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[image: ]


Callie Bennett expected the initial questions on the application: name, address, age, even nationality and height, weren’t too invasive. She knew the next questions would cover weight, bra size, and hair color, which seemed standard for a modeling job. However, since this wasn’t just a modeling gig, the rest of the application asked more personal questions. There was a list of specific activities she would allow, and she knew what she was agreeing to. But going through the application process made it feel more real. Would she participate in oral sex, threesomes, bisexual activities, and bondage? Callie shifted uncomfortably in her seat as she responded to the endless choices, sometimes yes and sometimes no. She didn’t even know what some of the words meant, but if she had to Google them, it was a firm no. 

She observed the other candidates in the room. Most were women, with a few men among them. She wondered what had drawn each of them there. She had her own reasons. After four years at university, earning a bachelor's degree in political science, she was over eighty thousand dollars in debt and could only find a minimum-wage job as a barista.  

Annie, her best friend since first year at university, introduced Callie to the idea of the Night Service. The Night Service claimed to be a modeling agency, but it also catered exclusively to an elite society seeking complete discretion. Annie reassured Callie she wouldn’t be asked to do anything she was uncomfortable with, and that it didn’t always involve sex. These clients wanted companionship without any commitments. The pay could easily surpass a hundred thousand dollars a year, depending on how many nights she worked each month. Callie promised herself she would only do it long enough to pay off her debts, if she even made it through the application process. After her fair share of bad dates and relationships, she didn’t see how this would be any different, except she would be compensated for her time and trouble. 

Callie looked up as a woman in a dark suit entered the room and called out a name. One of the girls to her right stood and followed the woman out of the waiting area. Callie focused on the rest of her application. She was now on the bondage questions. Letting out a sigh, louder than she intended, she noticed the man sitting opposite her glance her way. He gave her a quick smile before returning his attention to his tablet. He appeared to be around her age, early twenties, maybe a year or two older. He was attractive, well-built, and took good care of himself. Callie doubted he would be rejected. She discreetly looked around the room to gauge her competition. The women varied in age, which she thought was probably necessary. There were a few girls who appeared to be close to her age. They were dressed in short, tight dresses, wore layers of makeup, and likely spent at least an hour on their hair. They looked stunning, but Annie had coached Callie. The Night Service wanted discretion and professionalism, not prostitutes. Callie had pulled her sandy-coloured hair into a loose ponytail. She applied elegant makeup to highlight her features and wore a suit dress. However, the skirt was a bit too short for proper office attire, and her blouse was cut low, revealing her cleavage. She looked younger than her age, and she knew that could be a disadvantage, but she hoped her perky breasts and tight butt would make up for it.

One by one, the room emptied as people were called into the interview room. Eventually, only Callie and the good-looking guy remained. She sensed him staring at her and tried to avoid his gaze, but it became too awkward. 

“I’m Damian,” he said, and she looked up at him. 

“Callie,” she replied with a polite smile, then pretended to re-read her application. 

“I suppose we’re all here for the same reason,” he said.

“Money?” Callie replied flatly. Of course, it was about money. Why would anyone do this if it didn’t pay well? 

“Yeah, the money,” Damian confirmed, leaning back in his chair. 

Callie could see he was just as conflicted as she was. She guessed his situation was probably similar to hers. He was drowning in debt. She was about to ask when the woman in the black suit returned and called Callie’s name. 

“Good luck,” Damian said as she stood. 

She offered him another smile and followed her usher down the hall and past the closed door, where Callie found herself in a room with minimal furniture. A man and a woman occupied the only two chairs. Callie stood before the couple and waited. 

“Callie?” the woman asked, and Callie nodded.

“We’ll have to change that,” the man said. “It’s too adolescent. Let's call her Callista.”

“Callista,” the woman repeated, standing and approaching Callie. “It means most beautiful. I'm not sure if you are the most beautiful, but you definitely come close.” 

Callie blushed at the compliment. The woman slowly walked around her, and Callie could feel her staring closely at her. 

