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This book is dedicated to all the souls who find peace in solitude, who understand that silence reveals truth—always.To those who know they are enough,and to those who will soon discover this superpower.
In gratitude,
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"You can't unlearn me."
In a place where power is currency, and trust is a luxury, she must choose—run from the darkness or embrace the man who embodies it.
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Chapter One
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Zurich, Switzerland

Don’t do it!  

Don’t. Fucking. Do it. 

Splash!

Motherfucker!

“Hey!”

Ah, fucking jerk!

Arrgh!

This was the kind of fuckery that made me lose all sense of couth.

It took me two weeks and my last measly dollars to find this dress at the thrift store on the fancy side of town.  And it took that idiot less than thirty seconds to ruin it. He just had to drive his piece-of-shit jalopy into the puddle, covering me in gutter slime.

What the hell was I going to do now? Show up at this fancy place looking like a garbage truck dragged me there?

On days like this, I hate this damn city with its overpriced food and stressful lifestyle. But I’d chosen to live here, even though it was way above my measly non-existent budget. I was fuck out of options because I was certainly not going back to Lilliput, Connecticut. 

There was nothing back in the United States for me, anyway. My mother couldn’t stand me, and I can’t stand the fact that she left Dad to marry that no good, broke, toothless, backpack carrying, chain-smoking degenerate, who dumped her for her best friend back in high school.

“He was my first love, blah, blah, blah...,” she’d lamented to anyone who gave her the side-eye, when they found out she was back with him again.

No self-respecting woman should go back to a cheating fool—an ugly one at that. And I’m telling you, that Rory did not age well.

He made the grand mistake of sneaking into my room one night, then tried to shove his slimy tongue down my throat. Oh, he was mighty surprised when I pulled out my pepper spray and emptied it in his ugly face, then followed it up with a kick in the balls. I should’ve pushed him down the stairs, but no one would have believed that he’d tried to molest me.

Certainly not my mother!

So, I left the next day, never to return. I’d just turned eighteen.

I worked as a server for the next four years while studying music in college. The night before graduation, I bought a one-way ticket to Switzerland. As soon as the ceremony was over, I threw the cap in the air, shoved the second-hand gown in a trash bin and walked out of the hall without looking back. It was my grand departure.

Of all the cities, I chose Zurich. Because why the hell not? 

The ticket was cheap for the distance I got. I wanted to be extremely far away from Liliput, and Switzerland was perfect.

I had no idea what I was getting into, though. Eighteen months later, I was an illegal alien in Europe without a penny to my name.   

All I had was a violin and a prayer.

Feeling dejected, I dug through my purse for a tissue and wiped most of the grime off my dress. It didn’t look too bad, but I was certain I smelled like fermented sardines. Well, here’s to social distancing on steroids. If everyone kept their distance, I’d be golden. I knew it was wishful thinking, but a girl could hope.

I couldn’t mess up tonight- no room for mistakes. I was beginning to lose hope of ever playing music professionally, because all the jobs that I’d gotten over the last year were one-off gigs. Not consistent enough to eat, much less pay the rent.

Esme, my roommate, covered most of the rent. 

“Well, you’ll be in the right place tonight, with the right people,” she declared through a plume of perfume mist when I told her I’d gotten the part with a popular orchestra, even though the pay was abysmal.

Our apartment always smelled like a perfume distillery because her job was reviewing perfumes on YouTube. Which meant she was always testing the newest and smelliest perfumes on the market. She made a lot of money doing it too, which had been our saving grace for the past six months.

Picking up the pace, I dashed across the street, barely avoiding getting splattered by another manic driver in a bright red Porsche.

The doorman glanced at me suspiciously when I waved my pass in his face before dashing by him.

It was by pure luck that I’d gotten into this posh space. Apparently, they needed to fill a violinist spot ASAP.

The flyer for the event slapped me in the face while I was window shopping, and I threw caution to the wind and went for the audition.

I had nothing to lose.

After listening to me play, the conductor nodded her head.

“You’ll do,” she mumbled in a clipped French accent.

Frankly, she looked bored and probably didn’t care to listen to anyone else play. But her lack of charisma didn’t faze me at all. I just needed something for the time being — just to be able to pay the bills until something better came along.

When I entered the ballroom, I glanced around in awe. Every square inch was packed with sophisticated people meandering about and drinking champagne.

