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Chapter 1

The taxi disappeared down the canyon road and left me standing alone beneath the glow of recessed driveway lights, my heels balanced carefully against smooth black stone while warm Hollywood air brushed across my bare skin. Chlorine. Jasmine. Dry grass baking in the hills even this late at night. Los Angeles always smelled expensive after dark.

I checked my reflection one final time in the dark glass beside the gate before walking forward.

I was Twenty one years old and somehow already tired in ways I never expected.

My blonde hair fell loose around my shoulders in soft waves,  I had spent nearly an hour getting right. Pale green eyes. Lip gloss untouched. Makeup soft enough to look effortless even though nothing about it actually was. The cream silk blouse clung gently across my chest while the black skirt hugged my hips before falling sleek against my legs with a slit high enough to tease whenever I moved.

Elegant.

Not cheap.

That mattered.

Men in the Hills paid more for women who looked expensive without trying too hard.

I learned that quickly after moving to Los Angeles.

Back home in Ireland I used to imagine California, how it would feel glamorous. Sunsets that glowed. Palm trees. Movie stars. Opportunity.

Instead it mostly felt hungry and unclean.

Hungry landlords. Hungry producers. Hungry men with perfect white teeth who invited you for drinks and spent the entire conversation staring at your tits while pretending to talk about your future.

Every month in the city felt like treading water with weights tied to my ankles.

My dad still thought I worked evenings at a wine bar near campus.

My mother knew I shared an apartment with two girls from Cork.

Lovely girls, great fun. 

But neither knew about the hotel rooms.

Neither knew about the cash hidden inside a shoe box beneath my bed.

At first I told myself it was temporary. Just enough to survive until things stabilized. Il save enough to pay tuition once my scholarship collapsed. Just enough to stop the panic I felt every time another overdue payment appeared on my phone screen.

But temporary decisions become routines frighteningly fast.

Now I stood outside houses like this two or three nights a week pretending I still controlled where the line was.

Above me the mansion rose against the hillside, all glass walls and warm gold light, beautiful in the cold sterile way rich people’s homes always seemed to be. It barely looked lived in. More like somewhere designed for magazines than actual human beings.

I adjusted the silver cuff climbing the edge of my ear and started up the driveway.

My heels clicked softly in the silence.

Nerves twisted low in my stomach with every step.

There were always risks walking into strangers’ houses. Men lied online constantly. About their age. About wives and girlfriends. 

They also lied about what they really wanted once the door closed. Sometimes about how many other people would already be waiting inside.

Still I kept walking.

Because overdue rent felt scarier than instinct lately.

The front door opened before I could knock again.

Roberto smiled immediately.

My God he was handsome. Silver hair. Tanned skin. Expensive watch catching the hallway light. Fit in the carefully maintained way wealthy older men usually were. Like aging itself had become another problem money could temporarily solve.

“Amy,” he said warmly.

His eyes moved slowly over my body the second I stepped inside. Not subtle either. Lingering openly at the silk stretched across my chest before lifting back toward my face.

Men like him stopped pretending not to stare years ago.

“Hi.”

“You’re even prettier than your photos.”

I smiled automatically because men relaxed faster when compliments felt rewarded.

“And you’re very smooth already.”

That made him laugh.

Good.

The tension eased slightly as he guided me inside with one hand brushing against the small of my back. The touch lingered just long enough to feel intentional.

Cool air wrapped around me immediately.

We walked down a long hallway to a large open room, it had a kitchen area with a large island with bar stools. And the other end of the room sat enormous leather couch’s. My heels clicked loudly on the marble floor.

I could instantly smell leather and whiskey. I saw some Cedar candles burning. Jazz drifting softly through hidden speakers overhead. Floor to ceiling windows overlooked the glittering spread of Los Angeles below while warm amber lighting made the entire house feel cinematic.

Then I noticed the second man walking in from A nearby  hallway and took

A seat at the kitchen island.

I immediately understood the night had changed.

He looked younger than Roberto by maybe ten years. Dark hair. Thick shoulders and muscular arms lined with faded tattoos. Olive skin. Dark stubble roughening a hard jaw. One large hand wrapped loosely around a crystal whiskey glass.

But it was his eyes that stopped me.

Cold. Focused. Patient.

The kind of stare that felt physical.

His gaze moved slowly over my body without apology. Down across my chest. My waist. The slit of my skirt exposing flashes of thigh whenever I shifted.

My pulse tightened slightly.

Of course there’s another one.

Roberto moved to the island and took a seat on the barstool next to the other man.

“This is Marco,” he said casually. “A friend visiting from Milan.”

Marco lifted his glass slightly.

He was bald, broad-shouldered, and rough around the edges. 

His nose looked like it had been broken a few times, slightly crooked through the bridge with a rough uneven shape that added to his hardened appearance.  

He had a crooked half-smile, dark tired eyes, and the kind of weathered face that looked carved by bad decisions and long nights. He wore a silt-purple shirt stretched across his solid frame with black pants hanging low on his hips, a silver chain resting against his thick neck, giving him the look of someone equally comfortable in a backroom deal or leaning over a bar at 2 a.m.  

“Ah... nice to meet you, sì.”

Low voice. Thick Italian accent curling around every word. His English came rough and uneven, broken in all the right places, calm enough to somehow feel dangerous anyway.

I looked between them once, already calculating.

Two men usually meant one of two things.

Either the night became uncomfortable very quickly.

Or extremely profitable.

“You forgot to mention company,” I said lightly.

Roberto smiled faintly.

