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Chapter One

It was a complete accident that I became a gigolo. In fact, I dont even like the word. Gigolo sounds kitsch, like were stuck in the Seventies, and makes me sound like I should have a greasy tache (I dont). Male prostitute sounds a bit too much like Im up before a judge, and rent-boy, well, the rainbow village got there first, and I wouldnt want to give anyone the wrong idea.

Call boy, or call guy, is much better, and if Im ever asked to provide a job title thats probably what Ill pick. But most of the time, it simply needs a woman to call up and ask me, You fuck for money, right?

Sometimes Ill reply, sometimes just a nod you cant see. The result, of course, is always the same.

Uh huh. If thats how you want to put it.

So Ill be honest with you: Im not particularly boastful about my recent career change but Im not ashamed about it either. But lets just say that if you introduce me to your friends, please dont start by saying, Hey, this is Cesc, he sleeps with women on a fixed-fee basis. Unless you say it quietly and with the possibility of some work as a result.

It was my friend Celeste who came up with the fixed-fee thing. Id wanted to have a scale, based on whether I found the lady in question attractive or not. Sorry, that should be client, because this is a service industry, after all. But Celeste insisted that would be discriminatory and, what was worse, customers might talk to each other. It would be terrible to discover that your paid shag charged extra because the job was less enjoyable and even worse for me if one of them ever confronted me over variable charges.

What I do have rates for is different services. Its fairly simple now but at the beginning I had no idea. You know theres no City & Guilds for male sex workers.

Just sex, I would say, is generally affordable. Obviously travel and any expenses are extra, and its by the hour, give or take five minutes or so. Orgasms arent priced, which is not to say that theyre priceless. Ive just never got round to quantifying: would a multiple bucking bronco oral-cum cost more than a knee-trembler from behind, for example? Generally I always come, at least once, and indeed quite a few clients seem to enjoy the visibility of the male orgasm. I never realised that some women get their sex education from porn too.

There are no surcharges for characters, fantasies or disguises: its considered part of the service. If you want to be possessed by an Italian count or ravished by Mr Darcy, I can oblige, although the accents, well, you can take or leave them. I do Spanish well, for reasons Ill explain as we go along.

Dates take longer and are therefore more expensive, but sex is guaranteed. I give a discount for a full night but generally women dont really want to wake up with hired staff like me. One bonus is a guaranteed good nights sleep, if you want it, or guaranteed no sleep if you dont.

I have also in the past given discounts for group bookings. I would do so again.

So in many respects, its a very pleasant job. Like I said, its a fixed fee, and generally work, or Janes or Jennies as some of them rather jokingly call themselves, gets to me by word of mouth. I dont just do sex (in all its varieties), either; Im presentable, charming, so Im told, dress well, and can be relied upon to fake knowledge of a number of different professions, so can also be hired for weddings, work dos and, on one occasion, a funeral. I look good in black, OK.

Why do I do it? The sex is obviously an advantage. A very cynical friend of mine, a guy called Archie, occasional frequenter of lady prostitutes, argued that he might as well pay up front as in the end it worked out cheaper. You pay for it one way or another, he argued, whether shes a whore or not. But I take a professional approach: your pleasure is my aim, and if you enjoy it, then I enjoy it. If mutual predilections happen to coincide, thats simply happy chance.

The good thing about being a professional is that women always make an effort. I guess its because theyre paying. Grey knickers, stray pubes, chewed nails all go out of the window: when theyre buying you get agent provocateur, smooth waxed stripes and Brazilians, French manicures, the works. Some women, it seems, go to very great trouble. One client had herself shaved into a C, just for me. I was impressed.

The other advantage is the independence: I dont have a boss, although I think that Celeste has secretly been trying to manage my business on the sly. My efforts are paid in cash (shh, dont tell anyone, OK). I can work pretty much when I want, although, as youd guess, most of the real business goes on at night. But youd be surprised. Ive graced a handful of offices with my services during the day, disguised as a client for a secret hush-hush meeting, ahem, over the office table. I guess it shows the way the world is changing: women arent ashamed to spend money on what they want, and guaranteed good sex is high on the list. Luckily, thats where I come in.