I squared my shoulders, shook out my mid-back length black wavy hair, and marched over to where all the other aspiring violinists, cellists, pianists, and the likes, stood. They probably all went to some fancy Swiss music school that my kind wouldn’t have stood a chance of getting into.

Taking a deep breath, I gave the case of imposter syndrome I felt creeping up my spine the mental bird. I got this! I deserved to be there as much as these over-privileged hedge fund babies. Fake it till you make it; I guess. And my being there was faker than a two-dollar bill. Socially, I didn’t belong, but talent-wise I could take them all.

Settling into my spot, I studied the music sheet one more time, even though I knew it by heart and had practiced with the group all week. I even had a mini solo part that was about thirty seconds long.

Taking another deep breath to calm my nerves, I glanced around the room. No one was really paying attention to the orchestra. After all, they hadn’t come to hear us play. They came for the socializing under the pretense of a charity event — save the Kakapo bird or something or other.

You know, the typical wealthy people shenanigans.

The conductor took her position, and the orchestra began playing. When it was my turn for my little solo part, I gave it all I had and even earned applause from the mostly preoccupied crowd.

An hour later, the orchestra played the last piece of music, so I packed my violin, grabbed some of the fancy appetizers, and made a quick exit. I couldn’t afford to hang around if I wanted to catch the next train home.

I hurriedly made my way to the ballroom exit, grasping my violin tightly to my side. It was quiet in the hallway leading to the front of the building, since everyone was still inside.

But as I walked the short distance to the exit, something shifted in my peripheral vision, and the hairs on the back of my neck began tingling.

I froze when I caught sight of the man standing in the shadows, his broad back to me. He was speaking quietly, but his deep voice, with its distinctive lilt, drifted across the silent space.

“We have less than thirty days to crack that code and transfer the money offshore. Don’t fuck this up, Craig! Take out the whole family if you must. I don’t give a fuck about collateral damage.”

I started walking away as fast and silently as I could. When I was almost at the door, I glanced over my shoulder to make sure I was at a safe distance. 

I shouldn’t have. 

If evil had a face, I was looking into it. The man moved out of the shadows towards me, his strides long and determined, an angry tilt to his thin lips.

I froze as fear shot up my spine. But the fight-or-flight adrenaline kicked it. I was used to surviving in the wild.

Without a second thought, I turned and ran.
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Chapter Two
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I burst into our apartment like the devil was nipping at my heels.

In my haste, I almost crashed into Esme coming out of the kitchen, Diet Coke in hand and buck naked. Not even underwear.

“Whoa! Why the hurry?” 

Trying not to stare at her huge breasts, I focused my gaze above her head.

“Don’t you wear clothes?” I wheezed.

With an impish grin, she leaned against the door nonchalantly.

“Sometimes. I didn’t expect you back this early, huffing and puffing like you’re being chased by Satan and his minions.”

“Might as well be,” I gasped. 

Her eyes widened with curiosity.

“What happened?”

“I’ll tell you when you put on some clothes. All that naked real estate is terribly distracting,” I heaved.

“Prude,” she giggled before slipping into her room for a coverup.

Grabbing a bottle of water from the kitchen, I wobbled over to our beat-up plaid sofa. Esme came over and sat down opposite me.

“Okay, let’s have it. What had you running through the streets at night like a horny crackhead?”

“I probably smell like one too, after getting splashed by some maniac this afternoon. Anyway, after I left the event tonight, I was minding my business when I came upon a man talking on his phone in a dark corner. I tried to leave, but he saw me before I could get away.”

Disappointment marred her face when I stopped to take a breather.

“That’s it?”

“Huh? No! He was telling someone that they had thirty days to crack some code and transfer the money offshore, and he didn’t care if they had to take out the whole family.”

Her eyes bulged with shock.

“Holy fuck! What did he do when he saw you?”

“He started walking towards me, and that’s when I ran. He followed me to the train station, and I believe he may have taken a picture of me,” I sighed, putting my head into my hands. 

When I sat back, Esme had a frightened look in her eyes. She was just as flabbergasted as I was about all the shit I seemed to attract.

“Not good. This could get ugly,” she mumbled, nervously fidgeting with her thumb ring.

“No shit, Esme! But what do you mean it could get ugly?

“Because he wouldn’t follow you if he didn’t think you now know sensitive information.”

“Right, but it’s not like I can do anything with it...I mean, I have my own shit to deal with, I don’t have time for other people’s problems.”

