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      The first thing you should know is that I’m a whore.

      
      I don’t mean that in a glib way. I’m not using the word as an analogy for working a desk job or toiling away in new media
         – many of my friends will tell you how temping for a year or ending up in sales is equivalent to prostitution. It’s not. I
         know this because I’ve been a temp and I’ve fucked for money, and they are in no way similar. Not even the same planet. Different solar systems altogether.
      

      
      The second thing is that I live in London. These two facts may or may not be related. London is not a cheap city. Like almost
         all of my friends, I moved here after university with the hope of getting a job, if not a well-paying one, at least something
         interesting, or populated exclusively by handsome, eligible men. However, such positions are thin on the ground. Almost everyone
         is studying to be an accountant now, including my friends A2 and A3, who are respected in their academic circles. Good God
         – a fate worse than death. Accountancy trumps even academia in the unsexiness stakes.
      

      
      Prostitution is steady work but not demanding. I meet a lot of people. Granted, they’re almost all men, most of whom I’ll
         never see again, and I’m required to fuck them regardless of whether they’re covered in hairy moles, have a grand total of
         three teeth or want me to recreate a fantasy involving their sixth-form history teacher. But it’s better than watching the
         clock until the next scheduled tea break in a dismal staff room. So when my friends pull out the tired analogy of corporate-employment-as-whoring
         yet again, I nod and commiserate with them and we down cocktails and wonder where all our youthful promise went. Theirs is
         probably on a trunk road to the suburbs. Mine is spreading its legs for cash on a regular basis. Having said that, the leap to prostitution didn’t happen overnight.
      

      
      As I say, I ended up in London like thousands of other recent graduates. With only a small student debt and a bit saved, I
         thought I was set up for a few months but my surplus was quickly drained by rent and a thousand trivial expenses. My daily
         routine consisted of poring over the job pages, writing enthusiastic and sycophantic covering letters, although I knew I’d
         never be interviewed, and masturbating furiously before bed every night.
      

      
      London wasn’t the first city I’d lived in, but it was certainly the largest. Anywhere else, there’s always the chance of seeing
         someone you know, or at the very least, a smiling face. Not here. Commuters crowd the trains, eager to outdo their fellow
         travellers in an escalating privacy war of paperbacks, headphones and newspapers. A woman next to me on the Northern Line
         one day held the Metro just inches from her face; it was only three stops later that I noticed she was not reading but crying. It was hard not to
         offer sympathy and harder still not to start crying myself.
      

      
      As buying a Travelcard became the highlight of each week, so I watched my mean savings dwindle away. And while I have a crippling
         lingerie-buying habit, even cutting down the intake of lacy things was not going to solve the problem.
      

      
      Not long after moving, I had a text from an acquaintance, known through my friend N. This is N’s city and he seems to know
         everyone. He’s at least four of my six degrees of separation. So when he went out of his way to introduce me to this lady,
         I paid attention. ‘Heard you’re in town – would love to meet when you’re free,’ the text said. She was a completely sexy older
         woman, with a cut-glass accent and impeccable taste. When we had first met, I’d thought she was out of my league. But as soon
         as her back was turned, N indicated in half-whispers and furious hand gestures that she went like a train and liked women,
         too. I dumped a gusher in my knickers, as they say. Like, instantly.
      

      
      
      I saved that text for weeks as my imagination grew more heated and restless. Before long she had morphed into the latex-clad
         hell-bitch-boss of my nocturnal reveries. The wenches and sex-crazed office drones in my dreams were developing faces, and
         they were all hers. I texted back. She rang almost immediately to say that she and her new man would love to see me for dinner
         the next week.
      

      
      I panicked for days about what to wear and splurged on a haircut and new underwear. On the night itself I tore my wardrobe
         apart, changing outfits a dozen times. Finally I decided on a tight aqua jumper and charcoal trousers – a little office-temp,
         perhaps, but modestly sexy. I arrived at the restaurant half an hour early, even after half an hour of trying to find the
         restaurant in the first place. The staff said I could only be seated when my party arrived. I spent the last of my money on
         a drink at the bar and hoped they’d cover the cost of the meal.
      

      
      The sound of couples talking in the narrow rooms mingled with the burbling background music. Everyone looked probably older
         than me, definitely better off. A few might have just come from work; others had clearly been home to refresh. The door, each
         time it opened, let in a blast of chilly autumn air and the smell of dry leaves.
      

      
      The couple arrived. We were seated at a table in the corner, well away from the attention of the staff; I was tucked between
         them. He looked down the front of my jumper while she talked about art galleries and sport. As I felt his hand creep onto
         my right knee, her stockinged foot started to slide up the inside leg of my trousers.
      

      
      Ah, that’s what they’re after, I thought, and hadn’t I known it all along? They were older, libertine, gorgeous. There was
         no good reason not to fuck or be fucked by them. I followed their lead in ordering: rich, buttery dishes. A mushroom risotto
         so thick it could barely be torn away from the shallow bowl, so glutinous the only way to dislodge it from the spoon was with
         teeth. Fish with the head still attached and its heat-glazed eyes staring up at us. She licked her fingers and I had the feeling this was a purposeful gesture
         rather than a lapse in manners. My hand slid over her skintight trousers to her crotch, and she clamped her legs together
         around my knuckles. At that particular moment the waitress decided our table needed more attention. She brought over a sampler
         of tiny pastries and chocolate treats, and the man fed his girlfriend with one hand, gripping my hand in the other, while
         my fingers crawled in her lap. She came easily, almost silently. I brushed her neck with my lips.
      

