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			Back cover

			“Is getting invited to a restaurant and sleeping with a virtual stranger disguised prostitution or good manners? Is marrying a man for his situation a way to monetize his body? Where is the limit between an interested seduction and an assumed prostitution? Is it not only the cash exchanged that makes the situation change?

			I am Mathilde, alias Mathilda, I am 37 years old and I prostitute myself to be a free woman. Most of the time I work in low-paying jobs like most women, but I decided to become an escort in order to get out of my social condition and not to be a free and disposable object. I have been leading this double life for ten years and today men, but also women, respect me for what I am. I like this life and I assume it totally.”

			In this extraordinary story, Mathilde takes us on a journey to discover an activity that fascinates and that no one talks about in this way. From her family to her friends, from her lovers to her clients, from her work to her first pass, she shares her way of life openly because her reality does not need to be hidden.

			 

			Mathilde Davril has been an executive assistant, a sales manager in the press, a communication manager and a company manager in the business aviation industry in Lyon. Coming from a modest background, she had a happy childhood and did not experience violence, rape or abuse. 
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			The Law

			Since April 13, 2016, the “penalization of clients” law is in effect. Prostitution in France is legal and authorized. There is an NAF code 96.09.12: other personal services, hostess services, prostitute services, so that people engaged in this activity can declare themselves and pay taxes. On the other hand, the purchase of prostitutes’ services is strictly forbidden, and clients of sex workers are liable to a fine of 1,500 euros and 3,750 euros in the event of a repeat offence. Any form of pimping is punishable, such as helping to post an ad, renting an apartment to a sex worker, matchmaking or being a salaried employee. TDS cannot join together and create a structure or they will be prosecuted for pimping. Only the State reserves the right to be our pimp by forcing us to declare ourselves in order to take a part of our incomes, but without agreeing to give us the same rights as other workers: retirement, social security or non-conviction of our clients.  

			 

			 

		

	
		
			Foreword

			Why give your body for free when some want to pay? When we are not looking for love, is it better to have sex friends or sex passes? This could be the subject of a philosophy exam, couldn’t it? I can even go further: when our approach does not aim at love, where is the limit between gallantry and prostitution? Is being invited to a restaurant and spending the night with a man, without loving him, disguised prostitution? Or is it simply good manners to pay a bill and a night’s stay in a hotel for a woman, so that she is protected from so-called loose morals? Is buying drinks in a discotheque all night and sleeping with an almost unknown man also a way of monetizing your body? Or is replacing cash with spirits in a cup good manners and protects the lady from being a whore? If we meet someone with the purpose of getting laid and having a nice evening, and the man puts in the forms and means, are we whores? Or is it only a palpable exchange of money that turns the tables? If we marry a man for his status, does being married and having a baby guarantee us honor? Or are we not ultimately our husband’s prostitute? In what form does money become problematic in an encounter and what is the limit that should not be crossed? And if there is a limit, and we cross it, what is disturbing? That a woman might want to prostitute herself in the name of her freedom? Because being a prostitute, supposedly, is not being free. And yet, everything in this activity could be synonymous with freedom. Sex, independence, choice, pleasure, desire, enjoyment, money, power. My buddies have often said to me, “You, Mathilde, are not a beauty queen, you are not really beautiful, but you sweat sex.” 

			I give off the pheromones of freedom and that’s what these men have detected. But should I feel ashamed and on the bangs of society for deciding that feminism goes further than sharing tasks or equal paychecks? Is it not on the contrary an advance in our rights as women to opt for paid encounters? Our right to own our bodies as we wish? To multiply our conquests if we feel like it, while earning money and turning the tables on oppressive patriarchal thinking? Isn’t prostitution just a progressive trend that clashes with and challenges the ideals of reactionary protagonists? Is it not just uncomfortable for the world to reveal that your husbands, your brothers, your fathers, all of whom are in good standing, use this type of service, without perversity or violence? And that women, normally constituted, who are your daughters, your sisters, your office colleagues, have decided to use their charms, to no longer be oppressed in a scheme that does not correspond to them? Is this really a humiliating burden or an extremely disturbing proof of intelligence? Because isn’t the only thing that really belongs to us, our body?

