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Disclaimer
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This book is based on the life of a high-class sex worker. To keep her identity and the identity of her clients confidential, persons names, business and organisation names and place names used in this book were all changed.

Any resemblance to real businesses, organisations or places is unintentional and purely coincidental. 

The book is for adults (at least 18, but maybe older, depending on laws in your territory) who enjoy reading erotic scenes between consenting adults. If you are offended by graphic erotic content, please do not read this book

Warning: This book contains explicit and graphic descriptions of sexual activities between consenting adults. If you are underage, or if this offends you, please do not read this book.
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​Foreword: Ian Faber

[image: ]


When I met Isabella at a mutual friend’s party, we hit it off immediately. She was, and still is, charming, beautiful, intelligent and sexy, with a wicked sense of humour.

Talking to her, that first night we met, felt like talking to a lifelong friend. Since then, she has become a close friend. As we became closer to each other, she told me she was a sex worker. At first, this surprised me. My preconception of sex workers made it difficult for me to believe my friend made a living in the sex industry. I knew I had to say something, so I blurted out ‘I write erotic books.’ The seed was sown.

It was only a question of time before I got over the initial shock, and we started discussing how to tell her story. I realise that her experiences in the industry are probably different from that of most sex workers. Maybe I will tell the story of somebody with more negative experiences in the industry in the future. But for now, I will help Isabella share her amazing experiences with you.  
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​Foreword: Isabella

[image: ]


I never planned on being a sex worker. My future as a corporate lawyer was well plotted out when I was still in school. However, an opportunity presented itself while I was a law student. I will share more details later in this book. 

There have been regular crossroads along the way. At each of these I had to analyse my career choices. I do not regret choosing the life of a sex worker each time I reached on of these crossroads. I know there will be further crossroads down the line. And I know at one of these I will choose to turn in another direction. But for now, being a sex worker is what I enjoy doing. It more than pays the bills and I will have a nice nest egg by the time I choose to call it quits.

My privacy, and the privacy of my clients, are extremely important to me. I therefore only agreed to these interviews and the book if Ian could guarantee this. As music plays a big role in my life, all names, except my own, are based on musicians or songs which I associate with the people I shared this adventure with.

Where I feel it is necessary, I may change a few facts to better protect the identity of my clients. I hope you enjoy reading about my experiences as much as I have enjoyed my life as a sex worker so far.
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​Part I: An Introduction to the Industry
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I think it is important to caution people who consider a career in the sex industry that sex work can be very dangerous. The danger is not only because of the threat of sexually transmitted diseases or unwanted pregnancies, but also because sex workers mostly have to trust strangers not to harm them. Unfortunately, there are many bad people out there. I have been lucky in this regard. For me, the excitement and rewards of the industry by far outweighed the dangers. This is mostly because I have the luxury of picking my clients and to always practice safe sex. However, some sex workers are desperate and have to book any client, and sometimes have to agree to unprotected sex in order to put food on the table. 

A friend introduced me to the sex industry. I can’t remember my exact emotions when I found out she was a sex worker, but I do remember that I was curious. Different factors played a role in my decision to give the sex industry a go. The most important factor was probably the promise of cash. For a student, cash is king. The money I could make as a sex worker was beyond my wildest dreams. Other factors playing a role were my sexual appetite, my competitive spirit and my sense of adventure. My first opportunity in the industry came while I was experimenting with sex. There was so much to discover, and I enjoyed every step of the way. I saw my journey into the sex industry as a new adventure, one where I could have regular sex and get paid for it. As I will explain later, my introduction to the industry involved competitive sex. This made the prospect of having sex for cash even more exciting to a competitive woman like me.

Ian convinced me that readers need to know how I look. I will leave the description up to him. 

Isabella is a very sexy woman. She is also a very intelligent woman and just a bundle of fun.

She is short and petite, just shy of 160 cm and between 50 and 52 kilograms. Her hair colour changes often, but she keeps her hair short and stylish. One of her most stunning features is her intelligent green eyes. They can be very intense when she gets mad, and she does get mad because she is the typical petite woman, feisty and full of life. But her eyes are usually full of mischief and laughter. They can also look deep into your soul and tell you what is in her heart without her lips moving. 

