Warning. The content of this material may offend some readers, discretion is recommended. If you are under the age for reading such material you are warned to read no further. It deals with prostitution.
“How much do you charge honey” God the number of times I’ve heard that.

Why did you want to become a hooker? I’ve been asked this question many times. It’s the old “What’s a nice girl like you turning tricks for, god your good looking and seem intelligent enough, why don’t you find a nice young man and settle down?” It was always questions similar to this.
Well I guess I thought it was going to be glamorous, exciting and make me lots and lots of money…and one more thing I loved sex…god what could be better, get fucked on a regular basis and receive money for something I enjoyed doing. Yes life should be all roses. Well I can tell all you would be budding hookers; it did not turn out like that. Quite the opposite. I knew when I met up with the first John that this line of work was not for me but I stuck it out for a year. How any girl could be a prostitute is beyond me…no hold it. I think I should quickly quantify that, how any female could be a street walking prostitute, hanging around street corners waiting for the client to pluck up courage and come over and talk to you. That type of prostitution is so hard work and not only hard work but dangerous. No…now that I select my own clients and do it in the comfort of a hotel or the client’s bed is a totally different thing and I do enjoy that format.
However I must confess it took a great effort for me to leave the profession. I’d made lots of friends, well work mates and I guess I was loath to leave them and my pimp, in the beginning I hated doing it, but Peter was shrewd and knew when he planted me right in the middle of it, given time that eventually I would become hardened to it and embrace it with great passion and I did, getting out was not as easy as I’d thought, but looking back now I’m glad I did

I think because my early experience, working in the hotel, having a few selective men who paid me, gave me a complete false impression…that and the persuasive power and charm of Peter Gheng had me daydreaming of earning a quick fortune and retiring.

In the comfort of the hotel it was no different to having a boyfriend and having sex in comfort of your own home…or his, the bonus was the money I walked out with in my purse.

The one man who I had a big crush on was Eddy Pearson a really nice guy, who I think was around fifty or fifty five…he could have been older, but hey, he was a nice guy, called at the hotel on a monthly basis and he and I had an arrangement whereby I shared his bed for the night, offered him some sexual comforts and in return he paid me $200 for the night. I have to add there were others but none as nice as Eddy. This money added to my waitressing money, helped give me a comfortable lifestyle. When Eddy left and went to Australia, I felt a large void in my life. It just didn’t seem the same without him.
I’d started work at the hotel when I’d left school at sixteen, and Eddy was my first real John shortly after, still sixteen going on seventeen, so I was turning tricks early in my life, of course at nineteen I thought I knew it all.

Now my best friend Melanie had kept in touch with me over the years and her and I would catch up with each other once in a while. She’d give me all the latest news from home, who was shagging who.

It was my other friend Sandra who had an elder sister, named Pauline who was a prostitute. I would listen to her tell stories and experiences about the guys she’d been with and how much money she was making and I sat there enthralled at what she was saying, Sandra always found the conversation embarrassing, but not I, I wanted to hear more. I continually asked questions and in the end came right out and asked her. “How do I become a hooker Pauline…I just know that’s what I want to be…can I start now?”

“Oh honey, you’re much too young to be a hooker…give it a few years and if you still think you want to be one, I’ll have a word with my pimp and I’m sure he’ll take you into his stable…he’s real good…but hey…give it time…we’ll see”

It never happened. At sixteen I’d left school and was headed for work in the big smoke.

 I’d also confided in Melanie about my doing a trick or two. She looked at me aghast when I’d first told her. “What…you’re a prostitute…whow…what’s it like…I mean you know…charging for it”

I told her it really didn’t bother me. It was just like going to bed with whoever my latest boyfriend was, I never charged them, this was just purely business.

She seemed to accept it and would always ask how things were going as a hooker, whenever we caught up.

Now discretion was never a big thing with Melanie and could not resist telling her big sister, who was a nurse all about me and my being a hooker, on the side.

Now Rebecca would ask me if I was making sure I was taking all precautions and always making sure I used a condom etc, etc. 

“Yes Rebecca I’m always careful” I assured her.

Eddy had been gone for three months when Melanie and Rebecca came to the big smoke for a few days. Rebecca’s boyfriend had a couple of friends who worked and lived here and they had invited little sister and her friend, namely me to join them on a night out. It was now that I met Peter Cheng.
Peter took an interest in me from the start, making sure he sat next to me. Now Peter was a good looking, smooth talking guy, putting you at ease straight away and I seemed to hang on every word he said…he also made me laugh.

“You and Peter should get on quite well” Rebecca said.

We both looked at Rebecca. “Why is that” we declared.

“Well you being a pimp Peter and Laura being a part time hooker”

Peter’s eyes suddenly lit up…as for me I felt terrible, awkward and certainly embarrassed. Not only for Rebecca telling the guys what I did part time, but in case someone was listening near by. I glared at Rebecca, but she only smiled in return, she seemed to be enjoying it.
I felt Peter’s arm around my shoulder, as he moved closer to me. I’d aroused his interest, like some hot shot salesperson sensing a possible sale. Peter could see some potential here. He was sitting right beside a girl he would love to add to his stable. I mean he now knew I would open my legs to guy, for a price. I was already most of the way there. He didn’t need to convince me to fuck for money. He just had to convince me I needed a pimp, to bring out my potential and help me make more money.
“Who manages you at present honey” he asked

I looked at the faces surrounding me, all waiting for me to answer. God I suddenly felt hot and was sure I was blushing. 

“What do you mean…manages me?”

He laughed and replied “Who’s ya pimp honey…who’s ya pimp?”

Again I looked at the expectant faces. “I don’t have a pimp…I…I guess I just manage myself” I replied, still hot and flushed.

Melanie could see I was embarrassed and stepped in

“Hey Peter…not now…discuss it later…not in front of everybody, ok”

I gave Melanie a thank you smile and then looked at Rebecca’s grinning face as she continued to revel in my embarrassment. She’d set the wheels in motion, she knew only too well how Peter would react, now a self satisfied grin spreading across her face
“Sure…sure…sorry Laura…let’s talk later eh…we have a lot to discuss?” he said, keeping his arm around my shoulder.

“Yes…ok” I replied, thankful that the matter had been dropped. 

What I did not see was Peter smile and wink at Rebecca, silently mouthing the words “Thank you”

I’d sensed Peter had an interest in me when we were first introduced and indeed I in him, now his interest had just increased tenfold as he set about his plan to win me over. I of course was naïve and silly enough to let him do so.

Nothing more was said that night and I can honestly say we all had a great time. Naturally Peter kept close to me, making sure that when we went to another venue, I got to sit next to him. I also noted his eyes never straying far from my thighs. When going from car to club, his arm was around my waist and his mouth nuzzling my neck and ear…and I reveled in the attention. Before we all slit up and went home for the night…well early hours of the morning to be precise, he asked if we could catch up again soon. He’d never mentioned the pimp business and I wondered if that was the reason he wanted a second date. Well whether it was or wasn’t didn’t really matter, I wanted to go out with him so I agreed to go out again and so the first part of Peter’s plan had been put in place. 

He was a charmer alright. I loved his company, his flash car and neat expensive clothes. He turned it all on the first night out and by the time he dropped me back home I felt I should at least invite him in for a coffee. I’d moved out of the flat I’d once shared with two other girls, that was when I first arrived in the big smoke. I’d since found a neat, reasonably priced flat, which gave me the privacy I wanted and enjoyed.

I made the coffee and joined him on the couch; we sipped our coffee and chatted. When he had finished his coffee he carefully put it of the coffee table, and then turned his attention to me. His arms were around my waist, pushing me back into the couch and our lips connected in a passionate kiss, then our tongues engaged in a fit of frenzy.
His hand was moving up under the hem of my dress, it felt smooth and warm as it touched and caressed my thigh. I was going to push him away, but I wanted him as much as he wanted me, then it was under the elastic and feeling for my pussy entrance, I was already wet at the thought of what was to come. I gave a little gasp as his fingers slipped inside me. Now it was all over and anyone who knows me knows that once they get that far, I can’t back off, I’m there’s to do with as they please. I love a guy playing and fondling my pussy. My heart was pounding and I was gasping his name 
“Oh Peter…Peter”

“Oh Laura…baby…you feel so good” as his fingers kept pushing ever deeper.

“Oh god Peter…Peter” I replied, excitement in my voice.

I felt my pants being removed. I lifted my bum up, allowing him to pull them downward, down around my thighs…my knees and then around my ankles, kicking them free. I thrust one leg up over the back of the couch and the other down toward the floor. The invitation was there for him and I heard the soft purr of a zip as he undid his fly a moment later the hard warm head of his cock was touching, teasing my pussy entrance and then he was pushing inside me.
“Oh god…Peter…Peter…Peter” I gasped. His ass was already humping up and down, his cock moving in and out at a nice steady pace, making beautiful deep thrusts.

“Oh god…oh god” I kept gasping as pleasure and euphoria ripped through my body.

“Oh yes…yes you’re so good Laura…so fucking good” he kept saying, his ass continuing to hump up and down. I just couldn’t get my legs any further apart. It was a fifteen minute fuck, but it was good…when he was ready he just let himself go…his warm sperm filling my warm wet pussy…and my pussy gratefully receiving it.
We just lay on the couch, locked in each others arms as his erection slowly lost its intensity. When he eventually withdrew I asked

“Would you like some more coffee?”

“No…no not for me” he replied.

“How about we go to bed then…you may as well stop the night”

This he accepted and part two and three were much more intense.