			 

			 

		

	
		
			1. What if it was the solution?

			I am Mathilde, who has become Mathilda, escort, prostitute, whore, whore, courtesan, TDS1, it’s your choice, I have no problem with that. I am your neighbor, your office colleague, the ordinary young woman that you pass in the street on your way to buy your bread or the one that you see in the aisles of Lidl, in jogging suits and with a high comforter on the left side of the head as if to let you guess that I prefer the madness of difference to the wisdom of a smooth and orderly bun. I could be your sister, your daughter and I am a member of a family that could be yours. I am 28 years old and it is February 2012. Two years ago, I left a man who spent more time weighing me than fucking me, for whom kilos rhymed with libido and a ring on his finger with modeling. At the same time, I took the opportunity to kindly thank my boss who assumed that with my advanced age, I would procreate and who, therefore, never agreed to give me a raise. This feeling of being a lemon that has to give its juice, but not to expel a seed, was not worth a permanent contract or a boyfriend. So I arrived in Lyon from my Burgundy home, with that breath of fresh air that big cities have and that lets you know that anything is possible. That at every street crossing, there is an opportunity to meet new people, to discover new things, that being almost an anonymous expatriate in the middle of this crowd of people in a hurry allows me to evolve in total freedom and lightness.

			Since my installation, I have been working as a business development officer for a business and legal newspaper. When I answered the job offer, I had no knowledge of the press, had never worked in an editorial office or worked with journalists. I presented myself with the self-confidence I had acquired from my genetic inheritance, and today I am part of the team, without the editor in chief finding anything wrong with it. 

			I live with Aurore in a three-room apartment in Villeurbanne, Grandclément sector, managed by the OPAC du Rhône. The tenants have no choice, the social syndic allocates the rooms simply according to gender. In our building, there are apartments for girls, boys, families and drug dealers who act as porters in the entrance hall. With Aurore, at the beginning, everything opposed us. I was her umpteenth roommate, she hated the previous one: “As soon as I saw you, I immediately thought you were a bitch”. 

			A great classic! I’ve often been confronted with this type of prejudice, without really knowing why. Maybe it’s my outspokenness or the height of my heels.

			She was a pretty blonde with long wavy hair and blue eyes, her face still youthful at 20 years old, in a baba cool look, reserved and studious, her nose plunged in her medical books. It took us an afternoon of cleaning the walls of the common kitchen to get used to each other. Today, we are still different, but there is no jealousy between us or lies. We don’t try to be what we are not, we don’t judge each other and we don’t use each other’s flaws to exist. 

			Since I’ve been in Lyon, I’ve had one disillusionment after another in love and stories that don’t lead to anything. I have the feeling that dating sites are only for “getting laid”. In one click, you fuck. The lovers are there one night, one week, the time to take off my panties. The same pattern repeats itself constantly, promising beginnings, seduction, flattery, short term projects, a movie, a love apple at the chestnut vogue, an invitation to go away for a weekend when the sun will be back, obviously not now, a body to body because we feel like it, and then: “You know, I don’t want anything serious, I don’t want you to get attached and hurt yourself, I feel you’re too invested.”

			It seems that the imprint of previous generations is so strong that men unconsciously associate fucking, commitment, marriage. I fucked her, I have to run away before I have to marry her. Am I not dirty enough or am I too dirty? If I really looked like an independent and frivolous woman, maybe they wouldn’t feel pressure? Or is it my image as a free woman that makes them run away? Constantly questioning yourself with this impression of turning in circles. What’s wrong, what’s not right? What is the key to a successful and ongoing relationship, whether it is a love or friendship relationship? Where are you, the beautiful smiling stranger that I had imagined meeting in the traboules of old Lyon and who would have shown me around the city without hoping to make me pay for my little ticket? Where are you, miss, who promises me at each zumba class that on Friday night we’ll go out in a nice bar? Where are you, you who, no doubt like me, are so often alone? Or already too surrounded to open up to new friendships?

			After the wonderment comes the disillusionment, and taming this metropolis turns out to be more difficult than my dreams had imagined. The field of possibilities in two years in Lyon has closed on me. I don’t have any childhood friends here, nor any college buddies, I didn’t go anyway. Office colleagues rarely become friends. There is Delphine, a model in her spare time and a secretary at the law firm next to the newspaper where I work, but although we have lunch together almost every day, in the evening she goes to her boyfriend. There is also Coralie, whom I met through Delphine and whom I sometimes meet for a drink. But, at 27 years old, she has just resumed her studies and is starting a law course, so the penal code is much more important than parties between girls. Aurore, my roommate, is in her second year of medical school and when we meet in the apartment, it’s more often to make her recite her pharmacy than to have fun around a good meal. I’m bored and lonely. 

