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    To the all those guides who bring you onto your path

      

    


When a woman pays for an escort, she is to my mind not using money to buy what she wants, she is using money as a shield, she is using it to grant herself permission to have what she has denied herself. 

Robert

––––––––
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The cane (and whip) is your liberator. When the pain flows through your body then your mind loosens its suppression; all the masks that you present to others fall away and the lies that you tell yourself evaporate. So, shut the fuck up, submit and you will free yourself.

Noor

––––––––
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You are primarily an actor even if you appear to morph into a guide, perhaps then a counsellor before finally you become a confidant, and one day maybe a friend. Just remember, acting in roles all the time can consume you until you become lost and lose sight of who you really are.

Robert
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1  Introduction by the Author
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Pimp me Out is a memoir of a Robert, a veteran doing private security work supposedly working on getting his own corporate training business off the ground who blundered into being a male escort for nine years. This story charts his time working for women in London’s banking and tech scene, his increasing enjoyment of kink and some tricks of his trade.

Robert’s early sexual experience is probably what provided the twist on the saying of ‘preparation meeting with opportunity’ that provided a route into his unconventional life as an accidental male escort. Talking to him, he is very interested in women and likes listening rather talking. Not in a lothario way, or a hunting for sex way, it’s more that he’s fascinated by a different perspective and that I suspect is what made him highly sought after. 

His history suggests to me that he’s very keen to please women, so he’s always been fairly sex positive. Not that he’d use that term of course, oh no, he’d think that is all rather modern mumbo-jumbo as he’s old fashioned in some ways – and that almost austere, out of era manner was what his clients were buying I would suggest. It’s more that he was always open to his girlfriends’ secret little fantasies and up for giving most things a go if they had the nerve to mention them rather than hide them away in their minds. 

Robert’s little kick comes from when women open up to him and confide those dirty fantasies that society has them hide, and that in turn meant he was open minded and (sort of) ready for that strange night with Adam and Eloise, and had the experience she needed to go much further. It also meant that he had the mindset to be able to make it work with Stephanie and could cater to all sorts of client requests without being shocked into walking away.

Robert was never a confident man when it came to picking up women before escorting, in some ways he is reserved, perhaps shy even and oddly that helped his accidental career. He credits his success to being far too mission orientated so if a girlfriend or a client wanted him to attend a function with people he didn’t know or do something a little quirky then he’s the sort to take a deep breath and to then push on through giving it one hundred percent and boy did that result in some interesting experiences.

In this memoir we hear about a few of his escorting adventures, his lusts, his loves, the sad personal price that he must pay plus the upsides of being a successful sex worker servicing London’s most demanding businesswomen.
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2  Bloody Hell – What a Night!
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I swirl my glass and the almost melted cubes make a little sound as they circle my almost empty glass, a sort of clink and scrape. Nice gin, a good gin, a gin that I wouldn’t spend extra on had I even knew where to buy it, but now I suspect that I might like to get some – well-off people spoil you and the cheap stuff is ruined, the bastards I smiled to myself. One couple is saying their goodbyes, causing three of the singletons to take a cue for the exit who then inspire the last couple to stand up too. And now Helen, the VC at some fund I’ve never heard off has taken her chance and is putting on her coat so my hopes for a late night with her are dashed as she’s made no hint that I should follow despite seemingly being extremely interested all throughout lunch, including a hand on my knee. I need to take the hint and be gone too, otherwise I’m the awkward last guest propping up the kitchen island as my hosts wipe around me hoping I’ll take the hint and do one.

Accordingly, I neck the gin, crunch the ice that had swept into my mouth and get myself to the front door full of praise for Eloise’s cooking and Adam’s drink selection. It’s only 6pm, but I’ve got a light buzz on and really would have liked to have got into a bottle or gone on somewhere with the gang as I was in party mode now, especially with Ms VP of finance at whateveritwas. Afternoon drinking is odd as I’m not drunk, yet the bright sun hitting my eyes e as I near the door still confuses my brain.

“Oh hang on Rob, I need to get your opinion on a work thing” says Adam. The others look at me, but don’t stop as they are about to make it out and on to their evening plans, so I get a sort of sympatric nod as if to say, ‘you almost made it’, but silence, and I am alone with my hosts.

“Let’s go back to the kitchen, and don’t worry, I have an even better gin so your consultancy won’t be free” says Adam, but in an oddly uncertain way. They can’t want a loan as they have oodles of money and I don’t, but I sense I’m going to be asked for a favour.