And so it was…he and I were seeing and meeting on a regular basis. It was the first time in a long time that I’d had a date or went out with a guy more than three times in a row. He’d never really brought up the pimp bit again, well not right away, he’d slowly little by little got me to reveal most of my life and my time with Eddy…and how I missed the guy. When he did put the question, it was at the most odd time.
We were in bed, I was on my back, he was holding my legs wide apart and he’d been thrusting into me for about ten minutes. His voice was charged with passion. “Oh god Laura…Laura you’re a good fuck….a real good fuck…you could be earning some real good money with a cunt like yours…let me be your pimp and show you how” he said, thrusting, thrusting, thrusting.

“How?” I asked, the bed bouncing form our efforts.

“How much do you charge your clients now?” 

“$200 a night” I replied

“God lass you’re giving it away…I can get you more than that…a lot more…you wouldn’t need to work at the hotel for the pittance they pay you”

“Oh I don’t know Peter…I’m not sure I want to be a full time prostitute” I replied.

“Let’s finish what we’re doing, then I’ll show you how” he said, excitement in his voice and the pace now picking up. He knew he had my interest and wanted to cum, so he could quickly start on the second phase.

As we lay together, his frustrations having been extinguished. His hand slowly and gently slid over my body, cupping my breasts, stoking my thighs and then just as gently played with my pussy.

“Oh honey…this beautiful thing of yours could be earning you a fortune” he said as his finger slipped inside to play with my clit. “I mean $200 a night is giving it away…you could be earning that every hour…just think of it…every hour, $200 seven days a week…you’ll soon have that much money you’ll not know what to do with it” and then he started to build the picture of what my future would be like as I earned all this money.

“And how much do you get as my pimp Peter?”

“Oh not that much…um lets say twenty percent…that still leaves you with the lions share…it’s not all profit for me, there are expenses, people to be paid and other overheads”

My mind was reeling at the thought at what he was saying. I’d seen the beautiful escorts who attended the hotel, escorts that the male guests had ordered up for the night…just like ordering a pizza. They were always dressed in what looked like the best. I and the other staff could always tell them a mile away as they casually sauntered to the elevator, making their way to the room of whatever guy had rang them up. I was identifying myself with them; after all I was just as good looking and I knew I could dress just as well. The only thing wrong with all this was that Peters girls and the escort agency girls were all very, very different and besides his fingers were making me hot and horny as he played with my pussy. My hips were rising up and down, keeping in time with his finger.
“Oh god Peter…Peter” I was sighing.

“What do you think honey…do you think you can do it?” he asked, knowing he had full control over me right then.

“Oh…I don’t know my love…I mean…I mean…oh god Peter” He rolled on top of me. I spread my legs wide and felt him enter. “Oh—my—god—Peter” I declared. His thrusts were slow and deep.
“God you’re a good fuck Laura…what do you say we give things a try…let me be your pimp…you’ll be good at it…I just know you will” he said again, trying to reassure me
“I’ll—I’ll—think about it” I replied, gasping at the deep thrusts of his hard cock.

When he’d finished I asked him how and what I had to do.

“I’ll get you in to one of the massage parlours, that’s one place you can work from…also I’ll make sure you get a good spot on Elward Road” now Elward Road was the red light district, where you can see the girls, strut up and down plying for trade. It was a very busy area, surrounded by shops and hotels, not my hotel thank goodness. The area was ever changing, as the shops closed and the shoppers made their way home, a different breed of people, people of the night slowly started to make their way into the district. The taverns, the night clubs, the strip joint, restaurants and of course the prostitutes, continuously parading their wares, looking to attract their clients, like bees to the honey pot….this then was Elward Road…it pulsated and reverberated with continuous activity until the early hours of the morning…if you wanted sex and you wanted it quick and cheap this was the place to visit.
“Elward Road…oh god I don’t think I could parade like that…oh god…no I don’t think I could Peter” I said, most concerned at the suggestion.

“Oh honey…honey it ain’t that bad…honest…it’s just the thought of it…but it’s a good place for business, I’ll get you along side Diane and Elisha…they’ll look after you…and you’ll only need to go there if the massage parlour is slow…you do want to earn good money don’t you” he asked.

“Yes—yes—you know I do” I replied

“Well you’ve gotta trust me…I’ll see you’re ok sweetheart…I only want the best for you” he said “I’ll ring Marty and Gemtime Massage and he can give you the run down on how things are done…give you a few lessons on massage…just give it a go…it’ll be good you’ll see…what do you say?”

“Yeh--yeh—ok I’ll give it a go—once I’ve seen what the massage parlour is like…I’m still not certain about walking the streets though” I told him.

He was now ecstatic and excited at the prospect that he had a possible new girl to add to his stable.

Whilst he seemed to sleep soundly. I on the other hand found sleep hard to come by as I tossed and turned, trying hard to will myself to sleep, when I did sleep it was a fitful sleep, filled with all sorts of monsters, when I awoke Peter had gone, leaving me a note saying he was going to organize something with Marty at the massage parlour. Oh hell! 
Peter picked me up, just after lunch. I wasn’t due to start in the dining room till five, so we had plenty of time.

I was nervous and shaking at the thought of this meeting. 

“Hey honey…just relax…its gona be fine…just fine…you’ll see” he said, at the same time placing his hand on my thigh and giving it a squeeze and a friendly rub. “I can understand how you feel—all the girls have felt like it—it’s only natural, after all its’ a big step for you—but it’s all gona work out just fine—you’ll see” he said, as my nerves settled a little. 

We turned into Chester Mall, driving past a building with a sign saying Gemtime Massage parlour. I stained to see any sign of people coming of going…could see none. 

“Almost there honey” said Peter as he looked for a spot to park. Now my heart was really thumping. As we parked the car he came around and joined me, taking hold of my hand and giving it reassuring squeeze.
“You alright honey” He asked

“Yes—yes—I’m fine—I’ll be ok” I replied.

The click—clack of my hi-heels seemed to echo loud on the pavement as we made our way toward the massage parlour. I scanned the street nervously to see if there was anyone about that may recognize me, but apart from the odd one or two, who seemed to have no interest there was no one.

We hurried up the steps leading to the parlor entrance. We pushed through the two glass doors. I couldn’t help but notice the images on the glass. Semi naked women, posing like statues.

I was quite surprised at the interior, I’d thought it was going to be dark and seedy, like Jack’s Massage parlour back in Buxton…but no this was bright and cheerful, a mixture of light pastel colours. What looked like marble statues, graceful and naked stood like sentinels and pot plants of green shrubs gave a soothing ambience to the place, a waiting area, with soft inviting leather chairs and a sofa…it was all meant to put you at ease…make you feel relaxed and it worked with me.
An attractive brunette was at the reception desk, her name tag said Louise.

“Hi Peter Cheng to see Marty…he’s expecting us”

“Oh yes Mr Cheng…Marty said to tell him as soon as you arrive” Giving us both her best and most charming smile. Of course she would already know why I was there…for an interview…an interview for a position to work there.
We watched as she made her way to one of the rooms, a light knock, then she opened the door and told Marty that Peter had arrived…then she made her way back…followed by Marty.

Now Marty was nothing to look at, he was like a large suit pudding, his skin texture about the same, pudgy face and small eyes.

“Hi Peter—glad you could come and this must be Laura eh?” he said, holding out his hand. His hand felt like suit also, soft, clammy with a weak shake.

“Come on then, we’re all ready for you—this way” and we followed him back to the room he hand just come from. Well it wasn’t a room…more a large cubicle.

When I entered there were two other men there. An Asian guy, similar to Peter and a European guy…the Asian I was introduced to as Tang and the other guy was Bernie…it was Bernie who had my attention. He was around forty of fifty, five eleven to six feet, strong pepper and salt hair, good facial features, nice sun tanned body, perhaps a little spread starting to show, but his smile was warm and his eyes lit up with a certain hint of mischief in them…I took to him straight away. The reason I could see his body was that he only had a towel wrapped around his middle.
“Hi Laura—Peter tells me you want to come and work for us eh?”

“Well…I’m not too sure about that just yet…he suggested I come and take a look around first”
“Fair enough, I hope we can do enough to persuade you you’re doing the right thing, we are just one big family here Laura and we’d like to have you join us…we really would” He said, there was nods and murmurs of approval from the others.

“Its good money and its easy money…Peter tells me you work tables at a hotel”

“Yes…yes I do”

“Also you do a bit of….moonlighting as a hooker…kinda part time eh?” he said with a smile

“Yes…yes that’s correct”

“Well you’re almost home and hosed; you’ll earn far more working here full time, than you will part time from the hotel honey” again that lovely warm smile, I felt really at ease with him.

“Well we may as well get on with it, Tang here is going to teach you some basics about massages, he is a true masseuse…but hey let’s be honest, ninety nine percent who come here only come here for the extra’s Laura…and you are the extra’s” he said smiling. I knew what he meant.

“When you are finished with the massage part, ask him if he would like any extra’s…most will know and expect them anyway, if they aren’t just encourage him a bit, run you’re hand up under his towel, much the same way a guys would run his hand up you’re skirt, fondle him…then he knows what you mean…if he didn’t already. Tell him it’s $20 for a hand job…$50 for a blow job and $100 for a fuck…most will take the blow job and fuck, so that’s $150 in all, if he takes both of them don’t worry about charging for a hand job, you’re going to be stroking him anyhow whilst you suck him off…you got all that honey”

“Yes…yes I understand all that” I replied.

“Good—now strip down to your pants and bra”   

I looked at him, wondering if I’d heard right. “What you mean take off my clothes” I asked looking at the others at the same time.

“Down to your pants and bra…you’re not shy surely are you?”

“No…no…I just hadn’t expected to strip that’s all”

“Why…you got no knickers on have you?” he said grinning.