“You’ve become his problem, whether you have time for it or not,” she shrugged.

“It’s not like he can find me, Esme.”

“No? Why do you think he took your picture? To look at your pretty face before he falls asleep at night. Come on... all he has to do is go back to the event and ask who you are. I think you should go to the police — just in case.”

“Fuck! Double fuck! Just my luck. Nothing I can do tonight, so I’m going to bed,” I sighed.

Picking up my violin, I dragged my tired butt to my room. My feet were sore from walking, standing, and running. I needed a shower and my bed.

When I emerged from the shower, my phone dinged, letting me know I’d just missed a call, so I checked the message. It was from the orchestra conductor, who left a number for an Isadora Renault, asking me to call her in the morning to discuss the possibility of a tutoring position.

My heart raced as I replayed the message and quickly jotted down the number. Was it possible that something good would come from tonight?

Putting on my cotton boy shorts and matching camisole, I jumped into bed, excited about the possibility of a job.

Before I knew it, I was fast asleep.
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I woke up early, made coffee, and even managed to get an hour of yoga in before seven-thirty. 

Esme usually sleeps until mid-morning, so I decided to go to our little coffee shop down the street to grab my favorite blueberry and pecan muffin.

It was still early, so there was hardly anyone inside the coffee shop. I grabbed my muffin and walked over to the register to pay.

“Hey, Jillie! How’s it going?”

“Still breathing, dear. What are you getting this morning?” She grinned at me, her pale green eyes crinkling with lines.

“Oh, same as usual,” I mumbled as I dug through my coat pocket for change.

“I have a new almond nut with sunflower seeds muffin. You should give it a try sometime.”

“Maybe,” I smiled at her.

The bell on the shop door chimed, and in walked a tall, bearded man, his eyes scanning something on his phone.

Jillie glanced up and frowned before leaning close to me.

“You have a secret admirer. He’s been lurking outside your apartment since I got down here at six this morning,” she said in a quiet voice.

My body tensed, and I picked up the muffin and waited for him to step away from the door. He glanced up, looked back at his phone, then looked at me again. Recognition lit his eyes. I turned and ran towards the back-alley door that connects to the main street. Glancing back, I noticed that he wasn’t following me.

Thank fuck!

Dashing into our apartment, I closed and double-locked the front door. Deep down I knew something wasn’t right, and that he was there to make sure he’d found me.

I was running out of time to go to the police.

I dialed the number of the local precinct, and a woman with a bored voice answered the phone.

“Kreis police, what can I do for you?” she answered in Swiss German.

“Um, hello! I think I’m being followed?”

“Uh-huh? By whom or what, miss?” She mumbled, switching to English.

“I don’t know exactly. I overheard a private conversation last night, and I believe the person is following me.”

“Did this person make any form of contact with you?” she asked.

“No. I left before he could.”

“And he followed you?” she asked, her tone profoundly uninterested.

“No. But...”

“Miss...?”

“Thayne...Sera Thayne.”

“Ah, yes. Miss Thayne, I’m sorry, but we can’t build a case on supposition. There’s not much we can do at this time unless you know for certain that this person is indeed following you.”

“The man last night took my picture...I’m sure I’m being followed,” I said urgently.

“Still not much to go on...,” she replied, boredom heavy in her voice.

“Right...thanks for your time,” I murmured dejectedly.

With a sarcastic grunt, she promptly hung up the phone.

Well, that puts an end to that. The only time the police would get involved would be if I were bleeding out in a gutter somewhere. 

I plugged my phone in and fell back on the bed with a sigh. What do I do now? Never leave my apartment again?

What if I must leave Zurich?

I didn’t have the money to change cities. I didn’t have money for much of anything.

Well, I was not going out without a fight. I rummaged through my small closest for my backup canister of pepper spray and the small blade I hid in the back. Shoving them into the bottom of my bag, I felt much better.

Protected.

As I hung my bag up on the door, my phone started ringing. I recognized the number from the message last night.

“Hello,” I answered in my most professional voice.

“Is this Miss Thayne?”

“Yes. Who is calling?”

“My name is Isadora Renault-Grese. I was at the charity event last night where you played. I’m calling to inquire if you are open to tutoring violin lessons. I have an eight-year-old who loves the violin, and we are looking to provide her with lessons. My husband and I enjoyed your solo piece last night, so we asked the organizer for your contact information.”

“Oh! My style of play is very unconventional, Mrs. Renault-Grese.”