Minutes later I’m back swirling my new drink and this time the ice is chunky and not moving as I tilt and turn the glass. I perch on a tall stool by their kitchen island as if I never (almost) left. Adam is a bit fidgety like he’s got some bad news, and Eloise is silently watching on as if he should say something and isn’t, and she’s willing him to hurry up through little huffs of breath and burning eyes.

“Tell me then Adam, what advice can a man failing to launch his startup provide?” comes my ice-breaker. I sense that he needs a nudge so I may as well be the one to push it on as I need some paid work since not being in the middle east means no day rate, and I’ve always found that senior people buy confidence and that then opens their wallet to us mortals.

“This is going to be awkward” comes the low mumble from a still standing and now moving Adam. He seems to know that he should look at me, but whatever he wants to say has knocked his usual ‘I tell you how it is’ CEO confidence.

“I’m going to ask a few personal questions, ones that aren’t appropriate, ones that you’ll tell me to knock off – I need you to stick with me, Promise?”. Now he’s back, back with some confidence as if he’s doing an investor pitch, but I sense that it’s been rehearsed as it’s rattled out a little too fast.

“Sounds interesting, I will do my best” is all I can come up with, but I don’t promise as those are too sacred to give on an unknown. And I sip and I wait, and just as I look down into the ice away from him he strikes.

“Do you find Eloise attractive?”

“Eh what?” I mumble back, now looking back up with big eyes.

“As I said Rob, just stick with me a minute, I will get to the point” says Adam. Eloise is looking at me intently now, like she’s analysing my face for a tell, like a detective analysing gods knows what now that he’s finally gotten on with whatever it is they have on their minds.

“Do you find Eloise attractive?”

“Come on Rob, she’s your wife, I was at your wedding”

Adam sniggers a little and Eloise smirks for a moment before getting back to trying to see into my soul.

“It’s not like that Rob, I promise I’m not after an argument, I’m just asking some questions to get to a point”

“Sure, yes I do. And I think that you know that I think she’s attractive. You aren’t an idiot; you know what my answer is. Look Adam, this is getting weird, if you have a point can you please just get to it. We had a great afternoon”, and now, well, now it’s..........strange”. His hands are up 

“I promise, I am getting to my point. Another question though. If I wasn’t here, I mean if Eloise was single, I mean as in if we aren’t married, not that I’ve just gone out for the night. Ummm, that’s not come out right. Look, if you two were both single, would you want to sleep with her?”

Fucking hell mate is all I can think. It was only lunch and we all had maybe four drinks and this is like you’ve gone off the deep end. I’ve not done anything to get a talking to from a jealous husband, I’m not that sort of man, I don’t flirt with people’s wives, in fact I rarely flirt at all. That’s the joke in our group, I’m the shy one who needs shoving into the arms of a woman like Miss VC fund who just walked out on me, then hitting over the head by her to tell me that she wants my number. But they are both waiting for an answer.

“Yes I would Adam, but she’s not single and it’s time I went home” and I was up on my feet. I raised a hand to cut off whatever his next accusation that wasn’t an accusation was going to be and he was clearly now flapping as I was not far from the kitchen door so whatever script he had was floundering.

“Wait, wait Rob” said Eloise. There was a little tone, a little ‘I’ve got this now’, so I halted and looked at her now. She’s clearly part of this weirdness, but I’m not getting it.

“Adam, you are confusing him, just tell him what you want or he’s gone”, but Adam was mumbling and himming and hawking so she raised a hand to silence him and spoke. And I fricking well listened.

“Adam wants you to have sex with me. He wants me to sleep with other men” and I’m now dropping down into the final stool before the door just gawping at them.

“It’s his fantasy and he’s been researching, and we’ve talked and we’ve talked and I agreed. But Rob, it’s harder than you think to have sex with other men” Oh pull the other one love is my thought, you could go into any bar in London and pick up a man, they’d be all over you. But there’s a time to gob off and there’s a time to shup up and listen, and so I waited.

“You see Rob” said Adam, now back in the game as if I were a potential investor needing to be sold to. 

“We tried dating sites and a swingers site and it’s fucking nuts out there. Dick pics, endless back and forth on text until you realise that some liar is using what you say to get a wank, then when you finally hit it off with someone having waded through hundreds of timewasters then they don’t show up. We thought about a pro, but that’s not really a thing for women, honestly, it’s been a fucking nightmare”.

“Why don’t you just go to a bar, Eloise would find a man in five minutes?” I finally ask. I’m not kind in my tone though and I regretted it as soon as I heard myself saying it the way that I did, even before I finished. The whole thing had caught me off guard and I wanted out of there, I didn’t need to know this swinging sex stuff about them.