I should probably also mention that the work is pretty much seasonal. In my two years or so at it  excuse the expression  Ive noticed the way the job tends to ebb and flow. The summer months generally arent so busy. I guess that women look their best with all the tanning, gymming and waxing they do for the summer. The sun and the sundresses get guys peckers up, and the girls go away for racy weeks of sand and sex. So theres less need for my trade. But once the clocks have gone back and entertainment is reduced to drinking with the girls or white wine in front of the TV, it seems that I come into demand to provide some fun for those lonely nights. I guess Im a bit like buying a new vibrator for the evening, only with batteries included and wrapped precisely how you want. All of which is a way of saying that if you call me in February, you may have to wait a few days.

I suppose I should tell you a bit more about me but Im afraid that will have to wait for the moment.





Chapter Two

After some assignments, I have to ask myself whether this is worth the trouble or not. I mean of course it is, but its not always as easy as you might think. Ill give you an example.

Id had a call from a landline  curious in itself, I thought, as mobiles are the way things work in this game  while I was enjoying a coffee with Celeste on the Parkway. Shes an artist and part-time model, which basically means she is quirkily sexy, has too much time on her hands and has a mysterious private income.

Sorry Cel, this looks like work, I said, excusing myself and sitting back in my wooden chair.

I hear you fuck for money, said the educated female voice on the other end of the line.

Hmmhmm, I replied as positively as possible.

What do you charge?

I told her some standard rates. She found the price acceptable and gave me her details. An hour later I stepped out of a taxi on a leafy street in Mill Hill. The house was a whitewashed detached building with a gravel drive and neatly trimmed hedges. Anywhere else in the world it would be an unremarkable dwelling but in these parts it suggested the presence of millionaires. That and the two Mercs on the drive, of course. I guess I should have suspected something: who parks two Mercs on the drive during the day, after all? The suburbs are full of sexual adventurers, so they tell me.

I rang the doorbell and a gym-wife in her late forties answered. These are a special type of client, basically bored housewives who have given up fucking their Pilates instructors. Most of my Jennies are professional types, but there are a few ladies of leisure who frequent my services. This woman was one of them.

Come in, she said. Youre younger than I thought.

I just look after myself. I must say that you look very well yourself. She did too: slim, woollen skirt over good legs, frilly blouse and elegantly bobbed light hair. Little pearl earrings, too, to which I later imagined myself adding a necklace, if I knew her type.

Well I hope you know what youre doing, she added, looking me up and down.

So they tell me, I replied with a smile.

Would you like a drink? she asked.

If you insist.

We walked through into a wide, thickly carpeted living room. She poured bourbon from a sideboard for both of us, necked hers, waited while I did likewise, and then walked towards me.

Shall we? she enquired.

My pleasure.

No, no. My pleasure, she purred, handing me an envelope.

Now people come to professionals for all sorts of reasons: some for a bit of fun, some to cure frustration, some to experiment. My suspicion in this case was that my client wanted one thing: sex tricks.

We went upstairs to a cream and silk bedroom with a large mirror in front of an emperor-sized bed. I kissed her and slowly unbuttoned her top, sitting her down on the bed. She was hard bodied and lithe, and I massaged her shoulders and back as I slipped off an expensive bra. Her breasts were tanned and freckled: quality aesthetic surgery had clearly taken place.

By the way, she said, as I flicked her nipple gently with my tongue, do you mind if my husband watches?

No, I said, without hesitation. Where is he? He can join in if you like.

No, she said, apparently noticing me cast a sly look around the room. You wont even see him.

OK. Youre the boss.

Too right.

From then on I was under orders, and she got the lot: a thorough working over of her nipples and breasts, a massage of her legs and thighs and once Id slipped off a pair of almost invisible knickers she produced a vibrator from somewhere under the bed which I put to use on her whole body.

Then I tongued the alphabet and hummed a whole set of tunes between her legs: the result was a noisy ovation. She was soon gobbling enthusiastically at my cock, before I slipped on a condom. Then she pushed me over and manoeuvred herself on top of me, admiring herself in the mirror as she flicked herself to a third or possible fourth coming while I tweaked hard on her tight nipples. She twisted around a couple of times, encouraging me to play with her buttocks from behind. Then she rolled off and shifted onto all fours, barking an order to me over her shoulder. I duly obliged with gusto.