			One evening, while watching a report on escorting, I had a revelation: what if it was the solution? A way to meet people without ever feeling cheated or scalded. A way to occupy my evenings, to go out for dinner and not to stay at home wondering what I am doing right or wrong. That exploring the world of paid relationships won’t lead me to love, although madness, isn’t it doing the same thing over and over and expecting a different result? Why not try this adventure? Since men are using me, I might as well return the favor. It may be an extreme way to go, but it doesn’t seem more shocking or degrading to me than a simple meeting that would start in the darkness of virtual meanders and that would lead to nothing but sex.

			I type “escort Lyon” on Google, a multitude of websites appear: Wannonce, 6annonce, Sexmodel, Planescort. I scroll through the dozens or rather hundreds of ads, all the girls look like they come out of magazines. The photos are provocative, but do not look real, like an excess of Snapchat filters mixed with Photoshop. A description sheet details origin, weight, height, measurements, hair color, shoe size and a small presentation text accompanies it. Some of them are quite crude, listing sexual practices that I don’t understand, abbreviations or English words: GFE, Extra ball, Creampie, BDSM, In-call, Facesitting. To indicate their prices, they speak of roses: thirty minutes, 150 roses; one hour, 250 roses; then the extra, extra sodomy or facial ejaculation. Everything is square, like a product data sheet on Amazon.

			Out of curiosity, I click on “registration”, on a free site, the interface looks like Meetic’s. I create an email address: mathilda.escort@mail.com. Mathilda, I think it sounds good. It’s soft, suggestive, feminine, like all these first names ending in A and which without being pronounced refer to the heat of the Mediterranean. Emilia, Ella, Yasmina, Sophia, Guilia, Paola. It only takes one letter for the fantasy to be born. Marcelle is no longer the same woman when she is called Marcella and the men, without even seeing her, already have the feeling of guessing and desiring her. 

			I select a photo of myself in lingerie, a shot taken to satisfy the voyeuristic appetite of a non-transient lover, and to satisfy my need for flattery in the moment. I am a young woman, far from the standard of the Elite models, but well dressed and adorned with frills that compress the excess and pigeonhole the missing, I find myself pretty and feminine. I don’t write any presentation text, nothing comes to my mind except: for sale against good care! I simply note in the box “coordinates” my new e-mail. In a few minutes, my ad is online and I am overwhelmed with messages a few hours later. 

			“Hello, you look lovely and I would like to meet you, Eric, 59, very sweet.”

			“Seen on Lovedreams.com, are you available right now to come to Valmy, Lyon 9? Fred, 45 years old.”

			“Hello, can you tell me what your rates and services are? Charles, 53.”

			“Hello Mathilda, it is so pleasant to discover your voluptuous photos that invite the pleasures of the senses. A wind of freshness and novelty blows on the site and I would like to swirl at your side. I hope to read you and charm you. Jean-Jacques, 62 years old.”

			“Hello Mathilda, my name is Vincent, I am 35 years old, athletic, rather good looking, 1m80, French. I’m looking for a special fantasy at home Lyon 1er. I’d like to be masturbated while you force me to sniff your feet, smelly if possible. Can this interest you? With pleasure.”

			“Available 30 minutes for fellatio, 100 euros ? Medhi”

			“Rates and benefits?”

			“Hello charming lady, I am on a trip to a 4 star hotel in the Presqu’île. My name is Thierry, 52 years old, normal appearance. I would be delighted to receive you for 2 hours. Can we exchange?”