She has a slender face with high cheekbones, a petite nose and a smallish mouth with sultry lips. Her neck is long and slender and very sensitive to the touch. 

Isabella is a bit of a gym fanatic. She works out every day, whether at the gym near her home, or at her gym room at home. As a result, her body is in great shape, with well-developed feminine muscles, nothing hard and masculine. There is not an ounce of fat on her body. Her measurements are 34B, 27, 34.

There are many parts of a woman that can be sexy. Isabella has a very sexy back, flowing from her broadish shoulders for her size into her thin waist, and back out to the feminine curvature of her hips. She has a tight bum, the type meant for tiny thongs. 

The view from the front is just as sexy. Her tummy is flat with a bellybutton ring, pulling your eyes to her feminine sixpack. She also has piercings through her long brown nipples and a huge collection of nipple rings and barbells. Her areolae are relatively small. Her B-cup breasts are the perfect size for her small body. They are firm and perky, completely unaffected by gravity. 

I do not have a foot fetish, but Isabella has very nice feet. She wears a size 4 UK, which is probably a size 6 US. Her collection of high-heel shoes is even larger than her collection of nipple piercings. Isabella has shapely athletic legs, with well-defined feminine thigh and calf muscles. 

Although one does not immediately see it, when she flexes, she has decent guns. I rarely notice a woman’s forearms, but I love looking at Isabella's short, cute forearms and small and elegant hands. 

Her skin is smooth and silky, with an even suntan. Having her own swimming pool helps her maintain her suntan with no tan lines.  

Lastly, and here she gave me limits to my description. Her vulva is clean-shaven, and she does not have any clit or labia piercings. 
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​Chapter 1: My University Roommate
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I cannot tell my story without introducing you to my university roommate first. Let’s call her Kylie. I was fresh out of school and ready to conquer the world when we met. We were not allowed to pick our own roommates. The dorm mother allocated us to rooms. Kylie was already in the room when I dragged my heavy suitcases in. We got along fine, but there were a few growing pains in our relationship. The fundamental difference was our approach to student life. I focussed on my studies, and Kylie was a party animal. Her primary aim was to experiment sexually and to try every type of liquor available. I still do not know how she passed all her first-semester subjects, as I never saw her study once. Her response, when I asked her whether she wasn’t going to study, was always the same. You don’t study for performance arts, you experience it, you feel it. Studying law was definitely the opposite. I never had enough time to research all the applicable court cases. This does not mean I did not have a high sex drive and that I did not want to experiment as well. I just could not find enough time to have fun.

But we both changed as the first year flew by. Towards the end, I was partying a bit more, and Kylie occasionally had a glance at her books. I also made time for my sexual desires and had lots of sex with different partners. If you like, I changed from being sexually frustrated, to being slutty. When the second year started, we could choose our roommates. Kylie and I both chose to stay together. Although we were still very different people, we got used to each other and actually enjoyed each other’s company. For the sake of full disclosure, I had a slight crush on Kylie. 

Then something happened which changed my life forever, although I did not realise it at the time. One night, Kylie brought another female student back to our dorm room. They were both tipsy and all over each other. At that stage, I had never been with another woman. But seeing Kylie kissing another woman, while they fondled each other’s breasts, turned me on. After that, I often daydreamed about kissing Kylie. But I was too scared to do anything about it. I convinced myself our friendship was too important to risk for sexual gratification. Although I did not act on my feelings, that night made me realise I may have sexual feelings for women as well.

A few weeks later, Kylie left our room when her phone rang. This was strange, as she had never left the room before for a call. Sometimes I had wished she would, as she loved to discuss past or planned sexual encounters with her lovers in more details than I cared to hear. A few minutes later, she hurried back, dressed in a sexy short black number and hurried out, giving me a quick wave as she left.