Up until then, all fine. Until I heard a car pull up on the drive. I paused momentarily and looked in the direction of the window.

Keep going! Im almost there! she shouted at me over her shoulder and through gritted teeth.

Erm, OK, I said, putting my back into it as she returned to groaning appreciatively. But you do know that someones just parked up outside?

Ahh. Fuck. Whatever.

I could tell that she wasnt paying too much attention, and continued stroking my cock in and out of her. We were back in our stride once more, her breathing getting deeper and louder.

Until we were interrupted by the sound of the front door opening.

The client shot away from me quicker than if Id told her I had crabs.

Shit! Its my husband: get in there! she hissed, pulling open what Id thought was just a mirror.

I looked at her in confusion.

My real husband, she added.

I dived into the room as requested, and she shoved a handful of clothes towards me. I thought Id be in a bathroom, or a cupboard. Instead, I was in a small room, comfortably decked out with plush seats and a couple of TV monitors. And what I now realised was a one-way window.

It was a viewing gallery. I was impressed. She really was an adventuress. But the sight of a slightly chubby, balding man in his fifties, semi-erect cock in hand, immediately disgusted away my erection. The door was closed and locked behind me.

I thought you were her husband, I whispered to him in the dark.

He laughed nervously.

Im her friend. Its a game. I like to watch. She lets me.

Clearly, I replied. Look, would you mind not masturbating anymore? I find it rather off-putting.

Sorry. I was quite close, thats all.

Right. Well stop it. Particularly now Im in here too.

I heard voices outside. Raised voices.

Fuck this, I said. With a shove the door opened. I pulled on my trousers and looked for my shirt. As I did so, the client entered again.

Shit! What are you doing out? Get dressed, hes coming. She shoved me in a random direction, coincidentally towards the window, while locking the viewing gallery with the poor voyeur inside.

Whats left of your knickers is on the floor, I advised.

She looked like someone whod just been interrupted during professional sex. Footsteps on the stairs brought a wave of panic.

Quick, she said, gesturing me towards the window. Pulling on my shirt, I found myself climbing out of the window. Luckily Im light and strong enough, but after five minutes doing a poor impression of a Banksy, my arms gave up. I scrabbled down onto the porch roof and then down onto the patio. A third Merc was on the drive. As I scampered away and into a passing taxi, I imagined an ugly little man about to have some very difficult explaining to do; I only hoped he hadnt come. Rather him than me, although I was pissed off enough about the whole scene. It was frankly unprofessional. She could have at least told me that it was pantomime season.

Next time Ill have to tell you a bit more about me, like I promised.





Chapter Three

I said that I was going to tell you a bit about me, but I got distracted. Sorry. Ill try not to again, but its a busy job at times.

So, here we go. I was lucky to be blessed with a number of advantages, mainly, I must admit, physical. I was born in Argentina to parents from Spain: thats why I have a name that no one can pronounce  Cesc Aleixandre, Cesc to anyone except my parents  and no one can tell where its from. My father was in the diplomatic service, and we ended up being posted to London before I knew what was what. I guess I must have been two or three years old, max. To say that my father was an anglophile would be an understatement. Part of the deal with the diplomatic service was that I often found myself at school in a different town or even country from my parents, so I got used to a great degree of freedom as a boy, as well as never really being particularly close to my family.

What with my background, I always look slightly foreign, and dont really know what to say when people ask me where Im from. I am, I guess, a citizen of the world, and being just a little bit exotic seems to help in this line of work. From my dad I got a tall but slim frame, dark hair, greenish-brown eyes, and a little too much body hair  dont worry, well deal with that later. From my mum I got dress sense and good teeth.

From neither did I get the, well, lets say equipment that you might think a man needs for this job. But lets be clear: Im not a stripper. Its not for show. Its for a pro. Experience has taught me that charm and looks are more important than a big cock before we get down to business. And once we do get to the business end of things, having an average-sized member can be quite an advantage. It means Ive got to work at it. Ive spoken to a few of my clients about this. Theyve paid for guys who are truly blessed, who make a big play of being ten- or twelve-inchers, or who have a girth that could plug a manhole. No pun. But thats all they get, and, so they say  because I have this only on second-hand authority  being hammered with a monster member loses its charm after a while. I can imagine. Apparently those are the professionals who go with guys too. Whereas an appreciation of the female form and the type of imagination that you need with an average prick gives you, well, all the incentives that you need. Furthermore, if youre not so blessed in the bungalow department, then, like me, you have to be prepared to do pretty much anything.