“Of course I have” I replied rather indignantly.

“You wanted to see how it was going to be working here…so let’s make it a real as we can, strip off your top and skirt and put that smock on” he said pointing to a smock hanging on the door.

I started stripping; I looked at Peter who just gave me a nod and a smile. As I discarded my garments I placed them on a high back chair.

I still felt a little uncomfortable and embarrassed as I stood before these guys in just my pants and bra. I heard Marty whisper to Tong. “Oh fuck look at that” when I looked in his direction he had a big smile on his face…as did Tong.

I donned the smock and buttoned it all the way up. It was a nice snug fit, covering my shapely contours rather well.
“Here honey…come here” said Bernie. I went and stood before him.

His fingers deftly undid all the top buttons then he pulled the garment open wide showing my bra and breasts.

“Heh come on honey…you got nice tits, let the punters see them, feel them, play with them…I’m a tit man myself and I’ve got to tell you, you have a nice pair of tits…so let’s see them…you’ve got a nice ass as well…I don’t know which I like more…tits or ass…maybe both eh” smiling and grinning.

“Ok we’re all ready… let’s begin” he said and stretched face down on the massage table.

Tang showed me the few basics about massage, rubbing in some sweet smelling oils.

“Ok Laura now you try” he said, stepping aside.

I rand my hands over Bernie’s body, trying hard to emulate what Tang had just taught me.
“Yeh not bad honey…not bad…you’ve got a nice touch…you may need to dig a bit deeper, but apart from that very nice”

After a few moments of working on Bernie’s back he decided it was time to move on.

“Ok honey…time to move on” and he turned over on to his back.

I gave a little scream and stepped back “Oh god”

The towel and come away from Bernie and he was sporting a very large erection.

The guys were all laughing at my reaction.

“Hell honey…you have seen one of these before haven’t you” said Bernie laughing.

“Yes…yes of course I have…it just…well it just took me by surprise that’s all” I replied

“Well come on grab hold of it honey…I’m a client who wants a blow job and a fuck”

I stepped up to him again and took hold of the warm hard shaft. I felt a tingle of excitement as I touched it, slowly working it up and down. I turned to look at Peter.
He smiled and said “You’re doing just fine sweetheart…just fine”

“Ok you guys…I can handle it from here…give us some privacy eh” said Bernie.

The guys got the message and all trooped out of the room, leaving me alone with Bernie.

“There we go honey, just you and me now…just relax and do you’re job”

I was a little uncertain as to what I was supposed to do.

“What…you want me to continue jerking you off Bernie” I asked

“No honey I’ve jus asked you for a blow job and a fuck…not a hand job”

“And you want to do it for real...is that it?” I asked

“Yes, you have it honey…just see me as a client and do what the client wants” again an encouraging smile. “You’re gona do just fine sweetheart I know it”

“Condom…where’s the condoms” I asked

“Right…always wear a condom…especially in this business love…can’t be too careful…over there on that small table”

I found a condom already for use, with the circle of rubber and the little bulb to collect his sperm. I picked it up and rolled it on to his erection.

“Good, good…that’s good…now that you have established what the client wants, it’s time to remove your smock”

I didn’t question this; I just unbuttoned it, removed it and threw it on the chair along with my skirt and top. 

“Yes, yes…now your bra…let me see your tits”
I reached behind me, undid the clasp and let my bra fall way, exposing and releasing my breasts.

“Oh yes honey…yes” he exclaimed his hand cupping squeezing and massaging one of my breasts, finger and thumb tweaking my nipple making it stand on end. Pulling me closer he put his mouth against the firmed up nipple and began to suckle upon it.

“Oh god” I gasped, taking a firm hold of his hair and pulling his mouth hard against my breast.

“A hum! You like that baby”

“Oh god yes” I sighed.

“Come on then…give my cock a good suck honey”

I felt disappointed as he stopped sucking on my tit and I returned to the task at hand. He was now sitting up, legs dangling over the side of the massage table. I took hold of his stiff member, bent over, opened my mouth and fed it in. Sucking and jerking it back and forth.

His hand rested gently on my head. “Oh baby…baby yes…yes…you sure know how to suck cock…ohhh that is soooo good” he sighed.

“Mmmm!” I replied, my mouth full of cock.

It was another ten minutes of licking, sucking and jerking…then.

“Ok honey—let me fuck you now”

I broke off my sucking and waited as he got off the massage table, then he gently pushed me back…back toward the small cot at the side of the cubicle.

I lay on my back and watched and assisted him as he slowly peeled my panties off, pulling them made me feel so sensuous, as they went from my hips, down past my thighs, my knees, my legs, over my ankles, then they were gone, giving me a sense of total freedom. I drew my knees upward and parted my legs as wide as I could, making myself ready and available for his penetration. 
“Oh sweetheart, that looks so good, so inviting” he said as he knelt in position between my legs. 

He took a firm hold of his stiff member, placing it at the entrance of my slit. I braced myself, and then felt him feeding it in.

“Oh god Bernie” I gasped.

“Is that ok honey…you alright” he asked

“Oh yes, yes…that feels just fine” I said as his ass and hips started to sway back and forth. God it felt so good as it thrust in and out.

Each sway of his hips, each thrust of his cock made me feel good…real good as I sighed and moaned.

“Oh god—oh god—oh god” I cried.

“What’s up honey…I’m not hurting you am I” he asked.

“No…no…I’m fine…just fine” I sighed.

He laughed and said “Hey—you’re enjoying this aren’t you”

“Oh god yes…yes” I replied, as he continued his thrusting.

“That’s the way honey…enjoy it…enjoy it…you’ve got to get some pleasure from you’re work…you’re gona be good at this job, I can tell, you have the right attitude for it…you were made for this type of work Laura…take it from me”

God it felt so good, just lying there, feeling the thrust after thrust after thrust. I continued to sigh and moan. He continued encouraging me, telling me I was great fuck, making me feel good at what I was doing for him.

Then he cradled my legs across his arms and gathered me up, pressing my legs against my breasts as he closed down on me. I was a tight bundle of arms, tits and legs as he thrust himself into me again and again and again. I was totally tied up. I could do nothing but just let him fuck me. I could not move.
I was filled with euphoria…total euphoria a kaleidoscope of wonderful emotions was racing through my body as I sighed and called his name.

“You like this Laura…could you do this for a living my love”

“Oh god yes…yes…I could” 

“Well would you like to work here Laura…do you think you could do that me sweet?”

“Oh god yes…yes…I do…I do, I really do want to work here” I said excitedly.

“That’s the way honey…the job is yours…you won’t regret it…welcome to the family” he said, his pace picking up, thrusting faster and faster.

“Not long now sugar—almost there—I’m about to cum”

I felt a wonderful electric charge rip through my body as the orgasm hit me, then a few more thrusts from Bernie and he was filling the condom with his warm sperm.

He did not remove himself immediately, just released me from the tight bundle I’d become, letting my legs and arms to become free. He lay on top of me, holding me tight.
“It’s good to have you with us Laura…I really mean that” he said, with that warm confident, charming smile of his. I myself felt confident and relaxed lying there with him.

I realised I now had a job, and entirely different type of job to what I was doing at present. I felt good and excited about it; I couldn’t wait to get started.

We were now standing close to each other; we hadn’t bothered to dress, just happy to remain naked, both quite at ease with our nakedness. I felt the warmth of his body as he came next to me and slipped his arm around my waist, letting his hand move to cup my bum, giving it a slap and a squeeze.

“Now you are sure you want to do this honey, aren’t you”

“Yes…yes I am…I can’t wait to get started” I said, excitement showing. I hugged him tight, kissing him gently on the lips. “Thank you Bernie…thank you for giving me this chance…I won’t let you down…I’ll work hard for you…you’ll see”
“That’s good, I’m glad for you…now when can you start…what about the hotel…when can you leave” he asked, holding me tighter
“Well I’d like to give them two weeks notice if I could, Mr Cavanaugh has been real good to me over the past three years…I want to do right by him” I said
“Yeh that’s fair enough…so let me see” and he went to the calendar on the wall, displaying a female with large breasts.

“How about the 24th…that’s a good two weeks away…we’ll see what shift Marty wants to put you on eh?”
“Yes, that sounds great…I can’t wait to get started”

“That’s what I like a good keen woman…you’re gona make a lot of money here honey I just know it—now talking of money” he said and walked toward his clothes that were hanging on the back of the other chair. Taking out his wallet he shelled out $150 and handed it to me.

“What’s this?” I asked

“It’s what you just earned” he replied.

“I thought that was just an interview” I said

“No—no, no freebies you just earned it…now take it” he said handing it to me.

I couldn’t believe it $150 just like that…god I loved this job.

“Tell me, do you think you could handle a couple more clients before you start work tonight” He asked

Before I could stop and think I was eagerly saying “Yes…yes I’d love to…can I?”

“Of course you can…we’ll see Marty and Louise see who’s booked in this afternoon…I’m sure we must be able to find someone for you my love”

“Oh thanks Bernie…I really appreciate that” I replied.

“Now Peter is your pimp is he not, you’re part of his stable, is that correct”

I’d never even given it another thought; I’d been so excited at the prospects of working here, but now it dawned on me—he was my pimp.

“Yes—yes that’s correct Peter’s my pimp” I replied, god I’ve actually got a pimp, I guess I’m a real fulltime hooker now.

“Ok—we’d better dress and go tell the others—just put your panties and bra on and cover with the smock—then we’ll see who’s available for you”

I followed him down the hall to where the others were waiting.

“Good news everyone—Laura is joining us—please meet our latest staff member”

I could see Peter was ecstatic at hearing the news.