“Please call me Issy, and that’s why we like you. Do you mind if I call you Sera?”

“No, not at all! Well, if you don’t mind my style of play, I would love to discuss the position further. Do you live in the city?”

“No. Unfortunately, that’s been an issue we’ve run into in trying to find a private tutor — besides lack of creativity with the violinists, of course,” she chuckled.

“I don’t understand. What do you mean?” I replied.

“Well, we live about two hours north of Zurich and would like someone who is willing to live with us. The compensation includes housing, and the salary will be seventy-five thousand francs per year.

My eyes almost fell out of their sockets at the figure. Given my current dilemma and my poverty-stricken status, I would be a new kind of stupid to pass on so much money.

“When are you looking to have the person start?” I asked.

“As soon as possible. We leave for our summer vacation in two months and would love for her to be somewhat proficient in the basics.”

“Then yes, I would love the opportunity to tutor your daughter.”

“Excellent! We’ll discuss it further when you get here. I’ll send my driver to pick you up. How about Sunday?”

“Sunday works for me.” 

“Great. If you’ll provide me with your address, my chauffeur, Jaye will be by to get you at nine on Sunday.”

I recited my address, and we hung up.

Jumping off my bed like a kid on Christmas morning, I dashed into Esme’s room.

She was busy arranging perfumes by bottle color. I rolled my eyes at the sheer tediousness of the task.

“I got a tutoring job,” I screeched.

“Jesus, Sera! You almost caused me to break this five-hundred-Euros bottle of perfume.”

“What? Never mind. I just got a tutoring job. It pays seventy-five thousand francs. Can you believe it?”

Her eyes widened. “No. Where is this tutoring position? Buckingham Palace?”

“Funny. Two hours north of the city.”

“Get out of town! How will you get there?”

“That’s the kicker. It’s a live-in position, and she’s sending her chauffeur to pick me up on Sunday.”

“Alright, pump the brakes there, fancy pants. Who are these people? Did you Google them? And what if it’s the same guy from last night pretending to be someone else?”

“Geez, Esme! You are going to give me anxiety with the forty-one questions.”

“Someone has to cover all the possibilities, since you are only seeing dollar signs.”

“I’m positive it’s not the same guy, and no, I didn’t Google them, and she said her name was Renault-Grese.”

She pursed her lips, closed one eye, and scrunched up her nose when I said the name. Her thinking face was officially in play.

“Renault-Grese? Hmmm, where have I heard that name before? Holy fucker! It can’t be the same...Nah, no way! 

“Cut it out, Esme! Who are these people?” I snapped.

I was now in full anxiety mode from her cryptic exclamations.

“Get your phone and open Google...ah, fuck it, never mind, I’ll do it,” she said impatiently when I got up to go get my phone.

She typed the name into Google, and when the information popped up, she shoved the phone at me.

“Here, see for yourself.”

I took the phone and read the first line of the article.

Apparently, the Renault Group owned some of the largest banks in Switzerland, and they’ve been in the Renault family for over one hundred seventy years.

I skimmed through the article before typing Isadora’s name into the search bar.

The first article that came up showed a pretty woman with dark hair who looked to be in her late twenties. The article discussed how she’d married Simon Grese, the love of her life, eight years ago.

I peeked over at Esme, and she had a shit-eating smirk on her face.

“What, Esme? At least we now know that they are legit.”

“We know that...” she shrugged.

“Then, why the skepticism? This could be a good thing for me. If nothing else, working for them will look good on my resume.”

“That’s true...but with lots of money comes lots of bullshit. Just be careful, that’s all.”

“I’ll show up, teach violin lessons, collect my pay and mind my own business.”

“That’s the goal. I’m happy for you. So, you’ll be living with them, huh? That’s kind of cool. You get to mingle with the elite in some fancy mansion — very, very cool, indeed.”

“I’ll still pay my share of the rent for the apartment. I wouldn’t leave you high and dry. You know that, right?”

She chuckled and shook her head. “I will certainly be high, but dry – nah. I can afford this little borderline dump we are passing off as an apartment.”

I smirked at her. “Pothead — and yes, I know the tube pays well, but this “borderline dump” is almost two-thousand francs a month.” 

“Not a problem. So, when do you leave?”

“Sunday. Which means I need to start packing.”

Clapping in excitement, she hopped off the bed.

“I’ll help.”