      
      ‘Excellent,’ he murmured. ‘Now do it again.’

      
      So I did. Straight after the meal we left the restaurant. He asked me to strip to the waist and sit in the front passenger
         seat while she drove. From the back seat he grabbed my breasts and pinched my nipples as we travelled the short distance to
         her house. I walked from the car to the door topless and, once inside, was ordered on my knees. She disappeared into the bedroom
         as he put me through a few basic obedience lessons: holding uncomfortable positions, holding heavy things in uncomfortable
         positions, holding heavy things in uncomfortable positions with his cock in my mouth.
      

      
      She returned with candles and whips. While I have had both hot wax and the business end of a riding crop applied to my flesh
         before, it was a new experience to have it done with my legs in the air and lit candles plunged into me, dripping over my
         torso. After two hours, he entered her and, using his cock like the domme in my fantasy, drove her face-first into my pussy.
      

      
      We dressed, she showered. He walked me out to find a black cab. His arm threaded through mine. Father and daughter, any passing
         stranger might have thought. We looked a comfortable pair.
      

      
      ‘Quite a woman you have there,’ I said.

      
      ‘Whatever it takes to keep her happy,’ he said.

      
      
      I nodded. He waved down a taxi and gave the driver instructions. As I stepped into the back, he handed me some money and said
         I was welcome any time. I was halfway home before I unfolded the wad of notes and saw it was at least three times as much
         as the cab fare would cost.
      

      
      My mind made the calculations: rent due, the number of days in a month, the net profit from the night out. I thought I should
         feel a pang of regret or surprise at being used and paid for, but it was nothing like that. They’d enjoyed themselves and
         to a wealthy couple the expense of dinner and a taxi was nothing at all. And, truth be told, I hadn’t exactly found it a chore.
      

      
      The idea of selling sex festered and grew, but for a while I buried my curiosity about prostitution. I borrowed money off
         friends and started a serious realationship. This was pleasantly distracting until the first overdraft statement from my building
         society arrived, suggesting I see them about a loan. The festering whispered and itched with every job application rejection
         and failed interview. I couldn’t stop thinking how it felt, swept away in the back of a black cab in the middle of the night.
         I could do it. I had to see.
      

      
      And it wasn’t too long after I decided to do it that I started keeping a diary …

      




      
      
      Novembre

      
      
      
      samedi, le 1 novembre

      
      A client was fondling my nipples. ‘Careful there, I’m premenstrual,’ I said, gently guiding his hands elsewhere.

      
      ‘Tell me something you fantasise about,’ he said.

      
      ‘I’m abducted by four men, stripped and tied up in the back of a car. They park the car and get out and masturbate on me through
         the open windows.’
      

      
      ‘Are there horses nearby?’

      
      ‘There are a lot of horses nearby. We’re in the middle of the country. We’re on a farm. They’re farmers.’

      
      ‘Can you smell the horses?’

      
      ‘I can smell the horses, they’re making noises in their stalls and getting very excited. Horses have giant cocks, don’t they?’

      
      ‘Oh yes. Yes, they do.’

      
      ‘When the farmers are finished, they take me to the stables.’

      
      ‘Don’t fuck the horse.’

      
      ‘Oh no, I don’t even get close. It’s too big! And the horse … the stallion … is out of control, too excited. I think it’s
         far too big. It sounds like it’s going to break down the stall door.’
      

      
      ‘Urrrrrrrr …’

      
      dimanche, le 2 novembre

      
      A few things I have learned on the job:

      
      In a world of twelve-year-olds in sexy boots and nans in sparkly mini-dresses, the surest way to tell a prostitute walking into a hotel at Heathrow is to look for the lady in the
         designer suit. Fact.
      

      
      The build-up to my appointments is almost always the same. The clients contact the agency after seeing the website. The manager
         then rings me, she re-confirms with them, then they wait. I usually need two hours’ notice. One hour of plucking, showering,
         making up and hair; one to call a minicab and get to the meeting point.
      

      
      The make-up sits apart from the rest of my toiletries on its own shelf. I stand in front of a full-length mirror as the layers
         go on: powder and cologne; knickers, bra and stockings; dress, shoes, make-up and hair. Three outfits in the rotation: a modest
         but slinky grey jersey dress, a white-on-white checked suit, a tailored black linen dress with smart jacket. An infinite choice
         of underwear and shoes.
      

      
      The last three seconds before entering the hotel are vital. Are their doors glass? If so, scan quickly for the lifts. Don’t
         go in and just stop, don’t ask the staff for directions. Sweep through, acknowledge them with a slight nod. If the lifts or
         toilets aren’t obvious, go for the nearest hallway then get your bearings. If you leave an impression at all, it should be
         of a well-dressed lady. You are a businesswoman.
      

      
      Not strictly untrue.

      
      Lifts are useful. Time to dig through the bag for a phone, text the agency – they’ll want to know you arrived on time. If
         you’re running late they’ll let the client know when to expect you. Freshen lip gloss if needed; arrange clothing. Never be
         sweating or looking rushed. Find the door and knock briefly, firmly. On entering the room you say, ‘Darling, hello, pleased
         to meet you … Sorry to keep you waiting’, whether late or not. Even if you make it bang on time, the customer will have been
         counting the minutes. If anyone is nervous it mustn’t be you. Coat off, sit down. The client usually offers a drink. Never
         say no. If nothing else have a sparkling water.
      