“I’m Madame Ashford,” the woman said, continuing to examine Callie. “Most of the girls just call me Madame. This is my business partner, Mr. Wilson. You’re a friend of Annabell’s?” They had changed Annie’s name as well.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Callie confirmed.

“You understand the business?” Mr. Wilson pressed.

“Yes, sir,” Callie replied. Annie shared some of her experiences. “She says you care about your employees, and she has never been in a situation where she didn’t feel safe or pressured to do anything she didn’t want to do.”

“Annabell is well-liked,” Madame Ashford confirmed. “She has a loyal customer base of very prestigious clients.”

Madame Ashford sat back in her seat and kept asking questions. They reviewed every answer she gave on the application. Callie felt nervous and scared, and she could tell they were quickly forming an opinion of her that didn’t look good. They seemed to think she was too innocent.

“Strip,” Madame suddenly requested.

Callie knew this was the final test, Annie had warned her. If she refused or even hesitated, there would be no chance of getting the job. She slipped off her jacket and slowly began unbuttoning her blouse. She let both pieces fall to the floor. Then she removed her skirt and paused. When they didn’t say anything, she realized they expected her to remove everything, including her bra and panties. To prove she wasn’t shy, she smiled seductively, then reached behind her back to unclip her bra and let it fall to the floor. Finally, she carefully pulled her panties off, adding them to the pile. She stood silently, waiting for their response. 

“Perhaps, Callista isn’t misused here,” Madame said as she gawked at her.

“She does have a perfect body,” Mr. Wilson said, showing little interest. 

Callie felt a bit relieved when Mr. Wilson seemed less interested, leading her to wonder if he might be gay. She was curious about how much longer they would keep her standing there naked, but she believed she had passed their test. After a few more moments, Madame nodded in approval and told Callie she could get dressed again.

“You’ll receive a contract by email before the end of the day,” Madame explained. “Read it carefully. If there’s anything in it that makes you uncomfortable, I strongly advise you not to sign it.”

Callie thanked them and left the room. As she walked down the hall to the exit, she saw Damian being escorted in. He offered her a final smile before disappearing behind the closed door. She wondered if they would ask him to undress as well, and if they did, whether Mr. Wilson would be the one examining him. If so, would Damian be comfortable with that?

Callie returned to her tiny basement apartment below an old mansion uptown. Annie had promised the money would arrive quickly and generously, but Callie wasn’t sure a new place was her priority. She didn’t mind her current living situation, though small. She had made it her home with the few belongings she had gathered. At least it was hers, and she didn’t need to rely on anyone else, whether a roommate or her parents. Her phone was ringing even before she opened her door.

“So?” Annie’s voice was demanding on the other end of the call.

“So what?” Callie smiled, knowing exactly what Annie wanted to hear.

“Come on!”

“OK,” Callie sighed. “Yes, they will send me the contract to review.”

“That’s great!” Annie exclaimed.

“Annie,” Callie said reluctantly as she sat on her second-hand sofa. “This is still prostitution. It doesn’t matter how classy they want to make it or how they try to pretend they’re a modeling service. It’s still being paid for sex.”

“And why is that bad?” Annie challenged.

“Well, I’m pretty sure it’s illegal,” Callie retorted. 

She wanted Annie to convince her. She needed Annie to persuade her. She wanted the money and didn’t mind the sex, as long as it was on the terms they were promising. But its moral (and legal) aspects were hard to overcome.

“In theory, no, it’s not legal,” Annie confirmed. “On paper, yes, since they present as a modeling agency. However, since you decided stripping was the alternative, I think this option is considerably safer and better. Like I said, I just picture them all as unpleasant dates for which I'm compensated, and some of them aren’t even that terrible. And you can quit any time you wish."

