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The month started like the last one had ended, no, actually it was worse. Jessica and I sat at the table and discussed how we were ever going to get out of this situation. For the car repair three weeks ago, we got another loan only with the greatest difficulty and endless protestations, now the washing machine had also broken. 

How dependent you are on such a device nowadays, we realized only now when it stopped working, with a dishwasher you can easily switch to hand washing, but who still washes by hand today? And where is one supposed to do such a thing? In the shower? How do you ever get the unspun laundry dry again? Of course, washing centers are an alternative, but even that becomes a real cost factor in the long run and the effort is incomparably higher. 

Our financial situation had steadily deteriorated since the publication of my second novel, none of my books could match the success of the first, the book had provided us with a great lifestyle for months and I had decided to drop out of my studies and concentrate entirely on writing. But it's like so often with artists, you know it from the music industry, for the first CD you have a lifetime to polish it, like I did with my book, for the second you have much less time to build on the successes, which often suffers the quality. I didn't feel I hadn't written a good book, but the sales figures dropped dramatically compared to the first, and then trying to make up for it with a quick third and fourth book was also an unsuccessful venture, I felt I'd backed the wrong horse.

Fortunately, Jessica was still studying and her work as a waitress kept us financially afloat, at least as long as there were no unplanned expenses. Jessica was good-looking, charming, and she always got good tips, but one shouldn't rely too much on this kind of income. 

Jessica looked at me with unimaginative eyes, partly we sat silently opposite each other, smoked one cigarette after the other, also the financial problems burdened our relationship, the desire for sexual adventures is already quite decreasing, if you do not have the head free. How often have we sat together in the evening and racked our brains, how we could close the financial gaps, the car loan was not the only one that had to be serviced, the monthly installments made it almost impossible to get on a green branch, on the contrary, they tore ever larger holes in our thin financial ceiling.

"Don't you think I should just do it for once? For us?" Jessica once again brought up the subject we had discussed many times before.

"I don't want that, no, I don't want that, that's not an option at all!" 

"But what alternatives do we have? I could also go cleaning, but then my studies would only suffer even more, and besides, it hardly pays anything with the hourly wages in the trade." 

The topic of streetwalking came up again and again when money was tight, on the one hand because we lived close to it due to the cheap rents, on the other hand because it seemed like a lucrative source of income, fast money, flexible working hours.

I remembered the time when we had visited this apartment and had finally rented it, in the exuberance of the prospect of a new place to live Jessica had laughed, if it would come to financial difficulties, the line would be a good alternative. At that time I had still laughed, today it was bitter seriousness. 

"After all, I would only do this so long and so often until the biggest holes are plugged and we have a little leeway again financially, you might land another real smash hit with your next book, I'm convinced it will be, I think it's great what I've read so far, it's got to be a smash hit.

Besides, you know I'm very good at separating sex and love, you know my past and my past relationships, it wasn't until you that I really settled down and became faithful, I used to get the sex I needed pretty much randomly from wherever it was easiest to get."

Too well I knew what she was getting at, Jessica has cheated all my predecessors almost systematically, no method she left out at that time to get a quick, briefly intoxicating fuck when she needed it, singles bars, personals, sex communities or even Ü30 parties. If she needed confirmation, it could happen in a few minutes that she had some guy at the start with whom she met for a quick number.

Fortunately, it was different with us, I did not forbid her, but made a point that she did not do it secretly. At the beginning it was not easy for me, with the knowledge of her past, to really trust her completely, but with time I felt that she was really serious with me and that she renounced such adventures, perhaps they had also lost the appeal of the forbidden through permission. 

Again she lit a cigarette, the fucking smoking actually also costs a fortune, I looked at her from top to bottom, she was incredibly pretty, her long blond hair, her green eyes, her athletic and yet also feminine figure, even when she pulled so thoughtfully on the cigarette, she still had something extraordinarily lascivious for me. I knew that she would of course be successful on the street, too often I have seen on the way home, what was standing there on the street and compared to this, nowadays mostly from the Balkans coming competition, she stood out miles, not only by her hair color, many of the women there also get with cheap dye. I had to smile a little.

"In the past, if you went out to get a guy, you picked him, on the line it's the other way around, guys pick you, and if you have high standards for men there, you're not going to get much, and besides, it's out of the question anyway." 

I noticed that I had already made a concession with this sentence, I was no longer discussing the "if" but the "how" with Jessica. I was annoyed about it, because of my writing I was quickly aware of such subtle differences myself. 