Like I said, I like to look after myself and always have done, even before I got into this line of work; Im not a muscle freak, but Im not shy of gyms and have been going since I started living in London. Its quality time to spend with yourself, after all.

Self-confidence is also a factor: theres a joke about Argentines that I think illustrates the point. There are two Argentine men in the street. One says to the other, Have you got a light? The other pats his chest, his trouser pockets, and his back pockets. No, he replies. But Ive got a fantastic body. Im not sure where I stand on genes and personalities, but Ive never lacked confidence, and an optimistic outlook is very useful in this trade.

I said earlier that Id come back to body hair. Chest hair some women like, some dont have an opinion. But the female world, as far as I can tell, is united in a remarkably intense dislike for back and shoulder hair, so I remove it.

Depilation has two advantages: firstly, it removes the offensive rug that only bear fetishists and Eastern European wrestlers seem to tolerate. Secondly, it gives you a greater understanding of the dedication that women have to looking good. The first few times I wept like a child after only the first couple of strips. But with practice, whisky and a couple of painkillers beforehand, I got used to the sting. My clients make the effort, and theyre paying, so its the very least I can do.

Ive even found work while taking care of the product, as it were; like I said, word of mouth is all-important, and Im convinced someones spread the word at the gym. A couple of times Ive found myself being checked out there.

On one occasion, a woman in her thirties kept looking at me as if I were familiar. She was dressed in skin-tight gym kit that offered such minimal coverage that it barely passed for underwear, with her dark hair tied severely back in a ponytail. She gave off the air of a marketing manager on her day off, a powerful woman pounding away on the treadmill next to me. As her determined stare caught my eye, it became clear that someone had pointed her in my direction. I smiled back and then later popped a sneaky business card into her gym bag. She duly called a couple of days later and we were soon carrying out a special workout of our very own. I was most impressed by the ease with which she crossed over from her gym routine to her sex life.

The town house where I visited her was glassy and pristine, furnished with low angular surfaces and leather seats. Down a floor was what first looked like a gym: padded benches, a trapeze, what might have been a vaulting horse. She appeared, wearing a silk kimono, her black hair still tied tightly back. I was in tight jeans and a T-shirt, thinking she would go for the casual look.

Lets be clear, she began. Ive hired you for rough sex.

Cant you get that yourself?

A lot of men get intimidated. I hope that doesnt happen to you.

What if Im too rough?

I dont envisage that being a problem.

Before I could reply, she was under my guard. Somehow, one leg went around me while her hands pushed my shoulders. I was tipped onto my back, before she straddled me. Under her kimono she was near naked and very firm, and in one moment I was winded and turned rock hard. She grabbed my hands and pinned me down before tearing open my jeans and then the wrapper off a condom that appeared from nowhere. She grabbed my cock like I imagine she grabbed a barbell and jerked herself onto it, pulling aside a micro thing.

In a moment shed manoeuvred herself just right onto me and in a dozen strokes had me defenceless beneath her, listening to her moaning noisily on top. As I tensed myself, I noticed that the room was not just a gym: it was also a sex room: the vaulting horse had wrist straps, the benches were padded in all the right places. As the sweat of her first orgasm appeared on her brow, I took advantage of a moments relaxation and kicked myself up.

Yes! she screamed as her back hit the mat. I pinned her hands down and then pulled out of her. I hadnt come and was holding myself tight. I slid an arm around her and pulled her to her feet before shoving her towards the vaulting horse. She hit the leather surface with a gasp of pain and joy. I kicked off my trousers and top, and before she had a chance to recover pinned her to the leather with my forearm. I slipped her hands into the straps, met with only faint resistance, and pulled them tight.

I bet you want me inside you, dont you? I whispered.

Yes, she moaned through gritted teeth.

I kicked her legs apart and then reached down and with two fingers snapped off her thong before opening her soaking lips, and then slid into her, slowly at first, and then with increasing speed and force. She came twice more, screaming and sweating as I pushed her against the leather.