This started to happen more often. I tried to fish for information, in what I believed was a discreet manner. But she remained tight-lipped about where she was rushing to while wearing sexy outfits. Then, one day, I saw her getting into the back of a large luxury German vehicle. I pressed harder after this, believing she had a rich new lover. But Kylie always changed the topic when I pressed too hard.

A few more months went by before I finally knew what my roommate was up to. One night, while I was studying at my desk, she came up to me from behind and hugged me tightly.

‘I need to tell you something, but you must promise you would not judge me. You also must promise this stays between the two of us. Can I trust you?’  

My heart was thumping in my chest. I am not sure whether this was from the excitement of feeling her body against mine, or the excitement of finally knowing where she went to in her revealing outfits. ‘You can trust me. I promise not to tell.’

‘And not to judge me. I need somebody I can share this with, but I could not deal with you judging me.’

I panicked a bit. How serious could this be? What if it was so bad that I had no choice but to judge her? But my curiosity was stronger than my concerns. I turned my head until I could see her eyes. ‘I promise not to judge you.’

Kylie nervously glanced towards the door before she whispered in my ear. ‘I am an escort.’

‘What?’

‘I am an escort. I sleep with men for money.’

This was unexpected news, and I was unsure how to respond. The news was unexpected, and I did not really know how I felt about the sex industry. Churches condemned it, and society looked down on sex workers. But I had no strong opinions about it, although my first thought was that somebody was exploiting my roommate.

‘Why? Do you have a pimp?’

‘No, I do not have a pimp. You promised not to judge me.’

‘I am not judging you. I am just concerned for you.’

We did not speak for a while, but I felt tears where her cheek rested on my shoulder. 

‘I am here for you if you need anything. You are my friend, and I just want to be sure you are safe.’ I got up and hugged her properly while we both had a good cry.

Since I became a sex worker, I’ve had days when I doubted my life choices. These were mostly fuelled by the occasional client, who believed he owned me because he paid for my time. The constant secrecy about my job also takes a toll. Only a handful of people close to me, actually know what I do for a living. Fortunately for me, when I started my career as a sex worker, I’ve had Kylie to talk to whenever I needed a shoulder. I am also fortunate in that I had wealthy clients from the start and that I could therefore afford to be very picky about my clients. I still made a few bad choices, but these were all learning experiences. I am sure I will still have bookings where a new client tries to break my rules. Even if you are very cautious when scanning new clients, I do not always get it right.  
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​​Chapter 2: Agreeing to a Session
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After she had shared her secret with me, Kylie would often tell me what happened during sessions. The first time she mentioned a sexfight, it piqued my interest. Before that, I had never even imagined a sexual contest between two women. This was a new fantasy I could use while pleasuring myself. But I did not dare to imagine that sexfights would become a regular part of my life. Men’s high sexual drive sometimes results in fantasies which seem strange to most women. But sexfighting is a fantasy which can be very exciting to women who are competitive and have an interest in sex with other women.

Before I dipped my toes into the inviting waters of the sex industry, I had been with my fair share of male lovers, but never with another woman. Thinking back now, I would describe my younger self as bi-curious, but cautiously bi-curious. I became embarrassed every time thoughts about Kylie turned me on. It is difficult to say with any certainty now, but I would probably never have been with another woman if Kylie did not present me with an opportunity. Also, my lust for her was just powerful enough on the day in question for me to agree to her request.

It was a Saturday afternoon in early September of our second year at university when Kylie took a call. After she had shared her secret with me, there was no longer a need for her to leave the room when a client called. She was her charming self, but I could hear the tone of the conversation change. My roommate sounded uncertain while she nervously glanced in my direction.

‘I am not sure. Give me a few minutes. I will see what I can do.’

By the way she looked at me, I sensed their conversation had something to do with me. But how could it? Surely, she did not tell her clients anything about me?

After hanging up, she looked at me for a few seconds before she built up enough courage to ask me. ‘Please don’t get mad. But I have to ask you. I have nobody else who could help me out.’

My heart thumped in my throat. This could not be good.

