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         Martha Solloway sat in the make-up chair. In 20 minutes, they were due on. Anthony Linden had already been in make-up and was waiting outside in the green room. She had greeted him briefly as she hurried in.

         No one had yet seen the footage of their visit to the prostitute and the brothel that morning, but Martha had no doubts that she would emerge the winner of the debate. Anthony Linden was ugly, Martha’s political advisor Nicole had pointed out. And an ugly man surrounded by whores was bound to dig his own grave. The more Linden claimed to support the work of prostitutes, the more the photos of him, a disgusting, fat man in a brothel, would undermine his argument.

         “All you have to do is seem friendly and interested in the women,” Nicole had said, “then you’ve as good as won.” Now fully made-up, they made their way down the corridor to the studio. The debate would be broadcast live and, although Martha was used to this kind of thing by now, she still got that familiar rush of adrenaline right as she was about to go on. It was a good sign. It would keep her sharp and focussed.

         She replayed the events of the morning in her head. The street prostitute, who was also a drug addict, had suddenly demanded £60 from the film crew to continue recording, but it went against the crew’s journalistic principles to pay people to appear in a documentary, so they ended up packing up their things and moving on to the brothel. Martha had said a few words to the camera about how degrading and destructive it was for a woman to have to sell her body every day in order to fund her addiction. But they had probably cut that bit.

         Meeting Tip, on the other hand, had been quite a different experience and Martha was still reeling from it. The little Thai woman had opened the door and gladly showed them around her private home and the fantasy cave, as she called it.

         “My name is Tip,” she’d said, holding out her hand to Martha. A cool, slender hand that lingered in Martha’s a little longer than it should have. Then, as their hands moved apart again, Tip’s fingers had stroked Martha’s palm lightly, tickling her.

         Tip ran her own business. She was divorced and had purchased the apartment and its fantasy cave with the money she’d received from the divorce settlement.

         “Yes, I call it massage in the ads,” she’d explained to them. They were all gathered in a blue-painted room decorated with gold glitter, kitsch photos of belly dancers and an assortment of coloured lamps. A four-poster bed stood in the middle of the room, hung with gold net-like fabric; the bedsheets were a light blue satin. Hand irons, leather cuffs, mouth gags, whips, dildos, condoms and napkins were neatly arranged on the shelves behind the bed.

         Anthony Linden had been thrilled. Tip was his ideal whore. A woman who, with her own money, had chosen her profession and seemed to like it. She wasn’t a drug addict, there was no pimp running the show and no trafficking involved.
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