Now this is what you get for playing rough, I said. I pulled out of her and stood back. Her legs were apart, her hands were tied at either end of the horse, but she had a wicked look in her eye. I knew what she wanted.

Go on. Try your best, she started to hiss. But before she finished the sentence, I vaulted over and pulled back her hair. I peeled off the condom with the other hand. Her mouth shot open with a gasp, and she had little choice but to welcome my cock with open lips. I slid further in as we stared each other in the eye, and I fucked her mouth slow and hard until I came deep down her throat. Once Id finished, she pulled her hands from the straps and stepped back, admiringly.

You are a very bad man, Mr Aleixandre, she said, smirking and wiping her mouth. Before I could come up with a suitable riposte, she had jumped the vault, rugby tackled me, placed her knees on my shoulders and her feet on her hands, her hands on the bar of the trapeze, and, more importantly, the thin strip of her pussy perfectly within tongues reach. I stretched out my tongue and she lowered herself onto it, before shifting so her clit was on its tip. She was even good enough to show me some gymnastic tricks, including how to turn the splits into the lotus position without letting her clit leave my tongue. Her juices ran down into my mouth, strong and arousing. Two more screaming orgasms later, she pulled herself off and stood over me, eyeing my erection.

Well. I think were equal now, she said.

It took about twenty minutes to go down. Meanwhile, I had the bruises for a week.





Chapter Four

In my work, it helps to live and work where I do: not quite suburban, not quite the heart of town, with a mix of offices, galleries, fancy shops, gyms and parks. Yes, Primrose Hill is a good place for this job. There are few men around during the day and quite a lot of women with time on their hands and money in their Mulberry bags. Occasionally Celeste and I will hang out in cafs there, drinking coffee and, in her case, idly smoking out the door. She always has time to kill, and I enjoy observing the trends and tendencies on the streets of my hometown; Ive come to consider it an important area of research for my work: I need to know what the average man of leisure looks like so I can avoid it like the plague.

The only problem with all these luxuries is the cost. When I was a semi-failed jobbing actor, I often found gym fees bouncing straight out of my account. But work now pays for it, and its become a necessity rather than a luxury. I have to buy a lot of clothes too, as different clients have different needs: some want a rough, denim-y type, others prefer the young city gent, and I am ever eager to please. It was Celeste who suggested that I should try to get these sorts of things as tax deductible. But as I dont really pay any tax on my sex work  shh, dont tell anyone  I guess trying to claim any back would be frankly cheeky.

Despite the cost, there are bonuses to be had spending a lot of time in shops. Ive heard a lot of stories from gay friends about their illicit liaisons in the changing rooms at Topman in town. I believe it. Half of the people out shopping arent just looking for clothes, and commerce seems to get the adrenaline flowing.

Ive always liked shop girls, to the point of giving away freebies. One of the local girls has almost become a regular. It started in the early days, soon after Id started seeing clients. I must have been starting out, sorting out a few outfits for dates, when I found myself in a little boutique by the Hill. It was mid morning, a warm spring day outside, and no one else was shopping. The girl behind the clear glass counter was Italian, with a harshly cut fringe, and a black smock. I must have been looking for jeans. We chatted fairly aimlessly about clothes; she let slip that she was an exchange student, and I got the impression there was more to our chat than professional attention. As I tried things in the changing room, I caught her looking at me in the crack in the curtain. I made some excuse to call her over, and when she went away I left the curtain open some more.

What do you think about these ones? I asked, giving her a twirl.

She smiled, giggled to herself, and came back.

Let me look more closely, she said, eyeing me up and down.

Come closer, if you like, I said. She put a hand on my hip and I drew her towards me, inside the curtain.

Careful, she said, someone could enter.

Yes, I said, trying not to laugh. Someone could. I put my hands on her hips and lifted her dress over her head. She had small, pert tits with hard nipples. She gave a shiver as I cupped them and kissed her.

Go quickly, she said, looking over her shoulder.

Oh no. You dont want that, I said.

I guided her round and helped her onto the little leather seat, before kneeling in front of her. I moved the see-through mesh of her knickers to one side and put my tongue to work. I hummed lightly to make my tongue vibrate on her clit, and she came quickly, noisily, with cries and shouts in Italian and other languages I couldnt speak.