Of course, I knew that Jessica wasn't particularly interested in offering herself on the line either, yet she seemed to have considerably fewer problems with it than I did.

"It's just sex, we're going to set rules that I'm going to follow, and who knows if anyone will even approach me and want to."

"That's enough now." I slapped the table with the flat of my hand, already getting a little annoyed, even if I didn't have a better idea yet, this one was the worst of all. "It's getting late, let's think more about alternatives tomorrow."

Jessica stood up, slowly approached me, lasciviously swaying her hips with each step, pulling on her cigarette, blowing her smoke in my face. 

"Well, sweetie, up for a little fun? What are you in the mood for?" Her voice sounded considerably deeper than usual.

On the one hand, it turned me on when she seduced me and she certainly knew better than many how to seduce a man, but on the other hand, I knew exactly what she was getting at now. "Let's go to sleep."

"Shall I give you a nice horny blowjob? Really nice and deep and wet?" Jessica could not let it go, I felt my cock stirring in my pants, how the blood really shot into him, I shrugged my shoulders and decided to get involved in the game, due to the situation we had little sex lately for our circumstances, now to leave out one more possibility would certainly not make everything better.

"Well, come on, sweetie, surely you have some money left for me, the way you look." Now I even had to smile, walked purposefully into the bedroom, took off my pants and lay down on the bed. Jessica followed me, stopped in the doorway, leaned against it, took another drag on her cigarette, stubbed it out lasciviously, walked emphatically slowly towards the bed, her gaze fixed on my already erect cock. 

Slowly she lowered herself onto the bed, like a cat Jessica stalked my cock, licked over it, grabbed my balls, put her lips over my glans and jerked the shaft with her hand. I reached under her shirt to her tits, with a vicious look she slapped my hand away, only to get right back to my now already throbbing cock.

"Grabbing was not agreed." Jessica played her role damn well, faster and faster she jerked my strap, sucked and licked, after a short time I felt the juices rising in me, Jessica jerked a little harder, already my juice discharged in her mouth, she left it open, so that my sperm ran right back out of the corner of her mouth. She turned away, got up, lit a cigarette and left the bedroom.

Not even a minute later she was back. 

"Well, how was that?" 

"Already frighteningly professional."

"After all, that wasn't the first time I've sucked a cock. Have you looked at the clock? Not three minutes. No kissing, no touching unless it was specifically agreed and paid for, what's the big deal?"

I was at a loss for words, she really didn't give me a chance except to make the stupid argument that I didn't want that. 

"Let's try it once, just once, and then we'll decide whether to do it again as needed or discard it forever." 

What else could I say? I took her tightly in my arms. "I can't expect or demand something like that from you."

"Neither do you, I offer, for us!"

She snuggled close to me, gave me a kiss full of passion, which once again made it additionally clear to me how big the difference was between private sex and sex for sale. 

"I would just need an appropriate outfit, I can't stand out on the street in jeans and sneakers."

"Let's discuss this tomorrow, sleep well." 

I gave her a last kiss, the day, the discussion about such a delicate topic had more than exhausted me, I fell into a restless sleep, saw Jessica standing by the road in my dream, wanted to run to her, but whenever I came near her, she got into a car and had disappeared, reappeared at another place on the road, again I ran, again she disappeared in a car. I woke up, saw Jessica sitting next to me smoking upright. 

"Don't think this is totally easy for me, but we have to try, to get back into calm waters as soon as possible." I nodded, we smoked together, snuggled tightly together again and fell asleep, this time deeply and dreamlessly.
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The next morning we woke up late, it was still semester break and there was no reason to get up early, I made coffee and brought him to bed. 

"I'm going to get right back to the laptop, I want to get the new book done as soon as possible so it will hit the market and then build on old successes."

"And I'm going to get an outfit." 

I shook my head a little dejectedly, I didn't know why, maybe I had hoped that yesterday's topic had been forgotten, that with the end of the day there would also be an end to the topic. A completely absurd thought, that points, which one puts off in the evening, lose their validity in the morning, perhaps I had simply suppressed it in the hope, it would never come again on the table, but basically we had made a resolution yesterday, of which I wished it would never be implemented. But, and this was also clear to me, we saw no other option at the moment. 

"Do we have any money left for something like this?" 

My last hope.

"We haven't maxed out our dispo yet, and with any luck, it's an investment that will pay for itself in a single day." The business student came through in Jessica. "And I'll go to the little sex store at the end of the street strip, that's where the other hookers often shop for their outfits too, I can't imagine they carry expensive quality stuff there, they don't have to, it's just to turn guys on."