			It’s unexpected, I never imagined that I would receive such a quantity of messages in a few moments. The men want to meet, they leave me a little description of themselves, of their desires and sometimes attach a photo. I don’t answer, I simply read the mails and sometimes I am stunned by the crazy requests, even though, for the majority, the fantasies expressed are not extravagant, and few of them go into the details of the sexual service. But considering prostitution is one thing, getting past it is much more difficult. I don’t have the courage for this first meeting, nor do I have the poise to respond to a courteous and charming e-mail. I am torn between good and evil, between my Judeo-Christian background and my thirst for adrenaline mixed with my need for freedom. I find myself ridiculous to want to monetize my body, just because my daily life is platonic and full of disillusionment. But I want to live differently, not to undergo anymore, but to be an actress of my life as a woman. I didn’t leave everything behind two years ago to let myself be locked into an existence that doesn’t resemble me. So, maybe yes, for once, I could be free to make my own choices and prostitute myself if I wanted to, without feeling all the pressure of society telling me that I don’t have the right to do so and that this would make me a woman who doesn’t respect herself.  
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			2. My girlfriends are doing extras

			- What do we order, Coralie? 

			- A glass of champagne and a board to nibble on. Is that okay with you, Mathilde? 

			I’m on the terrace of the K, a trendy bar-club in the chic district of Brotteaux. The heated mushrooms bring warmth in this evening of March 2012. Although she is busy with her new studies, my friend has taken her head out of the penal code for once. Coralie is not one of these women on whom one turns around in the street, it is her charm which makes her beauty, this coldness which freezes some or which makes others want to warm her up. She is neither pleasant nor sympathetic, she gives herself the air of a narrow middle-class woman that one cannot approach. But she is whole and frank when she breaks her shell, which has made us become friends for a few months. Life has taught me not to stop at preconceptions.   

			- Coco, I want to tell you about something I’m considering doing, but I’m a little afraid of shocking you. 

			- Shock me, though, that’s strong, I’m not that uptight! What do you want to do that could be shocking? You can talk to me about anything, don’t worry.  

			- I’m going to get straight to the point, I signed up on a site. An escorting site. I haven’t met anyone yet, but I posted an ad. I’m thinking about experimenting with this type of dating, but I can’t seem to get started. I’m afraid, but I don’t know of what.

			- It’s funny that you should talk to me about this, I wasn’t expecting it. But I’ll put you at ease, I understand you perfectly, I’ve been doing escorting for some time now. 

			I am stunned and I find myself shocked, as if caught in my own trap. She who pretends to be a scared little virgin is actually an escort ? She that we want to call “Madam”, in her chic suit and with her mannered looks? I finally meet few girls in Lyon, what was the probability that one was a prostitute? Is it really more common than I imagine? Is it just a coincidence? I never suspected that she could have this type of activity. It’s true that she wears a luxury bag, has had a nose job at the Clinique du Parc, has just returned to school at the age of 27 and doesn’t work on the side. But it is not obvious as a connection, and she does not correspond to the image that one makes of a girl of joy: she is neither vulgar nor lost, I never saw her taking drugs, she seems happy, fulfilled and never evoked to have undergone abuses. This is a very simplistic vision, but it is the one that is mediated when we talk about the profiles of prostitutes.  

			- Coco, you play me? Do not say anything! You, you are an escort? Attention, do not see in my astonishment a form of insult, but admit that your announcement is unexpected.

			- I’m an amazing young woman, and you know, it’s not as complicated as it sounds. You have to be careful, you have to select the clients. If you want, I’ll explain how it works and help you get started. To start, you must have a professional phone and register on the 6annonce site, it is the best. On the others, the clientele is shitty and it’s 100 balls an hour. This one is paying for girls, 150 euros per month, normally it’s 300, but I have a special link to pay less from France. Anyway, it pays off quickly and it’s quite simple to set up. It’s actually a very common hobby. I shouldn’t tell you, you have to keep it a secret, but Delphine is not really a model! She works for an agency in Geneva, in Switzerland it’s legal. On the other hand, you are not independent. The owner sends you on a mission when a client selects you and you have nothing to say.  

			I get a second electric shock. Delphine? The young woman I have lunch with every day? The one who every morning, before entering the law office, goes through the newspaper shouting on the doorstep of my office: “Come on Math’, good luck for your morning”, in a laughing tone, like a comedian who has found the joke of the century and who never gets tired of it. And who, in the evening, says to me as full of life as ever: “See you Math’, I’m off to school! I’m going home to my darling, tonight it’s spaghetti!

			This Delphine? All wise and all cute from the top of her meter seventy-five, her perfect curves and her skin so deliciously golden that she overshadows the Eiffel Tower when it is glittering? This Delphine who never knew how to explain to me why she associated a party in the air to a plate of pasta?