My turn, I said, standing back up and unzipping the fly of my new jeans. My penis popped out, and she set to licking it along the length. She worked her tongue all over and then swallowed it deep in her mouth.

Come, now, come on, she said.

I shook my head, lifted her to her feet.

Not yet, I said.

I pulled her knickers down and took out a condom. With it on, I grabbed her buttocks. She reached out and grabbed the coat hook behind me, and I lifted her up and then onto my cock. She rocked herself to another coming before I let myself go, coming deep inside her. She slipped off me, found some clothes, adjusted herself, and stepped unsteadily out of the cubicle.

I tidied myself up, packed up my things in my bag, and stepped out in my new clothes. That was how the deal started: every few weeks Id pop in when I knew it would be empty, give the little Italian girl something special, and leave with a little something courtesy of her employers, with a little nod and a wink from both of us. It suited the pair of us perfectly.





Chapter Five

I mentioned my friend Celeste, didnt I? Its important in this profession to have good female friends, particularly ones you can discuss things with, and Celeste is a very good one at that. Firstly, she seems to get me a lot of work: friends of hers, employers and once even an older woman who looked a lot like her and who never quite cleared up who she was.

Celeste is also great because of what I can learn from her. Not necessarily because she tells me what women want  Im not sure she really knows what she wants, in life, let alone from men. No, really, what I learnt from Celeste is what men shouldnt do.

You see, Celeste attracts men in a strange way; not like moths to a flame, although there are a fair few married men who dally with her, write cheques they cant cash and then find themselves scurrying back home after she tires of them and they realise the potential consequences of their straying.

Any man with a functioning libido would be attracted to her  I certainly was, when we met, years ago at some party or another. She wears clothes that border on the bizarre but are also often revealing and provocative. Her haircuts  often featuring masses of dark curls, backcombing and layers  are always cutting edge. She can wear sunglasses that would look utterly ridiculous on anyone else. If its not her cleavage, then her perfect pins will be obviously displayed. But she seems to achieve all of this as if by accident.

I suspect its a class thing, or perhaps theres a college somewhere that teaches pouting and insouciance. Without trying, she picks up men. But despite the obvious attractions, she and I very quickly went into the friend stage, and that was that as far as sex goes. She flirts with me, a lot, but in a half-hearted, teasing way, more for herself than for me, and she seems perfectly comfortable being half-naked around me.

No, Celeste attracts men like crumbs to butter, thats it. Her relationships are strange, and generally short- lived. She accepts offers for dates from relative strangers, and has a series of exes and sort-ofs who, in general, are ignorant of each others existences. She seldom expresses much enthusiasm for any of them, but sleeps with, well, pretty much all of them.

Once I had her tot up her ongoing relationships, and it reached double figures, but none of them, she insisted, was serious. Most of them had come about through little or no action on her part. There was a newspaper editor she met at a fundraiser her uncle organised, a one-night stand that had turned into something that to most men would have seemed fairly regular. She kept in touch with  literally  two or three old university friends on a quite regular basis.

Then there was a photographer guy shed started sleeping with after a shoot for a weekend supplement, as well as a make-up guy who almost everyone swore was gay but yet periodically converted for dear Celly. She occasionally mentioned an older man, who picked her up from the flat in a large black Bentley, driven by a white-gloved chauffeur and who had once flown her to his castle in Scotland for a weekend, from which she had returned bored and unimpressed. The others were vague forms, or simply a name and number.

With Celeste and men, its something that happens as if by magnetism, and the results are seldom pretty to look at. Ill give you a better example. We were sitting in a pub in Camden one afternoon. I was killing time before going to see a local client, she was, well, doing the little that she seems to do to get by. I was leafing through the sports pages, she was drinking gin and tonic and thinking about going for a smoke while prying into my business affairs in a half-mocking way, arching her exquisite eyebrows over one of the infinite pairs of Wayfarers she seems never to take off. I think we must have looked very clearly not like a couple.

On a table across from us there were two thirty-something blokes, day-tripping down to London in short-sleeved shirts and kicker boots. One had a diamond stud earring, the other a scar by his mouth that looked like an ancient glassing injury. They were not, lets be clear, men who should consider themselves Celestes type. I could see one of them eyeing up Celeste, who smiled periodically, apparently out of politeness. Eventually, one of them came over.

