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​Chapter One
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Emma reached down and adjusted her black thigh-high stockings one at a time. She then tightened the bright pink elastics at the end of each of her pigtails, before leaning closer to the vast vanity mirror so she could freshen up her coral-colored lip gloss. She reached into her purse and produced an ovular bottle of over-priced perfume with some plastic-looking songstress’s likeness on the label. Reaching up under her tartan skirt and tugging on the elastic of her sheer white knickers, she sprayed some of the overly sweet-smelling elixir onto her privates; her recent wax-job ensuring that it stung like buggery. The white shirt tied at her midsection paired with a floppy grey cardigan made her look like pre-crazy Britney in that ‘Baby Baby’ video clip from the late 90’s; an odd look, as Emma was a grown-ass, thirty-five-year-old woman. Only six short months earlier, she’d worked at an art gallery in the city before an incident at the information desk led to the unexpected termination of her employment. Things had gone from bad to worse in record-time, and before she knew it, she’d hit Rock Bottom. In fact, she’d gone even lower than that. If Rock Bottom had a basement-level where they kept all their brooms, mops and garbage bags, her life had holed up somewhere in that general area.

‘And now I’m a hooker,’ said Emma to her reflection. ‘Oh, well. Time to take a wealthy middle-aged man down to Pussy Town, I guess.’

She cupped her boobs with both hands, hoisting them up whilst affecting a pouty duck-face to complete the look as she left the pristine white-tiled bathroom and entered the luxury suite’s living area. The highrise hotel was a temple to extravagance, the room itself appointed with an excess of leather armchairs, sofas, ornate tables of varying heights, plush ottomans, turkish rugs and an embarrassment of fussy light fixtures. Emma couldn’t help but wonder how much dried cum had been scraped from the floor, walls and ceiling in the joint’s lifetime. There was no way she was the first strumpet to entertain a client in the revered Sydney establishment. The more Emma thought about it, the place had a real fucky feel; the flesh-toned colour scheme, curved architecture and saucy artworks set to inspire moistening, hardening, groping and grinding.  

The man of the hour sat cross-legged in a chair near the room’s centre, his stylish houndstooth blazer unbuttoned to reveal a perfect light-blue shirt. His sand-colored trousers were immaculately pressed and his chocolate-brown shoes were unblemished. His cropped salt and pepper hair was thoroughly brushed back with not a single strand out of place, and his aftershave filled the room with aromas of vanilla, cedar and just a hint of clove. On top of it all, his weathered face had been unnaturally preserved by a lifetime of facials, expensive moisturisers and ‘the juices of countless young women’ guessed Emma. She’d grown adept at reading people in her tenure as a customer-service drone, and this guy was a real specimen. His silhouette screamed ‘stockbroker’, but his eyes divulged a whole different story. To Emma, he seemed the kind of guy who enjoyed making women bend to his will; using them like sports equipment with no real regard for their preference or welfare. Just her luck to be trapped behind closed doors with a sweet smelling but dodgy pervert-weirdo.

‘You’re looking good enough to eat,’ said the man, his eyes drinking in Emma’s visage greedily.

Emma twirled, giving the man a glimpse of her delicates and hating herself in the process. ‘Plus, I’m an essential part of the older gents’ diet cos’ I’m low in cholesterol,’ she japed, soon sensing that her remark had fallen flat. ‘It’s nice to be appreciated... John? Was it?’ 

‘Correct,’ lied the man, reaching out to a nearby table and retrieving his whiskey-filled tumbler. ‘John Smith.’ He took a sip, his tongue lingering at his lips afterward.

‘Did you call down for champagne like I asked?’ queried Emma cheekily, bringing a rye smile to the man’s face.

‘Anything for my little girl,’ he answered.

‘I hope you requested an ice bucket big enough for me to puke into, you creepy old dog-turd,’ was what Emma imagined herself saying to the man. ‘Let’s get the monetary side of things out of the way first, okay, John?’ was what she actually said, advancing on the man and dropping to her knees before him. ‘We agreed on two thousand clams, yeah?’

The man cocked an eyebrow, draining his glass and slamming it back down on the table. ‘It’ll be three if you let me do you in the ass,’ he said.

‘Oh, I’m not that type of girl,’ replied Emma coyly, jamming a pinky into her mouth. ‘Four thousand,’ she added.