			- Is it the tangling and twisting? Is it because it’s long and thin?

			- No, it’s because spaghetti is pretty!

			I have been seeing her daily for almost two years! Am I so gullible? What is this hidden world, which apparently has a large number of followers? Could it be that it is actually very common? These girls have a seemingly ordinary life, job, studies, boyfriend, apartment, social life. 

			- Coco, why are you doing this?

			- Because I’m single and I prefer to get paid rather than to be taken by men. For the money too, and for the freedom that this way of life brings. Thanks to this, I can resume my studies without being in a precarious situation. I offer myself a new future and I find it pleasant to be a seductress, because it is not necessary to believe that all the men treat the escorts like merchandise. That’s not true, I’m more often a marriage counselor than a blow-up doll. Not everything is glittery, but if you set yourself a code of conduct, then you minimize the risk of bad encounters.

			These revelations give me the impetus and the courage that I lack. Sharing this with Coralie becomes simple, it is no longer a solitary journey into an unknown world. I am an initiate and I have a testimony, not through a trashy report of Exclusive Investigation, but face to face, with a young woman that I know and who now gives herself up without reserve. On her side, she was initiated by a girl who had herself been initiated by another. She tells me that there are many young women who are involved in the business as a result of an unpremeditated meeting or opportunity, and who then evolve in the shadows and without any suspicion, because a conventional social status allows them to sow doubt. 

			I follow his advice, buy a prepaid phone and redo an ad on the Internet. I apply myself, elaborate a nice text of presentation which praises my human qualities, my altruism, my frivolity and I add some photos, blurred face and tattoos. I delete my profile on Adopteunmec.com, validate my registration on 6annonce and don’t feel that there is much difference between these two sites. The objective is to meet people, to reach carnal pleasures, for one by making his future partner dream, for the other by paying her.    

			In mid-March 2012, as soon as my ad was published, my cell phone kept ringing. The market in the prostitution sector is unimaginable when we are not directly confronted with it. I am not talking about ten calls per day, but about fifty. And on this Internet site, which by some means escapes the regulations against pimping, we pay to be listed and can display our rates. Mine, as a beginner, is 250 euros per hour. About fifty men try to contact me every day, ready to pay 250 euros to have a sex party with a professional, which I am not, of course. Nevertheless, I have always been good with people and with the telephone, and when I was younger I worked as a teleprospector. I sold slimming cures and wine. So, when you are capable of getting someone to buy a case of vintage wine at 1,000 euros, without them having tasted it, simply by the force of a well-practised sales pitch and a smooth voice, it’s easy to sell yourself. All you have to do is to establish a speech, to be smiling, dynamic and the interlocutor is hooked. 

			My first exchanges are hesitant and shy. I don’t know what the expectations and demands of these men are, nor what I am able to offer them. Talking about sex with your partner is not easy, so with a stranger it is destabilizing.

			At the beginning, I familiarize myself with the vocabulary of the profession and orient myself on a niche, that of the GFE, in English Girl Friend Experience, i.e. the role of the girlfriend. I don’t propose any extreme practices or scenarios, nothing I don’t like, no domination and even less submission. I kiss, but I don’t swallow, I sell my ass, but I don’t have it penetrated. Paying to have sex as ordinary as with your wife, there is a clientele for that, and that is the one I am interested in. 

			My biggest problem is the age of the gentlemen who contact me. Most of them are 50+, I’m not 30 and have little experience. I’m not a scared young virgin, I live my sexuality as a single boy of my generation would allow himself to do. But I am not ready to take the step of a mature man, not for my first time as an escort, I need to start this game on familiar ground.

			 

			 

		

	
		
			3. A price that makes me a prostitute

			It’s 12:27 p.m. on Thursday, March 15, 2012, when I take the call, at the newspaper, between two forks of my mixed salad, almost laying on my computer keyboard. I swallow my mouthful, and with a natural, relaxed air, I launch into this vocal exercise I’ve been practicing for the past few days.

			- Yes, hello?

			- Hello Mathilda, my name is Jérémy, I am 35 years old. I’m calling about your ad, are you available tonight?