      
      
      Collect the money before anything starts. One time I forgot to do this. The client laughed. ‘You must be new to this,’ he
         said, and when I went to the bathroom to clean up afterwards, he stuck the notes in the toaster in his flat. Don’t count it
         in front of him; there’ll be time later if you’re suspicious. Leave on time. If he wants you to stay longer, he has to ring
         the manager, arrange the price, and pay you right then. On leaving, a quick kiss. ‘An absolute pleasure. I hope to see you
         again.’ Out the front, nod to the staff, as quickly gone as you arrived. Text or ring the agency once out of the hotel. If
         the manager can’t get through she’ll ring the client, then the hotel, her own security if they’re nearby, then the police.
         She knows. She’s been in your shoes too.
      

      
      My manager is sweet, an absolute doll. When she asks how it went, I always reply that the client was lovely, a gentleman,
         even if it’s stretching the truth. I wouldn’t want her to worry.
      

      
      lundi, le 3 novembre

      
      I had a meeting yesterday near Leicester Square. It was an overnight job: staying until sunrise. The manager has received
         such positive feedback about my skills as a disciplinarian that she lists it prominently in the website portfolio. I’m not
         naturally dominant, but I don’t mind doing it. Now it seems all clients want the treatment.
      

      
      He: ‘There’s nothing quite like the buzz from fucking strangers.’

      
      Me: ‘Can I quote you on that?’

      
      ‘Yes,’ he pauses, ‘what are doing with your hands?’

      
      My fingers were tented, bearing my weight above him. ‘I don’t want to knock the paintings off the wall.’ I gritted my teeth.

      
      
      ‘Good idea. Try not to, then.’ Cripes, mate, it’s not as if it’s your own house. Hmph. Pretty demanding for a submissive,
         I thought.
      

      
      Later still …

      
      He: ‘You’re a class act, my dear.’

      
      Me: ‘I didn’t know anyone actually said that, outside the movies.’

      
      ‘Have to get my lines from somewhere.’

      
      N met me outside the hotel just before sunrise. He’s a close friend, we used to date, he knows what I do, and can double for
         George Clooney in the right light. As in pitch black. N was smirking. ‘Have fun in there?’ I opened my coat to show him two
         whips tied to the inside lining. ‘You brought The Persuaders. So you were having fun.’
      

      
      ‘Sort of. Yes. He couldn’t stay hard so we drank the minibar and watched Channel Five for the last hour.’ We got into N’s
         car, which was parked on the pavement. ‘And he gave me a silver bubble-blower.’ I took the gift out of my bag. It was in a
         wooden box wrapped with gold and black ribbons, and shaped like a tiny champagne bottle.
      

      
      I wasn’t feeling tired and neither was he. ‘You want to blow bubbles?’ N asked, as we drove over a bridge. We turned and went
         up the leafy Embankment, and the growing light of the morning made the water glint darkly. We ended up at Charing Cross Station
         as the sun rose, blowing soapy scraps of bubble-juice diluted with manky Thames water onto the first commuters of the day.
      

      
      mardi, le 4 novembre

      
      Small handbags, bah. The magazines can tout this or that tiny purse of the season. But considering what I typically leave
         the house carrying,
      

      
      
      

         a pair of folding scissors (stray threads are the enemy)
         

         a pen (my memory is good, but not that good)
         

         phone (to phone agency on arrival and leaving)
         

         condoms (polyurethane as well as latex, some people have allergies)
         

         a spoon

         bottle of lube

         lip gloss (reapplying lipstick after a blowjob is too complicated)
         

         compact and mascara

         small vial of scent (anything with a citrus note is nice)
         

         tissues

         spare knickers and stockings

         keys, bankcards, other normal detritus

         and sometimes, nipple clamps, ball gag and a multi-tailed rubber whip,
         

      



      
      a capacious holdall is the order of the day. Packing all that into a Fendi baguette is a black art not even Houdini could
         master.
      

      
      jeudi, le 6 novembre

      
      My parents are nice. I know I’m biased, but it’s true. In spite of having left home years ago, I’m still in contact with one
         or both of them on an almost daily basis.
      

      
      Officially, they don’t know what I do. They know I’m in the sex trade but that’s it. Knowing my mother and her middle-class
         sensibilities, she probably tells her friends I’m a sales rep for Myla or something.
      

      
      So while they officially don’t know, I suspect they unofficially do know. Or at least have a clue. They’re not stupid.

      
      I rang home for no particular reason.

      
      ‘Hello, honey,’ Daddy said. ‘Still beating the streets?’

      
      ‘Ha,’ I bleated flatly. ‘Mum there?’

      
      He grunted and handed the phone over.

      
      
      ‘When are you coming home?’ she asked. No hello. No asking after my health. No one in her family has bothered with polite
         pleasantries since antediluvian times. Straight to the point, that’s them.
      

      
      ‘Couple of weeks?’

      
      ‘How’s the job search going?’

      
      I ummed and erred. I couldn’t remember what I’d last told her. That I was looking for work, or starting on a research project?
         ‘Not bad, a few things out there, no interviews yet.’
      

      
      Actually, it’s not quite all lies, I had a job interview.

      
      Don’t get too excited – it wasn’t a real one. I was instructed to meet a client at a hotel, and was emailed his specific requirements
         for my interview technique. He required a shy, almost virginal secretary who would be powerless under his persuasion.
      

      
      My mother seemed satisfied with the evasion of her question. ‘Let me know when you’re visiting, yes? And if you’re bringing
         anyone? So I can make up the rooms.’
      

      
      ‘Of course,’ I lied. Setting a date would have been pointless, because she inevitably forgets.

