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Chapter 1

Jodi Appling's body ached all over. It was full of bruises and cuts. And she felt like she couldn't walk another step from the total body fatigue. 

Of course she loved it and couldn't live without it. This was her life six days a week, ten months out of the year. 

As a gymnast at Loyola Marymount in Los Angeles, the pretty and popular young woman was grateful for what ever she had in life. 

She worked for things. It was part of her DNA. She was hard hat and lunch pail all the way. Her dad was in construction and her mom was an elementary school cafeteria cook. 

Even in Bakersfield, it was tight making what they made.

She took a chance on Loyola knowing it didn't have the financial backing in their gymnastics program. Her favorite aunt who died tragically  when Jodi was a little girl went there. And they had a great foreign language program. She wanted to be an international or entertainment lawyer. 

But Loyola and living in LA were pricey.

Then a few months into the season the thing she always knew could happen, did. Budget cuts left her with no scholarship and scrambling to find a way to pay for school. 

To her credit, Jodi was always trying to prepare.

“Mmm. Show me again,” Mason Trumbull, a wealthy real estate investor from Malibu said slumped down in the soft fabric chair in the living room of his hotel suite high above Downtown LA. “Show me you are a naughty girl.”

Jodi stood before him swaying her hips back and forth with that tight round ass that drove “Luxury Nights” West Coast clients crazy for a night with her. 

She was petite, but for a gymnast maybe a little too tall. But she had the attractive shape of a girl who was extra fit and extra dedicated to staying that way. 

Every client she'd worked for wanted to see her dress up like she was that night with Mason. It was the naughty school girl or babysitter or some variation of the two.

And she delivered her best every time. 

She teased with the back of her dress lifting .

“Oh Mr. Trumbull, I've never seen a man's penis before,” she said giggling.

It made the wealthy married millionaire feel like he wanted to drain his balls inside the young nubile creature teasing him.

She bounced up and down on her toes, slowly at first, then faster to some background music. She began to  dance a choreographed dance. The last bounce she forced her face forward, tilting her ass to the sky. She measured his approval by a quick glance between her bare legs. 

He undid his pants. Emerging from a  wild mound of hair between his legs mounted the longest and thickest cock she'd seen in a while.

He was  a hot looking guy with dark eyes and an intensity in his Hollywood jaw. 

That made the whole thing easier to take. It insured when the night ended, she at least walked away with a good chunk of money and even some actual pleasure.

When he approached behind her, lifting her plaid skirt it was  revealed she'd done as he hinted in their first email. She'd left the panties off.

She braced herself for him to push inside her, wishing she would see his gorgeous perfect dark complected face. And also  wishing she could have found an easier way to make the rest of the money she'd need to stay in school and keep a roof over her head.

And the next morning it was back to practice.

It was her only night off. If she pleased Trumbull to his satisfaction, she would make more than most people did in a month.

It was a hard life and it showed no signs of getting easier.

Chapter  2

For Jodi it was business as usual on the gymnastics' team. She figured she had a couple days until the school started asking for more money. Then she figured she had a few more before they knew she wasn't going to pay. 

But things don't always go according to plan. And sometimes life keeps piling on. For Jodi this was one of those times.

Her coach was new. He was former US Olympic alternate. And a gorgeous hunk. He had blonde wavy hair and a tight body with beautiful biceps that pushed out mightily whenever he'd have his hands on her while she practice tumbling or balance beam.

She was sure he was into her. The way he stared at her when he was teaching and his little fun, flirty wise cracks about her “male admirers”.  It was a nice escape from her problems. 

After practice, he approached her on the side after practice while she removed her wrap. She tensed up waiting for her to make the next move.

“Jodi, I um,” he stumbled nervously.

She thought it was cute how hard it was for him

“Yeah, hey Brock what's up?” she smiled confidently. 

“You know you are a beautiful girl,” he said, placing his hand gently on her shoulder.

“Wow, that was forward,” she thought.