Callie thought again, for the thousandth time that day, about what she should do and what her options were. Annie was right, the only way for a woman her age to make money quickly was to use her body; stripping, a fans’ page, or escorting. Annie had fully embraced that idea, to the point that she had quit her day jobs and was now living in a high-end apartment with all the luxuries. Callie just wanted a little boost, a way to finally get ahead. She wanted to pay off her debts so she could have the freedom to find a job she truly wanted. 

“OK,” Callie finally conceded. “But I’m reading the contract closely.”

“Of course,” Annie agreed. 

Callie prepared a simple dinner with a beer and settled onto her sofa to read the contract. It reiterated what she already knew. She needed to be certain about her choices and permissions, as her engagement matches would depend on them. So would the pay. The riskier the activity, the higher the pay. Her consent was given when she signed the document, but she could add or withdraw elements at any time. However, if she withdrew completely, she couldn’t return. There was a nondisclosure agreement covering any engagement she had, as well as a stipulation that she would never meet a client outside the firm. Annie had cautioned her not to fall for any of the clients, and if she thought she was, she needed to remember why they had engaged the paid service: the fantasy, not the commitment. 

She reviewed her permissions again, questioning a few that made her uneasy, and ultimately decided to proceed cautiously. There would always be opportunities to add more later. She signed at the bottom of the page and hesitated, her finger lingering over the submit button. Taking a deep breath, she tapped the screen. The contract was confirmed. Now she had to wait for her first assignment. 

––––––––
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The opening shift at the coffee shop began at five AM, which meant Callie had to wake up by four and leave for the bus by four-thirty. Buses were scarce at that time of day, and if she missed one, she’d face an hour-long walk and arrive late. She couldn’t sleep that night because her mind was consumed with anticipation of her first assignment. 

As she stepped into the small shop, the aroma of fresh coffee filled her senses. It woke her up, but she still wished she had called in sick and slept through the morning. However, she hadn’t even been assigned a client yet, and there was no guarantee that any client would choose her. So, she found herself stuck serving coffee to the city’s prestigious businesspeople. The financial district started early, with customers arriving for their coffee shortly after five, though the main rush was between seven and nine. The same customers usually came every day, and Callie memorized their routines and orders. It always surprised customers when she had their order ready before they even had to say it, earning her extra tips. 

The earliest customers usually preferred the strongest drinks. A middle-aged woman, who always wore pantsuits, came in asking for her usual, shortly followed by the nearly-retired bald man. Callie had nicknames for all her regulars, and those who tipped well received less insulting ones. Illegal Parker barged ahead of Timid Secretary, which Callie noticed, so she served Timid Secretary’s order first, delaying Illegal Parker just long enough for him to worry about a ticket. She carefully handed him his coffee, and he snarled at her, leaving without tipping, but Callie smiled quietly to herself.

“You did that on purpose," a voice accused her as she prepared the next order. She glanced up to see a man she didn’t recognize and hadn’t yet named. 

“I have no idea what you mean,” she said with a sarcastic smirk. 

The man took his order and dropped a ten-dollar bill into the tip jar, winking at her as he walked out. Callie decided that if he returned, he would be called Older Hot Guy.

As the morning rush eased, the staff began cleaning, restocking, and preparing for the lunch crowd. It also meant Callie’s shift was nearly over. She felt her phone vibrate in her pocket. At first, she ignored it, but then she realized it might be Madame, who had said she would text the appointment details. Callie carefully took out her phone to check the message. It was from Madame with an offer, but before she could look at it closely, her manager appeared over her shoulder.

“No texting during work!” he reprimanded. 

She quickly slipped her phone into her apron pocket and resumed wiping the counter. She hadn’t read the message thoroughly; she only knew the appointment was that evening. She hadn’t checked the client’s details or her responsibilities. But she knew the offer was urgent, if she didn’t reply soon, Madame would ask someone else. Callie discreetly hid her phone under the counter and quickly typed, “I accept.” She decided to worry about the implications later.   

Just before Callie finished her shift, a customer entered. The lunch rush had ended, and the shop was nearly empty. She heard the door chime and, when she looked up, saw it was Older Hot Guy returning. 