"Did you just say 'the other hookers'? Are you already calling yourself a hooker now?" 

Jessica grinned. "You know how I meant it. I just want to shop quickly and as cheaply as possible, top, skirt, shoes, that's all I'll probably need."

She got up, showered, got dressed and left the house after a long kiss. I sat down in front of my laptop, but my thoughts wandered, I saw in my mind's eye how Jessica walked along the streetwalk, empty during the day, to the store, browsed and shopped there, and paid with a debit card writhing in pain. 

I typed a headline into my laptop, thinking about continuing to work on my book was out of the question today, I just couldn't get into the story, which was essential for me to write. I thought about why my other books had flopped, maybe that was the point, maybe I was wallowing so much in my success of the first book that I believed I could write what I wanted, it would be successful anyway, especially because my author name was now known to the clientele and they could specifically search for me, with the first book you have to fight a lot more and yet the success was incomparably greater. Maybe I hadn't put myself so deeply into the story, maybe I was too emotionally distant from the characters, and maybe that was exactly the difference that could be seen between the first and the following books.

>My wife, the whore<

It was written in big letters on the monitor of my laptop. I was startled and immediately deleted the letters when I heard that Jessica was coming home. I embraced her with a passionate kiss, she kissed so fantastically well that it touched my heart every time we did it. 

"I didn't spend 100 euros." Jessica reported proudly. Even if it was still a lot of money for us in the situation, I had basically expected more, already a good pair of shoes usually costs quite a bit more. 

"I'm curious about that." 

"Sit in the living room, I'd love to show you."

I took a seat on our used sofa, smoked another, until after a few minutes I heard the clack of steps of high heels, excitedly I looked in the direction of the door, where Jessica slowly peeled herself around the corner of the door frame with her back to the wall, a cigarette in her mouth she reached back into the frame and lifted her left leg, placed the unaccustomed high heel on it.

"Wow, you look like a woman standing under a lantern." 

I tried to disguise my insecurity with a little metaphor. Jessica looked really hot, downright sexy, and as it should be for hookers, just a whole bit over. An outfit that leaves no doubt. The white, belly-free top just covered her firm, youthful tits, when she reached back, the lower curves were even a little exposed, the airy, plaid miniskirt went so straight over her ass, the black leatherette boots enclosed her calf tightly, they stood her well, but the heel was the hammer, Jessica, who, except at parties, likes to try the sporty look, wore boots whose heel was well and truly 12 cm high, and she seemed to have no problem walking with these killer parts. She noticed that I could not take my eyes off the boots. 

"You know, sweetie, when I used to go out and catch men, I always wore high heels, not as high as these, but not much flatter. And for what we're about to do, they can't really be high and extreme enough. You should have seen what else they had there, they were some of the lowest."

How sharp she stood there in the doorway, she came up to me, gave me a stormy kiss. 

"I want to fuck you as your girlfriend, but in this horny hooker look, you get to admire and try it first."

I kissed her even more intensely, deep my tongue in her mouth, my hand wandered between her legs under her mega mini skirt, noticed that she was not wearing panties, as expected, I was surprised how wet she was already, maybe she even seemed to turn on the outfit? Well, no wonder, it definitely turned me on and I was sure other men would feel the same way. 

Jessica made me a suggestion what prices she should take for what, kissing and anal we categorically excluded, I would have preferred if we had initially also left out fucking, but Jessica insisted, she said it would already be a little embarrassed, she would feel like a newcomer on the hustle, if she would only offer to blow. 

"Please, even if I'm new, you don't have to tell everyone, who knows what they might come up with to exploit the possible naivety of the newcomer, but kissing is only reserved for you and I don't like anal that much anyway. I'm not going to do anything that I'm going to deny you. But you know what, I think right now and here I'd like to let you fuck me in the ass, I must say that the outfit makes me incredibly hot, I would not have thought, but I like it and even more I like your reaction to it."

A man doesn't let himself be told that twice, I kissed her again especially intensively, took her hands, placed them on my belt, Jessica immediately opened my pants and unwrapped my slowly swelling cock. Like the night before, her lips quickly brought it into shape, she sucked incredibly well, her tongue performed veritable masterpieces, but unlike yesterday, it was in no way technical, not intent on making me cum quickly, instead she was immensely tender and loving, kissing and pampering it, careful to always keep my cock just below the point of cuming. 