Mind if we join you? he asked.

Celeste kind of shrugged. The men came over and sat on two of the chairs at the table. They continued their conversation, trying to engage Celeste in chat. She made polite noises, mostly ignored them and occasionally popped out to smoke. One of the guys accompanied her, but didnt smoke.

Soon, a college friend of Celestes wandered in, presumably by chance, with another pal of his. They were arty types, in skinny jeans and three-in-one haircuts, doing running and odds-and-sods jobs for a fashion company in town; her friend was showing off a recently acquired neck tattoo. I think Celeste might have slept with one of them, once. He and his pal joined us, while I found myself awkwardly discussing football with the two older men. Mostly, us chaps talked amongst ourselves.

The two older guys got drunker and drunker, offering Celeste drinks that she turned down. Her ex-shag looked embarrassed and over keen. Not long later, another of his friends came over  hed been sitting at the bar, he may even have worked there  and started trying to chat up Celeste, who was polite and pouty but apparently  or at least it was apparent to me  uninterested.

A few minutes passed before a guy who Celeste was sort of seeing  the photographer I mentioned, a guy in his thirties with a studio round the corner from the pub  wandered in and saw the girl who he took to be his girlfriend  Im not sure what Celeste thought  surrounded by six men he didnt know. He made as if to call her to one side, but she ignored him with a half pout and a smile. One of the first guys (it had to be the one with the scar) stood up: Are you having a go at her?

I dont know who you are, but this is my girlfriend. Anyway, what the fuck is it to you? replied the photographer.

Her college friend stood up and tried to calm things down. It didnt work. I decided that the best spot to observe from was the bar, and slunk away. I bumped into a girl I sort of half-remembered from a job (a legit job, that is) Id had a while back. She was friendly and flirty, and we exchanged numbers. Just as I thought it might be going somewhere (I had already planned our swift exit route to the gents or, better still, my place), I heard the sound of a pint being thrown, very soon followed by swearing and, inevitably, punches.

Celeste had also snuck away, tiptoeing rather embarrassed but quite quickly away from the scene, and joined me at the bar, scotching my chances with the other girl who immediately took me for both a philanderer and a lightning rod for trouble. Back at the table, a full-scale brawl had erupted, which pitted an unlikely set of combatants and fighting styles against each other, including rather artsy flapping and a camera bag being swung. It was, unsurprisingly, going a lot better for the two short-sleeved thugs than the snapper and the fey student-types. Soon bar staff and a couple of random punters waded in to try and keep the scrappers apart.

Celeste, look what youve started, I said, as my potential pick-up walked off.

Celeste gave me a look somewhere between dirty and filthy.

What? What did I do?

Nothing. Thats the problem, I answered with a smirk. Except pout, and smile, and be yourself.

Yes, watching men around Celeste is very often an object lesson in what I shouldnt do, either professionally or for pleasure: drunken schmoozing, leering and letching, not knowing when to leave a girl alone, cheesy chat-up lines, being pushy around other blokes: Celeste attracts the lot. Ive even taken to keeping a list of things I see guys do around her, and making a note not to do them myself.

Im off, I said. You coming?

Yeah, she said. Honestly, Cesc, you have such a strange opinion of me.

Think of it as a compliment, I said, as the police sirens sounded up the Parkway outside.

Next time Ill let you in on some secrets of the trade. Its only fair, after all.
 




Chapter Six

I got distracted again. Sorry. So, as I was saying, how does it work?

The honest answer is that even now Im not too sure. I once asked one of my regulars, V., how long shed been paying for sex. She was a posh divorce whod done well in the settlement and then done even better investing the cash in an online sex emporium. Her bedroom  boudoir was probably more appropriate  boasted almost every sex toy or apparatus that could be imagined: three-headed vibrators, ornamental love beads, all sorts of straps, poles and restraints.

But despite having access to toys even I didnt understand that came with paperback-thick instruction manuals, she liked two things and two things only: oral sex, and being fucked hard. On the one hand, she was the simplest job I had. I saw her once a week, and with the vaguest of preludes, I set down to pushing her to orgasm after orgasm, as she kneeled in front of me, her hands tight on the rail of the custom-built bedstead. But she was also the hardest work I had to do, a genuine workout for my thighs. But I shouldnt complain: for all the work my thighs did, my cock had a great time of it.