“Oh honey that’s great to hear—I told you it was all going to work out just fine” he said placing his arm around my waist, drawing me close and giving me a tight hug and a kiss on the cheek.

“Ok Marty official start day 24th—I leave you to find a shift for her, but she’s keen to start with something today before she goes to the hotel—you got anything for her”

“Well yes we have as it turns out—what about old man Stanford—he’s been waiting for Sarah, but she hasn’t turned up yet and I don’t think she is going to” said Louise.

“Old mad Stanford eh” Bernie thought about it “Well he’s an old grump…but harmless enough” he said, then turned to me “What do you think—can you handle?”

“Yes…yes, I can” I said fired with enthusiasm and eager to prove I could do it.
“Have we got a name tag with Laura on it” he asked Marty.

“You know I do believe we have” he replied and rummaged in a box until he triumphantly declared. “Yes…yes…here’s one” and handed it to Bernie.

Bernie duly pinned it on my smock, squeezed my breast then said “Go get him tiger”

Now I felt I was one of the staff.

“Ok Peter—you’re her pimp so we’ll need to work out a few details for the record—we’ll also see she gets home in time for her other job—I don’t think there are any more questions eh?” he said. “Ok, good luck Laura—Peter come with me” and I watched as Peter (now my pimp) and Bernie left to conclude their business.  

I turned to Louise. “What do I do now?”

“Ok, let me get you some clean towels, then go to the waiting room…just through there…Mr Stanford is in there…first name Stan, a rough crude diamond, swears like a trooper, but harmless…take him to cubicle four…bottom of the hall, after that…well I’m sure you know what to do” she said with a smile. As she had been talking we had made our way to the cupboard where Louise took two towels and handed them to me.

“Oh, here, better take some condoms just to be sure, there should be a supply in one of the draws…take these just in case there aren’t…good luck” she said and with that she turned and left me. I stood in the corridor feeling a little lonely. It seemed all straight forward when I was with Bernie, now he and Peter had gone to sign contracts and I was about to meet up with this Stan Stanford. I also realized the smock I was wearing barely covered my bum, a little movement and the client got a good view of my panties, which I suppose that is why they were made so short. I made my way to the waiting area and to meet Stan.
Stan was sitting quietly browsing a porn book. He was definitely from a farming community by the way he was dressed…not city clothes at all. Rough woolen shirt, open neck, brown corduroy trousers, odd socks and brown shoes. He looked around late sixties, maybe in his seventies, but he looked lean and fit, life on the farm had served him well.
“Hi Stan is it?” I asked

He stopped gazing at the picture in the magazine and turned his attention to me.

“Who the hell are you” he growled, as if I’d interrupted his thoughts about him and the woman in the magazine.

“I’m Laura…and I’m going to be looking after you Stan”

“Laura eh…well where’s Sarah…I always have Sarah?”

“Oh Sarah seems to be unavailable…apparently she’s not in today Stan”

Whilst we had been talking his eyes had been raking my body, trying very hard to see my knickers.

“Er yeh, well do you do extras, same as Sarah” he asked

“Yes…yes I do Stan I do exta’s…just the same”

“Hm…are you tight, I don’t like the slack ones, some of you whores have had that much cock you’re slack as”

“Yes Stan…I’m sure I’m tight, you’ll soon be the judge of that” trying to keep casual.

“Oh well if there’s no one else, I guess you’ll have to do…you’re new here aren’t you”

“Yes…just started today Stan” I said as he followed me down the hall

“You’ve got a nice ass Laura…and nice tits” he added. “I bet you’re cunt looks nice as well eh?”

“Well I think so Stan” I said “Well here we are” and I led him into room 4.
It was the same as all the other room/cubicles. The massage table was in the center, a cot for the other business was to the left, a pillow only and clean sheets to lay on, a small dresser with draws, on the top an array of body oils, lubes and lotions, clean hand towels, and most important a box filled with condoms, all different colors and would you believe flavours. What looked like a shower box was in fact a change room for those who wished to undress behind a screen.

“It’s  $150…is that right” he said as he took his out his wallet and started to count them out, laying the notes on the dresser.
“I take it you want a blow job and a bonk?” I asked

“A blow job and a fuck…that’s what I want…what’s a bonk?” he asked

“Same thing” I replied

“Then why don’t you just say it…a fuck…that’s what I want.

“Yes Stan…you want a blow job and a fuck…I get it”

Addressing my breasts he said again “Yeh you’ve got real nice tits lass…real nice”
I could see he was going to be hard going, they were right, he was a rough diamond. Still I could not pick and choose my clients, as long as they paid me.

“Er if you’d like to undress in the change room, we’ll get started eh?”

“Change room…change room, I don’t need a change room darling, we both know what I’m here for, let’s just get on with it” he said, as he started to undress. He kicked off his shoes, undid his belt and fly and was quickly removing his trousers and underpants. Peering through the pages of the porn magazine had, had a definite effect on him and it was still showing, either that or staring at my tits and ass had done it. It was the only area that did not carry any wrinkled skin, for an older guy I was impressed.

“You not getting undressed honey…come on…how can I fuck you with your clothes on?”

I realized I’d been watching him rather than undressing myself, he had me all confused.

Undoing the buttons on the smock was easy and I shrugged it off and through it on the massage table, where Stan had discarded his.

I could see the lustful look in his eyes as he took in the image of my almost naked body.

He’d now removed his shirt and stood before me in all his naked glory, and then he pulled himself onto the massage board, his legs hanging over the side, legs splayed.
“Come on honey…come and put those gorgeous lips around your Uncle Stan’s cock” he said slowly jerking himself.

“We need a condom first Stan” and I moved toward the dresser.

“Awwww come on honey, we don’t need them things…Sarah don’t make me wear one”

“I’m not Sarah sweetheart…it’s a condom or no sex”

“How am I gona cum in your mouth if I’m wearing one of them things?”

“The answer is you’re not”

“You ain’t no fun…not like my friend Sarah”

“Well you can do it all, when Sarah gets back”

By now I’d got hold of one of the coloured condoms red as it happened, walked back and stood between his legs and rolled it on for him.

“See—red—suits you” I said. He continued to grumble at having to wear a condom.
He slid his arms around my waist then his hands slipped down to my bum, squeezing my buttocks and pulling me tight against him, knowing I could feel the warmth and hardness of his manhood pressing into me. His hands moved up to my bra strap and like the expert he was it was undone in a flash, releasing them from there confinement.

“I want to see ya tits, feel them and suck them honey” helping me to shrug my bra free.

“Oh they are so beautiful honey…just beautiful…I bet all the guy’s tell ya, ya got good tits eh?”

“Yes—some have” I replied as his hands grabbed and squeezed my breasts, making me squirm at his roughness.

“Easy honey…easy…not so hard” I said. He took no notice, as he continued to squeeze and squeeze them hard.
His mouth took a large bight at one breast, tongue licking mouth sucking and teeth bighting at the nipple.

“Oh god—Stan—Stan, not so rough—not so rough” I pleaded, again no response. He was a rough diamond, who enjoyed playing it rough.

I took hold of his hair and pulled his mouth further onto my breast, now his hands fell to my buttocks squeezing them and holding me tight against his hard shaft. My pants were suddenly pulled down around my thighs.
“Gets ya knockers off…get them off…let me see ya cunt…I want to feel it” urgency in his voice.

I quickly pulled them all the way down and stepped out of them, throwing them recklessly away. With his hands holding my hips, he pushed me at arms length and gazed at the slit between my legs.

“Oh yes…oh yes” He gasped, excitement and passion in his voice, then pushing his fingers inside me. “Oh yes—yes—yes” he declared, working the fingers back and forth.

“Oh you do feel tight sweetheart—I bet you’re not as slack as this in ten years time eh?” he said with a chuckle, as he played with pussy for a few moments, whilst his mouth suckled on my breasts.
“Come on love—suck me off” pushing away from me, and supporting himself on his arms, presenting his hard shaft for me to suck.
“You should take that stupid fuck’n condom off” he said grumpily.

“Sorry honey it isn’t going to happen” as my mouth devoured his cock, licking and sucking. 

“Ohhh—god” he said, as he reveled in the euphoric feeling, his hand now resting on top of my head, my mouth taking in as much of the shaft as I could and my long blond hair falling and forming a veil around the action.
I could hear footsteps and laughter as a couple walked past our door, and then a door closing further down the passage.

“Ok honey—hop on the bed and I’ll fuck ya” he said, pushing me away and indicating toward the cot
“Face down, ass in the air…I’m gona take ya from behind…you like it from behind Laura?” he asked

“Any way is ok with me Stan” I replied.

I climbed on the cot, supporting my front end on my elbows and my ass on bended knees, my legs slightly splayed apart. My hind end was now presented to him and ready for penetration.

The cot creaked and shook a little as he knelt and took up his position directly behind me.

Smack!—smack! His hard hot my buttocks twice, a tingling pain hit me.

“Ouch—Stan—Stan not so hard honey” I cried, my bum still tingling.

“Oh come on honey, you whores love a bit of a slap, don’t you” he said, laughing

“Yes—but not so hard” I replied. Then smack…smack as my buttocks received another slap.

“Oh god Stan…please…please” I cried, as he continued to laugh and slap me.
“Ok honey…I’m gona put it in ya now…you ready?” he asked.

“Yes…yes, I’m ready for you Stan” I said, preferring that he fuck me, than continually smack my ass.