I reached into her firm, round tits, kneaded her hot, apple-shaped ass cheeks, rubbed my finger over her almost leaking cleft, penetrated, first with one, then with two fingers, like a pleasant soap her juice wetted my thumb, I reached into her ass again, gently pressed my wet fingers against her rosette, with a suppressed moan from her mouth my fingertip disappeared into her bowels. 

Jessica turned around, now she literally offered me her hot ass, wiggled it in front of my face, my tongue ran over her rosette one last time, then I positioned her kneeling on the sofa, she looked at me over her shoulder demanding, ran her tongue over her lips, I put my cock at her back door, penetrated without a resistance, grabbed her hips and started to push her first slowly, then faster and harder. 

Her cute rosette enclosed my cock completely, shortly I pulled it out, slid over her wet pussy, gaping open her rosette begged my cock to penetrate her again, I rammed it back into Jessica's ass, grabbed her even harder, fucked her off, raged me right in her tight, horny gut. 

"Yeaaa, that's so horny! Fuck my hot ass!" 

Jessica's dirty talk only turned me on even more, she loved to get especially dirty and vulgar during sex, initially I was quite surprised to hear such coarse words from her mouth, but over time I found pleasure in it, I noticed in the meantime already by her choice of words whether she was horny or not. As soon as she felt like it, she fell into a slightly different style of choosing the words without even noticing it, and the more her lust increased, the coarser and more vulgar she became. 

I couldn't hold back for long, too tightly her ass enclosed my cock, too intensively it was stimulated by her rosette, so that I wasn't soon on the verge of orgasm, of course Jessica noticed this, as quick as a flash she jumped off my cock, turned around, put her lips over him and jerked the juice out of my balls. Deep in her throat the sperm slapped against her palate, greedily she swallowed it down and presented me her empty mouth.

"I didn't want your juice running out of my ass right on the stroke." she grinned at me. There was the topic again, the horny fuck had just let me repress it a little, now it caught up with me with the words from Jessica's mouth again.

"You're really about to leave?" 

Hoping to get a negative answer, I checked back one last time.

"Well, sure, otherwise the outfit would have been money down the drain." 

"You know, I like it that way too when you wear it."

"Nothing there, I'm going to freshen up and then I'm going to move, I have to do it and I have to do it now, you know I don't like to put things off, I especially want to know if this is even an option or not, maybe I'll be home sooner than you think."

"I want you back here by eleven at the latest so I don't have to worry about you."

"I promise." Jessica disappeared into the bathroom. 

I lit up a cigarette, decided to accompany her on the way to the whorehouse, fortunately we had virtually no contact with the countless other tenants here in the house, most did not know each other at all, in addition, there was a very high turnover, so no one would notice when Jessica stalks in her outfit through the stairwell. Surely most who saw her would think someone in the building had booked herself a hooker. And she wasn't the only one walking around the house dressed a little sexier either, I wondered if the two or three other young women you see around here in short skirts and high heels weren't maybe working the streets too.

"Why are you wearing shoes?" asked me Jessica when she came back from the bathroom. 

"I will accompany you on the way there and wait until you have the first customer."

"Why is that? It's really not necessary."

"Please don't beat me out of this too, I just want this, so let me go with you."
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Jessica understood that it was important for me to go this way with her, I also wanted to show her that I had an incredible respect for what she took upon herself for our relationship. So I took her hand, we left the apartment, strolled along the sidewalk as normally as we could, until we came around the corner to the abandoned industrial site where the streetwalker had settled. Many of the former factory buildings had collapsed, and those that hadn't were at high risk. The lettering of the companies was gumming away, cables were sticking out of the walls, most of the sites were fenced off to prevent anyone from entering them and coming to harm, or adding their garbage to the mountains piling up.

The once paved areas in front of the red brick buildings were torn up in many places, shrubs and trees grew wildly out of the ground, grass and moss covered the last remaining spots. Really, it was an area that nobody visited voluntarily, and it was not clear to me why the city did not make an effort to use these areas, which were conveniently located, in a new and different way, so the whole area was visibly decaying. Soon the line had settled here, more and more hookers found their place here, between the industrial sites there were a variety of poorly visible parking facilities that were used by the punters and hookers.

Tonight was not yet much going on, but it was also still early, the darkness just began to settle over the city, I accompanied Jessica still good 50 meters into the street, directly on the corner usually stood no one, I said goodbye to her briefly, a last warm, and yet fleeting kiss, already Jessica in her much too short dress, without turning around again, away from me. 

I lit a cigarette and looked after her wistfully.

"Well you, cutie, up for some horny fun?" An older, bulky whore spoke to me with a clear Eastern European accent. 

I shook my head. "No, I'm just looking."