‘This is getting pricier by the minute,’ the man remarked, standing and reaching into his rear trouser pocket. He produced his black leather Oroton wallet, fanning out an array of bills that made Emma gulp. ‘Let’s just call it five, but you’re going to allow me to do all-sorts to that nubile little body. You’ll let me touch, lick and penetrate every inch of you. And at the end I’ll cum wherever the fuck I please. Understood?’ Tossing his wallet onto the nearby sofa, the man slowly pulled down his fly and yanked out his flaccid member. The organ was bulbous at the tip with a long, thin shaft and Emma couldn’t help but think of E.T. the Extra Terrestrial and his wrinkly alien neck. ‘Now, suck!’ commanded the strange penis’s owner.

‘Wow,’ said Emma with every iota of faux-sincerity she could muster. ‘Yummy.’

The man grabbed hold of each pigtail on Emma’s head, using them like handlebars to force her face toward his dick. She winced, resisting slightly, causing the man to apply even more pressure. E.T.’s peculiar little face drew ever closer and Emma pressed her lips together, realising in that instant that she would never make for a good sex worker. A sudden knock at the door put the kibosh on the man’s advances, Emma grinning at the reprieve. The cry of ‘Room service!’ from the outside world elicited a curt nod from the man who didn’t even bother to put his cock away. ‘Your bubbles hath arrived,’ he muttered, with more than a hint of annoyance. Emma hopped up off her knees and onto her feet; sacheying across the floor she could feel the man’s eyes aggressively drilling into her caboose the whole way. She opened the door, and a woman dressed in black pushed a wheeled trolley on which sat a silver cloche, a bottle of something expensive from halfway across the world and some glasses. 

‘Fizzy wine makes me horny!’ said Emma, quickly returning from the door as the room service lady looked on.

‘Well, well, well,’ said the man, his penis rising to attention as he leered at the room-service attendant. ‘I wonder if the saucy French-maid here might like to partake in our little sexual adventure?’ He looked the woman up and down as she parked the stainless steel trolley. ‘I do enjoy big women.’

‘I’m not French though, Bro. More of a kiwi, really,’ said the very large lady, flicking her long, black braid over her shoulder. 

‘A New Zealander, aye? Your predecessors hung about the place with their tits out, I expect. Why don’t you do as they did and get yourself undressed?’ said the man, taking his member in his hand and stroking it. 

The giant lady approached the man, glancing at his organ with casual disinterest. The woman towered over “John”, her ample chest at the level of his now very-flushed face. ‘I have a counter-offer for you, Bro, she said. 

‘And that is?’ he asked, wide-eyed and slack-jawed.

The woman brought a beefy hand up to the man’s jaw, stroking it tenderly as she stared into his grey eyes. She then drew the same hand back, reaching behind her so that Emma could pass her the champagne bottle from the service trolley. BAM! The man's eyes rolled back as the huge woman conked him on the skull with the bottle, causing him to topple over onto the sofa, his exposed member flopping about like a raw chipolata.

‘Cheers, Bro,’ said the woman in the stupefied man’s direction.

‘Nice one, Kaia,’ said Emma, rising to her feet and dusting herself off. The pair shook hands in their own specific way, performing a series of rapid-fire movements they’d perfected over time.

‘No sweat, Sis,’ said Kaia, stroking her chin tattoo whilst staring at the unconscious man. ‘Now, the real work begins,’ she added, lifting the silver cloche on the trolley to reveal an array of curious items. 
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​Chapter Two
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A short, sharp knock at the suite door signaled the arrival of legitimate room service, and Emma suddenly stopped what she was doing. ‘Thank you!’ she called out loudly as she exchanged looks with Kaia, before looking down at the motionless man they’d recently stripped of all clothing. ‘Um... Just leave it there! We’re getting busy in here!’ she added, shrugging her shoulders and wrinkling her nose. There was no reply, and the two women remained frozen, hovering over the naked man.

‘No problem!’ yelled the attendant through the door finally.

Kaia nodded, before depressing the tattoo-gun’s pedal once more and resuming work on the comatose man. She added some finishing touches before wiping away excess ink with a rag and drawing back to admire her work. ‘Looking good on this end, Sis. How’re you doing with the dye-job?’ asked the giant lady.