He licked his finger, spat out some saliva and inserted it in to my pussy. At the same time telling me how great it felt. With one hand on my left buttock and the other holding his hard shaft, I felt it caress my pussy, then the feel of the warm hard head…then “Ok sweetheart, here goes”

I braced myself and gave a small gasp as he fed it inside me. “Oh god Stan” I murmured. It was more for his benefit, letting him think or believe I was enjoying it…which I suppose I was. He now rocked back and forth on his haunches, setting up a nice steady rhythm. Our bodies swayed in tandem as he thrust back and forth, my tits swinging back and forth also like two large jellies, until he reached under for them and started to squeeze.

“Oh god that feels good honey…yes real good” as he thrust and thrust again. The cot was one of those cots that squeaked like crazy and was like a metronome, keeping time with his thrusts. It was a mixture of sounds. Slap—slap—slap, from our two bodies constantly coming together, squeak, squeak, squeak…from the cot and not to forget our own contribution. “Oh god…oh my god, Stan…Stan” and “Oh yes…yes…god you’re a good fuck Laura” “Uh...uh…uh” his continual thrusting the root cause for this kaleidoscope of sounds. If the cubicles were not sound proofed them the rest of the staff and others would be left in no doubt as to what was going on behind this particular closed door.

Then there was another, smack, smack, smack as his hard made contact with my buttock.

“Heh—there’s only one thing better than riding a horse—and that’s riding a good whore” he said laughing…then smack—smack—smack! Louise had been right; he was a crude rough diamond. I wondered if he were married or had ever been married and just how did he treat his wife, perhaps he treated his wife differently to the way he treated whores. At least he saw me a good whore.

“Over on ya back lass” he said and he withdrew whilst I flipped over on to my back. It was then that I noticed the red condom lying on the sheet.

“God Stan…the condom is off” I said, concern showing in my voice.

“Yes—yes, I took it off…you don’t need them things woman—much better bare back”

I was protesting and wanting him to put it back on, but his grip on my thighs was strong too strong for me as he prised my legs apart and right at that moment pushed himself inside me.

“Oh god no Stan no…please” I said.
  

“Oh stop fussing child…I’m all clean…how about you?”

“Yes—yes of course I’m clean—but that’s the whole reason for wearing a condom I want to stay clean…I’d like to stop in this game for a long time thank you very much” I replied.

“Well it’s too late now” he said. He held my legs splayed apart, one over the elbow of his left arm the other over the elbow of his right arm. He was smiling and he looking down on me, his ass and hips flexing and swaying back and forth as he continued his thrusting. His hair looked unkempt and greasy; he had a two day stubble on his chin. My hands alternated from tightly gripping the bed sheet to gripping his arms as the pace picked up. 

My whole body was being thrust back and forth, my breasts like two big wobbling jellies also swung in tandem with his thrusts 

I heard the sound of my own voice. “Oh god, Stan…Stan…Stan” 

“God I love fucking lass…I really do” he said, the pace getting quicker more urgent, with a few more very fast thrusts, he was unloading himself, not into the condom as he should have been, but into me.

“Oh yes…much better bare back…much…much better” he declared, letting his body drop on top of me. I could feel the pounding of his heart in his chest from the recent exertion, his rough two day beard like coarse sandpaper against my cheek.
“Next time Stan…if there is a next time…it’s a condom…you hear me” I said

“Yes honey…yes…I will, I promise…god you whores are so bossy”

“Well sometimes we have to be”

So far I’d handled two guys and found it had not been too hard. I knew I could do this job and do it well. I was delighted that Bernie had given me the opportunity and I was sorry I had not trusted Peter…the only thing that did concern me still was if I had to walk the street for customers…but hey so far that didn’t seem it was going to happen. I felt on cloud nine, ten and eleven knowing I was going to be working here full time.

I watched Stan dress as I did likewise. I picked up the $150 and put it in the pocket along with the other $150, I now had $300 for a couple of hours work, and not hard work. If I could handle Stan, I felt sure I could handle anyone. Now if they did happen to have another client I was willing to take him on and I’d be banking $450, almost as much as I got from serving tables at the hotel. I liked this job more and more. I felt an excitement about it. I’d harbored the idea of being a full time prostitute for years, so far I’d only been dabbling in it, now it was about to become a reality.
My thoughts were punctured when Stan declared

“Thanks honey…you really were enjoyable…maybe we can do it again?”

“Yes…fine Stan, if you want to” I replied. As it happened Stan was going to become my client as the following day Sarah handed in her notice and guess who Stan asked for next time. 

**********
Stan being Stan he was if nothing else persistent, he’d always wanted to cum in my mouth, he made that perfectly clear, every time he visited…then one day

“Come on honey…no condom’s let me just cum in you’re mouth”

“I’ve told you…no…its got to be a condom…cum in the condom”

“Oh heck, we’ve already done it a few time’s without a condom…nothings happened to you has it”

“That’s not the point…you can’t be too careful”

“I’ll give you $150 to let me cum in ya mouth…how’s that”

I had to stop and think a moment.

“A $150” he said again.

“God I don’t know Stan…I shouldn’t I really shouldn’t” I replied but was thinking of the extra cash.

He was already pealing the condom from his erect penis, inviting me to suck on it

“Come on honey…come on” he repeated as he pressed the warm head against my lips. 

Oh what the heck I thought and then I was sucking furiously on his cock, my hand pumping it like mad.

“One thing extra honey, you have to swallow it…you must swallow it”

“Oh god no Stan, the stuff tastes bloody awful”

“Swallow or no payment” he insisted.

Oh shit I thought to myself as I returned to pumping and sucking. With my hand starting to weaken and my jaw starting to ache. I thought he was never going to cum and then.

“Here honey I’ll take over and he grabbed his hard shaft, pumping furiously.

“Get you mouth ready, get it ready, I’m about to cum” he shouted excitedly. As I opened my mouth he quickly plunged his hard shaft inside. I felt the warm liquid as it ejected and spread across my tongue to the back of my throat. I felt I wanted to gag and the taste was no better than the last time I’d let someone cum in my mouth.

I held it, rolled it around. My hands flapping like a bird. I wanted to spit it all out, but in doing so would loose the money. I threw my head back and gulped…it was gone in one.

I opened my mouth and stuck out my tongue, letting Stan see I’d taken my medicine.

“Good honey…that’s good” he said

**********
I straightened myself up; trying to pull the hemline any further down was futile. I took the money out of my packet and with trembling hands, counted it one more time. God $300, it was just unbelievable.

I left the cubicle and made my way back to the reception area and Louise, a client was sprawled on the leather couch, reading a magazine, suddenly his eyes shifted from the reading material to my body. I turned toward Louise, thus presenting my hind end to him. I could feel his gaze as he focused on my ass.

“Is there any one else you’d like me to take Louis” I asked thinking the guy behind me was waiting for someone to become available.

“Not for another half hour…then there’s a Mr Stimpson booked in…do you think you could handle him, I’m sure Marty would appreciate it if you could, we seem to have an influx and a shortage of girls today”
I leaned further over the reception desk, making sure the guy was getting a good view of my bum and knickers, if he didn’t have a hard on before I felt sure he would now.

I looked at my watch, time was moving on and it would be a tight squeeze for time, however I wanted to please them and the extra $150 was the added attraction also. I decided to go for it.

“Yes…yes I’m sure I can handle it, after all I’m handing my notice in tonight anyway”

“Well if you want you can grab a cuppa in the kitchen if you like, I’ll come and get you when Mr Stimpson arrives…Diana is taking a break there right now…introduce yourself to her…down the hall and to the right”

“Thanks—I’ll do just that” I said, making my way to the kitchen area. I knew the guys eyes were following every sway of my hips.

The girl sitting in the chair showing a nice shapely leg, sipping a coffee and reading a women’s magazine was an attractive brunette. She looked me over as I entered, like me she was dressed only in a short skirted smock.

“Hi—I’m Laura—I’m just starting here” I said introducing myself

“Oh hi Laura—Diana’s my name—I didn’t know anyone was starting today”

“Oh well it was a bit sudden, I’d never really intended to start straight away, I still work at the Excelsior  Hotel…going to hand my notice in tonight”
“Well we sure need some extra hands—the place has been so busy lately, mind I don’t mind…the extra cash comes in handy”

We chatted for a while and I told her a little about myself and what I did.

“Oh god I couldn’t wait on tables, this jobs like any other job, it has its good parts and bad parts, some of the clients are real pigs and animals but I’d sooner do this for a living than serve tables all night, I bet the wages aren’t as good either”

“You’ll do alright honey, most of the girls are easy to get on with, we do have the odd bitch with each other, but soon get over it, have a girls night out once in a while, let our hair down at the Stags Head…no I’m quite happy here”
The kitchen door opened and suddenly Peter was standing there.

“Hey honey I thought I heard your voice…how’s it going sweetheart” he said making his way toward me and slipping his arm around my waist and giving me an affectionate kiss on the cheek.

“Great sweetheart, just great…I feel…so at home here, everyone’s been so nice to me”

“Well I’m glad to hear it…so it’s not as bad after all” he said with a smile.

“No…no…I’m sorry I doubted you…you were right I’m sure I’m going to be happy working here”

“I’m very glad to hear it my love” giving me another hug and a kiss.

Diana had been watching this little show of affection.

“Oh by the way this is Diana…Diana this is Peter Cheng” I said introducing them.

“Hi Diana, pleased to meet you” he said

“Likewise” replied Diana.

“Well honey I’ve got to get back upstairs with Bernie, we’re working on a good deal for you…what time are you leaving” he asked

“Well I’ve got another client in about ten minutes—then I’ll have to get home and change for work” I replied.
“Hey—Bernie and I will be finished by then—I’ll run you home and you can tell me all about your day so far—got to fly, nice to have met you Diana” and with that he was gone.