"Then fuck off, you Peeping Tom! Or should I get my boyfriend?"

Clearly intimidated, I backed away, turned, slowly walked out of the street, took one last look at Jessica who had found a seat, the hooker gave me the extended middle finger, then I was gone around the corner, slowly walked the few meters back to our apartment and sat down at my laptop.

Somehow I longed for Jessica to come home early, she had said that if it was not for her, she would come home quickly. We had agreed not to talk about details of the evening on the line, she did not want to do that to me and also I to myself. I lit the next cigarette, that is probably what one would call an addiction, both Jessica and also I smoke actually much too much, there goes every month so much money on it that we would have also so certainly within shortest time the washing machine together. And what do we do? We both continue to smoke, I send my wife to the street, so to speak, to finance our and especially my addiction. If you look at it that way, it's already extremely paradoxical. I shook my head at myself. 

With every sound I hoped Jessica would come home, but the apartment door remained locked, I was already drinking my third beer, I wonder if she is still standing there? I wonder if she already had customers. I wonder what kind of customers they are? Nutcases? Perverts? I realized what danger she was exposing herself to, just getting into someone else's car, she couldn't even escape if he kidnapped her, but don't whores all over the world do that every day? And for that Germany is still a peaceful place, not for nothing are all the foreign hookers here. Still, I was getting more and more worried, I decided to go out once again and see if everything was alright. 

Even if the thought was somehow absurd, it drove me to her, quickly I ran down the stairs, with brisk steps I went to the street corner, hesitated, crept forward close to the walls under cover of darkness, I did not want to make again the acquaintance with the hooker just now. The same darkness that protected me, however, made it difficult to spy whether Jessica was still or again or whatever standing in her place, I could see nothing when soon a car stopped at the spot, Jessica visibly elated got out, straightened her skirt and waved at the driver. So it seemed to be going, I had nothing to worry about, but also no hope that it would be anything at all for her. 

Once again I looked around, so consciously I had never perceived the streetwalk, if I had to times in the evening by this street, I have always paid attention to be as fast as possible again through. There were quite a few women here, around thirty, at least those who were currently waiting for customers, surely there were a few more who were just pleasing some men, juicing them as efficiently as possible, a lot of competition for Jessica in the mass, little but only in the class, maybe a third looked Central European, the rest came from all parts of the world. But the market was also large, an endless caravan of slow-moving cars pushed heavily along the street, examining the goods, every now and then the flow was interrupted when a car stopped at a lady, she got in to disappear somewhere under cover of darkness. 

One of the women near me darted through a gap in one of the fences, I could observe exactly how she didn't even bother to go far away from the road and look for a visual protection, already a meter behind the fence she crouched down, wide-legged she looked to the road, a car stopped directly in front of her, she pissed on the broken asphalt, shook briefly, crossed the fence again, walked purposefully towards the car, lifted her skirt once again, showed her piss cunt and got in. 

I felt how the beer also showed its effect on me, a look at the clock, quarter past ten, I hurriedly went home, briefly to the bathroom and again in front of the laptop. With another beer I renewed the heading of the file just now, summarized a few of my thoughts under it, not without looking again and again at the clock. 23.03 o'clock, nothing has happened to her, I hope? I thought about checking again, but discarded it for the time being, maybe she still had a customer over 11 pm, if she is not there in half an hour, or maybe twenty minutes, I would go again. 

I gazed fixedly at the seconds display on my screen, time wafted by agonizingly slowly, never in my life had five minutes seemed so eternal as they did today, until finally the key was turned in the lock of the door and the clack of her heels announced Jessica's arrival. She gave me a gentle kiss, reached into her purse and wordlessly pulled out a small wad of bills. I didn't want to see the money, somehow it was dirty, yet so much needed money. I wanted to see how my beloved Jessica was doing, I looked into her eyes, she smiled at me, I almost checked her body, as if I were looking for injuries or something, I wanted to see if her body was intact, and even more, how her soul was doing. 

"I'm going to jump in the shower real quick." Jessica went to the bathroom, washed the dirt and the smell of the strange men from her skin, I watched her secretly through the door gap, no body part she left out, every square inch of skin was thoroughly washed. 

With skin reddened by the hot water, Jessica came out of the steaming shower, knotted a towel around her body and came to me in the living room, lit a cigarette and sat down perkily with me.
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"You sure were thirsty." she grinned at me, looking at the empty bottles still on the table. "Do you have another one for me?" 

I got us two bottles and a cheap aquavit, poured, wordlessly we toasted.

