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I stood at a quiet crossroads in my life, the kind that doesn’t announce itself with fanfare, but settles in your bones like a hush before a storm. I was twenty-four, yet felt as though I had lived several lifetimes already — each marked by the fading echoes of love that never truly was. Two men had passed through my life like fleeting shadows, taking pieces of me I had offered in trust, and leaving nothing in return but silence and the sting of abandonment.

To understand the path I would soon choose, you must first understand me — not just the story of my heart, but the shape of the woman who carries it.

My name is Yasemin. I have the kind of beauty that invites both admiration and misunderstanding. The kind that speaks of distant shores and ancient bloodlines. My eyes, almond-shaped and dark as roasted chestnuts, hold a quiet fire beneath their curve. My hair, long and wavy, spills down my back in thick strands of dark brown silk, often unruly as the emotions I try to tame. And my body — full, warm, and unapologetically sensual — bears the curves of my Turkish heritage with pride, a living testament to the women who came before me.

Rome is where I was born, but Turkey lives in me — in the rhythm of my speech, in the scent of cumin and rosewater that clings to my memories, and in the quiet strength passed down from my mother. My parents came here chasing opportunity, but brought with them something far more enduring: stories, traditions, and a sense of self that refused to be diluted by distance.

And now, here I stood, on the verge of something vast and unknown. I didn’t know it yet, but I was about to make a choice — one that would unravel everything I had been, and shape everything I was yet to become.

It was not a decision made lightly, nor one born of desperation. It was a choice — deliberate, calculated, and mine alone.

I would start a business. But not one of shops and shelves, not of ledgers and storefronts. No — I would sell what had so often been taken from me freely and without care. I would offer my womanly favours to men — for money. On my terms. With my rules. With clarity, precision, and control.

I am, by nature, an organizer. A planner. A woman who sees the full shape of things before stepping into them. If I were to walk this path, I would walk it in heels, head held high, with a strategy as flawless as my lipstick.

This would not be the reckless indulgence of broken girls. I would build a system, an elegant one. My services would be offered only through a discreet, members-only organization online — one that catered to a certain calibre of clientele. Each man would be vetted before I ever agreed to meet. No late-night messages. No strangers. No games.

The encounters would take place only in the hotel of my choosing, where the staff knew my face and understood the quiet signals that might one day mean danger. I would make arrangements with the concierge — subtle but firm. A silent alarm hidden beneath satin sheets. One press of a button, and help would be on its way. Safety, always, before pleasure.

Because I was not a product. I was an asset — rare, refined, and high-value. My beauty was only the beginning. What I offered was presence, intimacy, fantasy wrapped in silk and candlelight. And for that, they would pay.

Not just for my body — but for the experience of being truly seen, desired, and disarmed.

But before I could offer myself as a professional, I needed to become one.

What I had experienced with my two former lovers barely scratched the surface of what I now envisioned. Our intimacy had been clumsy, instinctual — limited by their impatience and my inexperience. They had taken, but they had not taught. And I had given, but I had not yet discovered the full power of what I was offering.

That would change.

If I was to walk into this world as a courtesan of the modern age — not merely a body for hire, but a woman of mastery — then I would study. Not just the mechanics of pleasure, but the art, the history, the philosophy of it.

I began with the ancient texts — the Kama Sutra, of course, but also The Perfumed Garden, The Art of Love by Ovid, and more modern works by psychologists, poets, and practitioners of erotic arts. I read not with idle curiosity, but with hunger — highlighting passages, tracing diagrams, taking notes as if preparing for an exam in a subject both sacred and subversive.

It was, at first, only theory. But then again, that’s how all great learning begins. University, after all, teaches us the structure before we step into the practice. I treated my studies with the same seriousness. This was my syllabus. My curriculum of sensuality.

I didn’t just want to know how to touch or be touched. I wanted to understand desire — what stirs it, what sustains it, and how it changes shape between cultures and centuries. I wanted to learn how to listen with my hands, speak with my skin, breathe life into every encounter.

And in doing so, I began to shed the last traces of the girl I had been. I was not preparing to play a role.

I was becoming her.

*  *  *
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When I finally felt ready to put all my preparations to the test, I began carefully — deliberately. This would not be a leap into the unknown, but a measured first step.

There had been a few emails exchanged with a potential client — polite, respectful, intelligent in tone. He had money, of course, and the discretion to match. But I needed more than typed words on a screen. I needed to feel the weight of his presence, hear the cadence of his voice, watch the way his eyes moved when they looked at me.

So I suggested coffee — neutral ground, no expectations, just a quiet meeting in a place where I could still walk away without consequence.

I chose the café, of course. One with wide windows and outdoor tables, so I could arrive early and observe him from a distance. I told myself it was for safety — and it was — but also, if I’m honest, it was for desire. If I didn’t like the look of him, if something in his posture repelled me, I could simply vanish into the crowd. No harm done. No awkward goodbyes.

Because this wasn’t just about business.

I had a high libido, always had. A hunger not just for touch, but for connection — for intimacy, the electric kind that lingers in your skin long after clothes are back on. If I was going to give myself to someone, even for a price, I wanted at least the possibility of pleasure. That secret, sparkling bonus — when lust meets curiosity, when chemistry dances across a table before hands have even brushed.

I wasn’t offering a performance.

I was hoping, quietly, to be surprised.

He arrived exactly on time — a detail that didn’t escape me. Punctuality, to me, was a kind of foreplay. It suggested discipline, control, and a certain respect for my time. I watched from my seat near the corner window, hidden behind oversized sunglasses and the comforting anonymity of the afternoon crowd.
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