I did, already. The fact that he didn’t lock me in as he left, but pushed the door in just enough to make it seem shut, said everything.

      Or maybe I was being the fool for the second time that night.

      Trusting a man too easy.

      Not able to say no.
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      When Officer Riley returned, he went straight for the front seat of the vehicle instead of coming back to me. But more significantly, I didn’t see him carrying anything.

      “You couldn’t find it?” I asked, my tears stopped, but my throat still raw from the crying, still hoarse with worry.

      “Was there anything with your clothes other than your phone?” he asked me as he began to back the car out of its parked position, then guiding us back down to the front gates and out onto the road.

      “N-no,” I said, rubbing my forehead. “I don’t take cash, cards or ID with me on the job, because they might get stolen,” I explained.
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