“Oh, no need—I don’t have that much to pack anyway,” I shrugged.

She stopped and put her hands on her curvy hips.

“I have an idea—let’s go shopping. Get you some sexy underwear and cute dresses. It’s summer, and you might just meet a rich bachelor. Nothing is more embarrassing and unsexy than taking off ugly undies when you are about to get it on with the hot new guy.”

“Ha! I doubt I will be getting it on with anyone, since I find most men to be a lump on a stump and very much underwhelming.”

“You just haven’t met the right one yet...there are a lot of duds, but there has to be one good one... keep the faith, friend,” she shrugged and rolled her eyes.

“You are one to talk. I don’t see you bringing home any hot men.”

“Maybe because dicks don’t do it for me.”

“Come again... you are not...?”

I couldn’t finish the question. Gosh! I was so dense and immature when it came to sex. How did I miss the signs after living with her for almost six months?

“What? Gay?” she smiled at me, enjoying my obvious discomfort.

I simply stared at her in shock. She picked up quickly on where my mind was going.

“Don’t worry, Sera. You are not my type. I like my women rougher around the edges —not soft and curvy and smelling like wildflowers.”

“How come you never said anything?” I asked, wide-eyed.

She looked taken aback at my question.

“Why would I, Sera? Do you tell everyone you meet that you’re not gay? Why are the rules different for me?”

“I’m sorry, Esme. You are right...I just assumed you were straight.”

“No worries! Let’s go get you some sexy things.”
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Chapter Three
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The train seemed to take forever to get to the shopping district.

Esme was bursting with excitement to go into the perfume boutiques to sample the latest releases.

We exited the train and walked a short distance to the shopping area. People watching was a part of the shopping experience, if not the most interesting part for me.

“Isn’t this fab?” Esme declared, waving her hand about like she’s directing a fashion show.

“It is quite the posh place to be,” I grinned at her.

“Well, let’s go do some sniffing first and then we can wander the shops and find you some cute underthings.”

“Esme, you know I can’t afford to buy anything in most of these shops. I will be lucky if I find a tank top that I can afford.”

“Live a little, Sera. Think about it this way. You are about to make a decent salary - it won’t hurt if you get yourself some decent clothes. You don’t want to show up looking destitute. I’ll lend you the money if that makes you feel better.”

I couldn’t remember the last time I bought myself anything worth talking about, and I definitely wasn’t going into Midnight to splurge on sexy lingerie. I was the only one who saw my underwear, so why bother?

“Alright. But there is no need for a loan. I can use next month’s rent if you don’t mind waiting.”

She shrugged nonchalantly. “Fine with me...now let’s go. My nose is itching to smell stuff.”

Two hours later, we sat at a fancy café, having sniffed and shopped for clothes until my legs almost gave out. Esme insisted I buy a dozen sundresses. Her excuse was something about looking good while chasing a little girl around. Which made no sense. I’ll be a tutor, not an au pair. No chasing involved in learning music.

We ordered Frappuccinos with garden salads and freshly baked baguettes. As we munched away, we went over the damage we’d done.

“I can’t believe I just spent almost nine hundred francs on clothes,” I lamented.

“Call and thank me when you realize it was a good decision. Let’s go out to the club tonight. You can break in the little black dress. One last hurrah before you leave me for the high life.”

“Which club?” I asked as I sipped my frap and eyed her skeptically.

She grinned back at me, mischief dancing in her bright blue eyes.

“Leather and Lace, of course,” she winked.

“I don’t feel like looking at half-naked people tonight. Let’s invite Cal over and hang out instead,” I pleaded.

“Nope, to the stay-at-home part. We should ask Cal to come with us, though. It’ll be fun, Sera. Let’s go celebrate. This could be the big break you wanted, and then you’ll start hanging with rich people and forget about me,” she pouted.

“Alright, nothing crazy, though. You know how Cal gets when he has a few drinks in him. Humping all the hot naked men, and all,” I giggled.

“I promise. It’s going to be wild. I can’t wait to slither into that little black bondage dress — maybe I’ll get lucky tonight.”

“Wild and free! When I grow up, I want to be as sexually free as you, Esme.”

“Hey, you’ll meet someone and before you know it, you’ll be going at it like rabbits. When was the last time you had some, by the way?”

“Never,” I mumbled, averting my gaze out of sheer embarrassment.

When I glanced back at her, she was staring at me in shock. The conversation had taken a sudden left turn and was heading downhill fast.