“Who’s Peter…you’re boy friend or pimp…I’m guessing your pimp”

“Well both actually” I replied.

She seemed rather skeptic when she replied “Oh…I see”

“I sometimes wonder about having a pimp…I seem to be giving more money to him…I do all the work and he just takes the money…still I suppose he gets me all the right jobs”

Just then Louise arrived on the scene to announce that we both had clients waiting.

When Mr Stimpson had finished and was gone, I dressed back into the clothes I’d arrived in.

I couldn’t hide my excitement as I walked to the car with Peter, our arms wrapped around each other. There was a skip and bounce in my step that had not been there when we arrived earlier.
I chattered away to him, telling him about old Stan and the difference between him and Mr Stimpson, Geoff was his first name.

Peter had to laugh. “God you’re a different girl than the one I came here with earlier”

“I know…I know…I just can’t help myself…I’m so excited Peter…I’m sorry I doubted you…I really am…from now on I’ll listen to your every word…I promise” I had no idea how profound a statement I had just made; it was to come back at me in the not too distant future. 

I sang and hummed as I showered and changed into my work clothes. I was still singing to myself as I walked down the alley to the back entrance of the hotel. The sound of the air conditioning units, the clatter of pots and pans, the constant chatter of my workmates as they prepare the evening meal, meals that I would not be helping serve for much longer…it had been three years since I entered this place as a young seventeen year old…in a couple of weeks it would be for the last time. I thought about dear old…well maybe not so old Eddy Pearson, my first real client and the night I’d accepted his two $100 bills along with the night I’d spent with him in his bed and all the subsequent nights, right up until the time he told me he was leaving to go to Australia. I think I could honestly say it was he who gave me my first taste and break in the business. Good fortune seemed to be heaping its generosity upon me even more, as I made my way to the kitchen and dining area, I was confronted by Danny Barlow, pulling his case behind him and making for the lifts. We saw each other at the same instant.

“Laura…hi” he said

“Danny…what are you doing here…I thought you were next month”

“Plans got changed…didn’t have time to ring you…er how are you for tonight” he asked

“Danny for you anytime…what room are you in” I asked. He took a look at his key and confirmed 323.

“I’ll be there…eleven or soon after”

“Great…look forward to it…I’ll be down soon for a meal”

God how about that, $450 for this afternoons effort and another $200 before I go home tomorrow, total…$650…life was getting better by the minute…every diner received an extra special smile from me that night.
Being screwed by Danny was good, because he was always finished before two am, which meant we slept from then until eight in the morning. Then I was sneaking down the hall and trying to avoid any staff who might wonder what I was doing there at this early hour. I’d already told Mr Cavanaugh I was leaving; he was disappointed and shocked at my resigning.

“Where are you going” he asked

Well I couldn’t very well tell him “To be a prostitute” I just said I was joining a sales team selling stationary, got a car with the job as well.

He wished me luck and said the door was always open should I wish to return…which is always good to know.

When I arrived home, the answering machine had its light flashing…four messages, one from Peter, wanting to catch up and three from the massage parlor.
“Hi Laura…Louise here, Marty asks if you could come in today and help out for a couple of hours…let me know” click.

Next was the same kind of message, and the same for the final one. I immediately rang them back.

“Hi Louise…Laura here…tell Marty it’s ok…I’ll be in just after lunch”

“That’s great…but could we ask a bigger favour, can you come in before lunch, we really are busy”

I pondered that for a moment then said yes it would be ok.

I lay steeping in the hot bath, the scented aromors filling my nostrils, the warm water penetrating every pore and crevice in my body. I stroked my pussy, cleansing away yesterday’s activity. 

“Sorry my love…I know you’ve been busy recently…but it’s going to get a whole lot busier for you…I’m sure you’re quite capable of handling it though” I said to it, sponging more warm water over it.

Peter did catch up with me. I was still just as excited as the day before and I could not wait to tell him how they needed me at the massage parlour.

He had good news for me. He’d secured a six month deal with Bernie, guaranteeing me work.

“That’s great” I said excitement in my voice, god everything was going my way.

“What happens after the six months honey” I asked

“We take another six months”

“And if we can’t”

“Oh don’t worry…we’ll get another extension you’ll see…you have to trust me…remember”

“Yes…yes of course…I’m sorry” I said.

For six months everything was going well…I gave little thought to the next six months. Apart from a few moments. I did enjoy my work, although the money did not seem as much as Peter had first promised. He said overheads were chewing up the money…yeah especially his new BMW. Still I was earning more than I had been and I could now afford a second hand Honda, that I was proud of and a better flat to live in, so life was not that bad over all. Then the bomb shell came. I guess life was being too kind to me and now it was time to pay the piper.

“Look honey…Bernie isn’t going to extend your contract…I don’t know why…he just isn’t…I’ll find you someplace else…I promise”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing…Peter had seemed so confident that all was fine and the contract would be renewed, I was good at my job, I enjoyed it and gave it my all, and the customers liked me. I just could not understand the reason why. 

If I’d called Bernie direct, as I had intended to do, I would have been told that it was Peter who had fallen out with Bernie and not me…Bernie was more than willing to take me back, however Peter persuaded me not to contact him…which unfortunately I didn’t.
“So…what now?”  I asked, knowing the answer to my question before asking.

“Mmm not too sure…but I’ll shop around there’s got to be someplace else…leave it with me” he replied.

Of course there was no where else, he didn’t even try and two weeks later and with no income.

“Well now what?” I asked again “I have nothing coming in and the bills are mounting pretty quickly” I said, which they were, having geared myself to a new and more costly lifestyle.

“Look I know you don’t want to hear this but maybe how about Elwood Road” he said, putting up his hands, trying to fend off my answer.

“Oh god Peter no not Elwood Road…please say I don’t have to go there…please”

“I know honey…it’s not the perfect answer…it would only be a temporary measure, until I get something sorted out...and I will…I promise…you said you trusted me didn’t you…trust me now” he said. The words I said and promised him now coming back to haunt me.

“Oh shit…shit…shit” I said dropping my head in my hands.

“Hey, come on, it’s only a temporary set back, we’ll get through it you’ll see”

Next day we were shopping for clothes, clothes more appropriate to a prostitute walking the street. Gaudy, tart type clothes, a short and I mean short red leather skirt, a hardly cover my breasts black top, black fishnet stockings…yes would you believe fishnet stockings and another pair of hi-heals, along with make up I’d normally never be seen dead wearing.

“Oh—my—god!” I declared as I stood in front of the mirror and gazed upon the foreign reflection looking back at me.

“Peter—please I can’t go out there looking like this” I pleaded.

There would be no doubt what I as out there for. It left little doubt to the imagination. I did not need a notice around my neck saying “here over here come and get it” the dress said it all
The red leather skirt just came to my thighs and with a split half way up both sides, those thighs were fully exposed. The top was a tight fit, letting everyone see my bra filled breasts, and naked exposed flesh between top and skirt…namely my waist. The fishnets only came to my thighs leaving naked flesh to view from hem of skirt to top of stockings. Of course it was all meant to excite and entice clients to approach me and want me, want me.

“You look just great honey…honest…don’t worry Stella and Elisha will be there to look after you…if you need any advice…they’ll be right on hand to give you advice and support”

I took another look at the stranger in the mirror. The make up, I’d never used make up so lavishly before. Thick mascara, eye shadow and blushers, red lip stick to accentuate my mouth…yes it was stranger alright, I’d never seen this girl before. The only thing was that if she looked foreign to me, perhaps I’d look foreign to other people, people I did not wish to run into.  
“Oh god…when do you want me to start?” I asked.

“Tonight would be good” he replied.

“Oh god no…maybe tomorrow…why not tomorrow” I pleaded.

“There’s never going to be a good time honey, I’ll drop you off there around nine pm…should be the start of the night life by then”

He put his arms around me, gave me a reassuring smile and a hug, his hands reaching for my bum and giving it a tight squeeze.

“You’re gona do great honey…I know you are…in the mean time I’m working on an alterative”

I’d tried to keep relaxed all day and watched the clock as it edged its way nearer and nearer to the time. When the door bell rang, I was so tense I almost jumped out of my skin.

Peter found a parking spot near to the area I was about to work. Two girls were strutting up and down, watching and waiting for a punter to approach. Whilst the shops had all closed, there night lights still illuminated the area, at least there were overhangs to give protection from the rain, but tonight was calm and warm, the kind of night that brought out the punters.

People were walking past, some still just idly window shopping, others wanting to approach the girls but at present were waiting to pluck up the courage to ask the question. Cars with young drivers were cruising up and down. The whole place seemed to be crowded. I started to panic and I looked down at my red leather skirt, my thighs were showing as were my knickers, there was no way I could pull the hem any further down.

“Oh Peter please…I can’t do this…please Peter” I pleaded.

“Hey…come on we’re almost there” he said, placing his hand on my thigh, giving it a reassuring squeeze, then a reassuring kiss.

“There’s Stella…I’ll get her to come over and meet you, you’ll feel better once you get to know the girls” he said. He caught Stella’s eye and waved her over.

“Hi boss what up” she asked as she popped her head through the lowered window.

“How’s it going…busy?”

“God yeh…the pace has gone mad tonight…I’ve got a bundle of cash for you if you’d like to take it now” she said.

“Sure…sure but I’d like you to meet Laura—Laura is going to work beside you girls for a while—could you take her under you’re wing, look after her, show her the ropes”
Stella was keen to curry favour with Peter and readily agreed. She then reached into her purse and handed Peter a bundle of notes, I don’t know how much, but it looked quite impressive.