			Tonight is perfect, it doesn’t give me too much time to think and I have enough work at the newspaper to keep my mind occupied. I’m not afraid that something bad might happen to me, that I might get hit, raped or drugged. The anxiety I try to alleviate by burying my head in my files is similar to the stage fright one feels at a job interview or when the curtains open on a performance night. 

			I leave the office at 5 pm, without having completed any of my tasks. Finally, I worked without working, I thought without thinking about anything, I rambled. I take the C3 bus back home, it is crowded and the traffic is heavy at this time of the day. The trip lasts about 30 minutes, I feel like I’m out of my body. There are dozens of people around me, but I don’t see anyone, don’t hear anything despite the hubbub of the crowd in public transport. I am like in a bubble. A bubble of stress mixed with excitement. My heart is beating fast, I have palpitations, sweaty hands and red cheeks. I could pass out, right now, on the floor of the bus, but it arrives at my stop, place Grandclément, I have to get off.

			I make a detour to Carrefour before going home, buy a bottle of white wine and put it in the freezer while I shower. I take my time, shave my legs, wash my hair carefully. On my way out, the towel still wet around my body, I pour myself a glass. The bottle is not very fresh, it doesn’t matter, I pour myself a second one, light a cigarette, then another one. I do an impeccable blow-dry, I am almost platinum blonde and my length falls to the shoulders. I opt for an evening make-up, a smoky-eyes a little too pressed. I put on a pair of stockings, a pretty black tanga and a push-up bra. I choose a dress in the same color, short, but flared not to mark my hips and my thighs too fat. I tighten it with a belt to emphasize my waist which is rather thin. To finish my outfit, I put on a pair of twelve centimeters pumps. I observe myself in front of the mirror in my small room of ten square meters, I find myself pretty, even if I am not sure of myself and a little shaky. I have curves and do not correspond to the standards of the profession. I reassure myself that he has seen my pictures and knows that I am not skinny. It’s silly, I care if he likes me. Could he say to me as he opens the door, “No, go home, you’re too ugly.”

			Does this kind of thing happen? Surely. And that’s what scares me the most right now.

			I pour myself a last glass in the kitchen and meet my roommate Aurore.

			- Where are you going all dolled up on a Thursday night?

			- I go out to dinner with Coralie.

			- You’re beautiful, are you sure it’s Coco you’re going out to dinner with?

			- It is not safe to meet the prince charming! If you want a glass, the wine is cool, I’m going.

			- Give her a kiss for me and take care of yourself.

			The few sips of wine have calmed the palpitations of my heart. I get into my car and, during the forty-minute drive, I smoke one cigarette after another. I ask myself what I’m doing: “This is crazy, it’s nonsense, it’s probably dangerous, you realize, you’re going to be a whore anyway, it’s not nothing.” I dial Coralie’s number to share my emotions with her and get the support of this knowledgeable woman. 

			- Hello, Mathilde, are you on your way? How are you feeling? Anyway, it’s not your first date or your first time!

			- I feel like a young virgin! I’m hot, I’m excited and at the same time I’m a little scared.

			- It’s normal, and you’d be in the same state if you’d met this guy on the Internet without the pricey side. Just tell yourself that you’re going to meet someone new. I also have a date tonight, he’s coming by my place in thirty minutes. Call me back if anything goes wrong or to tell me when you’re on your way home.

			I arrive in this small town outside of Lyon, disconcerted by what I am about to do. I park my car in the parking lot of the condominium. There is not a living soul, not a sound and the night is plunged in the most complete darkness.

			I take a strong mint gum from my purse and spray myself with Coco Mademoiselle so I don’t smell like a cigarette. During the few steps I have to take to get to Jeremy’s house, the echo of my heels echoes in my head, I feel as if I’m dizzy by myself, unless it’s the white wine I drank as fast as a Perrier on a hot day? I take a deep breath, fix a commercial smile on my face, I am in front of the door. What will happen, what will it look like? I’m full of adrenaline. I have the rubber band around my ankles, I’m on the edge of the bridge facing the void, I jump: knock-knock.