      
      She put Daddy back on the line. ‘Tell that nice boy of yours with the glasses I said hello!’ he chirruped. That was a boy
         called A4, a lovely young lad who was very clever and always smiled. My father still says from time to time that he hopes
         we’ll marry. I don’t know if this is a sign of senility or a misguided attempt at match-making. A4 was three relationships
         ago. We’re still friends, though. I sighed, wished them a pleasant weekend and rang off.
      

      
      dimanche, le 9 novembre

      
      Prostitution isn’t my first foray into sex work. Perhaps my unusual CV did lead to the current job. Here’s the executive summary:

      
      
      

         [image: image] As a student, was rather short of money.
         

         [image: image] Someone suggested stripping. By ‘someone’ I mean my then boyfriend AI. By ‘suggested’ I mean ‘used to date a stripper and
            would take me to the fleshpots with his friends’, which I rather liked.
         

         [image: image] It was not terribly hard work; the girls were frightening.
         

         [image: image] Couldn’t stop giggling at the men talking to me between sets. Who wants to go over the finer points of Greek tragedy with
            a girl in a see-through bra?
         

         [image: image] Scratch that – I completely see the appeal. BBC3 take note.
         

         [image: image] But it was a stopgap and I was dead scared of a tutor walking in. I left.
         

      



      
      Then, a couple of years later:

      
      

         [image: image] Was at a vaguely witchy party with a housemate.
         

         [image: image] Dressed in black and carrying a whip (mine). The housemate was dressed as Miss World, which is not relevant, but interesting.
         

         [image: image] A woman approached us, talked to me a bit, she had a place and all the kit.
         

         [image: image] It paid far more than stripping; I managed to control the impulse to laugh.
         

         [image: image] Stopped when I landed a ‘legit’ job in a bookshop on weekends, less well-paid, but access to loads of free books.
         

         [image: image] In retrospect, did not choose wisely.
         

      



      
      But enough reminiscing. Today’s my birthday, and I mean to celebrate in style.

      
      lundi, le 10 novembre

      
      At 9 pm yesterday, while readying ourselves for my birthday night out (all shaving shaven, all brushing brushed, all scrubbing scrubbed), the Boy and I finished off a sex quiz from a glossy women’s magazine.
      

      
      Yes, I am a call girl with a boyfriend. A boyfriend who knows what I do. We’ve been together about a year. He doesn’t live
         in the city, though.
      

      
      Yes, it causes friction. Mmm, friction. Not always a bad thing. Especially in bed. He doesn’t like my job but he has some
         abominable social habits, too, like sneaking rum into people’s drinks when they’re not looking and voting Conservative.
      

      
      He buttoned up a soft dark-blue shirt, a gift from his mother. I sat at a dressing table, crossed my legs and read out the
         questions in my sauciest voice. ‘At what time is a man most likely to be aroused – A, morning; B, midday; or C, night?’
      

      
      He raised an eyebrow at his reflection in the mirror. ‘Is there a D, “all the time” option?’

      
      10 pm: met A2 (one of my exes), A4 (the clever boy) and other friends at the Blue Posts, commandeered the big leather seats
         by the fire. Set about attempting to fill the greater percentage of my stomach with alcohol.
      

      
      Midnight: a club nearby, I think. It all grows a bit hazy. Multiple shots imbibed containing schnapps, which is evil. I lost
         a pair of gloves.
      

      
      2 am: emboldened by recent gym-going, asserted that I was strong enough to pick the Boy up. Wobbled on my heels and we both
         fell back on the floor. Certain if I wasn’t so drunk, I would have felt a right twat.
      

      
      3 am: Oxford Street, everyone marching along and singing ‘Seven Nation Army’ in unison.

      
      Sometime after that, minicab. We collapse in the approximate location of my bed twenty minutes later.

      
      9 am: I get up to use the toilet. When I come back, the Boy is standing in the door. ‘Close your eyes,’ he says. I do. He
         puts one arm under my arms and one under my knees and carries me to the bed. Gently, he sets me down, I feel the softness of fleece under my back and toes. ‘Open them,’ he says, and I see that he has spread the bed with a soft white sheepskin
         blanket identical to the one on his bed. ‘Happy birthday,’ he whispers, and we make love three times.
      

      
      A happy birthday indeed.

      
      mercredi, le 12 novembre

      
      The manager rang. ‘Darling, is verrrry nice gentleman who loves your pictures. Are you free?’

      
      ‘I’m afraid not, no,’ I say, hoping the Boy doesn’t overhear.

      
      ‘But he is verrrry nice.’

      
      ‘Sorry, no.’

      
      A few months after the encounter with the older woman and her boyfriend, I located what sounded like a small, discreet agency
         on the internet. The miracle of information interconnected by technology means that any site is only three clicks away from
         an escort service, really. The website was modestly designed compared to some others, but the girls were attractive and straightforwardly
         described. Most of them looked extremely normal – not scary robo-women and not shudderingly unattractive amateur cam girls,
         either. Just reasonably normal women, but, you know, naked and straddling a garden wall. After email contact and sending my
         photos, I finally rang to make arrangements to meet the manager at the dining room of a central London hotel. She sounded
         very young and had a very strong Eastern European accent. Polish, maybe? Should I ask?
      

      
      ‘How will I know you?’ I asked. ‘What do you look like?’

      
      ‘When I was younger everyone used to say I looked like Brooke Shields,’ she said.

      
      ‘Ah, you must be very beautiful then.’