“What about Elisha…I should collect hers as well I guess…come on I’ll walk you both over”

It was time for me to get out of the car. I felt real self conscious and embarrassed as I stood on the pavement. I felt that the whole world was looking and watching me. 

“Come on honey, things are busy, let’s get at those punters” said Stella, keen and enthusiastic to get back to work.

I had little time to think as she put her arm through my arm and whisked me to their spot.

There was a brief introduction to Elisha, Peter very carefully and discreetly relieved her of her money and with a quick goodbye he was gone. I just stood in silence as I watched the BMW speed off down the street.

There was little time for social talk or meaningless chatter as I eyed the two guys heading in our direction.

“Hey, where do we take these guys to do the business” I asked

“Oh…well if you go to the corner” said Stella pointing in the direction I should take “Turn into Woodland Street and about two hundred yards in there is an alley, which leads to a back entrance and car park area, it’s not used much at night, mostly during the day for the people who work in the area, check around, find a spot and just do the business”

The two guys were almost upon us, we stood facing them. They had already picked out who they wanted. The talkative one next to me, the other taking up a position next to Stella.

I felt terrified and nervous and was glad when Stella took charge.

“Hi guys—looking for a little action are we?”

“Yeh—could be—what do ya charge?”

Stella gave him a price, which he immediately countered.

“Listen honey, if you want a discount go to a discount store, Laura and I ain’t dropping our knickers for a cent less…you could try one of the scrubbers up the street, they are getting pretty desperate” she replied and just stood looking a little disinterested. They took a moment to consider the price, the agreed.

My guy took hold of my arm and said “Where to honey”

“Oh—er just around the corner” I replied. He slipped his arm through mine and we walked like a couple out on a date. We didn’t fool anyone, not everyone out were punters. There were those who were just out sight seeing, visiting the red light area, curious as to what went on, wanting to see it live, they knew what I was and what the john and I were about to do. An elderly couple giving me a disapproving look, the young teenagers hanging out of their cars, jeering, whistling, giving lude signs, couples with those knowing smiles, it seemed that all eyes were upon me, looking at my scantily clad body. I wished that the ground would open up and swallow me. When we turned into Woodland Street, I felt relief, relief to be walking away from all those staring eyes. The lights and noise of the busy street receding behind us, the click, click of my hi-heals on the concrete pavement echoed loud between the buildings. A sudden gust of wind formed an eddy, carrying a few leaves with it. The breeze blew under my all too brief skirt, gently and sensuously caressing my exposed thighs and pussy. My client hurried us along, eager to get on with the business; my legs struggled to keep pace with him. 
We approached the entrance to the car park area; apart from a couple of parked cars it seemed empty.

We tried to make small talk, but I was still somewhat nervous and was searching and wondering what to say. I mean once you’ve talked about the weather, what else do you have in common.
I found the alleyway leading to the back of the building, and had no idea where we should go. I kept walking and we talked in hushed voices like conspirators plotting some dastardly scheme, until I came to a back entrance to one of the buildings, it was set back in an archway and in the shadows, it looked the perfect spot.

From now on it turned out to be a total bloody disaster.

“Here—here this should be ok…it looks pretty secluded” I said and sunk back into the shadows against the concrete upright.

I took his money, quickly stuffing it in my purse.

The guy had obviously done this before and wasn’t shy, he pressed close against me and as I fumbled in my shoulder purse for a condom, he’d already got hold of my pants and pulled them down around my thighs, which wasn’t to hard to do.

“Wait…wait honey, I’ve got to get a condom on you first my love”

“Yeh—yeh, come on hurry up” he said impatiently
As I was searching for a condom, I heard him pulling the zip of his trousers down. Something hard and warm was pressed between my thighs. 
“Come on honey—come on we haven’t got all night”

“Yes—yes I’m hurrying—I can’t find a condom” I replied.

“Well let’s not bother with honey—I’d just as not wear one” he said.

“No—no—we need to use them”

I eventually found a condom my hands and fingers were frantically tearing at the cellophane trying to get the packet open, then as I was removing it from the pack, I fumbled and lost it on the ground.

“Oh shit” I said, wanting to retrieve it.

“Oh come on leave it—let’s get on with it”

“No I’ve got to find it and put it on” I said, my thighs tightening around his hard erection that was trying to get inside me.

He placed his left hand on my bum; his right hand took his hold of his erection, and he started searching for my entrance and with his feet firmly planted between my insteps, he prized my legs apart. I could do nothing to stop them from opening up, wider and wider
“Oh god no—no—not yet” I said, concern in my voice, but he was having nothing of it he was pushing himself inside. His first thrust driving me up the wall. I had to stand on my toes; his arse already humping me, continuing to push my ass against the hard concrete, the roughened surface acting like sand paper, scraping my skin. I was being bounced up and down on his dick
“Oh god…oh god slow down honey—take it easy—take it easy” I said, but his eyes and expression said differently, he was enjoying each and every stroke and thrust, there was no way he was going to slow down now.
The rough surface of the concrete continued scraping my bum. “Oh god…oh my god” was all I could say. Trying to push away was of no use, his hard thrusting just pushed me back against the wall. Resigned to the situation, I placed my arms over his shoulders and waited for him to finish. When he stopped I asked if he was cuming. His reply “No—not yet” obviously feeling he was about to ejaculate he had backed off for a moment or two, then, in earnest he started again.

I heard muffled voices and the clack of hi-heals. In the gloom I saw a couple coming toward us. Then the female voice say. “Oh heck…there’s already someone in there…come on over here” and they both made off in another direction.

I gained some relief from the wall when he placed his hands on my buttocks, squeezing them and pulling himself in. When he gave a gasp and three full deep thrusts I knew that this time he was cuming and cuming with a vengeance.

My leg muscles ached from continually trying to stand on my toes. As he slowly withdrew, I could now relax and reaching for my knickers pulled them back into place.

Likewise he tucked his cock back in his trousers, doing up his fly, then taking a packet of cigarettes from his pocket, lit one, took a long satisfying drag and blew out the smoke.

“Oh—that’s better—nothing like a good fuck to make me feel good…come on I’ll see you safely back” he said, again the sound of my hi-heals clicking on the pavement as I struggled to keep pace with him.

He left me at the corner, with a “thanks, see yah” and was gone. I made my way back to my stand Stella having returned, Elisha away with a client. 

I had little or no time to chat with my new work colleagues as time and again I made for that doorway with one client after another.

Around one am, the business was starting to taper off. I was tired, my leg muscles ached and I was hungry. Then Peter arrived. It was obvious Stella and Elisha were keen to curry favour with him as they greeted him with a cheery smile. 
“Hi boss…glad to tell ya…it’s been another busy night…got plenty of good cash for you”

“That’s what I like to hear girls…keep up the good work’…keep that cash rolling in…you want to keep me happy eh?”

“Oh yes boss…we’ll keep at it”
Then turning to me he asked “How’s it going honey…settling in a bit are we” I wanted to say no I hated it…I want to leave…but that could all wait.

“Yes—yes like Stella and Elisha say we’ve been busy” 

“Great…well I’ll catch up later…what time will you go to Stella”

“Oh maybe two am…it is starting to slow up around now…then we’ll go to J.R’s for a bite and a coffee” she replied. He turned and left, once again I felt abandoned as I watched him speed off in the BMW.

Now one thing, Peter was pretty astute, and knew people and his business. He knew if he could drag things out, my own attitude toward street walking for business would eventually change. Little by little a day at a time I started to become immune, it happened so slowly, creeping up on me bit by bit. Not realizing the change in myself. Before long, I was walking the walk and talking the talk. I talked like them, walked like them and eventually I gave up on asking Peter when he was going to find me somewhere else to work from. I was just as keen to work for him and please him as Stella, Elisha and all the other girls. I was in the end just another girl in his stable…he was my pimp and my boss. I didn’t even get all worked up when at long last he told me he didn’t want to see me anymore, preferred not to be seen with one of his whores…it was all strictly business. I knew it was coming anyway…so it was no surprise when he told me.
J.R’s was one of those all night coffee come steak house places, where we working girls made for around two in the morning. The first time I’d visited I was a little stand offish, after all I wasn’t the same as them, I was only working the street temporarily and I’d soon be back at the massage parlours. However I could not help but be drawn in toward them all, they were a source of great help, assistance and understanding and as I said I was soon just like them…no I was one of them.
That first morning after we had all closed up shop, I’d had a most welcome coffee, well two most welcome coffee’s and toasted cheese sandwich and a much, much needed sit down, my bum was all scratched from the continuous chaffing against the rough concrete, and the muscles in my back and legs ached like they had never ached before.
“Oh you’ll get used to it honey” I was told.

I’m not going to be here that long; I thought to myself…how wrong could I have been.

Peter had left us all with enough for a taxi, which I ordered up at around three am.

I stretched in the back absolutely pooped. The driver was an African and I could see his eyes watching me in his mirror, as we drew nearer my flat he asked

“How do you want to pay for this sugar?”

Mm…what do you mean…how do I want to pay for it?”

He just chuckled and said “What I’m asking is do you want to pay cash…or kind…if it’s kind I can find a quiet spot park  up and I’ll join you in the back whilst I take payment…know what I mean sugar”

It took a moment or two to sink in. “Well how is it to be sugar?”

“You know a quiet spot near my place?” I asked

“If that’s how you want to pay…I sure can”

Well I thought…what’s one more…and I save the price of a taxi cab.

“Ok if that’s how you want paying…find a quiet spot”

Two streets from home he pulled into a quiet spot and turned of the engine and all the lights, at three fifteen in the morning it was as quiet as the grave.