“Thank you for the compliment” said Eloise “but I don’t feel safe doing that; I’m a mother and I have responsibilities so I can’t just try my luck like you do. I need to feel safe, you’d make me feel safe”. 

My brain is a little confused now, perhaps it’s the gin, but I think she just implied that she wanted me to have sex with her, but that can’t be right. It must be the gin, home measures you see! I looked at her and looked at him, and they both looked at me.

“I want you to have sex with Eloise, will you have sex with her?” stated Adam clearly and with ummph. And then it’s just the sound of the clock ticking.

“Please” said Eloise and by now she’s next to me and her hand is on my leg. I sound like a right knob now, but I had a bit of a malfunction. I hadn’t had sex for a month and wanted Helen bad as I needed a shag, but here it was being offered and I didn’t know what to say. I just sat there like a lemon, like a total loser, and just made noise with repeated “well” and “well” and “I’m flattered” as they looked on. Eloise gripped the situation in the end as both men were being useless. We needed managing as usual so in she stepped.

“Come on Rob, yes or no. Adam is offering me to you right now, I’m starting to get offended. No tricks, just sex”.

“I want to, you know that I do. When would we do this then?”. I’m fucking smart, I’ve implied a yes and now the logistics will get us out of it as our diaries won’t ever match up.

“Tonight” said Adam. “It’s why we did lunch and not dinner, the kids are away”

“And Helen left you with no plans, she’s long gone” chirped Eloise in a ‘gotcha’ smile and set of triumphant teeth.

“I’d like to, but I’m meeting Stephen tomorrow morning for a run around Hyde Park so I’d need to be up early as I need breakfast”. They weren’t fools though, they asked what time I needed to leave by, what I ate before a long run, and when it turned out that they didn’t have juice and porridge then they killed that objection by Adam offering to go out and buy it.

Eloise’s hand was now rubbing my crotch and I was hard and sort of zoning in and out of the conversations about practical details. She was staring into my eyes and Adam was fading from my mind. I wanted her, I always had and she knew it as my cock was twitching and straining as she rubbed every rougher and I did nothing to push her off, so I was done for. But my moral compass kicked in and I was saved.

“Look I want to do it, but sex ruins friendships. I was at your wedding, I was one of the first people to see you after your daughter was born, so if I did this then tomorrow morning when everyone is sober and all that is left is regret then everything is broken and cannot be put back together again. Our mates would think I was a scumbag and you’d hate me, I’m not going to do that”

“And that’s why I want it to be you” said Eloise. Her husky French voice and another series of faster rubs had me on the ropes.

“Rob, I trust you and that’s why it has to be you, you are the sort of man that thinks of things like that rather than just jumping on me just to get your end away”, but I had one last roll of the dice. I’ve no idea why I said this; did I steal it from a film, was it a moment of clarity, was it my thinking that Adam was going to talk to me about a contract, but it changed my life forever. A fork in the road, my sliding doors moment.

“Okay, I will do it, but only if you pay me, you need to pay me for sex”. Aha, I’ve gotcha I thought and sure enough I did. They just looked at me, they just blinked and looked at each other and then looked at me. Their script and little rehearsal hadn’t factored that in.

“You want me to pay you to fuck my wife?” comes the arrogant reply

“Yes” I say with some steel.

“You want me to give you money, to give you money, to give you actual money, actual money to fuck my wife?” asked Adam in fit of pique. His fucking script was truly destroyed now, he didn’t know what to say. I felt sorry for him as Eloise had me there for a while and he thought whatever cuck wank fantasy he had spent months on was about to happen and then I crushed it. Eloise held up her ‘be quiet hand’ in a typical French flourish that she so often used on him.

“Adam, just listen. Rob clearly has a reason; let’s just listen”. And her palm flipped over, knuckles down and pointed at me in an ‘over to you’ gesture.

“Well” I said. “It’s like this. If you insist on sex tonight, then you pay and the reason that you pay is that tomorrow morning you avoid regrets”. Adam’s got that investor ‘I’m not buying this’ face now.

“You are buying a service if you pay; you are trying out a new service you see. And so, it’s not love or lust or friends with benefits, you are hiring a contractor and if don’t like what you’ve bought then it doesn’t matter. It was an experiment that you tried, it doesn't matter, you just spent a bit of money trying it out”. Eloise got it, she understood, and she nodded causing Adam to nod to match her.

“And how much shall we pay?” came her French huskiness, but now being playful and smiley, she was having fun seeing Adam about to stump up, it clearly amused her.