“You’re back,” she noted as he approached the counter. 

“It’s been a long morning,” he replied and then requested his order of a double espresso.

“This will keep you up all night,” Callie warned, handing him the cup.

“That’s the idea,” he grinned, then dropped another ten-dollar bill into the tip jar and left. 

His behavior puzzled her. He wasn’t arrogant like the others who usually left large tips. They did it to show off by making a big scene in front of other customers. Older Hot Guy didn’t seem interested in showing off. He also wasn’t flirtatious, even though she hadn’t noticed a wedding ring. She shrugged. If he became a regular, she definitely wouldn’t mind the extra twenty dollars in tips each day.

As soon as she finished her shift, she began reading Madame’s message. The instructions were straightforward: she was to meet the client at the restaurant at 8 PM. She was to ask for the reservation under Mr. Edward Kline. The evening would include dinner and any other requests Mr. Kline might have. The profile indicated he was forty-eight and a senior executive at an investment firm. Callie searched online for Mr. Kline and found that he was the CEO of one of the most successful investment firms in the country. In his photos, he looked well-dressed and groomed, yet plain. Not unattractive, but not striking either. 

When she arrived at her apartment, a package sat by her door. She wasn’t expecting anything, and upon examining the label, she saw that the Night Service had sent it. She tore open the box to find a beautiful black cocktail dress and a note. The note congratulated her on her first assignment and instructed her to wear the dress for the evening. She suddenly felt terrified and dialed Annie’s number.

“I have my first customer,” Callie nearly screamed in panic when Annie answered the call.  

“Congratulations!” Annie responded enthusiastically. “He will be lucky to have you.” But Callie wasn’t after compliments.

“Annie, I'm terrified. I don’t think I can do this."  

“Who’s the appointment with?” Annie questioned.

“Some old guy called Edward Kline,” Callie said.  

“Eddy!” Annie exclaimed. “Callie, Eddy is fantastic. You have nothing to worry about. He’s a true gentleman.”

“I just keep wondering what kind of guy would order a date?” Callie argued, having convinced herself on the way home that only creeps would use the Night Service.  

“I’ll let Eddy share his story with you,” Annie replied. “There are many reasons for this, not all of which are sexual. So, what are you wearing?”  

“Madame sent me a dress,” Callie replied, assuming it was a standard arrangement for the initial appointment.

“Really?” Annie questioned. “You must have left an impression.”

“Apparently,” Callie replied. “That I’m too poor to buy my own clothing.” However, as Callie joked, she noticed a hint of jealousy in Annie's voice. 

“Just make sure you get a nap,” Annie advised. “It’s going to be a late night for you.”

Callie anxiously twisted the white cloth napkin under the table as she waited. She sat alone in a booth, and Mr. Kline was running late. Just as she was about to message Madame to ask how long to wait, the waiter approached her.

“Miss Callista,” he said. “Mr. Kline apologizes for keeping you waiting. He asked me to ensure you don’t leave and wants you to enjoy this while you wait.”

The waiter placed a cocktail in front of her, smiled, and quickly left. Callie wouldn't have chosen this fancy restaurant on her own. Its formal atmosphere made her uneasy, and she hoped her nerves weren't showing. She had barely sipped her drink when she saw Edward Kline approaching, led by the hostess. He was dressed in a dark suit and taller than she had expected, but his photo had been accurate, and his appearance unremarkable. 

“Callista,” he said as he slid into the booth beside her. “I apologize for making you wait." He gently took her hand and kissed it. 

“Mr. Kline,” Callie started, but he quickly raised his hand to stop her. 

“My dear,” he said softly, leaning in close to her so they wouldn’t be overheard. “I’d prefer we appear to be known to each other. You’ll have to call me Eddy.”

“I’m sorry,” she said, feeling embarrassed and uncertain of what to do.

“You’re new,” Eddy confirmed, not asking. “Just follow my instructions.”

Callie nodded slowly as Edward gently brushed her hair behind her ear. 