But it sent her heart and body into a fiery tingling sensation. Like an injection of volcanic flames by IV. 

“Well thanks,” she said. “I am flattered.”

“Have you thought about going into modeling?”

“What?”

“We can't keep you around,” he said. “Coach Patti wanted me to tell you. You're behind on your fees to the school and they watch that like a hawk. Effective in two days, you're off the team. I am sorry. But there are a lot of things you could do to make quick money. I mentioned the modeling. My fiance has an agency...”

Jodi couldn't remember the last time she cried. And it had been even longer since she cried in front of anyone. She prided herself on being tough.

But her lip shook uncontrollably and the tears flowed slowly down her face. Rather than letting it get worse, she bolted for the locker room.

She gathered herself in a corner, quickly changing clothes without bothering to shower. 

Something inside her made her want her to disappear into the vast expanse of the endless streets of Los Angeles. She walked for hours aimlessly. She allowed herself to think only when something magically popped into her head.

She was so distraught, that it clouded her reality. Maybe her genie would grant her three wishes? That was her plan. That or let her body make her even more money with a high-dollar hook-up at “Luxury Nights”.

The thought of escorting always made her nervous. She had a moral problem with it on a level she couldn't shake. She was in her core a small town girl that was more conservative Midwest than wild and racy West coast.

But the call of a huge pay day was stronger than ever. She knew she'd have to break her number one rule and just go for it.

By one in the morning, she returned to campus determined to not let her future goals die over a little vanity.

She had new resolve to do whatever it took.

Chapter 3

Jodi called Matt Anderson the next morning and decided it was time to take the plunge. 

“Get me a big client,” she demanded.

It was music to Matt's ears. Jodi was so girl-next-door cute that he had to constantly shoot down the mega rich and famous clients who wanted her on a long-term basis.

Long-term was a term in the industry. It meant a continuous relationship where the money was big and the expectations much more rigorous. It meant more nights out and nights over. It meant the girl had to sign an affidavit she wasn't involved with anyone outside the “Luxury Nights” relationship. 

Those were terms the very single Jodi Appling could easily abide by. She preferred hot, younger guys. The long-term clients were normally old and past their physical prime.  

But she had resolve. She convinced herself to just think about the money and maybe even learn to like being pampered. All in the name of becoming what she was determined to be in life. 

Maybe she'd even make a new friend?

Jodi was a tough girl from tough circumstances. She wasn't any pampered princess from a rich family who got into gymnastics with her parent's idle money. Her mom and dad saved and sacrificed so she could do something she loved. They never cared about her earning a scholarship. They just wanted her to develop herself and have fun.

But she couldn't see anything beyond making it up to them. She was obsessed with the thought she owed them for all they did for her.

Going long-term with a client was just something she had to do.

No more made up names or personas. She was entering the game for the first time as Jodi Appling. The client would know everything about her. 

Jodi's secret life-style as an escort was no longer going to be a secret.

Chapter 4

Anthony Lawson.

Hot.

Charismatic.

Hollywood party boy. 

All around bad boy.

A man known to blow through drugs, women, and money as quickly as he could get his hands on them. And with his money he had access to an endless supply of all of them.

He made millions every month from his super popular TV sit com. The premise of the show was basically autobiographical. A guy who gave up being a serious and critically acclaimed artist in favor of creating painting covers for erotica romance books. He jumped from woman to woman when his mouth wasn't  attached to a beer bottle or a glass of whiskey the rocks.

But there was a major difference between the show and real life. On the show, the money kept rolling in on auto pilot and he always had more than enough. In real life he was on the brink of being broke at the end of every month. 

His addictions were destroying his financial life and his physical well being. It wasn't funny and it friends and family had long ago given up on spending time around him 

Anthony Lawson was left to pay for the company of so-called friends and so-called lovers. But those paid associates didn't care about him. In his rare sober moments, he knew his life was empty and that it was spiraling out of control.

He laughed at the idea that Luxury Nights being anything different than a typical overpriced Hollywood escort
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