“Adam, open your wallet, and let’s see what you’ve got” is my challenge back and he actually did it. I think confusion got him as he just flipped it open from muscle memory before his brain caught up to the madness. He had seventy pounds in cash so I took it out and laid it on the table. I don’t think he knew what to say, but I think I saw the lights come on in his eyes as the tension went from his shoulders, so I think he got it finally.

“So, I am only worth seventy pounds,” laughed Eloise.

“Not so fast Eloise, that’s not the fee” I declared in a faux earnest/pompous manner so her smile disappeared. 

“Not just seventy pounds. Now go and get your purse”. 

She was not happy, and her humour at her husband getting cleared out vanished and she got a bit snotty about it. She demanded to know why she should pay, so I copied her own hand flourish to shut her up.

“Be quiet! The reason that you are paying is that you are then in charge. If you pay then I work for you and you decide what happens or does not happen, if he pays then I work for him. You pay and you are the boss – so pay up or I’m off”.

I had a bit more fun with her. She had a hundred pounds in her purse, but I ‘only’ took ninety. The boss pays more, but not everything I told her, and she was smiling once again. Adam was back in his box as far as she was concerned, so she was pleased at this silly notion of being the boss that I had just invented. And that was that, the money went in my pocket.

That reminds me, one last funny detail springs to mind. I asked where I was going to ‘work’ and Adam told me that he’d stay in the spare room and that I would use their bed. I cracked a joke about needing clean sheets and realised that they hadn’t thought of that. I went into army command voice and told him that he’s better hurry up and go and change them as I didn’t lay in another man’s filth, so he dashed off just like that and I was left there alone with Eloise.

“He liked that” she laughed.
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3  My Cherry is Broken
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I stood there gawping at Eloise and she stood there looking at me. Her bravado and confidence was gone now that what she’d ‘bought’ was happening, she was a woman long out of the dating scene left out in the open not knowing what to do. Adam’s (or was it her) cuck fantasy had collided with reality and here I was waiting and clearly aroused. I knew what to do though, I pulled her in for a kiss and we both managed a little peck to test the waters, it was like I was playing a character, a role, a role of this confident ladies’ man and she accepted it. Then another little peck. The first one felt wrong as I’d looked at her for years. I confess that I’d thought about her when wanking for quite some time even after she married Adam before I friend zoned her finally, but we never made the fourth peck as we went at each other with tongues and desperation.

I think we both knew that we needed time, that we needed to slow it all down, that we needed to connect. I won’t lie, I was aroused, and I wanted sex, but she was a very old friend, so it felt off so the spark wasn’t there yet. I don’t recall who led who, but we went out of the kitchen into the more comfortable low-lit living room. My intention was to get her over to the sofa to fool around to see what was what before we crossed a line, but passing by the Victorian fireplace had me pause. Like many London homes it had a large mirror hanging from the chimney breast to make the room appear bigger, so I stopped. I stood behind Eloise and kissed her neck and whispered in her ear. I felt some confidence grow in my character, told her she was beautiful, that I wanted her, and she’s pull be back around to kiss my mouth before I would get back behind her and to her neck.

I can’t really say how long we were there, but hands were definitely all over each other and whatever awkwardness that had made it feel off was vanishing bit by bit so we got more and more into the moment. It was slow I would guess, but little by little a sort of intensity and urgency grew, and it was time, so as I kissed her neck for the last ‘safe’ time, I unzipped her dress halfway down. I could now move my hands inside her bra and touch and caress her breasts. I wanted to be sure though, I wanted to be very sure that I wasn’t crossing a line that she’d hate me for, that I wasn’t going to break up a marriage over some cuckhold fantasy, so I needed to ask without killing the mood. I slipped into an old domination character for a while, an old favourite with girlfriends who wanted something risky, but didn’t want a downer of a man checking in. 

I asked her what she wanted, I told her that she had to tell me what she wanted, I told her that she wasn’t going to get anything unless she told me what she wanted all in a low breathless whisper in her ear and up and down her neck. She was horny, I could tell from her heavy breathing and her pushing back into me, but her long years of marriage had her insisting on silence even as she wriggled and touched me, so I finished unzipping her whilst I insisted that she tell me and once the dress was down on the floor I then began to ever so gently brush my finger over the outside of her knickers. I could feel her vulva and she was pushing forward; she wanted my finger to penetrate her, her thrusts told me that, but no Dom just gives, he demands a price and my old character began to consume me more. She was defying me now; I required an answer.
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