“This room is filled with my work acquaintances,” he explained. “I want them to think I’m a sugar daddy. They see me each week with a young woman and think I’m a pig.”

“Why would you want them to think that?” Callie asked, puzzled.

“I’ll explain shortly,” he said. “Let's order.”

The waiter quickly attended to their table with just a subtle glance from Edward. Edward ordered for both of them without asking what she preferred, and Callie wondered whether her food preferences from her profile had been shared with him, as he seemed to know what she liked. The waiter poured them wine, but Callie waited for Eddy before touching her glass. 

“First,” he said, reaching into his jacket and setting a small box in front of her. “This is for you.”

Callie slowly opened the box to reveal a stunning gold necklace with a not-so-modest diamond pendant. She gasped, unsure what to say or whether to accept it.

“Remember,” he whispered as he carefully lifted the necklace from its case. “We’re supposed to be familiar with each other, and I’m your sugar daddy.”

He gently pushed her hair to the side and motioned for Callie to turn. She let him fasten the necklace around her neck. She lifted it to admire it, smiled, and thanked him. To make it look as if they hadn’t just met, she leaned in slowly and kissed him on the cheek. When she sat back, he smiled at her. If he had expected more, he didn’t show it and seemed pleased with her response. 

“A small memento to remember your first,” Eddy said. “Hopefully, it isn’t a bad memory.”

“I don’t understand,” Callie said, leaning in close as if she were flirting with him. She placed her hand on his arm to reinforce the illusion. “Why would you want to create this image?”

“Because,” Eddy said slowly, stroking her arm. “They leave me alone.” 

He quietly explained that his wife had passed away a few years earlier. She had been the love of his life, and he couldn’t imagine loving anyone else. He also didn’t want to try. As long as he maintained this facade, everyone left him alone. No woman sought to pursue him, and his friends and family didn’t try to make introductions. He seemed quite proud of himself, and Callie giggled when he finished his explanation. As he spoke, the waiter topped up their wine glasses even before they were empty. Callie wasn’t sure how much she had drunk, but she started to feel the light-headedness of inebriation. 

“Putting on the show is half the fun,” he said. “If you look across the room, there’s a blonde lady with a man in a blue suit.”

Callie saw the table Eddy was referring to. The woman wasn’t hiding her disapproving glare. 

“She’s my CFO,” Eddy continued. “She doesn’t agree with my life choices.”

Maybe it was the wine, but Callie finally felt brave. She leaned in, gently resting her hand on Eddy’s face and pulling him closer. She kissed him. He paused briefly before responding, but when he did, he was full of passion. She let him decide when to end it, which was only after what seemed an appropriate amount of time to make others uncomfortable with the public display of affection. He was smiling at her. 

“Does that make us look familiar enough with each other?” she whispered with a grin. 

“Yes,” he agreed, smiling. “I think that does.”

Their meals arrived, and Edward inquired about her schooling and interests. Callie was surprised to find she was enjoying herself. Throughout the meal and conversation, both made sure their body language showed they were discussing something much more personal. There was frequent contact, and even a few more kisses. She tried to ask Edward about his life and work, but apart from sharing the story about his wife, he seemed reluctant to reveal any more personal details. As they finished their meal and moved on to coffee, Callie started to feel nervous again, and Eddy seemed to notice. She knew the evening was far from over, but she also wasn’t sure if she was ready for what came next. 

“Let's go upstairs,” Edward said, taking her hand and leading her to the lobby. Callie realized he had booked a room at the attached hotel. He wrapped an arm around her waist and led her to the elevators. The blonde CFO scowled at them as they passed. 

Edward unlocked the door and held it open for Callie to go first. The room was the executive suite, one of the largest she had ever seen. It felt more like an apartment than a hotel room. 

“This is incredible,” she said, blushing quickly as she realized she sounded ridiculous.

However, Edward stood grinning as she took in her surroundings. After a moment, he took her hand and led her towards the bed. He sat down and pulled her close, so she stood in front of him.