“My apologies. Marco arrived unexpectedly.” A small pause. “Unless you’d prefer he leave.”

Marco made absolutely no movement toward the door.

Interesting.

I let the silence stretch just long enough.

“It’s your money.” I said. “I charge twice the price.”

Both men laughed softly. 

Good.

Humour helped relax the room. 

I could handle them I convinced myself.
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Chapter 2

Roberto handed me a whiskey glass while Marco watched quietly from across the kitchen island, his attention heavier now. More observant. Like he was sizing me up instead of admiring me.

Most wealthy men wanted fantasy.

Marco looked like he wanted to put his hands around my throat. That glint in his eye had me convinced he played rough.

We moved further in to the large room afterward and I sat carefully on the leather couch crossing one leg over the other while the slit in my skirt shifted higher against my thigh.

Marco noticed immediately.

Of course he did.

He sat beside me close enough that I became aware of him constantly after that. Heat radiating from his body. Smoke and cologne mixing together every time he leaned back. The heavy shape of his bicep resting along the couch behind my shoulder.

Conversation drifted naturally for a while.

What was Ireland like?

Did I travel much?

It was always the same questions.

I answered carefully the way I always did. It

Enough detail to feel real. Never enough for anyone to actually know me.

“You’ve only been here a year?” Roberto asked.

I nodded lightly.

“And you like LA?”

I smiled into my whiskey glass.

It was lonely and artificial and exhausting in ways people never warned you about.

“It’s growing on me.”

Marco watched me quietly over the rim of his drink.

His attention kept returning to my mouth whenever I spoke.

The room felt warmer now.

Jazz drifted overhead while ice clinked softly inside crystal glasses and city lights shimmered below the canyon windows like another universe entirely.

Then Marco finally spoke again.

“You always dressa like dis?”

I smiled faintly. It was the most words he had spoken in English all night. 

“Like what?”

His eyes dragged down my body one more time.

“Like a cheapa slut tryin’ too harda to look expensive.”

The words landed strangely hard.

Not exactly insulting.

“I see now why your nose has been broken so many times.” I said dryly.

This guy was a misogynist, no doubt in my mind. 

Roberto laughed softly from across the room.

“Marco was raised without manners.”

Marco never looked away from me.

“I speak what I see.” He said in broken English 

Something low and nervous twisted inside my stomach then.

He believed he was superior in every way to women. What a jerk.

Because beneath the expensive lighting and jazz and whiskey I suddenly became aware of what the two men were really doing.

Watching me.

Studying me.

And despite my body telling me to leave,  a dangerous part of me liked it.

Something tightened low in my stomach then.

Not fear.

Recognition.

Because beneath the jazz and whiskey and amber lighting I suddenly understood what the two men were really doing.

Evaluating me.

Marco especially.

His attention never felt flirtatious. It felt colder than that. Like something to be bought and broken.

And he wanted me to feel it.

He lounged deeper into the couch beside me with one arm stretched along the cushions behind my shoulders while his eyes moved slowly over my body without even pretending to hide it anymore.

My chest.

My waist.

My legs.

The slit in my skirt exposing smooth flashes of thigh whenever I shifted.

His gaze lingered openly at the silk stretched across my breasts before finally lifting back toward my face again.

Men like Marco always believed they were above women like me. I had met versions of him before. Wealthy men who secretly despised the women they paid for while craving them constantly. Men who liked the transaction because money let them feel powerful instead of vulnerable.

Usually they were easy to read.

Still, there was something sharper about Marco. Less performative. The arrogance felt genuine. Calm. Deep rooted.

And annoyingly enough part of me liked the tension of it.

The money was the reason I started doing this. Rent. Tuition. Survival. That was true.

But it wasn’t the whole truth anymore.

Somewhere along the way I realised I liked being wanted. Liked the shift in atmosphere when I entered a room. Liked watching powerful men lose composure while pretending they were still in control. Sex itself had never frightened me. Even before Los Angeles I’d always had an appetite for it.

This city had simply taught me how profitable desire could be.

And by now I had enough experience that very little shocked me anymore.

Older men.

Couples.

Luxury hotels.

Private parties in houses overlooking the city.

After a while you learned the rhythm of these nights. The looks. The silences. The different kinds of male attention.

Marco looked like the type who wanted submission.

Across the room Roberto sat near the windows with whiskey balanced loosely in one hand while city lights shimmered behind him. Unlike Marco he still carried himself like a gentleman. Kind eyes. Calm voice. Relaxed posture.

He watched me carefully without staring. Men who openly ogled were easy to understand. Roberto felt more patient than hungry.

The silence stretched around us.

I took another sip of whiskey mostly to steady myself while jazz drifted softly overhead and reflections shimmered across the marble floors.

Marco shifted beside me.

His thigh brushed mine briefly.

Men always noticed.

He finally leaned forward and placed his whiskey glass carefully onto the marble side table. The soft click echoed through the room.

Then his eyes settled on me fully.

“I think,” he said smoothly, “Marco and I would both like to see what we’re paying for.”

The words settled heavily between us.

Marco said nothing.

He just watched me with that same cool superior expression like he already expected obedience. Like women undressing for him was simply how the world worked.

Maybe for men like him it usually was.

I looked between them once while warmth spread through my stomach from the whiskey.

Only a few hours.

Enough money to wipe out half my debt overnight.

Because the truth was I’d become good at this.

I finished the last sip of whiskey before setting the glass down beside me.

Then I stood.

My heels pressed softly against the marble floor while both men watched me beneath the warm golden light.

Alright.

Showtime.
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