“You’ve never had sex?” she leaned forward and whispered.

“Nothing past heavy making out, no,” I mumbled.

“So, no orgasm?”

“Nope.”

“Not even a tiny one...like itsy, weenie, teeny, tiny one?”

“No, Esme. Not even an itsy one,” I sighed, hoping she would change the subject.

Based on the look of intrigue on her face, that was not about to happen. She continued staring at me for what felt like ages before finally leaning back with a resolved look on her face and her pupils dilating.

Ah, fuck no!

I wasn’t seeing right.

She began giving me the eye, and her demeanor slowly changed. It was like I was watching the unfurling of a flower.

“But you are so beautiful and fiery,” she said sultrily.

I blinked nervously because I could feel my face turning red. We were slip- sliding on a slippery slope of bad decisions. Forbidden territory. A place where best-friend relationships go to die.

“I’ll do it,” she whispered, her eyes never leaving my face.

“Do what?” I asked nervously.

I knew I was being deliberately obtuse, but that was my best and only reply given the circumstances.

“Give you an orgasm. No penetration — just oral.”

“I thought I wasn’t your type?” I laughed nervously.

My voice was barely above a whisper. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“You are not. At least not for a relationship, anyway.”

“But I’m not gay, Esme...I don’t know if I would like it...”

“Orgasms don’t have a sexual orientation, Sera. Can’t knock it until you’ve tried it.”

“Yea, well...,” I shrugged, grabbing my shopping bags from the chair.

She smiled knowingly and gathered up her bags as well. We walked to the train station in silence. I couldn’t meet her eyes for the entire ride home.

I never thought of myself as a sexual prude. I simply never felt the need or understood why people would have sex with someone they weren’t attracted to—just because. But I must admit that I was curious about her proposition.

Just an itsy teeny bit.
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By 9 p.m., we were ready and waiting impatiently for Cal to show up. He was late as usual.

Twenty minutes later, a resounding knock echoed throughout the apartment.

“I guess he has finally decided to grace us with his presence,” Esme grumbled as she strolled to the door and yanked it open.

“Hello, gorgeous!” Cal greeted, kissing Esme right on the lips before strolling by her.

“You are late, Cal,” she chided.

“And you both look fantastic. L&L is not ready for this tri-factor of fabulousness tonight!” he exclaimed, his eyes latching on to Esme’s ass. “How did you fit all that delicious rump into that dress, Esmera?”

Esme rolled her eyes at his theatrics. “Magic,” she retorted.

Cal was a tall South African with a svelte, high-maintenance physique. And he was dressed to the nines for our little escapade out on the town. He said he was bisexual, but he mostly dated men and loved to frequent gay clubs.

Esme grabbed her little bag and clapped her hands. “Alright, let’s get the show on the road. Cal, you cannot drink too much tonight. This is a low-key affair—the three C’s - chill, chat, and sip,” she declared haughtily. 

“Where, and who taught you English?” Cal frowned.

He was always giving Esme a hard time about her English. And knowing that it was his pet peeve, she’d say the most ridiculous things when he was around. 

“Same place you learned it, Callan,” she grinned and fluttered her lashes at him.

Making sure my bag had all the necessary defensive tools, I traipsed out the door behind them as they continued to bicker at each other.
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We arrived at the club and took up our favorite spot on the second floor, where we had a clear view of the dance floor. It was almost ten, so everyone was already on a slow sway down Drunk Lane.

There was so much flesh on display that everyone might as well not have bothered to get dressed. The women wore leather skirts and dresses that weren’t really meant to cover anything. The men were similarly naked, much to Cal’s delight.

We ordered our drinks and appetizers and settled into our booth.

“So, what have you been up to, Cal? Haven’t seen you around lately,” I smirked at him.

He frowned into his drink as if he couldn’t remember what he had been up to lately.

“Oh, same ole. But I got a promotion, so I’ll be staying on the plantation for a little while longer,” he finally replied.

“Be glad you have a job, ingrate,” Esme retorted.

“I’m grateful for my job. My boss, on the other hand, can go kick rocks. Fucking slave driver that he is. Micromanaging down to how many times I leave my desk to take a piss,” he rolled his eyes in exasperation.

Esme paused; her glass of wine suspended half-way to her mouth. 

“Cal, seriously? That is fucked up on so many levels. He sounds like a nightmare,” she said with a disgusted smirk.