      
      
      ‘No, I am old and decrepit. Now people say I look like Daryl Hannah.’

      
      I ended the call feeling disloyal. After all, my relationship with the Boy at that stage was fairly new, and here I was arranging
         to meet a madame and work as a whore. Would we have a problem with it? Stupid question, girl. My mind worked through the possible
         outcomes:
      

      
      

         [image: image] He chucks me instantly, and tells all his friends.
         

         [image: image] He chucks me instantly, and is too embarrassed to tell his friends.
         

         [image: image] He doesn’t chuck me, but becomes scary and unbalanced as the result of dating a whore.
         

         [image: image] He doesn’t chuck me, but becomes scary because he actually likes the idea.
         

         [image: image] He offers to join in, pro bono.
         

         [image: image] He offers to join in, and earns better money than me.
         

         [image: image] He’s okay with it, and things go on as normal.
         

      



      
      The first three seemed likely enough, while the last four varied from ‘no way’ to ‘really no fucking way’.

      
      I could have backed out at any time before meeting the manager, of course, but I didn’t. A few days passed between making
         first contact through email and the interview. I went out and re-stocked make-up supplies. On the day of the appointment I
         spent all morning getting ready. This involved no small amount of eyelash curling, hair straightening and wardrobe panicking.
         Sexy, but not slutty? You’ll be wanting the dark silk top, then. Young, but serious? Well-cut coat. As much cleavage as I
         could muster. Boots, of course – it is autumn in London after all.
      

      
      On the way to the meeting point, I passed a movie poster and convinced myself that I looked not unlike Catherine Zeta Jones.
         Pull the other one.
      

      
      I arrived early. The manager rang and asked me to take a table near the window. Was this so she could spy on me and run off if I didn’t fit the bill? Was it some kind of sting? More likely, she was just covering her back.
      

      
      She arrived, as described. Long blonde hair. Horsey face. Tight dress and killer brocade boots that matched her handbag –
         my chocolate high-street clompers were dull in comparison.
      

      
      ‘Darling, hello.’ Air kisses.

      
      She had to take a few calls during lunch, when I learned she speaks fluent German and Arabic. Domineering. God, the punters
         must love that. She asked about my experience. Some dominatrix work, some stripping, no sex with clients, all ages ago. She
         asked if I had a partner; I said yes. She told me about hers, and how he didn’t know what she did for a living. I found that
         incredible – her phone had gone off three times already.
      

      
      She ordered herbal tea. I had a coffee. I could feel the full weight of her gaze as I tipped a spoonful of sugar into the
         cup. Whether longing or disapproval, I wasn’t sure. ‘So now we have to talk about services.’ She pronounced the word like
         it had twelve vowels: suuuuuuuuvices. ‘Have you done A levels?’
      

      
      Well, yes, but that was years ago. Who knew that academic achievement was a prereq for the job? Maybe the customers were more
         discerning than I thought. ‘A levels?’
      

      
      ‘You know,’ her voice dropped to a whisper, ‘anal.’

      
      ‘Oh, right. Yes, I can do that. Provided I haven’t been out for a curry the night before.’ We laughed.

      
      The manager said she needed more up-to-date photos for her portfolio. The ones I had sent were unsuitable, as they were nothing
         like the usual glamour shots, showing me in various states of inebriation at the clubs. More air kisses and she was away,
         sticking me with the bill: eight quid. Probably a bargain at the price.
      

      
      
      dimanche, le 16 novembre

      
      I packed the Boy into his car and waved until he reached the end of the street. Before he even could have reached the motorway,
         he texted a kiss.
      

      
      It’s been the better part of a year since starting this work, and he’s still with me. Not that it was easy at first, especially
         when I had to tell him.
      

      
      The Boy had come up to London for a job interview. I was unsure how to bring up the subject of my new employment. Gently,
         blurring the edges of truth if necessary? ‘Darling, I want you to know, I’ve been seeing men for money, but I do it fully
         clothed and they come in Bacofoil in another room. Every time. Did I mention I love you?’ Or, be blunt and see what happens.
         ‘My dearest one, I’m a ho. Did you somehow fail to notice the bling?’
      

      
      He gabbled about his family and work through sandwiches, coffee, and our walk down the road to buy a pastry. Over a morsel
         of baklava I finally blurted it out. He didn’t say anything, just pursed his lips and nodded. But he didn’t object outright.
         I took a deep breath. ‘Of course if ever you want me to stop, I will.’
      

      
      He still didn’t say anything. We left the shop and walked in the sunshine. Falling leaves spiralled on the pavements; crunching
         underfoot, they smelled of earth and dust. My step fell in with his: we run together and are accustomed to the same length
         of stride. He put an arm around me, started to speak, but stammered. He tried again. ‘You’d be surprised. I’ve been thinking
         about it and I think it’s okay.’
      

      
      
      mercredi, le 19 novembre

      
      I crouched between the man’s legs. His inner thighs were smooth and I brushed the skin with my fingertips. ‘How was your holiday?’

      
      ‘Good, good. Japan is an interesting place. Have you ever been?’ he asked, leaning back on the bed.

      
      ‘No.’ I took the hardening cock in my hand and pulled on its foreskin gently. It stiffened and lengthened in my palm. ‘What
         is your favourite thing to do there?’
      

      
      ‘They’re an odd people, they have these places,’ he said, pausing slightly as I took his member between my lips. ‘Simulating
         a crowded underground carriage. Where people’s bodies rub up against each other …’
      

      
      He slipped out of my mouth; I began pumping the shaft with my fist. ‘I’ve always had a fantasy like that. A crowded student
         pub, short skirt, leaning over the bar to get a drink, someone comes up behind me. And there’s no space to move, so not only
         can I not get away, no one else can tell it’s happening.’
      