			The young man opens the door with a wide smile and a look that sweeps me, almost scans me. I am immediately struck by his athletic appearance, he is not very tall, dark, his face is square, smooth, youthful. He is very drawn, structured, as if made. He must not count his hours lifting iron in the gym or plucking his eyebrows. He has a physique halfway between a bodybuilder and a rugby player. He’s not what I pictured. To me, if a boy pays, he must be ugly, fat and probably a little disgusting, otherwise he wouldn’t need to pay. Why use an escort when certainly half the girls in the gym want to spend an evening with him? I am pleasantly surprised and the pressure of the whole day starts to come down. For the first time I put a face on a client of the prostitutes and I find this young man as ordinary as all the others I meet on my way to the office. He could be my bank advisor, my salesman at Decathlon or the HR guy who recruited me at the newspaper. At first glance, I don’t see anything in him that differentiates him from an honest man. 

			His apartment is coquettish, without pretention. He welcomes me in a small, pleasant and neat living room, just like him. A flat screen is hung on the wall and a video game console is underneath. Some green plants decorate the room and in a corner a Tancarville on which underpants and tee-shirts spread carefully are drying. 

			He invites me to take a seat on the sofa bed next to the wall of the room just behind, it is plunged in the dark. I try to be at ease and to get to know him naturally, but my nervousness has taken over my aplomb. I don’t know how to lead this dance I’m discovering. Can I ask him personal questions? Is this done? Or should we hide from each other? Who is more illegal? We are adults and consenting, but can we disassociate? Can I reveal myself to him? Should I put my hand on his thigh when he talks to me? Should I make the first move? At what point should I make the move? What are the habits and customs of this profession? I don’t have the instructions for prostitution and there is no such thing as Escorting for Dummies! I realize that Coralie taught me the technique, but did not teach me anything about the practice.

			I feel Jeremy is a little tense, not very friendly. I am like him, only worse, but if we forget the envelope he gave me at the beginning of the meeting, we are like two young people trying to tame each other during a first date. He doesn’t suspect that this is my first experience of escorting, and I don’t question him about what pushes him to use this service. Your baker never questions you:

			- But finally, why do you come to buy my bread? 

			- It’s true that it doesn’t look well done, I’ll go elsewhere, thanks! 

			He offers me a whisky and even if I don’t like it, the pure malt soothes the palpitations of my heart, the effect of the white wine vanished at the same time as my realization on the parking lot. The verbal exchange between us doesn’t last very long, he didn’t offer himself this extra time to elaborate. He sweeps up the subject of sport, lifestyle, but doesn’t reveal anything personal, and I don’t ask him any questions. I remain distant so as not to be intrusive. We have to hide, the less you know, the better, the less you say, the less problems you will have. 

			He quickly leads me into the room. His pleasant physique plays in my favor. I sleep with him, as one is deflowered by a man whom one does not really like and whose time will erase the memories. A blow job, a cunni, a doggy style. No spanking or hair pulling, no raw words either. Just an act, without embellishment nor madness, without flavor as much for him as for me. A first time without thrills or disgust, similar to a thousand first times in real life. With one difference, I left less than an hour later, with the envelope containing the 250 euros in my purse, the price that now makes me a prostitute. 

			- How did the first meeting go?

			- Why is the guy paying? He was good looking, nice, clean and he didn’t even look stupid. In an hour’s time, the only complaint I have about him is that he’s not the hit of the century!

			- They rarely are! My client tonight was not either! However, he was a doctor. We expect them to know our bodies perfectly, but I believe that feminine subtlety cannot be learned from books. 

			- If he is a general practitioner, he must be confronted more often with infected throats than with wet pussies! Gynaecologists should be tested! 

			- Never done! I imagine that when they get off work, they want to see everything except a girl without panties! And how do you feel ?

			- Less poor! I’m 28 years old and even though I have many years of relationship behind me, I’ve long since broken the statistics of the number of partners in a woman’s life! It was similar to a romp with a guy who would have made me dream just to get undressed. But tonight, I’m not going to question why he doesn’t call me back!

			I go home just feeling like I spent the evening with a young man, not a client. We’ve burned a few bridges and probably will never see each other again, but is that so different from my single life? And I don’t feel dirty or soiled, I don’t scrub myself in the shower any more than usual and I don’t have a conflict with my self-esteem. An envelope doesn’t make me any less respectable than I was that morning, nor does it make me a poor victim of men. 

			 

			 

		

	
		
			4. Paying is not cheating 

			- Lunch at Terreaux Math’ ? There’s a new salad bar! Mathilde, why are you looking at me like that?
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