He was a big heavy set guy, his black skin blended with the dark night as he opened the back passenger door he said “Move over sugar” I shuffled to the far side, making room for him. I removed my knickers. I thought it better to remove them completely, placing them on the seat beside me. The seats were vinyl and felt cold against my bum, the part that had scrapped against the rough concrete was still soar and tender.

Parting my legs, I threw one up the back of the seat and the other over the front seat. Even with such a big car it seemed a tight squeeze for the two of us. 

“I do so like getting paid in kind…for me it’s the cheapest way to get a fuck” said the driver as he fumbled with the zip on his trousers.

I lay back as far as I could, reached out touching and feeling his warm hard member giving it a gentle squeeze, I’d touched quite a few this evening, this one was no different, perhaps a little larger than some but nothing I could not handle. I guided him as far as the entrance, placed the head inside and said “Ok take your payment honey” as he pushed himself inside. I watched the dim shadow of his black shaft as it vanished inside
I gave a little gasp “Oh god” his weight pushing and squashing me against the upholstery, as the taxi began to gently rock and sway, a reaction caused by his thrusting and humping on top of me.
When he dropped me off twenty minutes later he handed me his card. “Any time you need transport my dear…give me a call…it’s been a pleasure to do business with you”

It did not occur to me that I had taken the first step into accepting who I was soon to be. The more I listened and copied my colleagues, the more I was becoming just like them. I was going deeper and deeper into the forest, soon to loose my way, making it difficult if not impossible to find my way back. I was immersing myself in their way of life, slowly accepting it. This of course was exactly what Peter wanted and knew would happen. My appeals for him to find me somewhere else to work from continually fell on deaf ears, always promising me that he had everything under control.

As each day passed I learned something new. Where the best spots were to take your John, the car park where I favored, down by the viaduct where Elisha and Stella favored…there was the park…alright on good nights…but lying on cold wet or damp grass in amongst bushes was not preferred, then there was the back seat of a car, just as I did for the taxi driver, a practice I carried out regularly with him. A little dangerous at times, we always took license plate numbers if one of us went of with a guy in a car, but good on those cold wet nights. Lying, legs apart, the John humping you to the accompaniment of driving rain bouncing off the roof of the car. Blow jobs, screwing, I did it all…taking the guys money then passing it on to Peter later in the evening. 

The payment never seemed to measure up to the take, but he made sure what we earned was better money than we could earn any where else. I did a mental calculation one night and with ten girls…including me; in his stable his cut was very substantial even on a conservative level. I estimated he was taking between $500.000 and $800.000 per year, his regular changing of new cars proved it.

As the weeks passed into months and I’d given up of moving away I stopped asking him…the change and acceptance in me was complete. I was now one of them. I did not question him. I took the John did the business and passed the money on. Now I was just as eager as the rest to show him how good I was…continually wanting to impress him.

He instructed me not to refer to him as Peter anymore but “Boss”, after all that is what he was…and he needed me to show him some respect…so boss it was from then on. 
After months in this lifestyle I woke up one morning and took a good look at myself in the mirror. I had to get away from what I was doing, I knew I could do better for myself…but I did not know how difficult it was going to be…like alcoholics and long time smokers, saying it and doing it are worlds apart. I sat an age, thinking, trying to form the words I was going to say…how would he react, would he threaten me, hit me, he may not even allow me to leave his stable, I’d heard some pretty horrific stories about pimps and their whores, they were very guarded and reluctant to let them leave…well to leave willingly, just up and off, retribution was swift and the disfiguring scars deep and lasting. Maybe I should just forget the whole thing, after all it wasn’t too bad, not really, I could live with it, but not the scars. It took me another twenty minutes…then I lifted the phone from the cradle and dialed Peter’s number.

“Hello” he said. I stood there speechless; unable to say anything…I was trembling, crystals of ice forming in my bones.

 “Hello…who’s there” he repeated.
I took a deep breath and said “Its Laura…I need to tell you something”

“Yeah…what is it?” he inquired.

“I…I’m leaving the profession…I’m not going to work for you any more” I said nervously, waiting for the inevitable backlash.

“Like hell you are…you’ll leave when I decide you leave”

“No…no I’ve made my mind up…I’m not doing it anymore”

“Stay there…we need to talk…sort a few things out” then the phone went dead.

Oh god what had I done, I slumped into the chair, my body trembling with fear. I’ll talk to him nicely, tell him I was just joking and tell him I’ll be out there tonight again…I’ll work harder for him, make him more money. Yes, yes that’s what I’ll do. Then the other side took over. Don’t be stupid, stick to your guns, you’ve made the decision and so it was a battle of voices in my head. I jumped when I heard the door bell, my heart thumping in my breast. Oh god…oh god...I’ll apologise, I’ll apologise. I was saying as I went to let him in. As soon as I opened the door he grabbed my arm and dragged me back to the living room.

“Now, what’s all this nonsense about you leaving…you’re an ungrateful little bitch, after all I’ve done for you” he screamed.

I was surprised when I held my ground and told him my mind was made up, I wanted out. From here on it was a slinging match between us. In frustration he raised his hand to hit me, raised like some cobra ready to strike. I waited for the blow to follow; it took all my effort to stop my legs from collapsing under me. Oh god…here it comes…I’m going to get slapped around, hurt, even worse. I was about to give in, throw myself at him, beg his forgiveness…tell him I’d made a terrible mistake…if he had not lowered his hand at that point, that was to have been my reaction.
“Fucking whores…you’re all the same…you’re just not worth it…don’t think you can come and beg me to take you back…I won’t and I’ll see no one else takes you on…you’ll see” and with that he turned and left, slamming the door in rage as he did so.
I slump into the chair, my body trembling. I could not believe he would leave, just like that. I was now having second thoughts. Oh god maybe I’d made a big mistake…what do I do now. I felt I’d just cut myself adrift and no rescue in sight. If I hurry after him it may not be too late.

“Wait…wait Peter…I’m sorry…I’m sorry…I’ll go back to work…I’ll go back tonight…it was all a mistake…just a silly misunderstanding” I shouted after him.

I frantically threw the front door open, only to see his new Mercedes vanish down the road.

Oh god what have I done I said to myself in despair. If only I could talk to him I know I could make it all as it was.
As the day wore on I was torn between should or should I not…all the reasons for, verses all the reasons I should give up. When the time came that I should have been leaving for work, I was tempted to get dressed and go join my friends, just as if nothing had happened. I could imagine Stella and Elisha, wondering where I was and what had happened to me as they displayed their goods and plied their trade. Those cold windy nights, no I wouldn’t miss them. Huddled in a fur line suede jacket, black stockings and calf length boots, but still that short leather skirt, and just a hint of bare thigh, always that bare thigh, that had to remain uncovered at all costs, always let the punters see the goods, that cold wind blowing between your legs, freezing your ass and pussy, still there was always a warm dick waiting ready and willing to warm it up.
I could not sleep. This had been my work time, the hours I did the business, I’d done it for so long, and sleeping at this hour seemed unnatural. When I did wake it was as if I’d put in a full shift, only there was no reward…no money. Now I started to wonder about all those bills that would have to be paid.

God I’d been so stupid, thinking I could just give it up…I had to phone Peter right now. I’d get out of the business, but not right now…maybe in a years time, yes…I promise I’ll give it all up in another year…just one more year…I had to phone Peter…get it all straightened out.

I dialed his number, thinking about the words I’d use to beg him to take me back.
“Hello this is Peter Cheng, I’m sorry I can’t take you’re call…..” I’d reached his answering service. I hung up and slumped in the chair. The other voice took over, see this is fate, you can do this without him, don’t go back, you’ve made the break. It will always be another year, then another and another. It’s now or never Laura, move on.

I had to do something, find another job…but what, the only job I knew that would make the money I needed was what I was doing. Well if need be I could always sell the car and move to another flat…I liked my Honda and I liked my flat…however if I had to, well so be it.

The hotel…Mr Cavanaugh, he said I’d be welcome back…that’s if he meant it and I could supplement my income with a little moonlighting on the side…yes…yes I could see it working. Now that I had a new challenge, Peter Cheng didn’t seem as urgent.

I should have made an appointment to see him, I know that but I wanted to get on with what I had in mind and get out of the flat. If he said to come back then that would be ok, at least I felt I was doing something other than brood and worry.

Some of the old familiar faces were still there, Pamela and Stephen were still part of reception along with Diana, Mr Cavanaugh’s secretary, and I’d always got along well with her.

I told her why I was there and asked if it was possible to see him.

“He’s in with someone at present Laura…but if you want to wait, I’ll see if I can get you in between appointments” she said. I loved her.

Twenty minutes later he was ushering me into his office.

I told him that the other job was not working out and I was hoping, he might have a place for me back in the kitchen.

“Yes, well I never did think that job was for you Laura” he said. Somehow I had the distinct impression he knew exactly the type of job I’d been dong…I never pressed him to elaborate.

“As it happens I can probably do better…you originally applied for a receptionist’s position did you not?”

“Yes…yes that’s correct “I replied a little puzzled, but my spirits rising.
“Well it just so happens that Shona is leaving next month and we have to replace her, do you think you could handle the position?” he asked.

I could hardly contain myself, I wanted to jump up, hug and kiss him, but with complete self control I replied that I honestly could, I’d love to take the position.

I told him I needed work in the mean time and again he came to my help, well if it’s not now beneath you what about a little bit of waitressing in the mean time, again I could have hugged and kissed him, what a guy he was, just when I needed a night in shining armour, here he was before me.

I stood outside the hotel, looking skyward, counting each floor and window…the great magnificent entrance. Oh god it was good to be back and the opportunities, oh what wonderful opportunities lay ahead…I’d been a fool such a fool, but things were all about to change. Change for the better.