      
      ‘Mmm, that sounds good.’

      
      ‘Will you promise me something?’ I asked. ‘If you ever see me after this at a bar, will you just come up and do that?’

      
      ‘You have my word,’ he said, angling his erection back into my mouth.

      
      vendredi, le 21 novembre

      
      The Boy is in town, so I am seeing no clients. We went to the gym, ostensibly so I could show him off, but mostly so he could
         show himself off.
      

      
      First event was the rowing machine. I hate the rowing machine. Hate hate hate it. It is the Devil’s Bicycle. It is my nemesis and wants me dead. However, I will gladly sit alongside the Boy as he thrashes the metal beast into fly-wheeled submission.
         After five minutes, droplets of sweat appeared on the back of his neck. After ten, the rippling ribbons in his forearms were
         driving me to distraction. A glorious half-hour later I was aching to jump his bones.
      

      
      Suitably panting, we headed for the bench press (which I can’t do) and the bench pull (which I can). Suffice to say I am not
         fit to hold the man’s towel.
      

      
      For the pièce de résistance, I goaded him into chin-ups. Four sets of six, shirt off, ensuring that even the resident thick-necked
         gym bunnies were suitably humbled.
      

      
      In order to reassert control, we did something I am good at – stretching. I have always been able to put my legs behind my
         ears. A long session of contorting hamstrings ensured that, fragrant with sweat and lusting as only long-distance lovers can,
         we never got past the car park. Well, we did. But our clothes didn’t. And our dignity came nowhere near.
      

      
      Ah, young love.

      
      samedi, le 22 novembre

      
      Of all the services the manager and I had discussed at our first meeting, there was one neither of us mentioned. Oral. But
         there on the website for all to see, I am advertised as OWO. Oral Without. Without condom, that is.
      

      
      To tell the truth, if she had asked, I would have said yes. I’ve done the deed with condoms in the past and my lips react
         badly to the latex and spermicide, swelling and tingling. And like all other sex acts, there is some risk involved, but nothing
         near what most things entailed. I wouldn’t do it if I had cold sores, for instance. Or if I was especially concerned about
         the staying power of my lipstick.
      

      
      But I’m a swallower and always have been. Once it’s in there it doesn’t taste any better to spit it out, and to be frank, it’s no worse than the taste of a woman. A girl I went
         to school with once described semen as tasting of ‘an oyster on a two-pence piece’. I wouldn’t know, having never eaten either,
         but she’s probably not far off the mark.
      

      
      mercredi, le 26 novembre

      
      It’s a public health issue, I know.

      
      I understand such feelings perfectly. This job I do, the number of people I come in contact with. Living in a city where disease
         flies in from all over the world. And the time of year – the festive season when people are out partying, splurging, doing
         things they wouldn’t normally do because they think, hey, it’s the end of another year, I deserve a treat. Then they wake
         up the next morning unsure of what they got and whom they were with. And even if you do remember, you never know at the time
         who has it and who hasn’t.
      

      
      I’m a disease-spreading vector. No one is safe, sure, but some of us are more at risk than others, even with all the precautions
         available these days: the free clinics, the vaccinations, the public awareness campaigns.
      

      
      And it’s important to me. There’s no such thing as paid sick leave for call girls. And God forbid you end up in hospital.

      
      So I want to set your minds at ease as much as I can. I want you to know.

      
      I have had a flu jab.

      
      
      jeudi, le 27 novembre

      
      A late text from the Boy last night: ‘We were taken out for free drinks after work. Am now in a tree.’

      
      It’s cold out there. I hope his rapidly shrinking boyparts make it home safely and are up for warming again soon.

      
      The first time we met it was his birthday, about one year ago now. He was tearing up the dance floor in a club, almost literally
         – the bouncers had their hackles up the moment he and his equally large, drunken friends came in the door. They weren’t the
         only ones. I couldn’t take my eyes off this man who moved like water and threw his limbs around as though they were only nominally
         attached to his body.
      

      
      The otherwise crowded floor cleared a wide circle around their group. They took turns chucking each other around, laughing,
         like little boys. His eyes were shining, probably from alcohol. His curly hair and freckles stood out in a room of pale poseurs.
         I demanded a mutual friend introduce us. The club was too loud, he looked down and smiled at me, but didn’t hear a word we
         were saying. I stayed on the fringes and waited. When he went out in the hall to join the queue for the toilets, I followed
         him.
      

      
      ‘Happy birthday,’ I said.

      
      ‘Thank you,’ he smiled. He didn’t appear to recognise me. He did seem quite interested in staring down my top, however. Hey,
         I thought, it’s a start.
      

      
      I stood on tiptoe and kissed him. He seemed puzzled but didn’t resist. I pulled at the sleeve of his shirt to drag him to
         the smaller, quieter room. We found a corner of a red velvet sofa and snuggled together.
      

      
      ‘You can’t do this,’ he said.

      
      ‘Why not?’

      
      ‘You don’t know me at all,’ he said. ‘My name, where I’m from. You know nothing about me.’

      
      ‘I want to know you,’ I said, squeezing my hand around his arm, which was roped with thick muscles. His hands, resting lightly on my waist, were easily the largest and finest I’d
         ever seen on a man.
      

      
      Just then another woman – maybe biologically not female, it was difficult to tell in the dark – interrupted us.