On this occasion, after shed finally given in and Id come, I rolled over and breathed a sigh before asking vaguely, exhausted, with no idea quite where the question came from, how long shed been paying for sex.

Oddly, she echoed my most cynical pal.

Always, she said.

Her rationale for my services was simple. As she puffed on a cigarette and I lazily stroked her breasts and stomach, she told me a story.

Id been happily divorced for about a year, I think. Id been doing the whole speed dating, Internet dating thing. It was just a waste of time, and the sex was bloody awful. She flicked her hair off her forehead while I ran my fingers towards her thighs.

Frankly it was getting me down. I bit the bullet and paid about two hundred pounds for a Coco de Mer vibrator that doubled as an avant-garde ornament. You see it, its over there, she said nodding towards one shelf or another. Its marvellous, by the way.

I know, I think we used it once, I said.

Well Ive always used them, Ive always, you know, masturbated, I mean my husband was a useless sod, so I might as well have something that looks good. But the casual sex I was getting was terrible, and I really didnt need to be tied down. Men only seem to have the confidence to fuck when theyre drunk, and then theyre generally poor.

Its a real pity they cant make booze that improves potency, eh.

Yes. So I figured, why not combine the two.

The two what? I answered, not quite getting the gist as I began to kiss her neck.

The dating and the expense.

Ahhh. So Im basically a walking vibrator.

I dont need you to walk, she retorted.

Why, do I get a rest now?

Sort of, she said, pushing my head towards her pussy.

I smiled. She was right, I thought, as I tongued towards her sex.

Apart from her, why are so many women willing to pay for sex? And when I say so many, Ill admit thats something of a guess. The numbers are tricky to work out. I cant believe that Im the only guy offering this sort of service. Ive looked in magazines, and there are plenty of adverts, although not of course as many as there are for women offering the same thing. Theres not a union, as far as I know, so quite how youd work it out, I dont know. Asking women is probably not the best way.

I only need about fifteen or so regulars on top of what could be called passing trade to keep me in pretty good style. So how many women are at it? I dont know. Some no doubt have more than one regular paid screw. I see most of my regulars weekly or fortnightly, and Im sure most women would want more sex than that a week. So the numbers must be significant.

Ive even been hired by third parties. One of my favourite assignments was as a personal trainer. Of a very special type. A new husbands mother hired me to help train his young wife. They do talk about helicopter parents, dont they? Without her son knowing, the mother contacted me and paid me to go through a few tricks with her daughter-in-law, in the interest of her sons ongoing happiness. I was happy to teach her some tricks, but Ill be honest: it really didnt take much to get her out of herself, and soon she was coming up with ideas even more exciting and elaborate than those on my list.

Going back to the question then: I think so many women are willing to pay for sex because bad sex is so easy to come by. Hell, Ive been responsible for giving bad sex myself, although certainly not in a professional capacity: drunken fumbles at student parties; the time I fell off a girlfriend and her bed, broke two fingers in the fall and had to spend the night in casualty instead of in her; or with the girl with a strange complex who would only let me put the tip in.

You see, women can get bad sex in so many places: with boyfriends who are more interested in the football; with husbands who are fat and dull; with drunk guys you pick up in bars; and with Internet dates who bore you near to tears.

Thats not to say that any of these dont have their advantages, and Im sure plenty of women make do. But if youre after pure, unadulterated, guilt-free, good sex, well, there are few places where its guaranteed. Which, as youve guessed, is where I come in.

Ive asked Cel about this; we have some pretty frank conversations. I asked her to estimate how many times she came, on average, with a guy: the figure was a small fraction of the men shed slept with, and an even smaller fraction of the shags shed ever had.

That must be very disappointing, I said.

She sort of pouted.

I guess. Sometimes Im not even sure why I bother.

Thats a sad situation, Celeste, I said. No wonder you have calluses on your hands.

She poked me, hard under the ribs.

Theres no need for that. If you were half a man youd fuck me as a favour, she teased.

You couldnt afford me, Cel dear.

OK, enough about bad sex. Next time well talk practicalities.






End of sample
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