‘It was Paul, one of my best clients. He arranged for me and another escort to have sex while he watches. He just told me she is no longer available and asked me to bring somebody else. Will you go with me? The money is very good.’ Kylie’s eyes were pleading with me.

‘Me? No! ... No!’ This blew my mind. How could she expect me to sleep with a guy I did not know? How could she expect me to sleep with a guy for money?

‘Paul only watches. We will pleasure each other while he watches. Please, I would not ask if I did not really need this money.’

I found out later that Kylie’s dad could no longer pay her tuition fees after his business went bust. She became a sex worker, or escort, as she preferred to call it, to pay for her own studies.

I am still not sure why I agreed to it that day. It was not something I could ever see myself doing. Maybe it was the desperation in her eyes. Maybe it was the thought of finally getting the chance to satisfy my fantasy of having sex with her. I must explain here that although my bi-curious feelings were not limited to Kylie, no other woman aroused me at that stage of my life, as much as she did. 

Kylie gave me a tight hug and a wet kiss on the cheek when I eventually agreed to go on the booking with her. I regretted my decision almost immediately. But I could not get myself to tell her I no longer wanted to do it. Kylie was so excited, which further aroused me. She browsed through my clothes but could find nothing slutty enough. I was not confident enough to show off my body back then. Her only option was to give me one of her revealing dresses to wear. Luckily, we were both petite, standing around 159 cm (5’3”) and we both weighed just under 50 kg (110lbs). Our cup sizes were both B, and we even both sported a bob hairstyle. My hair was blonde back then, and hers was a light brown. People often thought we were sisters because of our similar looks. 

I found it very difficult not to kiss her, or to at least press my naked body against hers while we showered together in the communal showers before dressing for the booking. But, once again, my courage failed me. Before this booking, I had stupidly waited for her to make the first move. Even with men, I had waited for them to make the move. I often wonder how many opportunities I would have missed in life because of a lack of sexual confidence. This is something the sex industry gave me early on. I learned how to go for what I wanted in life, not only sexually, but also in general.

When the luxury German vehicle arrived for us, I was still very excited about making love with Kylie. I was riding an immense wave of lust and could only think of her sexy little body pressed up against my own sexy little body. But reality set in. I was about to get naked in front of a stranger who paid to watch me make love to Kylie. My roommate must have seen the stress in my eyes. She took my hand in hers and tenderly kissed me on the cheek. 

‘Don’t worry. We will have lots of fun with each other.’

‘I am just nervous.’

‘Don’t be. I will take good care of you.’

But the nerves never went away, not that day and never since. I still get nervous before any booking. Like anybody else, I have insecurities. ‘Am I still pretty enough? What if he doesn’t like what he sees? What if he does not enjoy the session?’ I know these thoughts are silly. Most of my bookings are with regular clients, who obviously came back for a reason. At this stage of my career, I actually seldom take on new clients. I know my regulars love the way I look and that they enjoy our sessions. But I guess insecurities are just part of human nature. Some have more than others. But I have learned how to cope with mine. They motivate me to keep in shape and to make every booking special for my clients. Maybe, because of this, my insecurities made me more successful at what I do.  

We headed towards one of the wealthy neighbourhoods with enormous properties, private security guards and well-established trees. These made the area look more like a forest than a neighbourhood. Kylie was still holding my hand. Butterflies were fluttering in my tummy, partly from nerves and partly from arousal. Her small hand felt so different from holding hands with a guy. Don’t laugh at me, but she was holding my hand in a sensual way. I don’t know how to explain the difference between just holding hands, and holding hands sensually. But she was holding my hand in a sensual way. My body reacted to this. My nipples grew stiff, and my vagina became moist. I usually need a fair amount of foreplay for my body to react this way. But holding hands with Kylie that day was all I needed. I like to think of that moment in the backseat of that German vehicle, as a very special moment in my life. Although I had agreed to do a session with her earlier that day, that moment was when I truly wanted to have the session with her. One may argue that it was the moment when I became a sex worker. I choose to believe her small magic hand aroused me enough to make me wet. But to be fair, the knowledge that the two of us would soon make love probably played a role as well.
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