‘It’s not bad. I’m just going to...’ Emma reached out to one of several glass bottles on a silver tray, .’... add a little more yellow.’ 

Kaia stood up and regarded her friend’s efforts as she removed her black, latex gloves. ‘Yeah, that’s looking tight, aye. Nice job.’ 

Emma grinned, reciprocating by studying Kaia’s handiwork and giving her the thumbs up before clearing up her paraphernalia as the big woman did the same. Kaia then took the man by the upper arms and Emma grabbed his ankles, and together they lifted him onto the room-service trolley. Emma quickly gathered her things from the bathroom and Kaia secreted their equipment in a drawstring laundry-bag pilfered from a wardrobe in the master bedroom, throwing it over one shoulder. The large lady padded ahead to the front door, opening it a crack and peering outside, returning once she’d established that the coast was clear. The pair guided the man atop the trolley out into the hotel corridor, Kaia gesturing at Emma to clear the way so that she could propel him roughly halfway down the hall with one almighty shove; it came to a stop just opposite a bay of four lift-doors. Emma stifled a giggle, as she pulled her phone from the pocket of her cardigan and connected to video-chat with a woman of roughly the same vintage as the unconscious man.

‘Hello, Mrs. Hardwick. Thought you might like to see this,’ said Emma.

The woman’s platinum-coloured shoulder-length hair belied her advanced years and her stylish blue blouse suggested a taste for the finer things. ‘Show me!’ she enthused, her blue eyes beaming.

Emma turned the phone toward the trolley, and after a moment, a loud ding heralded the arrival of one of the lifts.  A gaggle of five gregarious young women in cocktail dresses poured into the corridor, possibly after a night on the town. Their frivolities came to an abrupt halt as they absorbed the sight of a middle-aged man laid out on a trolley like the world’s worst sushi platter. They screamed in unison, soon giving way to excited chatter regarding what it was they were actually seeing. The tallest one braved a closer look, approaching furtively and examining the man’s forehead which now boasted a fresh tattoo that she read out to the group: ‘It says: I have ALL the herpes!’. The young lady winced, recoiling in horror and clutching the neckline of her burnt-orange frock. She hazarded a glance at the older man’s genitalia, now dyed a sickly green colour with yellow embellishments. The contents of her stomach quickly erupted from her mouth, coating the man’s torso in espresso-martini scented puke. There was a moment of pregnant silence, before the party-girls commenced laughing uproariously.

Emma brought the phone back to her eye-line. ‘So?’ she queried.

‘Excellent work, Ladies!’ commended Mrs. Hardwick. ‘And you got some decent audio of my husband spouting his filth for my lawyers, did you?’ 

Emma’s fingers rapidly danced across the screen. ‘Here we are,’ she said.

Mr. Hardwick’s recorded voice emanated from the speaker of Emma’s phone. ‘You’ll let me touch, lick and penetrate every inch of you. And at the end I’ll cum wherever the fuck I–’ 

‘Okay! That’s plenty!’ asserted Mrs. Hardwick. ‘I’ll deposit payment immediately. Plus a little something extra for your creativity.’

‘Thank you,’ said Kaia, waving at the older woman from behind Emma.

Emma pocketed her phone and hung her shoulders as air escaped her lungs. ‘Glad that’s over,’ she sighed.

‘Sorry I was a bit late,’ said Kaia, picking up the champagne bottle from the trolley beside the suite’s front door and reading the label. She removed the cage, foil and cork with motivated efficiency, taking a hefty swig before proffering the bottle to her friend.

‘All good,’ replied Emma, taking a long drink and wiping her mouth on her sleeve. ‘A second or two more, though, and I don’t know what would have happened. I might have had to bite his winky off.’

‘Things got that close, aye?’ replied Kaia.

‘Let’s not talk about it,’ said Emma with an exaggerated shudder. 

The pair shuffled past the old naked man who was slowly regaining consciousness, the horror of his situation gradually dawning on him. They rounded the throng of still-giggling women and made for the lifts, eager to put the evening’s events behind them.