“I don’t want you to do anything you're not comfortable with,” he said, holding her hands and looking up at her. “The necklace is a gift with no strings attached. However, I also understand that your compensation increases based on what we do next, so it’s entirely up to you.”

Callie nodded in understanding and took a deep breath. Annie was right; Eddy was a gentleman, and it was easy to feel comfortable with him. The wine helped, or perhaps the thought that she really did need to thank him for the gift. She slowly stepped back, reached behind her, and unzipped her dress. It slipped off and fell to the floor. Edward looked at her for a moment as she stood before him in her black lingerie. 

“You are gorgeous,” he said after admiring her. 

He pulled her close and kissed her. Carefully, he removed her remaining items of clothing before guiding her onto the bed. She waited as he undressed. Callie was surprised by his well-toned physique. She hadn't expected him to be so fit. He positioned himself beside her on the bed.

“You can tell me to stop at any time,” he reminded her as he kissed her neck. His hands gently explored her body.

“I’m fine,” she smiled, and realized she was. 

He moved between her legs and began slowly at first, but it was the first time all night he didn’t prioritize her. Callie closed her eyes to endure the dull, unremarkable sex. She tried to think of anything else, like her shopping list or her shift at work, but then something unexpected happened. Suddenly, she found herself thinking about Older Hot Guy. She couldn’t get his image out of her head, and she had no idea why he came to mind at that moment. 

“Oh god!” Callie exclaimed, shocked by her imagination, then realized she had spoken aloud. 

Edward thought the comment was directed at him, and his excitement overtook him. He misinterpreted her words as a sign of pleasure, thrusting into her more forcefully and quickly without considering her. He didn’t last much longer before he climaxed and collapsed beside her, out of breath. 

“Oh my god, Callista,” he sighed once his breath returned. “You are so gorgeous.”
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Callie was exhausted and nearly falling asleep on her feet during her shift, a fact her manager clearly noticed. He remained unusually close, trying to micromanage her with every order, even though she made no mistakes. His behavior was more irritating to Callie than usual, and it was especially difficult not to quit, especially when she saw a notification that twenty-five hundred dollars had been deposited into her account. She nearly dropped her phone in shock. She knew she would be paid more than fairly. That was the reason she took the job, but seeing the amount in her bank account made it real. 

She pulled out the ticket for her next order, a double espresso. Glancing up, she saw Older Hot Guy waiting for his coffee. He was grinning at her, and Callie tried not to blush as the memory of him entering her thoughts the night before resurfaced. He was attractive and seemed to know it. 

“Maybe I should leave that order for you,” he said, and she looked at him questioningly. He continued, “You look like you haven’t slept.”

She hadn’t. She was about to say so, but then realized she had no proper explanation for her lack of sleep and wasn’t about to share the story of her first evening as a prostitute with the entire coffee shop.

“It was a long night,” she admitted, handing him his coffee.

“Oh, to be young,” Older Hot Guy replied. He dropped ten dollars into the tip jar and started to leave. 

“Thank you,” Callie quickly called after him. He paused long enough to nod and smile at her before leaving.

Friday dragged on, but finally she had just half an hour left in her shift, and all she wanted was to go home and sleep. Annie had sent several messages trying to get details of her first encounter, but Callie only had an hour between leaving Eddy and starting her shift, so her reply was a quick, “It was fine.”

Annie insisted on meeting for a late lunch. Despite Callie’s preference for sleep, she agreed to see her friend. She hadn’t received a message from Madame offering another appointment that night, which left her feeling somewhat relieved. However, Annie had warned her that offers could come at the last minute, especially on weekends. 

Just as Callie was about to sign out, Older Hot Guy returned, this time with two other people. Callie looked for another staff member to take the order, but everyone was busy with their own tasks. She approached the counter and waited for them to place their order.

“One Mocha Latte, One Americano, and,” Older Hot Guy paused mid-order.

“A double espresso?” Callie finished for him. 