"Don't you even want to know how much I made?"

"I know what you did to deserve it." 

"You really have a problem with that, don't you?"

"What man wouldn't?"

Jessica grinned. 

"Sure, I understand, but it wasn't as bad as you might think. All the guys today..." 

My stomach knotted at the word "all." 

"All the guys today were totally friendly and no one tried to do any crooked thing or do anything that wasn't arranged." 

Somehow this still did not reassure me, I did not believe in honorable suitors. 

"No, it really wasn't a problem, I'm going to go one or two more times and then we can buy the washing machine and put a little something aside."

A flash went through my head, she wanted to go one or two more times, was that good or was that bad? Good certainly in the sense that it was probably not at all unpleasant for Jessica, since she is quite open sexually, I could have expected it, and yet I had hoped and not hoped again, two hearts beat in my chest, if it was not unpleasant for her, then it was not difficult for her, if it was unpleasant for her, maybe she would not go again, the question remains, what would I prefer, but is it about me? 

Jessica picked up the money, counted it out in front of my eyes, I was already a little impressed, I had not thought before how much would come around, and yet now I was quite surprised. 

"I guess the investment paid off for once." I had no choice but to agree. 

"I really don't want to know the details, but I would be interested to know what it was like, what it was like for you."

"Okay, if there's something specific you don't want to hear, just interrupt me." I nodded and hugged her tightly.

"I already had a queasy feeling when I said goodbye to you, stalked down the street, past the first hookers who eyed me critically, I think I smoked two cigarettes in a row for the first time there, I can't even tell you exactly, that's how energized I was. 

I looked at the behavior of others and tried to copy what suited me. Some unpack their tits directly when a car stops and they look in through the window, but that was too clumsy for me. In addition, it did not work with my top, but I made sure that the curves already show through under the top. I also first kind of hoped with every car that it wouldn't stop."

Somehow this calmed me down a little, even if only very little.

"But then I also thought to myself, if you think like that, you don't need to stand here at all. And I think that's when my posture changed, because shortly afterwards a car stopped and we quickly came to an agreement. When I got in, my heart was pounding up to my throat, but then everything happened very quickly and in no time I was standing by the road again, the guy was totally correct. And my excitement and queasy feeling somehow turned into a kind of happy state, I had survived my baptism of fire and completely inconspicuously. From then on it was much, much easier, I even developed a certain ambition to get as much together as possible. And I think that worked out pretty well."

I could only agree with that, in a way I could also understand her reaction, I tried to put myself in her place, as with many new things you are excited at first, no matter what it was about, and when you have mastered it, it becomes routine. Even on my first visit to a porn theater I was terribly excited, after all I didn't know what was waiting for me behind the door, but once I was inside and got my bearings I was quite proud of myself for venturing into the new territory. All of that far outweighed what I then still experienced in the cinema, which was nothing. But it was a bit of a triumph over oneself, over one's inhibitions, and the same thing, only in a completely different area, happened to Jessica yesterday.

"How did you feel during the time I was gone?"

"Not really well I must say, I tried to write but my thoughts were all about you and what you were doing, I tried to calm down a bit with the beer which had the opposite effect though, I even went back for more because I wanted to see you were okay."

"Really?" Jessica gave me a loving kiss. 

I nodded. "Yes, and I also saw you getting out of a car and how you looked really happy doing it, I hope it was an act and you didn't feel real joy doing it."

"Of course a lot of it was an act, no john wants to fuck a cranky hooker. But since it was so easy, my mood really rose over time, I was also a little euphoric about the success, a lot more cars stopped with me than with most others."

"No wonder, the way they looked." 

"Don't say that, there were some very pretty ones and young ones too, and of course they all have much more experience than I do." 

"Maybe that was one of the bonus points you had too, fresh meat is certainly appreciated, but all kidding aside, you also look simply stunning. Especially in that outfit yesterday."

"Do you like that? Maybe I should wear something like that more often again, also in private and not only when I go out to catch men. But to come back to it for a moment, it wasn't that much different than it used to be, in the dark of the car the men didn't really have faces, were interchangeable, plus in most cases my head was down." She laughed a little frivolously. "And separating sex from emotions is still as easy for me as it used to be when I wanted to have some horny fun. How about you? Would you like some more hot stuff, too?"

Jessica untied the knot, the bath towel slid down her, wide-legged she stood naked in front of me, her hips slightly buckled, her hand perkily placed on it.

"I can put my boots back on, too." she grinned.