      
      ‘Love the boots, honey,’ she said.

      
      ‘Cheers.’ I was wearing leather knee-highs with vertiginous heels. They were practically hobbling me, but worth it.

      
      The Boy looked down. ‘They are actually rather good,’ he said, fingering the skin just under my knee. I melted. ‘But I don’t
         think we should go back to the others. You’d likely break an ankle dancing in those.’
      

      
      ‘Guess we’ll have to find something else to do?’

      
      ‘I suppose,’ he smiled, and we groped a bit longer, until I caught a glance at my watch. It was time for Cinderella to make
         her escape. ‘Come home with me,’ he growled in my ear, fiddling with the zip of my left boot. It was the kind of order a woman
         dreams about. Irresistible.
      

      
      ‘I have a boyfriend,’ I said. It seemed only fair to mention it. The Boy said he didn’t care. I was technically in an open
         relationship, but knew this man was not one-night material. He was far more interesting than that, there was too much crackling
         energy around him.
      

      
      ‘Well,’ I said, ‘you can have me one night or see me again. Which will it be?’

      
      ‘I can’t not see you again,’ the Boy said. I shrugged – tant pis. ‘Shameless trollop.’ But he was smiling, and took my phone number. He followed me as far as the bouncers. The rest of his
         friends were still inside. There was a pause. I could have invited him back and wanted to, but also knew, as I walked out
         the glass doors, he’d be watching me go.
      

      
      I went home and told the housemates I was in love. The fact that I was also blind drunk and trying to balance four candles
         in a fir wreath on my head is by the by.
      

      
      The Boy and I met for drinks later that week but nothing happened. I felt uncomfortable following up on the promise of that first evening. He did try at first – a lingering glance here, a trailing hand there – but soon learned the boundaries.
         He may have been a fully paid-up member of the bon ton, but he was no cad. Or perhaps he was biding his time. The relationship I was in was clearly not healthy. By the time I split
         with that boyfriend and moved to London, the Boy had new digs in Brighton. He drove up to meet me and moved everything in
         to my new flat. We fucked for the first time among the scattered boxes and suitcases and piles of books on the floor. Wooden
         planks … I had friction scars for weeks after.
      

      
      samedi, le 29 novembre

      
      In the beginning I thought this job would just be a stopgap, but it’s been months now. It’s become almost routine, but I remember
         when it didn’t always seem like that.
      

      
      Preparing for my first appointment had felt like making up for the stage. I showered and dried myself carefully in the bathroom,
         looking for stray hairs missed by waxing and shaving. A quick blast of deodorant. Applied a drop of cologne to my cleavage
         and inside elbows. Put on a white lace bra and knickers, stockings, dried my hair. Part it here or there? Which way should
         it fall? Hair up or hair down? Fluffy or straight? Small pearl earrings.
      

      
      I put the dress over my head then started on make-up. Foundation, no powder. Violet eyeshadow – only a touch. A dab of white
         eyeliner just at the inside corner of my eyes. Cat eyes or not? Vamp or girlish? My hand was shaking.
      

      
      I lined my lips, wondering how much to use and how much would come off on him. What would I have to take with me, would there
         be time to reapply? With the tip of my little finger I dabbed a liquid blusher on as lipstain. Gloss. I thought of the manager’s advice: ‘Men love glossy lips.’ I suppose it doesn’t take a genius to realise why.
      

      
      A touch of gel to keep the hair off my forehead and cheeks. A clip to keep it back. I put the shoes on and buckled them at
         the ankles. Black, patent-leather stilettos showing a long stripe of instep. Incredibly high heels, but I’d once run for a
         bus in them and had danced till morning in them many times. Fuck-me shoes.
      

      
      My mouth had gone dry. Went to the kitchen and poured a drink. Was alcohol a bad idea? Didn’t know. One couldn’t hurt. My
         lips left a crackling pink half-moon on the rim of the glass. Packed a handbag. Still ten minutes until the taxi. Looked at
         the location for the appointment again in the A–Z.
      

      
      Went downstairs and stood outside. The cold wind tickled the hair at my neck. Looked down my road. No one was out walking.
         A bus paused at the bus stop. A car came up behind it, a man looking out the window. That must be the cab, I thought. Focus.
         I’m working as of now. Smile, wave, give him the address. From here on, I am not me.
      

      
      We found the house. Paid the driver. Up the walk, brass knocker on the door. A light on inside. My hair was falling in my
         face. I took the clip out and shook the hair loose. Smiled. Rapped at the door. No turning back.
      

      
      The next morning I woke up in my own bed. Held my hand up, stared at it for ages. Was something supposed to be different?
         Should I have felt victimised, abused? I couldn’t say. The finer points of feminist theory didn’t seem to apply. Things felt
         as they always had. Same hand, same girl. I got up and made breakfast.
      

      
      dimanche, le 30 novembre

      
      The Boy has been casting around for a new position for some time (working position that is, not sexual, though all offers gratefully received). He’s been unhappy at work for so long, but it’s secure and so on and so forth. His workmates
         are the same crowd he ran with at university. But now one of them has been made redundant and he’s starting to feel the full
         focus of the upper echelons of administration looking carefully at what he does. I keep suggesting military service, and not
         just because I think he would fill out a uniform in a most attractive manner. So he emailed me his CV to see if there was
         anything I could do.
      

      
      I returned it within the half-hour. Almost immediately the phone rang. It was the Boy, and he was laughing.

      
      ‘This is great stuff, kitty … but I don’t think I can use it.’

      
      ‘No?’