***
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EMMA THREW HER KEYS into a green ceramic bowl resting on the acacia console table in the apartment’s front hallway. The aroma of food, perhaps pasta with some kind of meat-sauce, hung in the air, and Emma’s stomach growled desperately. It was good to be home, though she’d occupied the place with her fairly new boyfriend for under a year, and calling it ‘home’ still seemed a little strange. Before that, she’d lived with Kaia: the woman who’d saved her from herself. Was she even worthy of saving? She’d battled with that thought everyday since. Catching sight of the antique-framed mirror on the wall she stared at the parody of youthful sex-appeal before her, sticking her tongue out at the reflection by way of response. She whipped off each pink-baubled hair-tie respectively, depositing them alongside keys, coins and other things. Running her hands through her sand-colored curls she averted her eyes, choosing instead to focus on the discomfort of her nagging plantar fasciitis. She kicked off her shoes, dragging her stockinged feet to the beige sofa in the living area where her partner, Callum, awaited her sleepily in his black track pants and grey t-shirt. 

She eyed the man as she dropped into the welcoming softness of the well-worn cushions, planting a kiss on the man’s stubbled cheek. Callum’s dark hair was tousled as usual, and his green eyes as soulful as ever; how the man managed to maintain the optimal quantity of facial-hair on his square jaw at all times was a mystery to Emma. There was a British detective show playing on the TV, the kind where a playfully-named duo solve murders committed in quaint English villages. Emma’s head flopped onto Callum’s shoulder and he threw a brown blanket over her legs, before wrapping a muscled arm around her. On the ornate coffee table between the lounge and the entertainment unit, the remnants of a dinner consumed alone sat atop the man’s leatherbound notebook – the one he used to map out his travel articles before committing them to his laptop. Though, he’d recently suggested that his traveling days would soon be behind him.

‘Tough night?’ asked Callum, still staring at the television screen.

‘Less tough and more... utterly repulsive,’ answered Emma in a monotone. ‘I’ll scrub my skin raw in a minute, I just need some couch-time with you first, if that’s cool.’

‘Course it is,’ answered Callum. ‘Especially in that outfit,’ he quipped.

‘Who is that blonde woman?’ Emma suddenly enquired, pointing at the TV. 

‘Oh, she screwed the guy who knew the guy who got his head smashed in with an antique crucifix behind the pulpit of the abandoned church. We don’t know who did it yet,’ answered Callum. 

‘Okay,’ Emma responded, eyeing the empty plate then Callum. ‘No dinner for me?’ 

‘I waited,’ said the man. ‘Until I could wait no longer. I gutsed the lot. I know, I’m a greedy pig.’

‘Oh,’ replied Emma sadly.

‘It was your favorite, too.’

‘Not–’

‘That’s right: pappardelle with lamb ragu,’ announced Callum. ‘With, like, a kilo of parmesan cheese.’

‘Guess I’ll go and wash the nasty off me,’ stated Emma flatly, extracting herself from under Callum’s arm, casting off the blanket and rising to her feet. ‘See you in bed.’

‘Hey,’ interjected Callum, stopping Emma as she rounded the couch. ‘Everything okay?’ 

‘Yeah. Just tired, I suppose.’

‘Wanna’ talk about it?’

Emma looked down at her admittedly very impressive cleavage, then back at her partner. ‘Nah. I just want to sleep for a brazilian years.’

‘Sure,’ answered Callum, turning his attention back to the adventures of the British detectives. ‘Whatever,’ he added under his breath.

​
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​Chapter Three
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Emma tied her hair back before wriggling into her navy leggings, fitted tee and hat bearing the all-important cow-emblem. She owned white crocs that fit her now, having dispensed with those of her enormous friend, and the tan leather apron that completed her work-ensemble looked as cool as all fuck. She spent her morning dicing beef, butterflying pork and, now that she’d been working at Kaia’s butchery, Carnal Pleasures, for a sufficient spell, she’d been trusted with the sausage station. If  the name ‘Carnal Pleasures’ was more suited to a human sex-meat shop than the animal kind, then The Sausage Station was surely its male equivalent. Emma amused herself with the idea of running a man-brothel as each phallic link emerged from the sausage-machine. She wondered if perhaps she was so fixated on things dick-related due to her lack in that department with Callum. They’d only been together a short while; wasn’t this meant to be the time for them to screw each other’s brains out? Admittedly, she and Kaia had been busy with their side-project, The Fixers, almost every night since the idea’s inception. But, surely the man could see his way to getting jiggy at least every other night?
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