"You're welcome to wear them more often, even with a pair of skinny jeans or something, but tonight I feel totally flat, empty, exhausted, you're probably still full of adrenaline, I can guess, but let's just go to bed and cuddle for a bit."

Jessica poured herself another double aquavit. "It's relaxing me now, so I'm starting to come down too." 

We undressed, Jessica's naked body nestled close to mine, but despite my exhaustion I could not fall asleep for a long time, too much the day had also eaten away at my nerves and my feelings. Jessica puffed already long deep in a restful sleep as only long after midnight also my eyes fell.
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The next day it was again already noon when we woke up, we strolled around a little, drank coffee, smoked, watched a little TV. Towards evening Jessica got ready again, again she wore her hot outfit and I imagined how she might look if we would invest properly, a little tempted me the thought, but I quickly discarded it again, where should the money come from? She should not fuck something like that for sure. 

Jessica had even chilled me a few beers for the evening, with nightfall she said goodbye to me, stumbled out of the apartment, I closed the door, went to the window and looked after her. Even from afar she already looked stunning. 

When she was out of sight, I got a beer and sat down at the laptop, I called up the file from yesterday, tried to describe my feelings from the time yesterday when she was gone and when she came back, also what I had felt when we had talked. 

I skimmed the lines, a little pride resonating in my words, proud to have a wife who loves me so much that she was willing to do anything to ease our worries. It was almost as if I was writing in two columns, on the left the pride in her, on the right the worry I had for her and why she was willing to do all this. I was really torn, sometimes I indirectly insinuated that she was doing this for personal fun, like before, turning men's heads and now even getting money for it, I was ashamed of these thoughts and feelings and yet they were just honest and I didn't want to sugarcoat anything here, in what I wrote. 

In the meantime, the third bottle stood empty next to me, I was so absorbed in my musings and writing that I had forgotten the time, only when I heard the key in the apartment door I looked at the clock again for the first time, shook my head, tried to organize my thoughts, stood up and received Jessica with a warm hug. 

Jessica smiled at me proudly and triumphantly, put the bills on the table, it was even a little more than yesterday and kissed me with a smile on her face. 

"Changing demand patterns." 

It was clear to me that, unlike yesterday, there was more demand for fucking than for blowing, which is exactly what she was trying to say. I reached under her short skirt, felt how incredibly wet she still was, was it from sex? Or from the desire for pleasure? I did not know, she enjoyed my tender touches, but jumped again first under the shower. 

I undressed, lay naked in bed, before I had put her cigarettes, ashtray and a glass of champagne next to the bed, the champagne I had secretly procured for her during the day, I wanted to express a little my gratitude, even if I knew that she had screwed together the money for the champagne herself. Finally, I also put her boots next to the bed. I felt like seeing her in them. 

Jessica entered the bedroom, immediately her eyes fell first on the champagne, then on the boots, she smiled seductively, drank a sip of the champagne, she closed her eyes, enjoyed the tingling drop, we had not afforded champagne for a long time, she put down the glass, reached into her nightstand, pulled out a pair of stockings and put on first the stockings and then the boots. Tightly she lay down in bed with me, enjoying the champagne, smoking a cigarette.

"Living with money is a little more awesome than fighting ruin every day, isn't it?" 

I couldn't disagree with that in principle, the question is just where the money comes from. To my astonishment, however, I had to confess that it was much easier for me tonight than yesterday, but what kind of absurd thoughts are these? Was I worried about how I was doing? Me, the part of our partnership sitting at home in the warm while she spoiled strange men on the street? 

While I was still thinking, Jessica put out her cigarette and bent down to my cock, with pleasure she sucked it between her practiced lips, she has certainly blown more often in the last two days than ever before, in no time my cock was vertical, Jessica sat astride me, so that my view and my hands had a free access to her boots, I stroked the smooth leatherette, how much better would feel real leather? 

Jessica rode my cock, she was noticeably excited, over the entire length of my shaft she let it slide in and out, turned to me again and again, breathed hot kisses towards me. Suddenly she interrupted, lifted her body completely off my cock, lasciviously she looked over her shoulder.

"And this is just for you, my lover." She placed the cock at her rosette, slowly sliding down, with a short sigh my cock disappeared into her bowels. Jessica leaned back, rode my cock with her ass cunt, fingering herself as she did so, stroking her clit, her fingers penetrating her cunt, I felt both her fingers find my cock in her bowels, through her cunt she massaged it, pulling it back, stroking herself again, penetrating herself, fucking herself hard. 