      
      ‘For one thing, I don’t think the army cares either way about the size of my member.’

      
      ‘You don’t know that for sure. You could get anyone interviewing you. I hear the services are really very modern these days.’

      
      ‘Nice thought.’ I heard him scrolling down the email from the other end of the phone. ‘Recovery time between ejaculations
         should not be in the Other Qualifications section.’
      

      
      ‘It’s important to me, sweetie.’

      
      ‘Doubtless. And “Oral Sex: Giving and Receiving” under Interests and Activities?’

      
      ‘Are you saying they’re not?’ We laughed.

      
      It occurred to me to recommend my own line of work, not that he’d ever bite. The Boy is as strait-laced as a whalebone corset.
         I, by contrast, am widely considered among our acquaintances to be amoral. Even by the ones who don’t know what I do for a
         living.
      

   



      
      
      Décembre

      
      
      
      jeudi, le 4 décembre

      
      There is someone in London who just paid to lick the pucker of my arse for one hour. Isn’t that what everyone really wants
         in life, someone who’ll kiss your grits and enjoy it?
      

      
      If someone had only told me from the outset such perfect clients existed, I would have jumped in straight away.

      
      vendredi, le 5 décembre

      
      ‘Have you ever been with a woman?’ the client asked, stroking my breasts.

      
      ‘Yes,’ I said. He sighed. ‘Many. Outside of work.’ It has been a while since the last. The Boy grumbles and pouts sometimes
         because he knows about my past and has never had a threesome. I am wary of the problems that picking up a spare girl can introduce
         to a relationship. Better to go pro, I think. Maybe sometime in the future. Not now.
      

      
      ‘Are you gay?’

      
      ‘No, I just like women.’ Probably equally to men for sex. But I would rather be in a relationship with a man, which I think
         reads as essentially straight. This was a conclusion won over much heart-rending identification nonsense during university.
         I’ll fuck women, but I don’t want to go home to one.
      

      
      
      samedi, le 6 décembre

      
      I’ve been looking through the agency website again. The manager rearranges the profiles from time to time, to give this or
         that girl a lift in business, or to emphasise a new arrival.
      

      
      My own profile compares reasonably against the other girls on the site and pictures around the web. Nothing to stand out particularly;
         just like hundreds of others. It’s always stunning to see just how many call girls are working in London. There seems to be
         a leggy blonde or brunette sex goddess for every potential horny businessman on earth.
      

      
      I remember the first time I saw myself on the site. The profile turned out decently enough. I hadn’t thought it would, considering
         the way the photo shoot went. There had been some selective cropping and Photoshop magic, but the woman in the images was
         very definitely me. Would someone recognise me? Don’t be silly, I scolded myself. No one who knew you and spotted you while
         perusing escort sites would ever confess to it. Perhaps, I thought then in horror, they might go one worse and book an appointment!
      

      
      The photographer for the escort agency had arranged to meet me at a hotel. Cute until she opened her mouth. She started in
         on me straight away. ‘Hair – not big enough,’ she said, and pulled out a teasing comb that looked as if it had served time
         in some of the country’s finer dog-grooming facilities. Her own pink lipliner was enlisted in the quest to make my lips look
         fuller, poutier. The lingerie I had brought, still in its store wrapping, was judged unsuitable which is to say it was far
         too tasteful. ‘You would suit something … purple,’ she said, throwing a cheap lace vest at me. At least it was unworn; it
         still had the tags on. This is how I found myself in colours I’d never wear, with make-up I’d never use, hair ten times its
         normal size, writhing on the hotel furniture. ‘Keep those legs straight up in the air,’ she said, as my thighs shook from the exertion of holding pose after pose. ‘And … relax!’
      

      
      We worked through a dozen standard glamour shots.

      
      ‘Pity about the bikini lines. So seventies porn star.’ This from someone who put me in pink latex hotpants? She changed the
         film and shot through another roll. I couldn’t imagine there were any more impossible contortions to exact. After an hour
         I’d had enough and got up to change back into my civvies.
      

      
      Surprisingly, the manager seemed pleased with the results. ‘Darling, the pictures, they are fabulous,’ she purred. I’ve noticed
         she never introduces herself on the phone but launches straight into conversation. Must be an alumna of the same charm school
         as my mother.
      

      
      ‘Thank you, I was worried about not looking relaxed.’

      
      ‘No, they are perfect. Can you do something for me? Can you write something about yourself for the portfolio?’

      
      Cripes.

      
      I am a tall, luscious … ah, no. Amusant, savoir faire? Save me. Self-motivated, works well in groups … perhaps closer to the truth. Where are the CV clinics for whores?
      

      
      In the end I was pleased with the result. I had liked the look of the agency’s website from the beginning, and especially
         the descriptions of the women. They seemed more honest than most – there was no messing about a girl’s size and what she did
         – but also less pornographic. The tawdry outfits from the photographer’s wardrobe looked unexpectedly sexier and more subtle
         in a photograph than they had in person.
      

      
      There is certainly an art to the glamour shot. On the one hand, perfection is expected and nothing less is tolerated, so who
         wouldn’t consider pixel manipulation her best friend? On the other, those of us who do like the way our bodies look feel at
         a distinct disadvantage to those who would airbrush their way onto a catwalk if they could. Perusing the pictures revealed
         these trends.
      

      
      
      The bending-over bumshot: everyone looks good like this. If you don’t see the full-on wobbly face-up, don’t be surprised if it turns out to be rather
         less (or rather, more) than you expected in the flesh.
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