“How’d you know?” he smiled. 

“Lucky guess, I suppose,” Callie turned to make the drinks. 

Older Hot Guy's guests had taken seats at a table while he waited at the counter for the order. When she handed him the cups, she noticed another ten dollars had been added to the tip jar. Knowing it was him, she smiled.

“Thank you for that,” Callie said. “I appreciate it, especially given how overpriced these coffees already are.”

“I figure you aren’t the one in charge of pricing,” he replied. “So there’s no need to penalize you.”

“No?” Callie joked. “You didn’t realize I own this coffee shop empire?”

“Funny,” Older Hot Guy laughed. “You’re quite funny, Callie.”

“How?” Callie was confused when he used her name.

“Your name tag,” he replied. “It’s the first time I’ve seen you wearing it.”

Callie blushed, embarrassed. She had forgotten about her name tag. She usually didn’t wear it, but that morning her manager had criticized her for uniform violations, forcing her to put it on. Older Hot Guy took the drinks to the table and rejoined his group. Callie clocked out and left to meet Annie, but before leaving the store, she glanced back to see Older Hot Guy watching her. 

Annie listened carefully as Callie described her evening. She confirmed that Eddy had also given her a gift for her “first.” It was a diamond tennis bracelet. Annie had looked up the bracelet's value and discovered it was worth thousands of dollars.

“Thousands?” Callie exclaimed. 

“Let me see yours,” Annie insisted. Callie carefully removed the necklace and handed it to her. Annie searched on her phone, then gasped. 

“What?” Callie said, taking the necklace back from Annie’s shaking hand. 

“That’s worth ten grand,” Annie said softly so they wouldn’t be overheard in the small café. 

“Are you fucking with me right now?” Callie challenged. Annie sometimes had a warped sense of humor. 

“Look for yourself,” she said, handing over her phone. 

Callie looked at the necklace in the picture on the website. It matched, and a small “sold” notice appeared below it. She recognized the store name from the box the jewelry had come in. 

“He always shops at this store,” Annie explained. “A few girls have received gifts from Eddy. But none had that value.”

Callie slid the phone back to her. The thought of holding a ten-thousand-dollar necklace made her break out in a sweat. If she sold it, she could cover half a year's rent. She looked at the diamond. The listing claimed it was 1.5 carats, and it was truly stunning. 

“I don’t think I’ve ever owned anything this expensive before,” Callie said. 

“Get used to it,” Annie grinned. 

“Are gifts normal?”

“Only from Eddy,” Annie confirmed. “It’s all part of his show. I think he feels he’s taking care of us, in his own way. But he also never turns down a fuck. It doesn’t matter, though. Soon you’ll be able to afford whatever you want.”

Callie carefully enjoyed the idea of indulging in luxury items, not just meeting basic needs. Growing up, her family faced financial hardships, and her parents retired with only modest savings, leaving her without support. She moved to the city on her own to complete her degree, racking up significant debt along the way. She loved her parents, but their relationship wasn't very close. With limited funds, opportunities to visit home were infrequent and reserved for special holidays. If her parents knew what she was doing for income now, it would break their hearts. 

Callie’s phone buzzed with a new message. Annie gave her a questioning look, wondering if it was an appointment from Madame. Callie opened the text and saw that she was being offered an appointment for Saturday night. She showed Annie the message, feeling relieved that she would have the chance to get a good night's rest before her next engagement.

“What are you going to wear?” Annie asked.

“I have no idea,” Callie frowned. The thought of going shopping while she was this exhausted did not appeal to her. 

“Come over to my place,” Annie insisted. “I have some things I can give you that should get you through a few of your engagements.”

“Do you not wear the same outfit twice?” Callie asked.

“Sometimes. But never with the same client.”

Callie hadn’t been to Annie’s apartment in a while, so she initially didn’t notice they were heading in a new direction. When she asked, Annie explained she had recently moved, which was the second time that year. The Uber dropped them off in front of a new condominium building at least forty stories
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