I felt how much she excited me, this stunning woman who has already experienced so much and who knows exactly how to seduce a man and drive him crazy. That's exactly how I felt at that moment, my pelvis spasmed, my ass cheeks pressed together, Jessica moaned heavily, still ramming her fingers into her fuck hole, my sack pulled, a loud, almost animalistic scream escaped my lips, I was almost embarrassed as I snorted my cum into her horny asshole. 

Jessica seemed to have come too, slowly she let herself fall backwards, her back on my chest, she put her head to the side, my cock slid out of her ass, she kissed me, I embraced her body with one hand, her boots with the other, my hand wandered along her leg, stroking her on every part of her body, slid between her legs, astonished I interrupted the kiss. 

"You don't have to look like that." Jessica sparkled at me in love. "I just cum, too."

"That's something new," I wondered, without asking for further details. 

"You're usually open to new things."

"I didn't complain either, at most I wondered." 

I straightened up, looking past Jessica at the huge wet-dark stain on our bed sheets. "Guess we'll have to re-cover that one." I grinned. 

After the cigarette Jessica slipped out of bed, pulled off the sheet still in her boots, dried the mattress makeshift and covered it as far as it went new. She snuggled up to me, still she had not undressed, exhausted we fell asleep a short time later.
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In the morning Jessica told me that tonight she would go on the street for the last time.

"Isn't there enough money for a new washing machine yet? Or do you insist on the luxury model now."

"Nonsense, but a few euros in reserve will do us good for a change, and it's also always better than paying the overdrawn overdraft interest." 

"But this is the last time today." 

Jessica nodded. "I also feel like spending an evening with you again, here at home and not alone on the street."

"You were never alone for long," I flattened. A little normality seemed to return. 

"You know what I mean." 

Of course I knew that. 

So the day passed, Jessica took care of a few things around the house, and I made sure to push my book forward as quickly as possible. However, it was difficult for me to put myself in the situation, my thoughts circled too much around the other topic. At some point, Jessica was already in the outfit in front of me, seductively she held a glass of champagne in her hand, the bottle from yesterday was still almost full, again I had lost track of time, she said goodbye to me with a warm kiss and stalked out of the apartment, she looked really great and I caught myself with the thought of dressing her once really hot. 

I sat down at the laptop, browsed websites for hot outfits in leather and latex, looked for especially high boots, which should also have an excellent quality, I thought about what I'm actually doing this for, is it for me or for us and our relationship or did I like it more and more to see Jessica in hot fetish and hooker look, would she then also wear that on the street?

My cell phone snapped me out of my thoughts, Jessica's number flashed up in front of me with her wallpaper.

"Hey, nice of you to pick up quickly."

"Did something happen?" 

"No, everything is ok, I just have one question for you, we had set our rules and I have always followed them. Now I have a customer here who offers me more than a whole day's earnings for being allowed to fuck me in the ass. How do you see that? That would be really lucrative."

The fact that she asked me the question showed me that she had long since decided for herself to do it, in case of any doubt she would have consistently rejected it and would not have even picked up the cell phone, but the prospect of a particularly high price seemed to make her waver, she really was more venal than I thought. I dismissed that nasty thought as well, the more and the sooner she got the money together, the sooner she could stop hooking up. Lately I had been feeling so conflicted that it was almost sickening. 

"What now?" urged Jessica. "I'm sure this guy won't wait forever."

"Do it, we'll talk about the rest later."

"You sure?"

"Yes, for sure!"

"Thanks, sweetie." she breathed into my ear, she really was completely in hooker mode right now, I hung up, grabbed another beer and the aquavit, sat back down at the laptop and downed the booze.

I tried to sort out my thoughts by writing, we had actually agreed that anal would be taboo, now that an extremely high offer was called, the taboo was no longer worth anything, at least she had asked, so she could plead that I could have said "no". 

Maybe I should have done it, I thought hard about what could have been her motivation, maybe it was really just to have the money together in the shortest possible time, but what if someone asked for even more extreme practices and made an exorbitant offer, would she go for it? Wouldn't it even be her job to go for it? It was all about making money, as fast and as much as possible. 

On the other hand, there were rules and agreements, she had already decided for herself that she would bypass them if I agreed, she had already agreed, for herself. And these rules were our personal morals, so she was acting absolutely immorally, even when she decided to call me. 

I looked at the file, by now my thoughts had grown to over twenty pages, the words just flowed out of me, this dichotomy, it made me write incessantly and fluently, a pure inner monologue full of heavy thoughts and exhausting feelings. Just as I was about to save, I heard Jessica come home, it wasn't even 10:30 pm.
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