“Tell me about it. The fucker is truly un-fucking-believable. I think he needs to get laid. But who would shag that miserable prick? He’s un-fuckable. I bet he’s the kind that stops and spits while he’s going down on you,” he said in disgust.

Esme’s eyes found mine, and we cackled with laughter. Cal was in rare form tonight.

“Well, speaking of jobs. Guess who has found herself gainfully employed by some fancy folks?” Esme declared.

Cal grinned over at me, delight dancing in his eyes. Calm, jovial Callan had returned.

“Sera? That is fucking fabulous! Doing what and with whom?” He asked excitedly.

“She’ll be tutoring the daughter of the Renault-Grese family,” Esme said in a fake upper-class, waspy accent.

“The Renaults? As in the financial giant that owns Switzerland?” Cal exclaimed.

They both seemed to know more about this family than I did. Which was understandable, since I was busy surviving and had no time to think about the rich and famous.

“One and the same,” Esme replied with an exaggerated head roll and smirk.

“That is truly fucking fantastic! The story goes that the heir who runs the bank is a recluse. He doesn’t mingle with average folks. There hasn’t been a photograph of him since he took over after his father died in a skiing accident,” Cal whispered, as if he was afraid of saying it out loud.

That story seemed to be overly exaggerated, but it sparked my interest.

“How can you be a recluse if you own such a large organization? What does he do? Get on Zoom meetings from a dark room?” I asked dubiously.

“Yea...doesn’t make much sense,” Esme agreed.

“When you have more money than God, you can do whatever the hell you want. And speaking of gods, check out the Latin hottie with the leather strap on,” Cal gasped, getting up and moving closer to the railing, so he could get a better look at the man heading down the stairs.

“Man-whore!” I mocked.

Esme chuckled. “That he is, but a lovable one.”

Cal made his way back to our table and took a long sip of his drink. “I’m off to mingle. I see some fresh buns I want to ogle,” he winked at us.

“Remember, no humping,” Esme yelled after him as he sashayed down the stairs.

The club was at maximum capacity now, and the music was a heart-thumping mix of the latest pop songs. When Shape of You by Ed Shereen came on, I grinned at Esme, and she grinned back delightfully. It was our favorite dance song.

“Wanna go dance?” I asked, bopping my head to the music.

“Sure! Let’s go tear up this dance floor. Between your perfect body and this ass, they better get ready to call the paramedics,” she laughed, tossing her long blonde hair over her shoulders and pulling down her tight red dress.

We sauntered down to the dance floor, bopping and rocking to the blaring music. I felt light and carefree — happier than I’d been in a long while. The potential of having a stable income had a freeing effect on my overall disposition. No more wondering where I’d get money to buy basic necessities after paying the rent.

Knowing how touchy-feely people could get, we chose a spot on the periphery of the dance floor. That way we would have a good time without running the risk of getting groped.

I glanced across the room, and Cal was already bumping and grinding with the hot Italian. That man did not waste time.

After dancing with a few different people, I began to feel claustrophobic. I yelled over the loud music to Esme that I was going to the restroom.

I needed a breather.

She nodded absently before turning back to the gorgeous redhead, who had a handful of her ass and was gyrating into her. It felt like I was the only one who refused to let loose and make out with strangers. 

As I made my way down the corridor, various couples were making out and heavy petting in the shadows. The smell of sex mixed with perfume permeated the air.

I rounded the corner and entered the lady’s room, but before I could close the door, a deep moan greeted me followed by a stifled scream.

A sultry feminine voice asked, “You like my fingers in this tight pussy, don’t you?”

Another soft, feminine voice responded, “I do — yes, yes, ah, yes.”

I almost peed my pants, and I could feel my body slowly getting aroused as I eavesdropped on what was taking place in the next stall.

I never thought listening to other people having sex would be such a turn-on. Feeling exposed, I quickly used the bathroom and returned to the dance floor.

Esme was about to leave but caught a glimpse of me and made a beeline in my direction.

“Why are you so flushed?” she yelled over the loud music, eyeing me suspiciously.

“Uhm... I just overheard two women having sex in the restroom.”

“Haha. How about that? Did it turn you on?”

“It made me curious.”

Her eyes widened slightly, then narrowed at me before she glanced around the room.

“Let’s head out. Cal can find his way home,” she nodded at me curtly.

“Okay,” I nodded.

Something told me I’d just given implied consent to something I truly did not fully understand.
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